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No Time for Her Only Friend!

{3 HATS encugh!
’ Don't want to see
any more,” Clara
Trevlyn said with
decision. *You're in the

team, Freckles.”
Henrietta Winchester of
: the Fourth Form at Clff
House turned, cricket ball in hand, and
gazed st the Tomboy in breath-sus-
pended deliiht, as both stood by the
teeming cricket nets on the Junior Side

playing fields.

“You—you mean,” she blurted,
“that youw're geing to give me my
junior cricket colours?”

“Why not?" Clara laughed heartily.
“You've earned your colours on bowi-
ing alone. But practise, mi ags
and bags of practice,” she added wam-
ingly. “*You'll eee your name on the
team list after tea.”

Henrietta's eyes sparkled in_the. sun-
shine. That gopd-lookx:g oval face of
hers, its prettiness enhanced rather
than marred by the little freckles which
seemed to pick out the dimples of her
cheeks, was radiant. She was trans.
ported for the moment into the realms
of utter ecstasy.

Bhe—to have earned
school cricket colours ! }

She—to play in the most fashionable
cricket match of Clifi’s House’s season !

She wanted to hugh, but in her
excitement only gulped. 8he wanted
to_dence, but so bewildered was she
with bher sudden kn.pg‘meu that she
could only tremble. This—oh, this was

rious! This was the biggest thing
' “that had, ever happened to her since
the day, nearly twelve months ago,

" {Alipighis of this publication are reserved
nd'iprdicuior

her junior

duction is strictly forbidden.)
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when she had so dramgtically, so

found that dear mother h

amazingly
whomnie had always mourned as dead.
This seemed to be the summit of her

do redlly mean it?™

am!
“Clara, you—you
she cried “Y{:l-—you wouldrn’t joke
Fembon Clars Trevl d at bk
ra yn gazed & 7
“m«; don’t be a chump!” she
eaid briefly. “Turn up to practice
and practise hard, that's all I ask.
Right-ho, Dianal” she added to the
lordly Diana n-Clarke,
p on and a brand new
white-gloved hands, was taking ep her

position at one of the wickets. “See
you later, Freckles,” she said. .
Happily Freckles nodded. Ob, this

was grand, this was marvellous! Bhe
wascgmng to play in the most exciting
match of the season, and she was going
to get her colours. And she was going
to get her colours, if you pleese, on
the very same day her mother returned
from E; 1

For Winchester had been away
these last few months, and Henriettas,
for the first time in her school carcer,
had become a full-time boarder in the
school. Never, never had she known
Ergater happiness. Her whole life &t

lhﬁ' House had been happy—so
gloriously y that scmetimes even
now she wome 1 whether she was not:
drepming everything. If there was just
one. cloud on her horiron, just one &iny
discord in the
existence, it was—

Hdia-Lydia Crossendale |

ways, in these uplifted moments,

Freckles’ thoughis turned to Lydia,
that girl she o
aheﬁaw 84
gra
such di

harmony of her

but who was herself held in
by the rest of the Form

- letter.

liked, to whose father-
ch an enormoms debt of F:

that, with the exception of Henrietta
1e had not a single real friend
in- it.  8illy, silly Lydia, whose chief
fault was her own vanity.

8till, Lydia would be pleased asbout
this, and Lydia should know it at once,
Freckles happily told herself as she joy-
full across the quad.

i Freckles | a voice saddenly
called to her, and an extremely pretty,
bl ed gu'l¥ wearing the junior
school captain’s badge, came out of
the school, anletter in her hand. “T say,

who, with Freckles—
in her

“Babe I Freckles breathlessly cried.
“y M
“I've got a letter—"" Barbara Red-

fern began.

“But I :aéy, listen to the news—or do
fou alre know it?" Freckles
aughed. ‘“Babs, Clara’s put me in the
S oy oed ] il

: 5
Redfern emiled. “Bat j
to earth for a minute, you? I'ven

It's just arrived.” &
“" Fm. m ' .

“Yes, of course.”

“Oh, thanks!” Freckles took it,
laughing, and then her face became
more merious as she glanced at the
superseription.  “Oh, it's from Mr.
Crossendale I she said, more soberly.

."%yd.tg’u fatber ?"” Baba asked. .

& u. -

Babs smiled good-timeuredly
Frmﬂqﬁ;lfmgt:toiomm, alit en
Rishakn oF S iy boaxr°’°ﬁtfi;
school knew it Bhe' knew that My

firet and foremost
t heroes.

L
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first chance, Freckles had found the
mother she had never préviously known,

Reading the letter through, some of
the happiness faded from her face, and
u quick look of enxiety came into her
eyes.

“Hum 1™ she =aid, and shook her
head. But she did not say what was in
the letter, and because it was not Babs’
way to pry into those things which did
not concern her, Babs did not inquire.

. “Babs, have you scen Lydia!” she
asked.

* Why, yes; she's in her study,” Babs
replied. “I spoke to her a fow minutes
ago. $he’s waiting for someone.”

A quick shadow crossed Freckles'

aco, -

“ Anita 1™ sho asked.

“Anita Maling—yes,” Babs
“Treckles, who is that gicl 7™

But again Freckles, spurred by that
loyalty which was so deep-seated a part
of her, shook her head.

Truth to tell, she did rot know much

sbout -the rather overdressed and
extyemely showy-looking Anita Maling,
except that she was the daughter of a
London mian who was going to open a
new dress shop in Courtfield in the near
future. But she did not like her.
- A decp and intense distrust of Anita
filled I'rockles’ whole being, more
especially as Anjta had been in the
hn%ei?,l Jjust_recently, of bringing rather
expensive dresses from her father’s shop
for Lydia to try on. And Lydia, of
course, who was just erazy on clothes
and liked to feel that she was the best-
dressed girl at Cliff House, had fallen
for that and taken Anita M'almg to her
heart in a big way. .

“T'll go to sce her,” Freckles seid
abruptly. .

And, with a nod to Babs, ghe hurried
on her way, tramping into_the school
and up tho stairs which led to the
corridor in which the Fourth Form
studies were situated. At the door of
Study No. 1, which Lydia Crossendale
shared with Ireda Ferriors and Rosa
Rodworth, she knocked.

“Hallo]l Come inl” said Lydia’s
eager voice.

ut when Freclkles’ face appeared she
pouted. . .

“Qb, 'you!” she seid somewhat dis-
appointedly. “I thought it would bo
Anjta—with my new dance frock, I
thought you were at cricket practice,”
she edded, with a scowl. :

“] was. But I cemo away. Lydia,
1 had to come to tell you,” Freckles
said. “I've been selected for the
Lantham team |”

“Jolly good !” Lydia said, but with-
out any deep-felt intcrest. “Didn't sce
Anita 7"

“ Lydia, no.”

# “?onder where the dickens she’s got
to?” Lydia asked fretfully. *She said
ghe'd be here in time for tea. We're
going to the Royal,” she added in-
€0} uently. :

I'reckles fmked at her anxiously.

“ Lydia, is—is thab wise?” she asked.
“The Royal's sn awfully expensive
place, isn't it1” .

“Woell, anybody asking you to pay?”
Lydia scowled. X

“No; but I'H_bet,” Freckles said
keenly, *that Anita’s not paying. . She
and her friends never pay,.do they,
Lydia, and it must be costing you ap
awful lot of money to be running about
with them?"” .

Lydia flushed a little.

“Your business?” she asked, with a
hint of unpleassntness.

“ Not—not exactly; and yet—well, as
iylou:' friend it is!” Freckles shook her
ead. *“Lydis, I—I've bean wanti
to ta.llf to you about Anita,” ehe said,

said.
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i und—',al}’d-—wel], T've just had a leter
rom—"

, And then she stopped, realising from™

the gathering storm-clouds in Lydia’a
face that this was not the time perhaps
to tell Lydia that her father was be-
coming rather anxious about the large
sums of money she was spending, and
bad sasked her to use her influence with
Lydia to prevent her from falling into
any new scrape. L

“Lydia,” she suddenly exclaimed,
“you don’t seem very interested in my
news.”

“Well, I am—of , course.” Lydia
shrugged, however, !ilainly implying
that her interest was more in the
arrival of Anita. “Hope you’ll do
well. Hallo, here is Anita,” she eried
excitedly—"and Sylvia and Kitty as
well I Then, ignoring [Freckles
altogether, she flung up the window.
“Cheerio !” she cried guily, *“This

way u]i."
Freckles bit her lip. From where she

“ Freckles "’ Winchester chosen to
play cricket for Clif House—and
Lydia Crossendale * going gay”

with a trio of sponging, older
girls! Two happenings which

seemed far apart—certainly

two girls who in natures were
far apart. But r
Freckles owed ; ‘b
Lydia’s father a

debt of gratitude,

;and Freckles ===

i

= s

e
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“Got it! Sorry we're late, but wi
went into the ditch on the way here—
: ee; the fuss we had getting out of
it, Three handsome young men with
lorry gave us & tow in the end, other-
wise we'd have been there till mid:
night! But here's the frook,” she
added, “and with it a little tea gown
wo're sure you'd like to wear this after-
noon.”

“QOh, Anita,
breathed.

Anita laughed easily. 3

“Nothing miraculons about it,” she
said. ‘' After all, why shouldn't you
wear & few of the pater's frocks—there’s
a shop load of ’em to go atl Go and
put it on, there's a dear. By the way.
did %ou book the table at the Royalt”

“Yes, of course.”

“Oh, goodie.” And while Lydia
eagerly grasped the parcel, Anita threw
8 half-mocking look, towards her two
friends—a look Freckles did not miss.
“Hallo,” she added, noticing Freckles’
existenco for "the first time.: *“You
coming too?”

*“Oh, Freckles, yes!” Lydia cried
cagerly. “I'm paying.”

But Frockles shook her head.

“No, thanks,” sghe said. “I—I've
something else to do. Lydia, et me help

you miracle!"” Lydia

&

‘determined that even if it ruined her chances of playing in the big
match she would save the Snob of the Fourth from her folly.

stood sho could see into the quad, into
which a trim little green four-seater car
had just driven. A girl with fair hair—
Anita Maling herself—was at the wheel,
and as she saw Lydia she waved her
hand and the car gave an alarming
wobble. With her were her two friends,
8ylvia Pettifer and Kitty Yale, Lydia
turned excitedly to Freckles. i
“And Anita’s - brought the dance
frock,” she ecried. " Look, that's it in
the box she's pulling out of the baek

of the car. Oh, Freckles, do wait and
see it!”

“Dance frock? But when's the dance,
Lydia 1"

“Mo-morrow  night, chumplet—at
Jay’'s club |1” Lydia retorted.

Freckles started.

“Jay’s club—but that’s
hounds ! she protested.

“Well, what of that?” Lydia cried.
“Jay’s is the most go-shead club in
Courtfield, so mnaturally it's oot of
bounds—anything that iso’t stuffy and
old-fashioned always is out of bounds in
this beastly. hole of a school! Thai's
Anita,” she cried, as footstéps sounded
in the passage. “Open. the door,
Frecklos.”

Freckles gazed at her for a moment,
and then went to the door. Threo
laughing girls, each of them dressed in
the height of -fashion, all of them con-
siderably older than Lydjs, came in,
Anita Maling leading the way with a
huge parcel. . . :
Chips, Lydia, old thing !” she eried.

out ‘of

you to take those frocks to the dor-
mitory,” she offered, as Lydia, un-
wrapping the box, drew out two
gorgeous creations—one in pink silk
taffets, and the other ip oyster satin.
“Right-ho! Won't be long,” Lydia
laughed, and cheeks burning with ex-
citement then, she rushed off.
Henrietta followed her out.
“Lydia—wait a minute " she hegget|

anxiously. -“Lydia, thoso frocks are
worth pounds 1”

“Well, of course; otherwise I
wouldn’t be wearing them,” Lydia said
haughtily.

“But—but supposing they get
damaged?” : .

“They won't,” Lydia said. “But if

they do, what then?"

“VYou—your father will have to pay
for them.” E

“Oh, fiddlescks,” Lydia scoffed.
“Don't be a baby. Think I don’t know
how to wear frocks without getting
them damaged? And in any case, as
Anita says, therc's a shop-full to re-

lace them. Don't be & timid goose.
ome and help me to get into them
instead.”

" Then, a3 they reached the door of the
dormitory—* Oh, my hat, I would\leave
mdv brush gnd comb in the study!” she
added fumingly. *Freckles, old sport,

be a darling, and double back and gst -
them for me.” :
Quickly she banged the door apen
with ‘eagerness now to fry on
cler.

uiveri
frocks.

For -6 moment F
- . - -
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hesitated; then, with a deep look of
worry on her face, she trotted back.
She didn’t like it—definitely she didn't
like it. Why couldn’t Lydia ste what
was plain to her—that Anita and Kitty
}mc}? ylvia were juet playing ber for a

00!

But that was a&p’arent to Freckles,
keenly alive to Lydia’s vanity. Not for
nothing had these older girls taken
Lydia up. Not for nothing was Anita
£0 keen to lend those expensive frocks
so thay Lydia might have the pleasure
of wearing them just once and then
returning them to the shop.

If Lydia paid no money for that
privilege, Lydia certainly paid-out in
other ways, for these three girls were
just spongers, and Lydia, unfortunately
for herself perhaps, was blessed with
rather more money than the average

girl.
+ Freckles felt disturbed and apprehen-
sive—espeeially in view of  Lydia’s
father’s letter. Mr. Crossendale himself
had noticed the amount of money hia
dnughter was _epending, and had also
received & sharp report conecerning
Lydia from iss Primrose, Cliff
ouse’s_headmistress. For his sake, if
not for Lydia’s own, Freckles felt it her
duty to sava the seli-centred ariob of the
Fourth from drifting into danger.

She reached the half-open door of
Study No, 1, just as Anita Maling, on
the other side, gave a low laugh.

“Well, if she does damage them—
what then?” she asked, apparently re-
plying to one of the other girls
quesiton. “ Lydia's father's got pots of
money, hasn't he? He can't refuse to

pay i we setid him the bi]l.” )

“ And Lydia knows that, of course?”
Sylvia put in with a chuckle. .

“Lydia doesn’t, Lydia thinks every-
thing in the garden will be lovely. No
need to let her know unpleasant facis,
especially as she's giving na-such a
ripping time. Ahem!” she added, as
the door came open and Freckles came
in. “Changed your mind 7" she added.

- Freckles gave hor a withering stare.
She did not reply, but she went to the
mantelpiece, and there, picking up
Lydia’s brush end comb, departed with-
.out & word. s n
' But she wap choking. as she went back
to the dormifory, to find eager. Lydia
slready pulling her school clothes over
her, head and, Barbara Rodfern, her
great chum Mabel Lynn, fat, be-
g)_.egt_acled essie Bunter and Leila
afroll of Americs, who were also
. staring 'at the frocks which
lay, on her bed in admiration,
“But I say, they must cost poundsi”
Babs was emiaiming. i
“Qh,: of couysq,”, Lydia  said  off-
handedly. B g by oy
t.h‘e%?f} you mejn to°say you cen wear
{Wear any frock in the shop,” Lydia
returned casually, - “TFhat’s the fun of:
hnm.r?. & dressmaler's daughter for a
friand,” ‘Lo, Freckles!” "she added.
g A e
) thie thing!.olen’t it just .ripping ?
%t}g these thré%: buttons, thgg’qsh,
B e . .

” eckl h.. ’ i 2
B Trocden tir Tain suddinly

said “ensely. “I fomeéthing to
tell ynuhl Do yot%- f‘#a,t ilggny-
thing - happens tg; Tocks, you
father, wﬂi})iisa i 0. hill 7 3.'9?:‘
- Ly ared. :

“And. do you realise,’ aid, “that

yow're just trying to mulke mischief? 1

tell you, Anita ‘and J -h&vé an’under-
andipg abous -this. ~Alwright!.-Don’t
elp if you don't wantito ! Mabs, you
do it. And please,” she_said angrily

to Freckles, “don’t slander my friends,
because I won't listent* ]

“But, Lydia, don’t you :think you
ought to listen to what Freckles has to
say !’ Babs asked. .

“No, 1 don’t1”

“But, Lydia—" Freckles cried.

Lydia flung round. oy 2

*“Oh, do shut up !” she blazed. “I've
told you before I dow’t want to row
with you. I don't interfere in your
business, so I don’t see you've eny right
to interfere in minel! There, now, I'm
ready ! she cried, and snatched up her
coat. “Good-bye |”

Freckles gulped. .

“Lydia, no; you've got to listen to
me {* she cried desperately.’ “Lydia,
tr%to be sensible 1"

ut Lydia, with an impatient glower,
gushe'd her on one side, striding for the

oor. Then—slam! She had gone.
Y T
Heading for Trouble!
[ Y hat, there she
goes again!”

! chuckled Clara
: Trevlyn.
“ Bravo, Freckles!®
. The scene was the prac-
s tice nets on Junior Bide
again, and the time was after tea. And
Clara, Babs, and Mabs, who wers
standing in a group &t the bowling end,
cheered lustily as Rosa Rodworth, at
the nets, siared in astanishment at her
wicket, which, for the sécond time run-
ning, had been splayed by Freckles'
delivery.
“What a bowler I” Babs breathed.
“What a fluke!” Rosa Rodworth
sniffed, and rearranged her wstumps
again. “Bet you don't do that again1”
Freckles inchester laughed — a
pleased and merry laugh it "was,
though it was noticed, as she pieked up
the ball,- that her eyes strayed rather
anxiously towards the gates. She
called: - i ’
lIP]ay I” - g . 1
Rosa stood still, grimly determined.
Freckles took that funny little run of
hers—two skips, a hop, and then two
little jumps. Over went her arm, and
along the pitch whizzed the ball.
Breaking just in front of the crease, it
curled round Rosa's bat, and, though it
mjssed the wigket this time, Rosa,. step-
ing -out to it, would probably have
een stumped.
Rosa blinked. =
“My hat!.How the dickens dges she
do it}"” she grumbled, I made sure
I'd got that one covered.” . -
%5 old Freckles I Babs enthused.
What. a bowler! . What a rod.’in
Eickle;’"ua Clara delightedly said, for
1iff Hoyse’s opponents on Saturday |
Cel:tainfy Henrietta was a find, and
certainly Henrieita was  happy.and
cm]qymg hergelf. . But her face was just
a-little shadowed as she joined -Babs
and Olara. L. .
“That was Lydia who just went into
the school, wasn't it 1" she asked.
“It wag,” Clara said. “But blow
Lydia! Freckles, stick to your bowl-

. ing! At this rate you'll be pl?gh_:.g for

the first before you're much older "

Bt s D ... Henrietta lau
Wall, s ‘minate 1 she” . e

“ Flatterer I” s _':’(!(':}'aided.‘}“ 8till, I am
glad you're Elga ed, because—becaise—
_ .gg!l-j—t-h—’” 8 'efgiaheﬂ. “Clara, I—1've
.thinking about something.”
i “'&Jna ;k}‘;% ‘af her Keenly.
) L3 dia-‘?n - "
il Yes a3

Clara frowned. ok

_ “Freckles, ~why bother about her?”
she askeit lm‘g:tienﬂf. “Bhe's just
being.& snob, that's all. Your job n
is to concentrate ¢n cricket. Lydia’

© the good?

AHE SCHOOLGIRL

shown pretty plainly that she doesn't
value your friendship, even though you
have tried to warn her against those
other girls, Give her a rest, Freckles.
Let ’her go her own gnobbish, swanky
way {”

“And Perhaps ot expelled?” Frecklos
agked. “No.* ghe shook ~ her head.
“I con't forget what I owe to her
father Clara, for his sake I've got to
at%: her from doing anything silly.”

tara gazed at Babs.
\nd- if you wouldn’t mind
helping—" Freckles faltcred. “If—
if, for instance, she had some other
interest, like—like being in the cricket
team—* v

Clara decidedly shook her head.

“Not pgood cnough!” she sald
abruptly. - s
“I-I know. But—but the idea's

never been put into her head.” -Frecklea
looked at the junior games € tain
pleadingly. “I know I've no right to
ask you to do angthin , but you did
say,. Clare, that if Lydia would only
give her mind to it, she might get her
place in the team.” i
. “Well, yes; I said that, and I meant
it,* Clara acimowledged. “But what's
{ She’ll never turn up at
practice.” .
™ But that's only because she thinks
she’ll never get a real chance,” Freckles
pressed cagerly. “And you know she
won’t do enything unless there’s a
chance of being in the limelight at the
end of it
for the Lantham match. What about.
telling Lydia she can be it? Jt—it -
woula help her to feel she’s got a real -
chance at last.” :

Almost _1mplorm¥ll,y Frecklea blurted
that, gezing at the Tomboy entreat-
ingly. Clara’s lips came together, plain
refusal in her mind. But she caught
Babs’ eyn. She paused, and again
looked " at Freckles' beseechingly em-
barrassed face. Yes; that certainly
would be an encouragement to Lydia,
and Lydia was just about good enough,
with preparation, for the reserve posi-
tiom,

. But it was not Lydia Clara was con-
sidering then. It was Freckles. Clara
was fond of Freckles. Keonly was she
anxious that Frecklea should be happy,
not only for her own sake, but because
an untroubicd mind was as necessary to
her success in her first big match as her
undoubted cricketing skill. Babs, too,
felt something like that.

“It could bhe managed,” Babs ven-
tured. “It would, at least, bring Lydia
up to seratch and make her practise.”

€Clara frowned. Then she shrugged.

“0.K., then! Give it a trial [ ghe
granted,

Freckles' face radiantly lit up.

“Clars, iou—-you darling! And—gnd
can 1 tell er 1 .

Almost qaivering was her face in its
jo_{_ ::lld eagerness then. Clara grinned
a little,

“Well, of course you can tell her,”
she saidi “I’ll confirm it afterwards.”
Imosy trembling with joy, Freckles
at once rushed off. Clara was a sport—
a brick! % felt utterly trnn:gortﬁd”
with delight then. With a rush, che waa
across thu lawn: and, breathlessly
bursting into Big Hall, raced up the
stairs which led to the Fourth Form
studies three at a time. So great was
her excitement that she did not even
remember to knock at the door of Study
No. 1. She just buret in .
“Lydia!” sho cried.
Lydia was there the unopened box
Lyt standing by that table. hed
ydia, standing by that table, hac
a letter in her hanﬁs, which had obvi-
ously arrived during her absence. Bla
glared at Freckles, o

L ]

Clara, you want o reserve - -



L

“breaking

- no doubt, would be

EVERY SATURDAY

“You—-" she began. ;

,-'.‘I:.ydi;, T'vo got something to tell
o1

¥ “Have you?! And I”—Lydia scowled,
her face suddenly venomous—* have got
something to tell you, aneak!”

Freckles blinked.

“Bus, Lydia, I don't—-"

“No?” Lydia’s eyes glittered. Bud.
denly she waved the letter in her hand,
“You know who this is from, don’t
you? My father. You know what he
tays—yes, you do, you tittle-tattling,
poison-meaking sneak ! Who told kim
that I've got friends who_are leading
me astray? Who told bhim that I'm

{mmds? Who could tell him
—oxcept you? The very fact he men-
tions your beastly name so frequently
ghows you've jolly well been
sneaking 1" .

Henrietta’s faca turned scarlet.

“Iylydia, I haven't—>" .

“Yes, you have! Den’i jaw!” Lydia
said violently. “Now get out!” =

Freckles gazed at her—overwhelmed,
gtunned. - Not a word which counld be
construed as being against Lydia hed
ghe ever written to Mr. Crossendale;
though Lydis, of course, knew that she
was in frequent communidation with
him. She faced her, fighting down the
resentment those violent words aroused
within ber,

4 All right, I'll talk about this later,”
she said levelly, “when you are in &
saner frame of mind. Meantime, I've
something I want to tell you. Thero's
& chance for you in the ecricket team—
Clara says s0.”

Lydia etared at that.  Just for &
moment her eyes betrayed a flutter of
interest,

“] don’t believe it1” she stated

atly. -

“But it's true—really[* Freckles
gazed at her. “Lydia, Clara wants
you to be reserve for the Lantham
match.” .

“Your idea 7"’ Lydia asked.

“Well, yes. I thought—" .

“You thought fiddlesticks !’ Lydin
sneered. “Think I_can't see through
your artful game? You’re hoping that
if you can only find some way of keep-
ing me at school I'll chuck Anita & Co.
overboard 1”

TFreckles bit her lip. The telltale
colour of her cheeks told Lydia bow
shrewdly she had hit the mark.

“Well, yon can go and tell Clara to
eat cokei” ghe snapped. “And you
can go and help her yourzelf! I just
woulgn’t play for the rotten team—no,
not even if they made meé the captain |”

And then, while Freckles stared,
stunned, she caught up the box, dis-
dainfully pushed past her, and stormed
into the corridor. .

Freckles stood still, anger, dismay,
apprehension all suddenly at war
within her. What waa the good of
trying to help Lydid? Why should she
bother ? .

In that mood she was on the point

of stamping out of the room when her . .

eyes happened to fall upon the waste-
quer-baiket. R .
Post Office pavings book was lying
on top of the rubbish. . ;
Freckles stepped towards it. Lydia,
locking for it
befgie Jong. Bhe picked it from the
basket open e it was, and then, gazing
at the last list of edtries, gave a start;
end at once her anger ‘against Lydia
ave place to & ,m}ﬂ_;;feeln'ﬁ 'of alarm,
?or those figures plainly told a tale,
The last five entries” wore all.’
demend,” and against each was written
ths same sum—two pounds. -
Ten pounds—in_little over a fort
night. Ten pounds _
out of her Post Office account since

dia had 'd‘;pwx; i

taking up with Anita Maling & Co.
Apart from that, she had had her
allowancea from school; and, to
T'reckles’ own knowledge, at least one
remittance from_ home, Such was the
priee of her foolish friendship.

. Thet sense of impending peril hang-
ing above Lydia becime sharpened
then, banishing sll her own sense of
wrong immediately. What a reckless,
spendthrift fool the girl was!

- Freckles put the book back on the
desk. Ought she to tackle Liydia about

it?
But what would be the good? Lydia
would only fly off into a temper.

Call-over bell rang then, and she
tramped into Big Hall t.ydia was
there, but as soon as Freckles looked
at her ehe turned haughtily away.
After dismissal Freckles anxiously
touched her on the arm. i

“ Lydia——" she began.

“Thanks | Don’t talk to me—sneak !”
Lydia bit out, and stalked off.

And not till bed-time did Henrietta
see her again, though in the meantime
she saw Clara and Babs, who, not a
bit surprised at the reception she had
received, once again advised her to
have nothing to do with Lydia Cros-
sendale. * But that, of course, was im-
gomble—whda she still considered the

ty she owed to Lydia's father.

Next morning, however, Anita called
again—with another new frock. After
that Lydia did scem to relax a little,
and, in fact, appeared to pleased with
hLerself at dinner that she even flashed
& smile at Freckles when she came in.

After the meal Freckles caught her
in the corridor. .

“Lydia,, old thing—"" she said.

“Well 7 Lydia  asked almost
friendlily.
“J—I—1—" Freckles stuttered;

and then, deciding mnot to mention
Lydia’s Post Office book, which had
been on her mind since yesterday, she
shook her head. “We—we're having

practice after lessons,” she said,
“Hope you enjoy it,” Lydia said

5 o » e
. "LYDIA'S f?thgl;':k go:m o

"Pauging in the doorway, Freckles heard-
fag s 8 theyéanm_tyﬁam-

By Hilda Richards >

curtly, “I'm going te the tea dansant
at the Courtfield Rooms.”

“With Anita?”

“Who else?”

“But—but you know
bounds.” ‘

“Now,” Lydia said and scowled,
“don’t start the lectures, goodie! And
don't,” she added, with o flash of her
old spite, “write -and tell my father
what I'm doing|” . i

“Yon know I never did write and
téll him,” Freckles protested, “But,
Lydia, couldn't you come and practise?
The offer still stands.” .

But- Lydia only rather scornfully
laughed at that, and, to avoid being

ressed further, whisked off. Not until
lessons did Freckles see her again, and
immediately lessons twere over Lydia
vanished.

Freckles was dashing off to try to
detain her when Clara caught her by
the arm.

“Never mind Lydial We've got a
practice on,” the Tomboy said. “Be
at thie nets in ten minutes, Frecs.”

“Yes, right-ho!” TI'reckles replied.
“Of course. But—hut, Cla!'a,, if I can
get Lydia to come along—"

Clara made a grimace.

“Blessed if I see why you worry
about that outsider !" she said. “Still.
if you can get her to come n!ong, she’s
welcome, of course. But don't you
forget,” she added warningly. “Il's
you that really matters, after all.”

_ Freckles laughed. Her heart beat-
ing high with hope, she darted off.

it’s out of

“After all, if Lydia could only be made

to get enthusiastic about cricket, she
might grow tired of  her worthiess
acguaintances, . 8w

But barely had she reached Btudy
No. 1 when Dulein Fairbrother, head
girl of the school, came along. Duleia
nodded to her. .

“gteady on!” she said. “Bomething
ou can do, Freckles.. Know wherc
ydia is?”

“Tn her study ?” Freckles suggested.

“No. I've just looked in there. But
her father's on the other end of the

e
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Better go and keep him enter-
tained while I dig her out,” she added.
“But hurry! It's coeting him three-
pet}f,e for every three minutes he hangs
aon

Freckles laughed, Off, with eager-
ness, she bolted. Entering the prefects’
room, where the telephone was situated,
she canght up the reeeiver. At once
Mr. Crossendele’s voice came through.

“0 &'la—ﬂ E:

“This 1sn’t Lydia,” Freckles inter-

phone.

rupted, with a Jlaugh. “It’s me—
Freckles. We're just fuding Lydia
for you.”

“Dh, I say, iz it really you?” Mr
Cromsendale’s voica held & note of
warm pleasure. “An -wady, ou needn’t
worry Lydia,” he added; “you'll do,
Frechles, Get my letter?™ ’

“Yes, thank you, Mr—="

I wrote to Lydia, too,” Mr. Crossen-
dale said, more-sprreus]ly. 4] thought
it was about time she pulled up

Freckles, do look after her for me,
won't you?! From all I can gather she

seems to he heading slep bang for big

troubls, and—and, well, you know what
it would mean to me if she got into any
serious serape. Apart fram that, her
mather's not too well, end is also
inclined to worry abeut her.”

Frockles bit her lip. .

“J—I'1l do my best,” she rqu:ed.

“There, I know you will.” He
laughed a litile. < * It's one of my great
consolations, Freckles, haviog you at
the school. If anybody can save Lydia
from geing to rack and ruin, you san.
But that im:n’t what 1 mn% phoned up
akout,” he added. “I'm pheming from
Charing Cross, and I'm due to cateh the
Eastbourne® thdin® ‘in twe - minutes
We've got a ten minute halt at Court-
Il“'leld "Junct'wu at four-thirty, and so

“You want us to meet you thera?”’
Frecklea éagerly asked. .
“That's the -idea, smart girl! Just
for a little chat—I’d liko to see you
both before I come down for the big
day on Baturday. Whoa, I can see "em

fushing my train out! Don’t make it -

ate, will you? Till four-thirty, then 1”
“mill four-thirty,” Freckles promised,
and ]nughc‘d. rosy with joy. * Leave it
to me !’ :
As she put down the rocciver her
eyes travalled through the window,
t window ia:)ve a view of the gates,
and through those gates, ed in s
new, rich plum-coloured coat, an
olegant figure - was in the act .of

sauntering. ;
“Lydial?  Freckles.  breathlessly
Orio%in it was. Lylia, going out i
it was. Lydia, going out in
borrowed finery t¢ meet Eet Epongmg
pals h::heu her father was expecting- to
see her.

ik

Almost

Down went the_receiver as
turned and raced out of the
room. e
;inettisg Freda Ferriers as

down the steps into tho

she plan,
qnl£ lhg pelted down the ‘drive just. -

as Pega came and she

saw Lydia step on it and vanish inside. -

Too late ! . :
The bus, gathering speed, was already

SR oy g o
ik, ity 2a3'.thep,‘l=:_‘s. fisappes)
slong the road. Still, she wam't going
to be beaten, and- y
back into the schocl, ehe ‘dragged ber
e O Lt the aw s, Tt (AR
113 0 ¢a 5 i - :
gooduess eho, il m%e:f} of ‘tima,
© ‘Breadily’ she  pedalled, - ;reaching
Cousebeld twonty ifinates Wier. - Lydin,
_ she guessed, weuld ba meeting Anita &
Co: ‘st the dress-shop,.&nd towards that
shortly to-be-opened” establishment she

¥

.glowed.

_ing all day,
: apgta. In_?few

r. Y .
ick]  Back to:the pav!” Babs

grim

made her way. Her heart leapt as she
sp& the car which wae drawn up out-
side, - -

In that car, with Anita at the wheel,
and Sylvia Pettifer and Kitty Yale
(sie%ted in the back, was Lydia Crossen-

ale. .

Even as she spied it, there was a
thrum as the car started up, and a spurt
of blue vapour came from its exhaust.

“ zdm 1" gha cried.

Lydia turned, then nudged Aaita,
who sent the car forward.

She turned it swiftly down a side-
turning, a grin-on her lips. Des tely
Freckles pedalled in pursuit. ut tan-
telisingly Anita kept the car some
twenty feet ahead—until they were well
out of the busy part of the town, and
in_a hedge-lined road.

* Then Anita slowed, and
Freckles managed to draw n,iongnde.

“Lydia, listen, please!” she cried.
“Your father— Here, I say! Stop,
stop 1" she yelled, in alarm. *Lydia,
your 'f'n.ther—ha telephoned—he wants

panting,

But Anita had winked to Sylvia, and
Sylvia had grioned at Kitty, Sud:
denly the door of the car—it. was one of

the open variety—was thrown %e.n. a,
d itty

Simultaneously, Sylvia an
lunged at her from inside it, catching
her arm. .

“Let me down, let me downl!”
shrieked Freckles.

But she was dragged into’ the car,
her eyele clastering over in the road.
And as she foundered on the floor, all
mixed up with the legs of Kitty and
8ylvia, the others laughed uproariously.

Swiftly the car gathered speed.
Anita chuckled. .

“Now,” she said, “you cun do all
the chattering you want to do. we

0. Whoops, girls, firat stop the Court-

eld Rooms |

; Freckl,e&':'ﬁespéraf; Effort}

“ ABS, did you find
. : her?* -Clara
Trevlyn asked.
*“No,” Barbara
Redfern replied,

E::te& her heaving chest,

she had been running

hard. “But Freda aa.ir_s she went tear-

ing out of the school like a mad thing

ibo‘;;t twenty minutes ago, yelling after
ydia.’ -

Clarn Trevlyn, hat in hand, grunted
crossly. Clara was at the nets on Little
Side, and the team, clustered about her,
had all been waiting for the arrival of
EI'] , who, Clera had promised,
should treat them to seme bowling.

“Chasing that cat!” Clara’s eyes

R’ after her when 1
warped her specially for practice!
Blessed if I know what's coming over
tha girl. And now,” she added, glower-
ing }’P at the sky, “horo comes the
ramn P’

“QCie), it am going to_pour, tob!”
Marcelle Biguet exclajmed,

A true gmphocx, that—for oven as
the words left the little French girl’s
lips, the rain, which had been threaten-
beganto fall in heavy
secorids it wes a down-
poa

cried: :
"Helter-skalter the rush for the

of pavilion. By ihe time they reached it

the rain was dropping down in torrents.

Unbroker bMmckness in the sky sa far

as the aye could reach s to dug-

gest that it was going to be no passing

shower,: either. w5 @ ¢

‘:v%dl. _this . finishes it!”
ted. “Th

‘Clara

i

anks to Freckles, we've
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bad no practice at all! Who says tes
at the creamery in Courtfleld?”

“QK.! Buals said; and the other
chums agreed )

s0 a somewhat disappointed body
Clara, Babs, Mabs, and Leila Csrroli
ot out macintoshes and caught the hus
or Courtfield, .

It was still raining when they reached
Courtfield, and, with the streets run-
ning with water, they raced down the
busy High Street. Then suddenly there
camo a cry. With such force wers the
brakes of the bus jammed on that for
s moment they were all flung together
in a heap.

“Hey, what—"
then yelled: “Look )

She pointed to the window behind
which they hed seated themselves.
small car, driven by a girl, had just
skidded ont of a side turning in front
of the bus. There were five girls in
the car. ’ .

“Lydia 1 eried Leila.

“And, my hat, Freckles!” yelled
Clara. “Oh, my hat, look1”

“I'hie as the ecar, shooting across the
road, whizzed through the traffic lights
and, apparently out of contrel, die-

ppeared.

'P'%‘im—-t.ha fools !* gulped Mabs,

The chuma gazed at aach other, rather
grim, rather disgusted.
not ouly let the practice down to run
after the worthloss Lydis, but was now
gracelessly joyriding in the rain with
Lydia and her fricnds.

lgasped Babs, and

Clara’s lips curled in_the contempt '

she made no attempt to disguise.

* And that’s our Henrietta {* she said
bitterly. “Joyriding with those cadsl
And not only joynding, but getting the
schoo! a bad name into the bargdinl
My hat, just wait till I sce her!” she
breathed. “ Just wait| If this is what

Freckles had -

she thinks is playing the game, she goes -

out of the ericket tetim to-night 1”

Bm Frecgres, had they but koown it,

was far from cnjoying that ride,
Freckles at that moment was furious,

Of course, it was & high old lark to -

Anita & Co., and & source of malicions
satisfaction to Lydia to hold Freckles

a prisoner against her will in the car’

driven by
dressmaker. .o

Every time Freckles tried to speak
Anita mis;chievous}f changed gears with
& noisy, gﬁndin%:c ang and accelerated.
It was one of these frequent aecelera-
tions which had almost precipitated
disaster at the cross-roads.

“Look here—" Freckles yelled for
the fftieth time, as they flew up Small
Street. : :

“Hold tight !” .said Anita,
Narrow squeak, that! Still, here we
are at the rooms!” she. added, as she
hit the kerb, end, skidding round
another eorner, brought them in-sight
of the Courtficld Rooms. *Tumble out,

girls 1*
“But, Lydia—" Freckles panted.
«Qtuff | Come insidéd 1* Lydia said.
her.. Her
eyes were blasing then. .
Listen to mel”

the crazy doughter of the

Frecklea, ﬁe::nelyé gripp
“Lydia, you idiot!

sha said roughly “ Your father phored.
He wants us to meet him at four-
thirty.” ‘
dia started.

“Where?” |

“ At the station.”

Ok ! Lydia said, and for o moment
did look serious. ANl right! Ceme
inside I’ she said. “Wa can’t talk here
in the pouring rain.”

Fr
she was, she wag
held Lydia's dttention. To be sure, she
did not waut to go into tho forbidden

“Phew! .

\

os guiped. Exhausted though -
S was glad at lash to have .
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rooms; bub snything then, she felt, was
worth while if she could get l’:;ydm

away. - ]

“Right-hoi But we'll have to hurry,”
she said. '

Lydia shrugged. She led the way in.
Anita grinned. - .

“Maet_you in_the closk-room,” she
sngmested, “0.K., L dia 77

“0.K. |” Lydia said, and nodded to
Freckles. “Come in here.”

Treckles went in “there “—there
being » small state room running off
from the foyer. Lydia closed the door,
and then faced Freckles. . i

“Well, what is this?”

Freckles told her, Lydia laughed.

“And so that's why you're chasing
me about?” she eaid. “My hat, any-
body would think it was a matter o
life and death| There’s nearly an hour,
ninny, before the train arrives [ No
reason why we shouldn’t have & dance
and tea before we go. Anita will run
us slong in her car.”

Frackles winced.

“Lydia, why not comec now 7" ghe

asked, “Why wait for Anita? In sny
casd, what about me? I'm not anxions .

to hang about here.”

“Not Well, did anybody ask yon
to?” Lydia sneered. “IPlease yourself.
Go on to the station, if you like. ¥l
jolly well come in my own ood time !

if you don’t want to wait ingide, yom.

can jolly well wait outside! I don't
care, anyway! I'm going up to the
cloak-room to change now | )

¢ She

Freckles olenched her hands.
marvelled \at ' her own self-control as
Lydia . deliberately turhed her b
upon her and diss
door in the opposite wall. TFor Mr.
Crossendale’s sake, sho was going to
take Lydia along—if she had to drag
her_there | v F

She turned back, and, opam;hg the
door, went into the foyer. .And,
she stood . stock-still, her heart giving 8
violent leap, -

For in front of her stood. Sarsh
Harrigan. .

Sarah was 8 prefect at Cliff House,
and a very haral‘:. ill-natured prefect at
that. It was one of Sarah’s hobbies to
go snooping and spying around ih these
orbidden places on half-holidays, and
Barah, obviously, was on & apyl:f
expedition Row. Her eyes fastened full
upon Freckles as ehe came out of that

door. . -

« Henriotta I’ she rapped.

Freckles stood still. !
. “Bo I’ve] caught ye‘ti 1 Sarah said,
er eyes gleaming. -“I suppose you
kn'owythi's place is oui of bounds? I

suppose _you know that tea dances.
ate forbidden? What are you doing
here 1”

. Freckles gulped

+ % Nun-nothing ! "I—1 just popped in,”
she said.
“Have you? Then

ou can jolly well
pop out again [” B

snapped. “And

when you get back to school you can
report to Miss Bullivant! yhody
else from the school here!”

- Freckles faced: her ‘boldii.' .
" “Well, does it look like it?” she

" asked. i
. . Sarah glared &t her a:imp'wioqﬂ?-_;_

‘Bhe . stared round. ::

: -' es t.

. flled with dismay at her own plight,

- thudded an_ziau'al; Hor & mouent. _’gu;v

"~ poding-Lydia; unaware of the/ presence
of ‘the:

- "Eond 17 S P
CC“Well, go onl - Aot back 1# .. Bazah - thacl
-'sngp'ped. e P . - suddén

-~ Hrobkles bit her Iitg..  Her heart was - thé

o :

prefect, :auﬂdeni.? bumibn"‘tof_i,ho

" Hewvy nwith ‘despair then. - What. rottén
Tkl But t%rmhwmdu had-
not been' spotted | ‘In eh

order to ‘ge

¢ Impatience,

peared through the ¢

_then -

‘Housa passed

Sarah off the premdses, sie went there
and then, and Sarah, pleased at having
made one cepture, at least, followed her
out. , Without & word, the prefect
‘accompanied her to the end of tho
strees, A Cliff House bound bus was
coming. Sarah nodded towards it.

“(Go on!” she said. :

Freckles stceled herself. It would
never do to let Sarah become guspicious.
Tror the prefect’s benefit, she jumped
on the bus, and Sarah stood in needle-
eyed sternness until the bus moved off.
But I'rockles only took a ticket to the
next -stage. As soon as thei was
reached she hopped off and hurried
back into the town.

Four o'clock then.

Her eyes were glimmering & little.
exasperation were over-
mastering her. With reckless disregard
for watching eyes, she plunged into the
hall again, making- her way to the
dange floor. Lydia was there, swirling
round lazily in the arms of Anita.
Freckles caught ber by’ the shoulder.

“Tvdia, isn't it time we were going?”

Lydia flung round.

“You1” she choked. “You again!
Get away ! 'l:hera’s plenty of time—"

Lydia cheked.
“Took hers, I'm fedup with this!”
she broke out. “Who the dickens do

-you think you are! Becatl”

“My hat! She's clinging closer to
you than a long-lost sister " Anpita
chuckled. )

“Thank you, shut up1” . Freckles
swung round. 1 dom't sponge on her
and ll’e'n‘d' her frocks she’s not entitled

“Why, you—7".
Liydia glared.
“Look here, Freckles, I'm not going
to stand hers and hear my friends
insulted 1”
Steadily Freckles eyed her.
. % Arg you coming? Or have I got to
go and tell yopr father that you just
refuse to ‘come?” she msked tensely.
Lydia turned pale.
“And wouldn't you love to do that?”
ghe cried. “Wouldn't you? Suits you,

-doesn't it—sneaking telltales to. my

father, making him write me tickizg-
off letters? Well, all right. FIll como—
just not to give you the gatisfaction of
gneaking behind my back! But after
this, Freckles Winchester,”” she blazed
—Safter this, I warn you, keep your
beastly. interfering rose out of my
business! Anita, is the car ready?!”

“Yag,” Anita said,- snd ‘sedwled b
Freckles, - “Pretly. nosy little busy-
body, aren’t you?” she said.- “Why
can’t you let Lydia alone?” .

(¢t the car,” Lydia- said angrily.
“T'l go and sa’y the bill. You needn't
come,” she added to Freckles.

But Freckles, who did not mean to
let Lydia ous of her gight, did go now.
Iydia paid the bill; and even in that
moment of her exagperation Freckles
blinked at the amoumt. * .

At last they were all outside and
clambering into Amita’s car agein. As
they did eo- the bus bound for - Cliff

them. -
And Freckles climbing into the car,
saw four faces staring out st her.
Babs, Mabs, Clars, and Leila. -
- Half-hear {1 Freckles smiled. But
shectould tell what theéy were Mnkéna;g{,
8

They - had seen ‘her come .oub of

- place, srith these
2 :

...they - thought, v b

briously, - that she-had-been hitmz% :

; spots with Lydia & Co.5.and
Cr.

. with & pang, she-remembered
et P : G g b
ith’ heav ‘

-Freckles to return to Clff

. quietly - chook her head.

By Hilda Richards 7

But, thank goodness, gshe kad got her
way with Lydial

Dut, salas for Freckles! her disap-
pointments of that afternoon were not
over yet. '

A mile from the station the little car
suddenly gave out and eame to a stop;
and Anita, gazing &t the petrol gauge,
groaned in dismay.
_“Oh, my hat! We've. run ous ot
juice I” ’

“Lydia—quicklyl ~ We'll
walk |” Freckles cried,

“ Bother it| I’'m not going fo walk |”
Lydia protested, .
But_Fretkles grasped her arm, and,
ignoring the protesta of Anita & Co.,
tugged her up the street. Half-past
four—the train was in nowl

“Look here——" Lydia panted.

“Come on!” Freckles wrged, and
pulled her so fiercely that for a moment
even Lydia was subdued,  “Hurry-—
hurey t” : )

But Lydia did not hurry; Lydia, pro-
testing and exclai_mmgf only dawdled.
Panting and tugging, Freckles led the
way_on until at last the station hove
in sight., As they reached the court-
yard she heard a shrill, guard's whifltélit‘?.

“ Lydia—quickly 1” she cried. “The
Eastbourne train?” she gasped to the
collector &t the door.

He grinned. .

“That's the Kasthourne train—just
going out,” he said; and as reckles,
with a last desperaté, desfpmrmﬁl spurt,
sprinted on to the platform she was
just in time to see the {rain moving
and someone draw back from a car-
riage window. It was Mr. Crossendale. .

She had, after all, let him down.

have to

What would he think‘nf- er now?

—

Not a Complete Success!
66 W ¥ ERE_cshe comes,”
‘ Barbara Red

s fern manounced.

“And'mo "

‘Clara Trevlyn eaid, with o
glint in her eyés, “she cah
jolly m&;lo some explain-’

o ingl D hat, tholtigh,
what's the matter with her? s
And she, Babs, and Mabs, waiting

on the steps of Clif Houge for the

arrival of Freckles Winchester, stared.

Frecldes.it was coming up the drive
—¥reckles looking wuth ﬂl)z’o forlorn—
certainly not like & girl who had been
having & jolly good time; she. looked
somehow as ‘if all the life had been
drained out of her. . ° :
‘And, for the time being, it had,

There, had been a blazing row
between her and_Lydia at the statigh.
They had psrted in a temper—Lydia
{0 go back to her waitin friends;
ouse,

Babs moved forward as she cama Gp.
The white, wan ‘wistfuliess of ber face
struck 8 shaft of pity to her heart. |

“ Frecklee——'" she gaid.

Fretkles locked at her. -

“]—Tnt sorey!” she mumbled and
passedon, - - -

s @orry 1? Clara  snorted. ~ "That
doesn't jolly well—" .

“No, not now, Olara,” Babs said and . .
lone,. Something’s ha Zﬁ,ﬁ“&"“” '
aloney- ething’s happen: hink,
Ahy?vfay, there":ﬁprqm’f'e shy ajde%l:
at-prefect, ldoking very grim, :
wh :upon . Freckles. . »Sho seprms

e

- i heast she: scttled down ‘minutes p
$u ‘the'var.. Everything, it scerned,’ had-
.. gone " wrong for her that afternoon. Jobki
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Angry and annoyed-as the chumg hiad
been with Freckles, it waa impossible
to feel anything but pity for her then.

“ Freckles,” iabs said, and again

shot & look of warming at Clara,

“what’s the matter, old thing
- “Everything I” Frockles said, draw-

ing o deep breath. :

“But what did the Bull want to see
you for$” : . \

“Just,” Freckles said bitterly, *to
etain me for to-morrow.”

Clarae jumped,

* Detained? You mean—— My hat |
. What about practice 1

Freckles bit her lip. -
. “I—I'm sorry,” she eaid. *Ii—it’s
not _completely ‘my ‘fault, though.”

“What's happened, then?” Olars
demanded.

“Come into the stady and I'll tell

you,” Freckles said. )
They went up to the study, softened
now, compassion weakening the anger
which stirred them. Freckles had
no secrets from Babs & Co., and remem-
hering how thoroughly they understood
the relations between her and Lydia,
she told them the story of the after-
noon’s affairs,

“And you mean to say,” Clara
snorted, “you're goin% " through this
mill for that cat’s sakel”

“It’s not for Lydia’s sake—exactlﬁ.”

er

Freckles  looked ~ bitter, *“ It's
father. I owe evexgthing lt(o him. I'm
here becavse of him. found my

mother because of him. Whatever I do
can never, nevey repay him for all that
he's done for me. H would break his
heart if Lydia got herself into disgrace
and I should feé) a pretty r 50Tt of
friend to let it 'Happen.  Now do you
understand 7" e ot

They did, but it did not help matters.

- But later, when they were alone, Bahs
looked thoughtful,

“Btrikes me,” slie, said, “this is
where we've got to take & hand, And
the only way 1 can see of doing that, is
to find some way of making Lydia
hreak with this sponging crowd she's
got in with.” :

Clara grunted. The theory sounded
all right, but her knowledge of Lydia
told her that what Babs suggested was
well-nigh impossible, Al the
the Tomboy mentally resolved to_have
more than s few words with L'f
when she got the opportunitar.
opportunity came immediately after
Er?, Hor Clara, Babs, and Mabs found

ii& entering her study.

ydia, her new dresses in a brown
paper pa. turned towards them as
they approached:. Clara locked at her

g‘l‘ln‘!aa 2
“We want to see you,” she said,
“ahout Freckles. t do you mean
by landing her into a row?”

“Me1” Lydia scowled.

“¥Yes. I suppose you know she’s
detained to-morraw because she was
found by Sarak Harrigan in the Court-
field Rooms—where she went to save
yout” .

vaiia eneered. 2

“Was she?” she retorted. *Then
serve her jolly well right| I didn't
ask her to come there. Porhaps it'l
teach her to stop interfering in-my
affairs, go‘tm c&tlf ‘get_:?t e ﬁnb

They out, mainly becauss Babs
could ‘see _that Clara was dangerously
, mezf a “fare-up, ' Bt Jater, in the
R AL
exquisite taffeta frock, was' showing
5 o7 g e f o iy
. B  the 8. It wis Lydia’s
! mﬁ_ﬂmml words which gave it ‘to

"'&mi' id to-morrow &fternoon, immedi:
u%zr' lessimn,: we'ra gmn%lto the
Fields-Orofts’ garden-party,” she -said

L by

. Jesson—which means, dears, that
. charge. And which also means,” she

dia
hat O

baughtily. “I'm taking Anita & Co., of
course—and
lovely pink mode yon ever maw. Of
course, Anita and her friends are call-
ing for me in the car,” she added.
Lucky thing ! sighed Gwen Cock.

““Fanoy show-off | sniffed Clara, but
Babs’ eyes suddenly glimmered.
“Hallo, what’s she matter 1’

“Come outside,” Babs said.

Wonderingly, Clara and Mabs
followed her. ~ Babs was chuckling then,
and her eyes were gleaming with ex-
citement as she led the way to the
notice-board in Big Hall.

“There ”—she pointed to the time
sheet—"sea that{” she said. * After-
noon lesson to-morrew is & %amden
'm in

added, while her chums siared, “that
Lydia will be- wearmg her oldest and
shabbiest clothes, as we al have to do.
Now suppose,* Babs asked, a twinkle in
her eyes, “‘that when Lydia goes to
change she ean’t find those posh clothes
of hers?? .

They blinked, _ .

“And supposing, while she’s etill
flem;aahmg,- that Amta & Co. turn up for

er 7

“Well, she'd never go!” Clara
decided.
“Exaetly!” Baba laughed softly.

“And mightn't that rather smash up
things between her and Anita & Co.?
Anyway, xt:s worth risking it, dom't

you think?"

“Do wet” Clara gurgled. *“Babs,
you're a giddy marvel | But come along
and explain the idea 1n full” .

And to have explained the idea in
full, the churns, chuckling, flew back to
Study No. 4.

HE GARDEN “lesson ” at Cliff House,
which occurred twice a week, was
mﬁarded %the Fourth as a treat.
abs, as’Form captain, was in charge
of all the work done, and did the organ-
ising of the whele lesson. It wes an
arranghement which suited the girls,
gince they were allowed to talk as they
worked, and such a relicf from the
usual weary round in the class-reom
that they all lockod forward to it with

ioy. )

%‘hay all, of courze, wore their oldest
clothes, rough gloves, and heavy shoes,
ne or two of them proudly sported
soiled overalls, but for the most part
they ‘had to be content with COATEO
aprona. At two o'clock the following
afternoon, Babs assembled them on the
lawas.

“ Orders for the afternoon,” she said.
¥Please listen, everyhody. Frances
Frost, Eleanor Rtorke, Faith Ashton
Bridget O'Toole, Joan Charmant, and
Murial Bond will do digging work in
the garden.” -

“ ie 1" said Frances Frost, :

“Jean Cartwright, Gwen Cook, and
Lerna Millerchip will clean tools and
do general tidying-up jobs,” .

“Ohb 1" Jean Cartwright said. ,

4" Mﬂl;i‘ﬂﬂe Hazeldene, Janet Jordan
Clara Trevlyn, Peggy- Preston, and
Jane Mills, "will prepare the groand
and sow the salads.”

“Buits me I ]grinned Clara Treviyn.

*The rest,” Babs went on, “will be
engaged in general weeding and hoeing
work, with the exceptance of Lydia
Crossendale and oﬁ)osa Rodworth.
Lydia and: Rosa, you will transport the
load of soot from the frames to iha
various dumping a barrqw load
on’each so that it can be hosd-into the

‘ground. TFhat's all, girls, Now let’s
* get busy.

Don’t forget we want to win
_th;{enag at tha' Annual Garden Show.™

s girls grinned, even the fastidious
Lydia. Not that Lydia looked fastidi-

P'm wearing the most

-garden was & scene of

_ back, Lydis, old thing,” she
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ous, for Lydia was dressed in her oldest
drill tunio averall, rough shoes, and
old stockings, But for Lydia, garden-
ing this afternoon was only a method
of killing time before the arrival of
Anita & Co.

Babs, watching her as ahe trundled
off ‘with the wheelbarrow, winked at
Mabs and Clara,  With vim and oner
the girls settled dewn to their work, an
in a few moments the Fourth Fm‘m
B swarming
mdustry. - -

A whole hour and & half was given
up to that “lesson,” but so congenial
wea the work that the girls never even
noticed the l‘muzng of tume.

t, o Lydia,

Excep course, Lydia.
thinking of her glamour friends, very
frequently and impatiently consulted
her wrist-watch. But at last the bell

imed, proclaiming. that Jessons for the

gave the order to

day were over. Ba
diemiss, then ealled Lydis back as she
started to scamper off,

“Abem! Better pus that _dbarrow
said,

Lydia glared.

“%h, rats |
attend to ip1”

“Leave tools as you find them. Yon
know the golden™ rule,” Babs said
soverely.

Lydia gave an impatient cluck. Babhs
was In the right, of course, though on
another occasion Babs wanld never have
ingisted on th%_, small duty being
attended to, ith bad 'grace, she
wheeled the barrow back to tho other
Babs said.

end of the garden.

“ And spade,”

“Yow've left it by the lettuce bed,
Brmf it along, Lydia.v

“You know I want to get away |”
Lydia raved.

“ Sorr% old thing! Dut
know,” abs said, and smiled sweatly
as Lydia, with a glare, ungraciously
enatehed up tho spmfe. )

The rest_of theMgirh had moved off
now, and Clara, Mabs, and Léila wero
watching from the other end of the
garden. G R .

“That's it,” Bahs eaid, when Lydia
came, fuming, bac throwing ~ an
anxious look towards the gate, “ %‘hat’s
fine, Lydl. old thing! Buppose you
wonldn't like to stop to help me shift
this pile of weeds?" :

“ I wouldn’t |”
tween her teeth. “I’'m

And off she was—almost at a run.
Babs again smiled as she rejoined her
friends and with them gasally stepped
into the school. As they reached the
steps & small green car, with Anita at
the wheel, nosed in through the gates.

“Here thef ere,” Babs said to Clara.
Y Come on; let’s see how Lydis is get-

til&g on”
hey hurried up to

Can't Merriweather

first, you

olgc,!'in said be-

the dormitory.

Lydia was_there, still dremsed in har
soiled and shabby gardening kit
feverishly searching in her & e
bag in which she usyafly kept the

borrowed from Arita was open, dis-
«losing only & rampld pile of
T Lydial” Baba swid cheerily.

: id cheerily.
“ Your friends have srrived )

Lydia glared.
"My clothes I” she cried. 2
“¥our clothea’” Babs asked

mnocmt}’y.
“They're gone |”  Lydia stood up,
pantihg, "ém 's pinched them—
the whole lot of ‘them. Bomebody’s
playing a ‘joke—and a fine time it is to
piaig‘t-'joke. T must say P

"_ on%l;,e”. Clara said. _ *But: Jou
oan't’ Eeep  your 'trimd:‘ ’ waiting,

Lydis. w7
X'Wen,‘ let “them wait!” Lydia
enarled. * Ok, my hat, where are they 7
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.

DIA, listen, please !’ cried Freckles.

¢ Your father—"% But

new friends suddenly grabbed Freckles, dragging her into the car.

Wait till I find out _who gla ed this
silly joke, that’s all, I—I—T'U—"
And then she glared again as the door
opened and Freckles Winchester, her face
pale, came in. “You!” she bellowed.
“ You've done this! You've hidden m
té!othgs so that I can’t meet Anita

0.

“13" Freckles looked staggered.

“ Where are they!” .

“J don't know anything sabout it.”

“Don’t you—fibber !” Ydia hissed.
“Y suppose this isn't your little plot to
keep me awsay from .Anita & Co.1”
And suddenly, her fury over-mastering
her, she ljlu:m'md at Freckles, catching
her by the drm. “Hand them over,
vou thief 1" she cried violently.

“Here, I say!” Babs cried. “Hold
on! Freckles—' i

But Freckles was quite able to look
after herself. She was stronger than
Lydia. Easily she tore her arm away.

Lydia gldred as she paused. From
outside came & sudden 1mpatient blast
of a motor horn. .

“Ahem ! Your friends, Lydia,” Babs
gaid. “Hadn’t you better go?”

“How can I go without clothes, you
fool 77

Honk, honk | :

“ Getting impatient,” Babs mur-
mured. * Lyvdia, come on 1" .
“But I tell yoyp—""

“I really think Jou ought, you
know,” Babs said. S0 disgracefully
ill.mannered to keep your guests wait-
ing.” And she winked at Freckles,
who, not. understanding, was staring in
frank bewilderment. .*Clara, grab her

o arm.” ;
¢“Here, leaye  me _alone!” Lydia
shrieked. *I'tell you I can’t Wy

0|
“Well, 4t least you can talf. them to
stop that terrific hooting,” Babs 'nai&_i,

as she caught the other arm. *This
way, ydia.” Wiy
+1 won't—"

“Push her from behind, Mabs.”

“T,00k here——" Lydia choked.

But Clara, Babs, and Mabs had the
- upper hand then. th Clara’s_iron
grip upon one arm, Babs' firm hold
upon the other, and Mabs pushing
behind, Lydia stood no earthly chance.
,St{ugg'li_hg and raving, she was pro-
pelled into the oorridor and hystled

down the- stairs, Frecklea anxiously:

a sneer.

following in the rear. Honk! again
from the quad.

“ Hurry, Lydia!” Babs gasped.

“But I—I tell you—"

But Lydia hed no time to tell them
anything. Grimly the chums rushed her
aleng, Lydia scarlet with rage and
humiliation now. They reached the
quad, where a crowd of girls were
gathered around the im
occupant of the car. Anita threw up a
hand, then started.

“Hi, Lydia! 0Oh, my hat!
you aren’t dressed !” she cried.

“That's all right. Here she is!”
Clara said cheerfully, trotting Lydia
up at 8 run. “Jump in, Lydial”

The three girls stared.

“But—but " she can't come to the
Fields-Crofis’ like that I”

“Why not!” Babs asked. “She’s
your friend, isn’t she? BSurely friend-
ship counts above appearances{ In you
get, Lydia.”

* Anita—" Lydia gasped.

Anita froze.

“¥You're: never coming like that?”
she eaid distantly,

“But she is,” Mabs said cheerfully.
“It's smart to wear shabby clothes these
days, isw't i, Lydia? Jump in, old

thing ! -

Lydia choked, Anita looked at her
two companions.

“ Per-perhaps,” she suggested, “we’d
better meet you there, Lydia?"”

Lydia breathed furiously.

#But if you'll only wait—

“We're late already,” Anita pointed
out, “and you did promise to be all
ready dressed. Er—er!” 8he changed
gears. “See you later, then, old
thing 1” she said finelly. .

“But look here—" Lydia hooted.
 Anita, don’t go! Anita—"

Transfixed, she swood, as the oar
moved off, .
f:iNice friends, I must say,” Clara
said, .~ . *

“You—" L;;din. choked, and turned

youl” she

T eay,

n

upon her.  “You—and
flamed, as Freckles came up.
suddenly, boilir:  ‘ssion overcoming
her, she luniged:+. ..

Jf Freckles had reccived , the blow
which Lydia aimed at her she would
surely have measured her length in the

with a wink at each other, Lydia's

ey

And Lydia herself looked on with

quad. But Freckles didn’t. Just in
time she stepped aside.’

And then, rustling out of the school,
came another figure—the figure of Miss
Bullivant. N g

“Lydia 1" she cried. ‘How dare you,
girl | What is the meaning of all this!”

“8he’s stolen my .clothes, so that 1
can’t go out with my friends!” Lydia

atient raved

ed.
“What 1

“I didn't,” Frockles said.
nothing about it.”

4 AhemI” Babs coughed ms she
gazed round at her chums, “I—I'm
afraid Lydia is making a mistake, Miss
Bullivant, You see,” she added gently,
“it was we who took Lydia’s clothes.”

* For—for a joke,” Clara stuttered.

Miss Bullivant’s lips came together.
Freckles blinked. But Lydia stood still
then, her hands clenching as the truth
dawned on her at last, Now she knew
why Babs had delayed her in the gar-

“I1 know

den.
“ Ahem I” Miss Bullivent said. *“A
very_foolish and absurd joke. here
are Lydia's clothes, Barbara?"

“#In—in Attic No. 2.”

“Lydia, you_had better go and get

i 8,

our clothes. In the meantime, take &

undred lines for attempting to strike
Trockles. Barbara, Clara, and Xc ¢
gat?el, wi'zl take fifty lines emch. And,

L .

N Yes, Miss Bullivant?”

“ Please tell iour friends, next time
they come to the school, not to make -
such a noisa with thet motor-horn.”

* Yes, Misa Bullivant,” Lydia scowled.

She turned away. But Freckles, who
saw the whole scheme now, flashed &

rateful look at Babs & Co., then

urried after Lydia.

“Lydin——-—"

::get o’aﬁ téf my way!” Lydia anarled.

ut, Lydis, you're mever going—
now-,?_ .Not after the way they've trsufé—d
bo, e, il sk |, T g O
t ite yoi, ef-maker! I'd g
O they hated me: Oh, don't Mare.

§! |
And T'm not blind, T you didn's stesl those

olot,ht:il_,&' %j_olly well .put Babs & (??o
| , sa!:? ou're trying to .
w?ison my - father's mi%d . me,

oll, I'm going s 2

you, you osbl Annﬂ?h:ne?”w

9

e
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fiercely, “ don't ever speak to me again,
you rotten schemer!” :

With that she flew towards the school.
Tt looked, after all, as if Babs’ plot had
only recoiled on Freckles' own head.

No Gratitude At Alll

LYDIA, in lpit._a'i :i

., everything, went to

the ~ Fields - Crofte’,
] refusing to have hexr
oyes opened by that tiff
to the little regard Anita
Maling had for her.

Porhaps clothes mattered moare to
Lydie than the affection of those girls;
perhaps it was that the gnobbish vanit
whi:}:lh urged her aflw? ] t.o_p]reen hterseim é
in the company of older girls, mattere
more 10 ]f:\‘n than the '_reai, devoted
iriendship of Freckles Winchester.

And so, while Freckles ground awzé
at the detention which she had earn
for Lydia’s eake, Lydia went off, and
Babs & Co., chastened and fer_i up,
practised at the nets—agan without
Freckles. .

Hopoless to tell Frockles that Lydia
was not worthy of her fnendahﬁ Hog§~
less to Freckles to take Lydia
at her own word and have nothing more
to do with her. Freckles’ own common
sense agreed with everything they said,
but her gratitude to Lydia’s father held
her steadily to her course. .

A very worried girl was Freckles Win-
chester in spite of all those happinesses
which shonld have been hers. :
night she eould mnot sleep. Oh, if only
Lydia were not eo blind, so vaif, B0
utterly foclish!

Yet what could she do?

“thhinF.” reason gnswered.

But loyalty to Lydia’s father answered
that she must do som
Somehow she had
somehow she must—— )

Thers was & creak somewhere along
the vaguely white row of beds. Freckles
Ew up with keen, anxious eyes.

“Lydial” she breathed.

“Shut up!” L wled back.

Freckles gulped. t was Lydia—
rapidly dressing in the darkness. e&dm,
obviously, was going out, and Freckles,
remembering that reference of Lydia's
yesterday to Jay’s Club, cuuld ess
where. 8ho heard the rustle as Lydia
donned the expensive o%ster-eoloumd‘
dress which Anita Mall‘l:lg ad lent Ler.

“YLydia,” she faltered, “ you're not
going out?” .

“¥ou mind your own business!” came
Lydia’s ungracious retort. “ And shut
upt Do you want to wake everybody
in the dorm?1” :

Frackles lay back. She felt helpless.
If she tried to stop Lydia there would
only be a row, and if a row resulted a
mistress might oome on the scene, and
Lydis, discovered arrayed in all her
finery, would be immediately *for it.”

The door creaked, and, with a soft

Lydia e,

ething. .
to save Lydia,

ing to represent hair. Just as well she

did so! For barely had she returned to
her own bed than she heard footnx
and soft voices in the corridor outei
One of the voices was that of Miss
Bullivant, depu heasdmistress; the
other belonged to Miss Wright, the little
English mustress, who was Just com-
pleting her round as duty mistress. They
outside the Fourth Form dormi-

pau
tor? door.

“Piper is careless,” Miss Bullivant
was saying. “I s take him to task
for leav fﬁﬂm lobby window open to-
MOTrow, ss Wright. Please make 8
note of it.”

“*Yes, Mise Bullivant. But the window
is closed now 1"

“Ven: I closed it myself. Just peep
in the ormitorf. Miss Wright. Better
not turn on the light in case you awaken

the gitls.”

Freckles’' heart stogmd beating as che
Leard that. Bhe hel r breath as little
Miss Wright peeped in, and with a
glance round went, out again, a parently
satisfied. Heart drumming in her ears,
she listened to the footstepe of the two
as they retreated along the passage.

The lobb‘y window was closed!

Piper, of course, was not responsible
for it being opened. That was Lydia's
fault. Lydgm had left that window open
as a means of entering the school on her
return. And now Lydia would find her-
sclf locked out! .

Freckles waited perhaps ancther
guarter of an hour. Bilence aia.em then.

uddenly she rose from her bed, and,
slipping her fect into her slippers,
donned_her dressing-gown and silently
crept down into Big Hall.  Holding
her breath, she tiptoed past Miss Bulh-
vant's room, jrom beneath the door of
which & light still glowed. She reached
the lobby window and slipped back the
catches.

Well, thank goodness that was done.
Lydia would be ablé to get in now,

Back she crept to Big Hall. Again
she sneaked past Miss Bullivant's doer,
but as she reached the bottom of the
stairs, the weighted tassel of her dress-
ing-gown cord struck against & suit of
armour. In the deep silence, the steel
gave oub a rin
the peal of a bell.

“(Jh 1" Treckles gasped,

She started back. And just at that
moment, Miss Ballivant, who must

have had the ear of & lynx, emerged

from her study. :

Too late Freckles made a wild dash
for the stairs. She had barely regoki-
ated the first three when li ht flooded
Big Hall behind her, and Miss Bulli-
vant’s voice, vibrant in the silence, rang

out.
“Henrietta |
you !
Lost,
round.
“What are you doing out of bed,
girl 7" Miss Bullivant thunder
g - Oh dearl I—I was
going to the study!” Freckles stam-

dismayed, Freckles swung

plon, closed. ! C
reckles lay still, feeling somewhat mered.

like @ traitor. She ought net to have let
Lydia go, sho told herself angrily—and
yet, what could she have done to pre-
vent herl

Half an hour went hy. The clogk
e e e i o e

' Tinagination deepen
her s&pmhms‘wn. Now that Lydia was
out sechool she was seeing, in her
mind’s eye, rome sccidont, some un-
expected ddvénture. ing a mis-
tress took it her head to peep in on

the slecping gitla?
Just  in case -of that evemtuslity,
Fracklos t of bed .

sud amranged a
B ot o8 piliow in Lydia's bed i th
B o . adakire ek shonke

If it should ecaur to Miss Bul

T
“You know you have no business to
be out of bed st this time of night!”
Miss Bullivant rasped,
Freckles ped, her heart i.‘uaking,
ivant to
link her transgression with the lob
windoew] If the mistress spotted that 1t
was again unfastened !
. But at that moment there was another

interruption. It came this time in the

chape of Miss Primrose herself.

t‘%}:ﬂ' good gracious me, what is
this?”she cried. * Henrietta, what are
you doing out.of bed1” .
f "bIr—uI just came down,” Freckles said
esbly. .

“h1" said Miss Primrosze, *'That

that was almost like )

Henrietta, how dare
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is no sort of explanation, Henrietta. 1
might say,” she added a little exasper-
atagnlg, i i:.g.t 1 aan far, far from being
satisfied with your conduct recently,
Henrietta. Yeu will go back to bed.
miss—at onco—and you will consider
yourself confined to school bounds for
the!,t]:ext two hali-holidays. Now, pleate

Frockles went, gulping a breath of
thankfulness, Just for one _dismal
second she had fancied that Primmy
was going to 1En‘onounce a detention—
which would have meant, of course,
that instead of playing oricket on
Saturday, she would haye remained in
the class-room grinding et
wretched task.

She got back to bed, deciding to say
nothing of what had huﬁpened to either
Clara or Babs, After all, as things had
turned out, nothi

of a disastrous
nature had happene

But she to be carefu) in future,
she knew that, Primmy had threatenod
her with detention_the next time she
was csught, and Primmy wasn’t the
ope to make idle threats. At the same
time, she reflected l{:; should know
how jolly nearly he come to get-
ting canght.,

And then, next morning, in spite of
Lydia snarling *“Get out!” when she
entered her study, ehe told her.

Lydia’s eyes glowed.

“Well, and what do I do?” she
snoered. © Grovel on my knees in grati-
tude because you stick your head into
trouble through trying to interfere in

s0Me

my affairsi”
Frediles’ eyes flamed contempt.
L,yﬂm, I'm oply trying io warn
you,” she said. .
“Then you can chuck it I’ Lydia said
roughly. ~ “I ean do without your

assistance, thankal Bues off |”

. Freckles, because of the quiver-
ing anger within her, went, disgusted
and bitter, telling herself that Lydia
wasn't -rea’lly worth her consideration
and very, ver’y much inclined from that
moment, to let her go her own silly
headstrong wayl ’

The Wrong Girl Caught!

ERTAINLY, for a
Emcﬁ, that dﬁsgnst of
ydia got the upper
hand ';} Frecﬂfea.
For tho rest of that morn-
ing she did almost com-
letely banish Lydia from

er mind, .

At break the exhibition of oricket
prowesa she qare at the nets sent Clara
wild with delight, and brought a great
roar of cheering from the girls gathered
to watch—everybody’s interest now con-

centrated ueon the girls who would try
to uphold Clff House’s honour on the
cricket field on the great day,

10-moTrow. : o i

_Lydia was not present st that exhibi.
tion. As soon as lessons were over,
L{!dia, most pecnliarly, bolted from the
school, returning in & great hurry just
before dinner with & brand new green
leather case. '

When Freckles, after dinner, went up
to the dormitory to get a clean handker-
chief for afternoon lessons, the ﬁfeo_n
case was open on the bed, end Lydia
was in front of the mirror preening her-
gelf in & gown of such exquisite beauty
that even Freekles forgot for the
moment her uneasiness in her breathless

wonder. j

% (Oh 1" she said.

Lydia turned. 8She scowled. Then
she looked at her reflection and
laughed, for most eértainly she did ook
marvellous in the dress. Bo utter}jy
delighted with her appearance, indeed,
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was Lydia, that she was willing to
forget for the moment that she looked
upon Freckles as an interfering enemy.

“Marvellous, isn’t it?" she asked.
“I'm going to buy it, you know.”

“Bus the money?” Freckles stared.
“It_must cost pounds |”

“ Tight guineas 1 Lydia said loftily.

“Eight 7 Freckles gulped. ' But—

but vou haven't got ei ﬁt. guineas!”
©  “Haven’t T?” Lydia shrugged dis-
dainfully as ehe looked over her
shoulder. “That’s all you know,” she
retorted. *“Pater sent me a ten-pound
note this morning. Look!”

She picked a letter up from the bed,
and held in front of the astonished
Freckles’ eyes a orisp, rustling tfen-
pound note,

Freckles had 2 sense of shock. Ten
pounds! Surely Mr. Crossendale would
never have sent his danghter such an
amgunt—ospecially in view of his recent
coinlplnmts.

ore closely she regarded the bed as

thing fell out.

when she went downstairs, Tor there
Babs pounced upon her, and Babs had
another letter in her hand—for herself
this time,

. Freckles opened it, her cheeks flush-
ing with pleasure. As she did eo, some-
It was Babs who, with
a laugh, stooped to pick it up. And
then, as she touchedp it, she gave a
shriek. :

“Freckles, a five-pound note |”

five-pound note it was; but there
was no mistake sbout this one. With
exciter®nt Freckles read the letter.

It was from mother, who, expressing
her happiness at the prospect of seeing
her again on the morrow—she was
coming straight from the station to the
school—had sent her the five pounds as
a reward for having earned her place in
the school team

“I know,” she went on, “that you
would like to buy yoursclf some mascot

By Hilda Richards **
all went to bed, and in still greater
excitement the next morning—which
was as fine and as suhny as thcmﬁh the
weather had been ordered specially for
the event—they rose.

It was after breakfast when Freckles,
with Clara, Babs, and Mabs, was on
her way to the pavilion to change for
the great match which was to beﬁin ab
half-past ten that morning that Dulcia
Fairbrother came up to her,

“ Henrietta,” she said, * there’s some-
body on the phone for Lydia. I can’t
find her. Perhaps you will take the
call?”

“Oh, yes ¥ Freckles' delighted mind
immediately leapt to Mr, Crossendale.
“Clara, bave I time}?”

“Bags|” Clara said cheerfully. “But
don’t hang it out too long, you {mow.”

Freckles, with & laugh, flew off. She
reached the prefects’ room and grabbed
the telephone. ¢

And then her fuca,iell. For it was

LYDIA'S friends stared. ‘* She—she caﬁ’t cotne to‘ the Fields-Crofts’ like that p o protested Anita.

Hoiding the furious,

ted-faced Lydia, Babs and Clara grinned.

““ Why not ? ' asked Babs sweetly.

* She's your friend, isn't she ? Surely friendship counts above appearances ? In you get, Lydia ! ’

Zydin turned, and her eyes, starin
down, saw then the brief letter whic
had accompanied the ten-pound nota.
It was not from Mr. Crossendale him- -
self, but from Reynolds, Mr. Crossen-
dale’s secretary, and it said briefly :

%] have been instructed by your
father to send yom the enclosed remit-
tance. Your father ho;’aes to see you
to-morrow at the school.”

" Eydin,_" Freckles said, * you're sure
R«f olds hasn’t made a mistake?” .
dia glared. L
- “Pater dossn’t make a mistake ghout

fen-pound notes,” ‘she eaid. . “In any
casa, it's like your intérfering cheek to
read my private correspondence. Now

.

don't start again,” she added, her eyes

baguming to‘flzt‘bar. )
. Freckles did not start again. But she
went. out, feeling somehow that some-
thing was 3 ‘ong. Her oWn sound com-
mon sense told her thay Mr. Crosséndale
would never have entrusted so much
o his wayward daughter—and
if he had, would surely have made a
geoial point of mentioning the amount.
ut ‘Lydia was {gxng to sfand that;

Lydia was going to buy tha handsome
frock with it ° Buppbainfk, after all,
there should be some inistake? !
The matter, however, was -again

temporarily banished from her mind

1

for to-morrow, and I know you are
keen on that horseshoe silver wrist-
watch which Primms' have for sale.
hope, my dear, to sce you wearing it
when I arrive.” .

e

Henrietta's eyes danced. For many,
many weeks she had longed for that
wrist-watch; wasn't it just too adorable

of mums to remember it at this
moment t :
There and then she wanted to rush

off to buy it—until she remembered that
she was confined to school bounda.

. Couldn’t be done, of course. No sense
in asking for further trouble.

Blie'd explain to mums when she
arrived on morrow, and they'd both
have the plessure of buying the wrist-
watch afterwards.
fully folded the note-and stored it away
in her purse, . ’

; And so, &t lest, thas day of excite-
ment came to an end, with everybody
looking forward with the most terrific
aagemess to the great day to-morrow.
or onoce that afternoon Lydia 'did not
go out. Lydia, with an excited throng
of admirers, was busy showing off in the
new dress she declared she; was going
to buy and which she was going to wear

“to-morrow. - i !
In happy excitement that might they

not Mr. Crossendale’s voice which came
through. It was that of Anita Maling.

“Oh, Lydia, thank goodness!' she
said, with a gasp. ’

“ Wait a_minute 1’ Freckles returned.
“This is Henrietta !” .

“Well, I want to apeak to Lydia—
it's urgent—desperate |"

“ Anything serious?” Freckles asked
ewiftly, :

“Serious? T'll say!” Anita groaned.
#“ My father’s coming down to- hs[y We
dido’t expect him until Monday.
Henrietta, listen | Tell Lydia to bring
those frocks I léent her along at ohce,
will you? The model I lent her yestor-
day is one of the show pisces of the
shop, and he’s bound to spot that it'a
missing 28 s00n 88 he comes. And if he

Meantime, she care- does=—-—

Freckles' lips curled a little. © .
“¥You'll be in the soup?” she sug-

gested. . :
“Yes, of courge! And 1ot only me,.

but Lydia as well: He’s bound to insist
5| pny;n 1 1't£ifr”. 3![: father g:;m't

iove in letti ressss GO on
H o heg to hurry,

anproval, Henrietta, tell
‘please [ she finishe
Trockles ‘sl

She ‘bad balf e
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OUT OF SCHOOL
HOURS

and gay, yet wise and hel
writes fo y
all love, telling you of her

How popular PATRICIA is with you all ; youthful :
in that cheery,
doings, of things to do and things fo talk abouf.

I, too. Each week she
chummy way that you
own and her family's

EXPECT you’re all working very hard
I at school these days, aren't you—or
at lesst, trying to T For it jen’t casy
1o concentrate on things iike Isotherms
and Isobars, Bimple and Compound
Interest, and the Roman Influence in
Britein, when the sun's beaming in
throngh the class-room windows, [ERUR

All the same, I think June is a lovely
month, even for school.

1 hope you're all remembering to make
o dash for the school fountain at plsy-
time, and before lessoms, to have long
drinks of cold water.

If you have one before going into
echool, one at playtime, one at the end
of morning school, one before afterncon
achool, and one just before you go home—
that will make five. And how all these
cold-water drinks will improve your good
lonks 1

1 don't know about you, but this
Patricia of yours finds it rather diffeult
to take all this very wise advice sbout
cold.water drinking in the winter. B.r-r!

I know the experts say you can drink
it warm, but, then, T think warm wuter'a
horrid.

So summer is definitely the time to
start this good habit. But try to squeeze
in enother drink at home between meals,
won't yout For six & doy is the perfect
number,

@ Long or Short

OF course, you young things wouldn’t
remember, but there honestly was & time
ared rather * fast” to
wear light-coloured etmh:gs- (Or “ flesh-
coloured,” as they were

What those people who worry ebout
such things thought when ‘° trousers”
became fashionable for women and girls,
1 just can’t imoﬁine.

“ Daring,"” unbeeoming,” ** im-
modest Y~and so on. I expect these
were only & few of the words they used to
deseribe them.

Bub we, of course, just think they’re
sensible, comfy, and ecoriomical.

Thie year, they're definitely sttractive,
as well Just notice those you see
around at weelcends; I'm sure you'll
decide that they really have improved in

ﬂ%ﬂﬂﬂe.
b secret of good-looking trousers on
women, i8 the * cut,” of eourse, and now,
all tailors seem to have discovered the
seeret of making them really fit be-
comingly, a

Even the po‘a]ular shorte have come
under this spell, and cap now look
&:wmbhﬁlﬂ':h;no;emialﬁag off the hips,

; 1 or - ereasing

" They can be bo Btiné.llchumﬁ"
aolture, are dmontgs ageproof, (

% as mugly a8 & bething-sait,
&m.gmum worh a bit shorter.

this year, you'll .nbtice. - Bo if -you went

to be in the swim of fashion, then
you could ghorten them yourself
_unless, of course, your shorts are
already briefer than they were last
year because you've grown.

And don't make & new hem.
Just turn the present hem up—but on
the outside. Catch i in_one or two
places, ';i‘ress it firmly—end your shorts
will look as modern as the next new
moon, with the very latest turn-upa, such
as men’s trousers have.

Do you like peanuts—or monkey nuts,
a3 they are sometimes called ?

I'm not very keen on them, as a matter
of fact—not thet it matters, mind you!
I find the skin on the nuts worrying—eand
1 never know what to do with the shells |

They make such a mess if you just
drop them around, and to go around
looking for & rubbish receptacle is rather

a fag.

What I do like, though, ere those hot,
galted pesnuts that you can buy in our
{avourite * shop-of-many-counters.”

When I'm not feeling in an ice-cream
mood, I often buy myself & bag of these
to nibble as I stroll around gazing st all
the threepenny and sixpenny wonders.

But, here am I, prattling on about
myself, when 1 meant to tell you how to
make these fascinating little ornaments in
the picture below.

Of course, you can by now, that
they are made with the aid of peanuts—
the sort you buy at a penny a bag.

@ Nutty Notions

If you ecan find one the right shape,
try tying a tiny bow of ribbon around the
thin part, marking an eye with ink, and
sticking & feather into the * tail-end.”
The result is the cutest Tittle bird to h
on the lapel o
your cont. A tiny
piece of match-
stick for a beak
will help. the
effect, too. h

The fsh is just
as easy to make.
He has a piece
of cord or ribben
tied ' round his

' middle, and a
comio eye and mouth marked with ink.
His fins and tail are guggested by pins
jabbed into him.

This isnt intended to hang on your
coat, but meant as a novelty to sell ab a
bazaar, or to give to a chum who'a always
wanting pine. The joy of it is that it
can be mads in & twinkling. As for cost—
well, it’s just slightly more than nothing !

@ Holiday Thoughis
There’s a great disoussion going on in our
fomily at the moment—about holidays.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

Tather says they're 8 nuisance, anyway,
and far too expensive, but he supposes
we have to have them, and as long a8
there’s some good golf he doesn’t mind

much where he goes.

Mother says o “ family holiday ** will
be great fum, and she looks at yow
Patrcia as she says this, for, as you know,
1 have spent the two pummer holidays
in the South of Franee with Aunt Monica—
who isn’t really my aunt, but my amell
brother’s godmother.

Aunt Mouiea, by the way, is in America
now. She went there for the World’s Fair,
and the King and Queen’s visit, and looks
like staying there for some time,

Mother's chief requirements for - a
holiday sre a comfortable hotel, with good
food, 8 mice deck-chair, and plenty of
Imitting wool.

B brother Heath (or Heatherington,
in full) gets his holida ideas from the
comic papers, I'm afraid.

“1 like uﬁey donkay;, an’ strawberry
ices, nn’ pink rock, an' blue sea, an’ white
piers an’ things,” he says quite clearly.

While your Patricia agks for somewhere
that’s nob too crowded, where the scenery
ig beautiful, the aea warm, the sun blazing,
und the people friendly.

8o where we shall go, I just don’t know.

@ Show Buttons

With all these thoughts of holiday in
the air, we shall soon have to be planning
“what to :
away,” shan't we ?

There'll be ghorta,
snd alacks, and
playsuita—e.ll very
exeiting.

There will also be

can’t manage with-
out some, even if
we do intend

ing most our
time in the sea!

1 saw such 8
pretty—and simple
.p—]:rl:y of a

in, Bsummer or
tenpis dress mOre
ﬁxﬂiti.ng. the other :

aY. .

ﬁown’. the front of it were sewn two
rows of prétty but -shaped like
daisios. . 3

You'd B sstounded what a gey- look
t.b%h'gavo the dreas.

iy ‘not try the idea yourself 1

Bye-bye mwi_unhl‘ nextd'week, nay peta ]

PATRICIA.
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CYCLING-FOR FITNESS
AND FUN

Now is the time fo re
doors, with your chums

HAT lovely times all you lucky
cg:!le owners are going to have
this summer! (Especially if it is

going to be as hot as some kind weather
prophets have promised ua.)

oling is, without doubt, one of the

grandest and most ft-making exercises,
g0 get out into the country on your
glitte: “ steel steed ™ as often as you
can on half-holidays and week-ends.
In addition to being so good for you,
cycling can also be very beautifying, yon
know—so that’s extra cheering, sn't it 7
There's rtothing like a rush of wind in
your faco to give you a lovely tan. The
lling motion with your legs makes
chapely calves and slim ankles. While
the fresh air works wonders with your
compléxion. )

PROTECT YOUR SKIN

But sometimes you ean have too much
wind and.sun all at once, so you must
avoid thig if it's & tan you want and not
a bestroot-red complexion.

Before you get off on a long spin it’s &
good idea to dab your face over with
milk end let it dry - in. - This leaves a
protective film over the skin which guards
1t from.the flercest rays of the sun.

Your hair will revel in a good blow, but
it’s sensible to take a searf or hair-net

THE

Th

HERE
have

irla ctill hink Faith has had &
& e cartatuly doss soens to be able 8 do

fuce and-.

i ﬁ-inguu_pin_toatlem

had her hair permanently waved.
: To which Faith has just flatly said : * No.”
But then, you know what Faith is! And the fact remains, that a good many

vel in long days out of
and cycles for company.

with you in case it becomes too breezy.
For hair swishing in your eyes can be

dangerous as well as annoying. If you have ai‘ best ehumhwit.h o bike,
d
THE IDEAL OUTFIT utl.:;re\‘ the two of you can have a gran:

I expoect most of you wear shorts for  Four i# a good number also, for then
oyc].i.ni;and very wise, too. But be you can “pair off” But do avoid a
sure t the blouss or jersey that goes party of three, for so often one girl finds
with them ia long enough to tuck well in, ghe is the * odd man,” and it's very easy

- won't you ? to get & doso of the sulks when you're

To see “a parting where 8 meeting feeling & bit out of things,
ought to be " looks vaerunmghtly—and ‘Never, never include in your cyelin
might even give you a chill. . perty any om:ﬁ_.y girls who reg

ome girls wear rather thin-soled eyeling ¢ a8 & lark, Tor" they can be a
shoes when off for & bike trip. These are p pest and roim- mkda.y—quibe
ideal if you intend to spend the whole apart from the danger they %1 on the
time cycﬂng. But if you hope to go for road! B
quite a long walk as well, into the woods  Select for your * gang ** girla who know
or beside a stream, whero your bike can’t the Highway Cods and who will cycle
go, these thin-soled shoes are not always with every caution until the main roads
suitable, : . and houses are left behind.

So think of this when you are preparing  Ride only two abredst, and keeping
for your trip, won't you ? And if you are close t;ngeﬁger. "~ Use the oyole tracks
in any doubt, wear & pair of oldish schoo! wherever possible. And be sure always
shoes—some that are not too heavy for to give signals if you are going to
cycling comfortably, yet not too light for stop suddenly or make an wunexpecied

walking, turn,
] Once you have reiched the quieter
THE RIGHT NUMBER «  roads mX the lanes, you can relax a bit,
I think we all like company on any enjoying the seemery around, your chums’
sort of trip, don’t we? (Except just & few company, and feel that you are Queens
who prefer to be alone, like Greta Garbe.) of the Road.

WAY THEY DO | FOOT-NOTES

TH E I R HAl R : TRIM toe-nails straight across, and then
i snip them at the corners. That's the ideal

Miss Richards and Patricia have planned bath is ¢
this little feature between them, describing i pedioure (which is just, the way of
Fourth Formers' hair styles.

;. shape—and the most comfy, too.
AFTER your bath is the best time for a

dicating o * manicurs ** for the feet).

b the dry skin nd th
is week : FAITH ASHTON o e gt o miien

on show this year. what with toeless shoes
and sandals.

are saveral gl;h:g gh;gﬂoq!ge 8chool who
dared to dsk Fai ton if she has ever E toonails sl ty after mi %
them—especially if you treasnre a o

pilk stockinge. The filing takes off those

marvellous things with her hair, She can } stocling and make a run before you ean

drsssamanasunnsnas

. frit is n]mosﬁh “ponu’l;;e b{h , I;u:nll : i'h!;ur iy "
this variety imy) with na y wo ir. s e . y
’ ;s b : 4 : . TRY giving your feet an oceasional rub
_Mybmqu;teWg. Itmldpanio&rlym:t : gt 5 it—espociall

bair ateai bwklm-ﬁhm'mnkun . But this parting ; & Very hot day, or an a special oocasion
mm%mm—ﬁgmmm havmgaﬁhhfw They'll

&n Bhrands, a.;nithen twu'!s each one tp
yoa—but Faith gﬁggm't seemn to mind,

SHOES with_thick,
ing o be

weasnn

asssddadansn




14 “All to Save the Snob!”
(Confinued from page 11)

thio. A row for Anita, of course, if
that frock wasn’t there—but a bigger
row for Lydia who had borrowed it 1

Lydia, the reckless idiof, had believed
in Xnita. Anita, all along, had had no
more right to lend Lydia those frocks
than Freckles herself.

Freckles was suddenly acutely con-

scious of impending trouble—dreadful you

trouble. Supposing that Mr. Maling
came to the. school just when Mr.
Crossendale arrived ?

She hasicned off, almost colliding
with a girl who was coming up the
stairs. It was Lydia herself, towel on
her arm, dressing-gown covering her
form, as she walked away to the bath-
room. Freckles caught her arm.

“Hey," Lydia snapped, *what's the
game 1"

“Lydia, that frock—all those frocks
vou've got from Anitg——"

Lydia scowled.

M oll 1

“* Anita wanta you to take them back.

—now !’ Freckles panted. * She says
her father's coming down, and she
never had eny right to lend them to

you. Lydia, she says—— Oh, Lydia |
Lydia’'s eyes glittered. Bhe drew
AWAY.

" What’s this 7" she asked roughly.

“Lydis, it's the truth {”

“¥Ypst" Lydia’s lips curled in scorn.
“And you expeot me to believe it? My
liat, you must think I'm green |”

“ But, Lydia, I tell you—"

“1 don't care two halfpenny jots what
you tell mel Anita said I could wear
that frock te-day, dnd I'm going to wear
it—yes, and- the' otheér, too! In any
case,” she added irritably, “I'm going
to buy it. Go and bluff somebody else,
sneal 17

Arnd with a flick of the towel, she
strode off. Freckles looked. after her.

“Lydia !” she cried desperately.

But Iydia did not even pause.

For a moment Freckles felt helpless,
Lydia was going to wear that frock—
Lydia was going to buy it—with money,
she felt sure, which had been sent to her
in mistake, Inevitably would come the
show-down, then, and the show-down in
front of the school before Lydia’s awn
fuﬁwr. That would hurt him dread-
ully.

The bath-room door closed with &

slam,

And then Freckles’ eyes gleamed.
Woell, if Lydia was too great a fool to
save herself. she would save har.

In a moment her mind was made up.
While those frocks were in Lydia’s pos-
session danger overhung Lydias. Once
the frocks were returned to the shop,
then—well, Lydia could rave as much
as ghe liked.

e — Freckles — wounld
back | -

Up to the dormitory she rushed. It
was empty now. By Lydia’s bed the
green case was open. Three frocks were
already in it, and with them was &
corked bottle of perfume which vain
Ly(til;a. always kept among her newest

othes. -

On the bed, already laid out for the
Bnob’s return from the bath, was the
show frock which Anitsa had lent her
yesterday. :

Breathlossly Freckles caught the case
up. Swiftly but calmly she folded the
dress, layﬁ it on'top' of the others,
With the botile of perfume in her hand
she hesitated, wondering if ;she should
put that in, too; and then, .just in case
1t ~should be .snother "“borrowed *
artigle, she inhéqded it :

take them

‘Case’ in_hand, she darteéd out of the
school. There wids & hiil from the
pavilion., ‘ : :

“ Frockles 17

Freckles jumped. Babe was coming
towards her.

“Freckles 1" Babs cried, and looked
at the case. ‘““What on earth-——"

“Babs, I've got to go out—in a
hurry 1”  Freckles gasped.  “These
frocks—there's going to be trouble about
them. I can't explain now, but I'll be
back in half an hour. Tell Clara, will

"Oh; my hat!

O 91!
Freckles, shall T
come ?”’

*“No, but thanks all the same, Babs.
I—TI've got %o hurry.”

Babs nodded, though she did not Iook
very happy. Freckles, with a wild
glance back towards the school, rushed
off. Bupposing she was seen—she, con-
ﬁlllletd to bounds? Bnt she had to risk
that.

Not, as a matter of faet, that there
was a great deal of chance of her being
noticed. Already the first visitors were
arriving, and happy pgirls, greeting
mothers, fathers, and friends, wers too
preoccupied with their own affairs to
notice Freckles.

She_hastened to the cycle-shed, but
rushed away again as she saw Miss
Bullivant thére talking to Miss Char-
mant. She couldn’t afford to risk
being detained now.

She reached the road. Pantingly she
started along it. No time to wait for
the bus, of course; she could catch that
farther down the road when she had got
safely away from Clif House.

Then, reaching the bend, thers came
a sudden hail, and a shiny black car
stopped. And from the driving-seat a
hand was waved, and her name was
called :

¥ Freckles 1

Freckles swung round im  utter
dismay. The man in the car was Mr.
Crossendale himself |

“FreckleaI” he ceried. “Why, fancy
sceing fou!' Where are you going in
such a hurry? And where's Lydia ?*

“Lydia js—ie .at school,” Freckles

floundered.  “I—T've Fot to go to the
dressmaker in Courtfield.”
“8Bal” He laughed. " And carrying

that bag? Come onl
Treckles blinked.
“But Lydia—"

Jump in ¥
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*Plenty of time to see Lydia,” he
said. “You don’t really think I'm

oing to see you walking into Courtfield
ugging that bag while I have a car?
No,” ho said; and, stepping out of the
car, he gently took the bag from her
suddenly helpless hand. “Jump in |*

“But, Mr. Crossen—*

“In!” he said jovially. “ Where's the
dress shop 7

“Maling’s,” Henrietta said. “But,
Mr, Crossendale, no, nol” she gasped.
* Let me walk, pleage I”

Useless! He bundled her into the car
and started off, and Freckles, realisin
all at once the significance of his
presence, gasped.

“Mr. Crossendale—"

“Don’t worry !” he chuclded.
enjoying this! Maling's, did
the shop was? I've got a friend named
Tom Bﬁling who’s opening a dress shOP
or something here next week. Well,
perhaps we'll see him.”

Ft‘re!;:k’l’es almost swooned.

¢ 1

L3 I’m
ou say

He laughed merrily, She eat numb,
her mind chaotically whirling, as the
car purred on its way. What a cruel
stroke of luck to meet Mr. Crossendale,
of all people!

2 What could she say? What could she
ol !
S8he had rnever, never visualised a
situation of such horribly embarrassing
circumstances as thia.

The car bowled on swiftly, Slowing
in Courtfield High Strect, Mr. Crossen-
dale smiled.

“Maling’s,” he said. “This ia the
shop, isn's it? Here we are, Freckles.
Out yon get! T'Il bring the case in for
rou,”

“ But—but—"

“Please |

He handed her out.! He caught up
the case. Ireckles felt weak, helplesa.
Desperately she made an cffort to get
hold of it.

“Please, Mr. Crossendale—"

“In you go!” he said.

He pusked the door open, Freckles,
groaning, went in, while Mr. Crossen-
dale followed. Then she stood still.

Two people were in the shop—Anita,
looking white and desperate, and a man
in a bowler, looking crimson and furious.
Freckles did not need to be told that
the row Anita had feared was already
in progress. This man was her father.

“I—I—" she faltered, to be inter-
rupted by & cry from Mr. Crossendale.

“Why, Tom, so it is you!” he said.
“Well, welll And so we meet mFain.
I'm almost a customer, too,” he added,
with a laugh—"or, at least, I'm help-
ing one. A friend of mine, Miss Win-
cl‘;esf‘er. Bhe's got something here for
you. ) :

Mr. Maling started, and, in the act
of shaking hands with Mr. Crossendald,

- he looked at his daughter.

“Is this the girl I he asked giimly.

Anita hesitated For a moment it
was obvious she did .not know what to
say. Then she gulped.

3 Y-yes 1

“8ot Charles,” he said to Mnr
Crossendale, “there’s a little matter to
be settled up before we ga any further,
Apparently, this daughter of mine has
been lending some girl at Clif Hoie
frocks out of this shop without my per-
mission. Amgng those frocks is & show
?ieee. Anita had no, right t6 lend those
roocks, any more thafi the girl who
borrowed them had the right to wear
them 1*

Mr, Crossendale looked.amazed,

“But what has Henrietta to do with
this 1 he asked. . .

“If Henrietta is the girl, Henrietta -
has brought those frocks back now,”
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Mr. Maling said. “Unfortunately for

ita, 1 arrived before I was expected,
and I've foreed her to tell the truth
about this girl to whom she has been
lending frocis. And if,” he said, with
a glare at Freckles, “any one of those
18 demtiged—— Give me that bag,
miss 1” .

Freckles gulped. Anita turned a
besecching gaze on her. Mr. Crossen-
dale stared curiously, his brows showing
a line of disapproval as he looked at
Frockles. Bhe saw what he was think-
ing—saw that faint disgust upon his
features—and she wanted to cry.

But she wasn't guilty.

Anita, deliberately, had alread
fastened that blameé on her hereelf;
and how could she blurt cut the real
truth—that it was Mr, Crossendale's
own daughter to whom the guilt
belonged 1

She gulped as the lid of the case was
thrown open. then Mr. Maling’s
face became like 8 thundercloud.

For on top of the show frock was the
bottle of perfume, and that bottle,
obviously, had a faulty stopper. A large
stain was spreading over the beautiful
creation.

“Look at that!” he gritted; and,
while Anita fnve a ory and PFreckles
stared diemally, he held the dress up.
“Bpoiled!” he eaid. “I feared =s
much! Miss Winchester, your parents
will have to pay for this 1*

“Her mother, you mean,” ~Mr.
Crossendale said abruptly. “It will be
a8 bit of a blow to her. , Really,
Freckles, I must eay I'm surprised!
Tom, how much 7’ he asked.

“Five pounds!”

“Hum'! Pretty steep, isn’t it7”

“That frock’s worth it—or was worth 7

it1” Mr. Maling retorted. “This girl’s
responsible, Charles, and I'm coming
along to the school to see her mother—
or_her headmistress—myself 1

Freckles was white now. She saw all
that might happen then. At Cliff
House, Babs & Co. would never allow

er to bear the blame, The matter
must be disposed of now.

Yet how?

There was only one way.

¥I—DI'm sorry !” she blurted. “But
—but I'll pay for the damagel I'll pay
now I” she added feverishly, and fished
her mother’s five-pound note from her
purse. “There{”

Mr. Masling blinked.

“Well, if you insist on settling—"
he said uncertainly.

“I do,” Freckles panted. .

¥ Then—then that's all right,” he
said more calmly. “Ahem!  Anits,
give the young lady a receipt.”

And Anita, with wondering eyes,
hurried off. But Freckles turned to
meet Mr. Crossendale’s eyes, and
burned aa she falt hia gaze fastewed
upon her; for in those eyes were ex-

d not that old affection ehe knew,

E:td’ { d contempt,
Oh, i! bnl;nheeg:ew fhe truth |
. “What Have You Done With
_ My Frocks?”
B OT & word he spoke-
"W to lier on the drive
to the ‘schaol.

to. ~jovisl

Easy to resal he Thosehss o
Asy to re; 1o thou Bl were
minq‘ in his brain; and M
though burping -in_ injusti g
those thoughts towards herself, was
glad that the matter had been disposeq -

the . injustics of yesterda

of. Anyway, Lydia was safe. By-and-
by _he would forget all this.

But as soon as they reached the
school—

There were Babs & Co., and with
them. was Henrietta’s own mother—
and Miss Primrose. And Miss Prim-
rose was looking severe in the extreme,
and her mother was looking most
dreadfully disturbed. As soon ag she
climbed out of the ecar ghe rushed
towards her,

“Freckles, my dear, what is this?
Miss Primross tells me you are con-
fined to bounds.”

“Henrietta had no business to go

out,” Miss Primrose said. “I warned
her what would happen. I &m sorr
indeed to have to take you to tas

fore your mother, but disgipline has
to be maintained. Henrietts, I forbid
you to pl,n.y in the cricket match this

morning.”

Frecﬁes' lips quivered. From Clara
came a ery, .

“But, Miss Primrose——>

“I am sorry,” Miss Primrose said

clenched her
Maling and Mr.

flintily. “Mrs. Winchester, I regret
in tha extreme—"

“Please, Miss Primrose, do not
apologise,” Mrs. Winchester seid. But
her eyes were full of hurt disappoint-

ment as they fastened upon her
daughter, “I am sorry, too—deeply
sorry. Freckles, I had hoped that you

as & boarder

would have been !mpp{
here; 1 had intended to allow you to
remain, But T ses, my dear, that your
proper pluce is at home.”

F es almost burst into tears then.
She locked appealingly at Mr. Crossen-
dale, who, however, turned his head
away.

But Babs & Co. were looking at each
other. 'And Babs' face was grim. Bhe

W there was some other explanation
behind all this.

“ But—but, mums—>’ .

“And perhaps” Mrs. Winchester
said, “you will tell me what you, did
with the - pound note I sent you

2 lay. 1 soe.yem oré mot wearing
g?:“wmat-wat_ch you wanted. Whero 1s

7
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“I—I—I—" Freckles wreichadly
stuttered.

“You've spent it1?

“Y- es »

“0On what?” :

Freckles was pale and silent. But it
was Mr. Crossendale who, speaking in
a rather scornful voice, spoke then,

“Y think you ought to know, Mra,
Winchester,” he aaiﬁ, “that she had to
pay it oot to Maling’s for the damage
she caused to a dress she had no right
to be in possession of.”

“What 1" cried Babs, *Freckles—"
. “It—it's true!” Freckles said fever-
ishly, “I'm sorry|” But she cast a
, pleading look at Babs. “Mother,
please—please como away 1" she added;
seeing by the expression on Babs' face
that she was going to blurt out some-
thing. “I—I'll explain.”

“I hope you can,® her mother said
quickly.

Freckles caught her by the arm.
Babs turned to her chums. Clara
clenched her hands.

“8o she took the dresses back—io

“]OOK at that |’ Mr, Maling gritted, holding up the damaged dsess,

L ! Miss Winchester, your parents will have to pay for this|"
hang Should she take the blame or tell Mr.

Crossendale the truth about Lydia ?

save that cat!” she said. “8he's still
saving her, and going through the mill
like this for doing 1tl d hecause
she’s wongmg about the Lydia worm,”
Clara said bitterly, “I'm to lose my
bfss bowler 1"

“¥You are Tiot,” Babs said,

“ Wblﬁ"—" -

“I've_got a wheeze,” Babs faced
them. “¥reckles is taking the sacrifie-
ing stun} too far—doing it bocause she
doesn’t*want Mr. Crossendale to w
what sort of a worm his daughter is,
But Freckles isn't goi f to get away
with it—and peither ia-Lydia.” -

At sald, b

nothing. ait hére,” Babs

cdunu{ied.

And Babs rushed off “towards the

i - & m
too h:e ﬁ!epﬂgl

Admire  Frecitles’
might, this had gone
was risking her b

5 .

her  happiness and the
e team. And ail because

Yoy 1‘:”‘_3_‘,.

Ty,
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enough to make her guess the rest, and
apparently Lydin knew nothing of

Freckles’ sacrifice,- It should be
Lydia’s own lips which should free
Freckles.

Into the scheol she raced. Up to the
dormitory she went. Lydia, her face
burning with anger, was there, furi-
ously searching through her locker.

“Hallo I”” Babs said. “ Lost your
frock §*

Lydia glared.

“Do you knpw anything about ‘i‘t?”

“Me?’ Babs shrugged. Not
much. B}.}t I can tell you who does.”
“Treckles.”

Lydia jumped. .

“You mean she’s hidden it ]

“% mean,” Babs said, *‘she had it
I saw her with it half an hour ago.
But why not ask her?’ she added

?::

casually.  There sho is now—down on
the lawn.”
Lydia  choked. Inwardly Babs

chuckled. Lydia was in the right sort
of mood which would help her plan.
Feeling furions and thwarted, Lydia
was in no shape to think of caution.
She stamped cut. . =
DBabs followed, & guiet smile on her

{ace.

Out of the school Lydia rived. U
to Freckles and her mother she fumed.
And them, ecatching Freckles by the
shoulders, sho flung her round.

“You cat!? she cried. *“What have
you done with my frocks?”

Freckles gasped.

[ Lydia.—”

“QOut with them[” Lydia rapped.
“No, you needn't look; I know! Your
own precious. ppl Barbara Redfern has
given you away 1" .

“Lydia, don’t be eilly!” Freckles
cried and looked nervously at Mr.
Crossendale. . “Mr. Crossendale, take
no notice of her.” .

“You've stolen my frocks!” Lydia
stormed. “ You stole that show frock I*

“Be guiet!” cried Freckles,

“I won't be quiet! I want to know!
You've always been jealous of me wear-
ing those frocks—that's why you tried
to h'l’uff me about Anita half an hour .
ago.

“ But, Lydis—"

“ Wait & minute—waii |’ Mr, Crossen-
dale intervened quickly, his eyes
suddenly glimmering. “I think,” he
said grimly, “I ' begin to see now.
Fr es, you—you little chump,” he
added softly, *why didn't you tell me
that you were teking those frocks back
to get Lydia out of a acra.ge?"

Freckles stood tongue-tied.

“But thero wasn't any sctape,” Lydia
protested. “I tell you—" :

“Thers was—a bl% one.”  Mr.
Crossendale looked at her. * Freckles
was afraid you would get inte trouble
- through borrowing those frocks.”
“That's gt |” Babs chipped in.
“And, as it happens,  Freckles was

right, because one of them was
damaged.” 5

Lydia looked staggered.
“Damaged 1™

“Damaged with your perfume. Those
dresses, Lydia, were your responsibility,
and it is I who should foot the bill.
Freckles;, to save you, fastened it on
herself. Freckles, why did you do it$”

“0Oh, tun-mnothing——*  Freckles
mumbled, '

“But,” Babs spoke up firmly, *I can
tell you, Mr. Crossendale! She did it
for your saka! Bhe realised all along
that Lydia’s head was being turned by
her friends, Anita Maling & Co., and
she was sfraid Lydia would end up
in troubls.” . .

“Instead of which,” Mr Crossendale

r

nodded, “it is Freckles herself who
has landed in the trouble. Lydia—""
he eried. ’

Lydia turned slowly towards Freckles.
Dimly, if too late, she was beginning
to realise the truth; dimly she was
seeing the sacrifico that had been made
for her. She didn’t understand full
—not yet—but caution told her to spea
carefully. Insiinet told her that here,
instcad of an enemy, she faced the
truest, the most loyal friend it was
possible for a girl to have. Wonder-
ing, almost with a trace of awe in the
glance, sho looked at the girl.

“Please—please,” Freckles
“don't—don’t say any more!” %

“But I do want to say somethin
mote—a lot,” Mr. Crossendale saidg.
“In the first place, Freckles, you have
'SFEM five pounds of your own money.

hat expense is mine—we can deal with
that here and now. Lydia, yesterday
my secretary sent you & ten-pound note
in_error for a pound——> . '
Lydia jumped. For a moment she
felt a wild tug of panic. ‘That ton
pounds with which she had intended
to buy the frock which was now back
in its owner’s possession.

“You have it, of counrse?” Mr.
Crossendale said.

“¥Y-yes,” Lydia stutterad.

And she gasped. If she had had no
feeling of gratitude to Freckles, she
had a sudden burst of it then. Sup-
posing she had spent that” ten pounds?

“Thank you. I am glad to see,”
her father eaid, “that you can hold
money for a little while, If you had
spent that amount, Lydia, I would,
without hesitation, have taken you
away with me to-day. At my request,
Miss Primrose’has been supplying me
with private reports of your conduct
recently, and I may say now, Lydia,
that what she has told me in those
reports has disturbed me to an extent
where I am seriously contemplating
taking you away in any case, Still, if

begged.

you have tha money——

“I have,” gasped Lydia.

8o Freckles hadn’t told tales about
her to her father. Mr, Crossendale had

athered his information from the

ead! - Tremblingly she produced the
ten-pound note.

“Thank you!” He took it. *“Mrs.
Winchester, remind me that I owe you
five pounds of this, In the meantime,”
he added, it seems that we have a

Hazeldene.

Never was there such a girl as Jungle Jess—amazingly strong,
still something of a native at hdart, uncanny in her power over
wild animals, headstrong, almost unmanageable, and yet devoted
to the famous CIiff House chums, especially gentle Marjorle
Again, Jungle’Jess comes into the lives o
& Co,, bringing with her a mystery and a problem.
her favourite leopard are performing in a nearby cir¢us,and . . . «

But you must read this magnificent Hilda Richards story for yourself next
" week. Order your SCHOOLGIRL weil in advance.
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series of matters to clear up, And the
first of those,” he added, “is to settie
this quarrel hetween Treckles and
Lydia. Lydia, I hope you are going to
apologise to Freckles?”

Lydia turned scarlet.

“I am. I=I'm sorry,” ske said—
and there was that in her face which
showed that she meant it. “I've been
a fool, and—and——  Oh, Freckles,
I'm sorry for having been such a cat

to _you !”
Freckles smiled.
“8hall we,” she suggested, “say

nothing else about it?”

“And shall we,” whooped Clara,
“collar Miss Primrose and ask her if
she won't reconsider the decision not
to let her play, Mr. Crossendale? Be-
cause, after all, it was to save Lydia
that Freckles broke bounds—"

Mr. Crossendale smiled at Mrs
Winchester.

“T think,® he murmured, *it is a
case for & joint appeal to Miss Prim-
rose, Mrs, Winchester. f we botl
plead for Frockles—"

Mrs. Winchester smiled happily, her
eyes glowing with pride as she Iyookcd
at her daughter.

“Let us fry,” she said.

Try they,did, and were successful, too,
For when Miss Primrose had been told
08 many of the details which were
necegsary, she gave permission will-
ingly enough. .

And Freckles performed the hat trick
in the first innings of the great match
which followed, and it was Freclles’
thirty-sie not out which helped sub-
stantially to pull off Clif House's final
victory. . o

No ha%l')mr girl was there than
Freckles Winchester that day, and no
mare chastened girl than Lydia Crossen-
dale, who, realising now the peril into
which she had been drifting, and the
mistakes she had made, had done some
very serious and very unpleasant think-
ing about thinﬁs. She knew now that
the sneaking she had accused Freckles
of had been the result of Primmy's
secret  reports, Remembermﬁ' how
Freckles had tried to warn her, to
save her, reflecting what sacrifices she
had made, Lydia indeed felt small and
mean.

Altogether, it was & very good frame
of mind to find the snob of the Fourth
in for once in & way.

END OF. THIS WEEK'S STORY. -

JUNG
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For Jess and
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Reading This Dramatic and Unusual Story?

FOR NEW READERS.

BRENDA DAY, who “"Eﬁ"“‘ most of her life
in an orphnnage, 8 ghted wmegisuhkev iy

asked te become com] Wi y
VERONICA SCHOLES. Veronlca lives with
“her aumt and uncle and her ﬂve-.yanr-old
vrother, Dickie. Part of Brenda's duties
copalst  of looking after the lovable

n arrival at Fernbank, the Scholes®
vuse, she meets a m us oy,
RONALD BENHON, w. tells her he 1s
working on her and the
sake . hﬁr future hal

remain { !
mgnn._ He warns her .to let no one
that they are friends and working
eronioa diseovers that Bronda has a
ons friend, She ls intrigued,
th the help of & friend of bers, a certain
. Mr. Jones, mmwdwqwhattlﬁ:i

n is up to. Learning
apd ber friend are pa%ing a visit to
ﬂgl , Veronica and
Jones get thero firet, determined to
the itg,mhy -of Brenda’s friend.
ot

read on.)

_—— ]
Brenda’s Turn to be Balffling!
[13 ELL, it can’t do any harm
if wa do barge in early,
.anyway,” Brenda Day said,
chuckling, . as she’ .ang
Ronald Benson, arm-in-arm, made for
the lounge of Miss Allen's Daneing
Academy. - ; .

“Petter  early. than anything else,”
Ron Lo

But that was where both of them, had
they but: realised it, were making a
dangerous mistake. For they were not
the first srrivals, as they so. fondly
imagined. -‘Two-other people had fore-
stalled them hy ~many minutes;. two
pecple who now, secreted behind e huge
e e aiokise it
o weare ex atly watehing th
open_doors for a-sight of Brenda and
her friemd. - " .

Those twe were Verbnica Scholes and
the mysterious man who called himself
u}c!f_ JEII !»n‘(,i . ; ‘!. ﬁl _-\l;a‘d

everly and cunningly - they -
schemed ior a chanoce to get face to face
the chanoe.was theira; in.

i,

seconds, judging b the foots in"‘to:'
B Y ool bo-schteved. .

Ronelad
%'.doorwgy.
better take a pew while ¥ dig

“Natty little place,”
observed, nodding towar:
#You'd

and

I'd like a few words

out Miss Allen.
with her first. Enter, mam’selle 1”
He disengaged arms, stepped to one

side, and. with a twinkle in his eyes,
bowed for her to go pest him.

Brenda, -about to- -step through the
doorway, suddenly checked herse £,

Her eyes slowly widening, she sta
at .one of the huge gilt mirrors.
A moment ago a movement reflected in
it had attracted .her attention, The
movement had ceased now, but the
roflection remained.

Two faces, half-cbscured by thick
ferns, wero depicted in the mirror. The
faces of a dark, thin-featured man,
and of—WVercnica BScholes, her young
mistress |

AT THE DANCE ACADEMY,
And Brenda’s baffling boy
friend tells her that her

future happiness may
depend upon the way she

dances that nigh't:.e °

Brenda was spellbound, petrified.

Voronica—here | Veronica  who,
according to Ronald, must never learn
of their association, lurkin behind a
mass of ferns jiist as though she were

hiding, spyingl And--great goodmess!

She remembered now. Veroniea was
supposed to bo at a theatre, Then she
must be spying; epying on herl -

“I say, go om, for goodness’ sake,”
came & pmntxve!y bantering protest

- from- Ronald,

- dent

n

‘aptivities,

‘jdentity of her

Brenda, ronsed by her friend’s words,
took oslin possession of herself,
_ In some manner Veronics must have
‘discovered that she was visiting the
1 ‘seademy  this evening, and
already being ctirious about her péculiar
~ bad got here first to spy on
her, poE
Ty try to learn, for instance, the
y sacvet friend |
~And tho man. Who was he? A
s]erfmt. stranger to Brenda, what- part
id he play in this sta,rﬂmi tangle?
Stepping back so that she kmew she

&°

‘flushing,

[
A

> L
Fe
—

%

was out of¥range of Veronica
and her compenjon, Brenda
futtered her Hands at
Ronald. .

« Sgpsahi 1 dshe' tl;bgssed
urgently, and’ ~etabbing o
wrf:inﬁ finger towards the

doomaﬂ.
But Ronald did pot under-
stand. Btraightening op, he
placed hands on hips in
mock indignation.

what, soﬂ‘..uv% a game

1 say, old thing, e

Bn el e o hand.fappidg? 1
‘ ' an Wy H %
wﬂhat’ _:)':18 earth 1” pgl in blank

he énde
amazemen!

e . s
Tor Brepds, without any warmng

ted- had behaved in.a most oxtraovdinary
fashion.

A party of other pupils, all fellows
and girls shout her own age, who had
recently arrived by car, came swarmin
towards the lounge, chattering an
laughing. As they streamed in betiveen
her and BRonald she tagged herself on
to them.

Then, while Ronald just stood and
gaped, so uttorly dumbfounded that she
folt quite sorry for him, Brenda seized
the arm of the nearest fellow, and
passing through into the lounge, began
chattering away for all sie was worth.

“8o awiully dooent of you to bring
me here,” she said, Heaming %:gteiully
at him, and then glancing about the
bri]liantﬂls lit lounge. “First time I've
ﬁsr h” & lesson, you kmow, am

“B.b-but—but, I  sus-say,
know——""the youn[f man gasped.
“Oh, not at salll” Brenda cut in
quickly . “My le won't mind.
They're

you

awfully docent, especially
Veronica, &0 o doesn’t need me to-
night because she’s gone to a ‘show.
Lucky thing—" ] .
The young man, gul-pn.)g, stazing, and
obviously - did not  knew
whather he was on his head or his heels.
Heo tried to spesk mere than once, but
Brenda _ gushingly- intarmrtsd oach
time, But that wasn’t all she did..
Never once did sha cessd glancing jnto
one of the mirrors. -

And she saw soveral things: She saw

Veronios s:f‘xv the ﬂl;k?wed . man

s b e
(% 10g. A -

man.shaka  his.
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g newer, truer, and more exciting way.

Y DEAR READERS,—Thls wack I
want to ohat to you aboub a ngw
" character whom yott wili meet next
Saturday. Her name 1
her home the Red Ranch, Canada. :
1 ¥now you must have read many stories
of ranch life before—quite a -few have
appeared in THE BoHOOLGIRL—but I can
gorggisfo you that K1t ;em-hley herself wiil
you as something delightfully
fresh and sparkling, . i N
new character, perhaps the mos
. Elizabeth Chester—yes, that
s’ the an ever
. _Kit - definitely llvest Bhe fs
the true Western girl, perfectly portrayed.
Next m;h-m Btory No. 1 of this new
series, you read how she returns to her
home—Red E school. . Bhe
Y times, for thers is & foud
raging between 'father and & rival
g]:chﬁir. ‘two men who wers onece great

Becauss there might bs tro Kit is
ordemdtomﬁum?omuhqol. ﬁgkﬂt isn’t
hwll:?lnrl KR loathes the of
& foud, and In her own original way, eets
out to smash It.  She-teams up once |
with @ friend of her

TRk R
nd"tegeinet thoy Sath Eblngs oving.

met Kit will amply compensate you. 8he

“ EIT OF RED RANCH "

i3 & serles of stories quite apart from any-
thing vou've ever rcad before. When yon
meet Kit you'll realise why.

I know you’ll be sorry fo sgg good-hye
to Lady Fayre and Robin Hood, but they
may feturn again some day—and, believe

s,

1k, Miss Chester’s finesb character,
and with her yon will live Western Ufe in a

And now a word about yonr great
favourite—CIiff House. Miss REichards has
written for next Satorday’s Isste a story
featuring an immensely popular chapacter,
a chal T, in fact, for whom many of you
bave been asking., ' Therefore, I know you
will be delighted to read :

“THE RETURKN OF JUNGLE JES§.”

For the sake of new readers, just a word
about Jess. She is the white girl Babs &
Co. met; Iast summer on a tropical island.
Jess had lived there from childhood, with
g‘lﬂ% animuls a3 lLer companions and

ends.,

Babs & Co. brought her back to England,
and she spent.a short while at CHif House.
Now the famous chums meet her again
in unusyal elrcums! . A ve
ini and exciting story this, wi
Jungle Jess herself as quaint and surprising
88 ever. Bhe has her pet leopard, Kullo,
with her, too, so0 you may be sare there
are thrills,

Hm*zn.r% Marrioth gives you another
instalment of her fine serial, -and - with
Patricia's two pages as instructive ‘gay
a8 ever, you may count on an cs) ¥
attractive issue next Baturday.
Lastly—and lmﬂfmnt a3 well to you all
I hope—there will be apcther  Editorial
Chat frem -~ . :
Your sincere friend,

THE EDITOR.

Brends’s eyes gleamed. They wero
up_sroa.'chmg an sloove, and Veronica

~-and  the man their attention

» focused away from her for an instant.
Here was her chance.

Willy-nilly, she dragged her com.
panion through some curtains, and
thore, - breathless and rather  em-
barrassed, she explained as best she

“could, The young man was & sport.
He dido’t understand, even then, what
it was all about,” but with a grin he

{fllp%d off to rejoin-his fiiends, leav-

ing Brends, filled with anxiety, to wait
for Ronald. "~ :
Impatichtly eshe strode up and down
behind thé éurtains. At last came the
sotind of footsteps; the curtaine swished
uside, : Ronald, his jaw set, strode in,
“Abd riow perhaps you'll “explain
what - gll  this tomioole?’a about,

Brenda " he snepped. “1 didn’t br‘inq

you here for & game of hide-and-seck.”

“I'm sorry, Ronald,” Brenda said
quickly, a hand on his arm, “but it was
the only thing I could do to save us,”

“Save us!”  Ronald frowned.
"What do_you mean?”
Bwiftly Brenda told him. Ronald

was ‘thunderstruck,

“What?- Verénica—and a8 man—out
thers?- My stars!” A look of alarm
in his eyed, he hali-turned towards the
curtains, then swung back. “Oh, gee,
Brendn,’l?‘m‘n fmza‘ irap ! -I'm sorry !
I onnlz F'd realiséd what was up | The
probably gaw me—but you don't,thinlz
thp‘yod iected vsi?

“T hope. hot,” s '88id. #
Ronald, yoi“see thiy means? She
* suspects ‘me—kinows T'wr~0p: to sonie-

- thing, Ktiows “I'ny meeting  somaeone,
“‘"‘:hn_ﬂ'nh'eu's deliberately trying to find cut

11 Mot e oAt tore. Lagd
: “-Egsh:amfs_ ~more ~in - it than - that;”
ﬂonﬁ.s.l‘.qg’l tully, > -
“*More:” Brenda schoed. ™ How do
yowmean®s - . . O

.

- Ronald

e bdded anxipusly.

“0Oh, just—just more, that’s all,”
said, shrogging.. “1 ocan’
explain now. It's mnoiher of those little
things I've got to keep under my hat
for a while, H'm* -

‘Brows knit, he pondered, hand to hia

in.
“We'll hate to do something sbout h

it, though, Brends,” he- presently
resumed. “We daren’t risk Veronica
learning too much, We've got to put
her off tho scent. But don't you worry
sbout that; I'll think up some little

“wheeze. " In the meantime, your job

is to make a smashing hit with this
dancing. Just e tick I

‘- Cautiously parting the curtains, he

locked through, and almost at once
gave a “thumbs up ¥ gesture.

“0K.7" he _announced, turning
towards hor again.” “The hirds have
ust Hown. Wonder if thet men—-oh,
ot’'s forgat it1” he added abruptly.
“We've other things to think about at
the moment. Brenda, old thing, you'll
put up the show of your life in front
of Miss Allen, won’t you t*

. “¥ou bet I will " Brenda declared,
eyes beginning to sparkle.

For from what Ronald had said, in
that vague, criptlc wey of his, it
appeared that the suckess of her danc-
ing would affect

. her own future
happinesa. '

Bmmn THEY left the lounge, partly -

haffled. partly chagrined, Veronide

and Mr. Jones found plenty of food for “is—-
thought. A N

" When, peering out of their hidinf-
plaés, t.iwy saw ‘Brenda so animatedly
chettering to - the," dumbfourided bot,
the‘.kaiohuﬂtfg- puzzled looks. -

“Know t- chep?” Mr.
whig
roturned. “ Wonder if I know any of
the others. If that’s the fellow she’s

[

‘moments

ed. P :
“Ig:;er seen him bofore,” Veroqica"
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n meeting 1t doesn’t help us an
inch.”
Together they scrutinised the other
fellows crossing the lounge, and all_at
once Mr, Jones gave a low, sibilant hiss.
“ Veronica—quick I” he eried, grab-
bing her arm. " That fellow over therc,
dodginf in and out of everyone—I'll
swoar I've seen him before 1
Veronica, swiftly glancing in the
direction he -indiﬁateg. gave a start.
“Ronald Benson | she gasped. ‘

- ———

A Dancing Discovery!
T was Mr, Jones’ turn to be
astounded.

“Elou know him, too?”? he said

keenly. .

“I shou{d think I do!” Veremica

roduced & few facta concerning

nald, “But where on earth have
you seent him before? I mean, to make
you sound surprised?”

““He's been getting in my way,” Mr.
Jones stated ominously, his dark eyes
switching back to Ronald’'s dodging
form. *I wouldn't mind betting he’s
the fellow we want [

“Getting in your way? Oh, don’t
be s0 absurd! What's Ronald got to
do with us? But come on! Let's make
ourselves scarce before either of them
spot us.”

Choosihg a moment when Brenda avas
no longer 'in evidence, and Ronald was
swallowed up by the orowd, the two
plotters stole eut from behind the ferns

- and hurried through the doorway.

. Once beyond earshot, th:g started. a
hectic ar%lmenl_;, but for the first few
eronics was more concerned

with thinking than talking. :
Ronald Benson at the dance scademy 1
That was rather s shook. -She didn’t
know he was so keen on dancing. And
undoubtedly it was rather str that
Brenda should be there, as well.” Bat
as for him being her own friend—
oh, it was just too fantastic for words!
Headn't Brends been with some other
follow?  Hado’t they seen her with

im
That decided Veronica. But it didn’t
decide Mr, Jones. . ;

“I. don’t care what you say or think,”
ha almost enapped, es they strode down
the short drive of the house, “but that
young fellow you call Ronald Benson
18 remarkably like a chap who's been
dogging me all over the place.”

“And I tell you it'sa impossible |”
Veronica = retorted. _ “What could
Ronsald have on us? If you have secn
him knocking sbouf;, then it's just &
coincidence, Or it may bo someone like
Ronald.” = - _

“Whoever it i3,” said . Mr. Jones
slowly, *we've %;ot‘to track him dowr.
Now let’s get things straightened out.-
This is the position.” - ‘

He looked at Veronica intently, hold-
ing her own restive eyes in a , un-

wavering stare.

“You and I are up to somdﬁh{ngh. .

thers’s no need for me'to a}a‘% what,” he
added, half-sneering.. * X

Brenda and her friend, whoever he is,
to be up to something, too. Now the
uestibn is: are the_f clas! with us'?
f go, we'd better ldok out! And we
daren’t run any risks. ,Qur next move

**To find out for certain who Brenda's

friend is?* :
= % Prociselyl At all costs—for the sake - - -

of otr own - necks=we've got-to know

Sone, | [ hétigr s Ronald Benson: " Avd if 1 :
o8 e L = K E o
O Heo dif wot fiuishy not #d Veronica - '
supply the miissing words: But his voice
’mﬂ%fto & fiarce t) £ - : .

it is,” Veronica said, through her

o suspoct

e
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$eeth, *then I think 1 know of 8 _way
to find out—from the servants at Fern-
bank. Listen!" .

The scheme Veronica ontlined was
simplicity itself, but filled with danger
for Brendas and Ronald. She woul
question the servants. Had they seen
8 boy visiting the house, or latering
near? They were hound to have done.
And if that boy was Ronald, then ‘he
would have been recognised.

“Excellent, excellent!” said Mr.
Jones, and rubbed his hands.

€ PovaLp TELLS me you've the
makin of a very clever
dancer,” said Miss Allen.

«“Qh1” said Brenda, in surprise.

Smilin%ly she looked from tl
pleasant-faced, middle-sged dance in-
structress to Ronald himself, who, arms
folded, stood with them at one end o
the academy ball-room.

“I 'think so, &n woy,” Ronald de-
dared. “That's why wo want you to
do some impromptu steps, if you ecan,
Brenda. Readﬁ] jas Allen "

With a nod, Miss Allen grossed to the
piano and commenced to play.

Brenda did not notice the rather queer €x

look that pessed between the two of
them, but as & simple melody came from
the piano she started.

“ i ¥, I know that,"” she said, *“ What
in it

The music ceased. Miss Allen, dart-
ing another look at Ronald, who was
hurrying forward, swung round to
Brenda.

“Yon are sure, my dear?” she asked

quickly. ~ .
“Quite eure, yes. Why? There's
nothing strange about it, is there?”
“Wall, no,” eaid Miss Allen, langh-
ing. “But it's a tune of my own; one
I composed years ego spacially for my
heginner pupils when they're impro-
vising stepe. How did you get to know
it, dear?” she added seriomsly.
“Try . to think, Brenda,’ Ronsld
nrged, coming to fler side. It wasn't
ot the o gol” 5
“No,” said Brenda, sheking her
head. “I don't think so. I can't really
place it at all, I only just feel, inside
me, that I've heard it before.” .
ind then, as she saw the expression
on Ronald’s face, the colonr of exate-
ment, almost of jubilation, that ¢
his cfwaks; aa she saw the gleam in
eyes as he looked at Miss Allen, and
noted the air of sup ressed excitément
sbout that kindly

caught in her breath.
Another mystery!
Another m{;ﬁary around her. Why,

everything relating to this visit to the
academy waa shrouded in mystery, evén =
the frock she was wearing, for Ronald -

had induced her to make’it on exactl"y
the same lines a8 an old-fashioned child's
dance frock that had been hidden away
in_an attig at. Fernbank :
She thrilled.
mean? If only she
B e e e 1ooked o
on ) ingly, she
him; but ’w-"r&"‘ !ek_ gesture
nd [

knew; if only

g resumed playin :
"She &id o slmost un-
edio ﬁvmhn; steps

or her

v

. . ‘consciciisly, immed: i
- of her awnrto fit the simple tune,
the moﬁv\e ¥

mind, waa REOE: - g
< “What &;ﬁgpmimy
ind oll -this? What 3?&
poct it to lead tol T e
“Well, you certainly are a remark-

»

‘able yonng_lnd'f;‘qm

oW fome

¢ thing. Ew

‘Etarinﬁ fixedly at lier aa if unable to
e

ady, ‘too, Brenda

Oh, what did it “all -

ng. Brenda -

“You -

-gk lash, ris -the p Yo
Bnaver b;:ﬁ%ﬂ by my&oﬁm;g_f

[

“You mean, I've been using some of
them }” Brenda breathed. :

“Quite a lot. Are you sure you've
pever had any lessons from me?! Not
necessarily here. FPve taught élse
where.” e o ‘

“guite sure,” Brenda said, but won-
dered if ehe r was, after all.

More pnzsled than ever, she watched
aa Miss Allen turned. )

“Ronald—-" the lady began, and
then broke off, staring about her.
“Why, where ever has he got to? Oh,
there you arel”

For Ronald, who had been missing,
pow came hurrying rather breathles
into the ball-room. As Brenda looked
at him cyriously, he gave an apologetic

. L.
B Sorry 1 had to hop off,” he said,
asping. “Juaﬁ_—-ng - (;l,l.g'flt of some-

g 0.K.

“¥ think so,” said Misa Allen. **But,
Ronald "—she locked at him appeal-
iugly-—-l—'“don’s you think you ought
ikl

1

But Ronald gently interrupted. .

“(Can 1 have a word with yon alene?
Thanks.” He emiled at Brenda. “ You'll
cuse ug, won't youi" )

“Of course,” Brenda agreed. :

Thoughttuily, she watched them retire
out of earshot; in gatbering puzzlement
she saw them converse, now and again
nod in her direction. Amazing indeed!
Even spars from ey hing else, it was
amazing: that she ghould know that tune
and those steps.

“That's why Ronald’s talking to her
now, of course,” Brenda mused.." But
I do wizh he wouldn't always keep ‘me
so much in the dark. I wonder if he’ll
tell me anything now 1"

Expectantly, - sha “scanned his {ace
when he and Misa Allen returned.
Exultation shone_in his eyes; his grin
was wide and triumphant.

. But Miss Allen, Brenda realised, was
drag her gaze awag, - T
appeared to be in s daze.

“Well, that’s that!” Ronald gried
breezily. *Thanks for all you've done,
Miss Allen !” )

Misa Allen hurried away then to take
har next-pupils, and Ronald escorted
Brenda to the cloak-room. Outaide the

he gpod Wwoman

2 e ect Y ,

alorigeide of them, hidden
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house, Brenda, falling into step. beside

her friend, looked st him inquiringly.
“Why thd Miss Allen give me such

she came back,

“Why?” : Ronald - lifted quizsical
you, you -

brows. “Well, if I told
wouldn’t helieve me. But Pm not going
to tell you. AH I will say is this!
Brenda, old thing,” he went on, in an
eager, vibrant voice, ‘‘you're i
wogderful}fl ., We're . meking gra
stridea. .To-night has »hplp«si me a8
tromendous lot.  It's convinesd me 1'm
on the right track.” . C

“0f whet1” Brenda said patiently. -

 Qh—things,” Rovald said vaguely.
“ Things I daren’t even explain to you.
But there’s one thing. I've no n to
explain—the danger to ug if. Veronica
isn’t put off the scent I

Brenda started in sudden dismay.

“Qh, golly-pips, yes. 8he saw e,
Ronald, and you, too, probably. If she
conpects us—"

“Sha does,” was Ronald’s ' quiet,
tense reply. “How do I knowi” He
ave a wry grifts “Becauso I've been
Ioiin_s some ﬁda_tehc.tlﬁe,__work. Rgmenibe;
sli off while you were dancin
Welll,)pledsneaked off after Verzonica algld
her pal. Fortunately, they. wero, too
busy talking either to walk Yery quickly
—or to listen intemtly. I cregt up

edge

b; 3
and overheard the neatest lyitae‘ stunt
you've ever struck !’

“To how! us out?™ Brenda eaid,
catching her breath. -
- ¥es.” Ronald’s
“Verenica’s Fgomg_to cross-eyamine the
scrvants at Fernb toimerrow to die-
cover if any of th '@1 ‘with
a fellow, or_spott el nging

shout near the house—"

“ But—but one of them’s almost bound
to have done,” Brenda said, in dismay.
“QOh, Ronald, what ever can we do?
You're known so well to all the servanta,
They’l] have reuogmsed you. Veronica’ll
know it's {c;lu-—— 4 - :

“ She'll know 11's me who's been hnnﬁa
ing aronnd-the bouse, and perhaps talk-
ing’ to_you,"” said Ronald, a gleam
appearing in_ his ey “hut what she
won't kmow is why I've been hanging
around. And that’s where my little

face sek.




¢ “Brenda’s Task of Mystery!’
counter-plan comes in. What do yon
think of thia for & wheeye 12

And in low tones, he outlined his
scheme for warding off disaster.

—

All a Question of Aciing!
" Y golly, it’s a gorgeous idea !”
" Brenda e,xclmmed{ her eyes
eparkling.  “She’s almost
sure to fall for it. She’ll
remember :hnt row we had at the

squire’s party—"

q“Which incidentally was about the
finest piece of acting outside Hollywood
anyone’s evei been prnille%ed to watch
for nothing,” Ronald chuckled wun-
blushingly. *Of course she'll fall for it.

Early to-morrow morning, then "
“T'll be awaiting. my ‘cue,” Brenda

told him, laughing.

Undoybtedly Ronald’s sckeme to put
Veronica off the scent was & stroke of
genius. It could scarcely fail to con-
vince Veronica that she and Ronald
were definitely not friends, and that
Ronald had had other reasons for being
around the house. And it was equally
certain to pander to that moody girl's
sense of  vanity. . N

But Brenda was not quite satisfied.
Indeed, sho knew she could never be
really satisfied while there was so much
that bafled and intrigued her.

“Ronald,” she said quietly, and as he
looked at her with an mqmrm‘gt smile,
she took hold of his arm, *“Ronald,
won't you tell me something of what it's
all about—please?” she begged. *I've
tried to be so patient, but—"

“You've been @ perfect little briclk,”
Ronald nssuréd her, “but all the
same——"  Regr&fully he shook his
head, sighing. “I’m sorry, Brenda, I
can't. AllT can let on is that I'm work-
ing on your behalf, doing things which
I ﬁope will make all the difference to
your futurg———" .

“Taking me to bo photographed with
your scarf over my head?” Brenda
gently teased, hoping to persuade him
by that means into telling her more.
“And now getiing me to dance steps
of my own, wearing this frock, copied
from any old thing that must have been
in that attic ages and -ages?”

Ronald linked his arm through hers.

“Yes, Brenda; by doing those
{hings,” he confided. “They're all
related; they all lead one to another,
The photo at Ferpbank led me to the
photographer’s,'”" he explained; *“the
photographer led mo to Misa Allen,
and Miss Allen—why——7"

His face lit u?. Animatedly, heo
gestured with his free hand.

“Why, the very fact that you knew
that tune and those stcps put me on to
something else. I'm not quite sure
about it at the moment, though I hope
to be by to-morrow. But everything’s
\\'orki.ﬂgl out besutifully—providing we
can gettle Veronica—and that man |*

. “Well, your brain-wave gught to do
that," Brenda told him, nodding.

‘1t must, Brenda—simply must! We
daren’t let Veronica know, or even
dream, what we're doing. It's going
to be a pretty grim morning to-mor-
row,” he re ; his face hardening.
“I¢'ll probably mesn one thing or the
other for yon and me, especially you,
* old thing—sink or swim {” ) i

He became, silent then, brooding, pen-
sive, Brenda did not interrupt his.
_ thoughts, partly beciuse she was busy
with her own,

8ink or swim? To-morrow would tell.
How it would tell she hada’t the faint-
est idea. Neither did she know why
such vital igportance was attached to
their ﬁgeservmg ‘the "séeret of their
friendship.

.

But she had confidence enough in
Ronald to believe that unless they did
preserve that seoret, all their joing
actgltios on -her own behalf would
probably end in disaster !

Parting from Ronald shortly after-
wards, Brenda hurried to Fernbank
and, retifing to bed immediately, was
soon sound asleep,

Bhe ewoke with a start, for es she
turned over, still semi-conscious, there
came a loud squeak.

ing open her eyes, she raised her
head, Came another squeak—and a
gurgle of childish laughter. Brenda sat
bolt upright, jumped a§ a third and
even more insistent squeak sounded et
her side, looked down, wonderingly
picked up a tiny rubber lion, and then,
the truth dawning on her, turned round.

There, beside the bed, hia chubby
face radiant, and his dark curls flopping
up and down as he pranced about like
a jack-in-the-box, was little Dickie
Scholes, her adorable young charge.

“Morning, Dickie!” Brends greeted
him. “My word, you've dressed your-
self, too.” (With his pull-over back to
front and his socks “inside out, she
noticed.) “Did you put Smacker-
Squcezis in bed with me?"

Smacker-8queezie was Dickie’s pet
name for the rubber lion, because, as
he explained, it squeaked when yon
smacked or squeezed it.

"He nodded, then, clambering on to
the bed, gave Brenda her usual morn-
ing hug and kiss, ’

“You looked so awfu’ lonely all on
your +gelf, Aunty Brenda,” he said,
*and Bmucker-Sciueezie dido’t mind.
Smacker-Squeezie likes you.”

“Well, that was nice of you. Thank
vou, Dickie. And thank you, Smacker-
Hgueezie,” she ‘added, making the toy
squeak. “But goodness, this’Hl never
do, lying here. Lazy Aunty Brenda !
Up you jump I

he sprang out of bed and dragged
on her dressing-gown,

Dickie,. clapping his hands with de-
light at such acrobatics, decided to
emulate ther himself, He took a flying
leap on to her back. And Brenda, a
twinkle in her eyes, carried him into
the bath-room.

When they wiont down to breakfast,
Brenda forced herself to seem quite
composed.

Mustn't do anything to put Veronica
on her guard for when Ronald called.
And certainly mustn’t let Veronica rea-
lise she had been detccied at the
academy,

“Good-morning, Mr. Scholes,”
Brenda smiled, entering the dining-
room with Dickie sodately trailing
from her hand. “(Good-morning, Mrs.
Scholes. Good-morning, Veronica. Did
you like the show last night 1>

“Qh, rather! Topping show,” Ver.

onica said shortly, and then made to get

on with her breakfast.
" But her aunt gave her a look of gentle

rebuke, B
“Well, tell Brenda more ebout it
dear. I™n sure she’d be interested.”
“I—Pm sorry,” Veronica said, “I1
was thinking about something else, But
if Brenda would like to hear about
it—-" she added pleasantly.
I'd love to!” "Brenda excleimed,
hiding & smils. -
. Veronica stla:rted tfo l;;l:s__cnbe E
imaginary show, feltering, =Hushing,
contradicting herself, until she got into
such o tangle that Brenda felt almost

purely

sorry for the girl.

Poor old Veronica ! Wirat deception
bed -ted her ‘into. And all through

those oddiy contrasting moods of hers,.

If sho wasn't so curious this would
never have bappened, Or—and Brenda
bit her lip-—was there something more
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than mere inquisitiveness behind Ver-
onica’s determined efforts to discover
her secret? -

But Veronica ended her rambling
description before Brenda could delve
very far into that question, end Brenda
had to ‘afppear enthralled.

Breakfast finished, Mr. Scholes left
on a business jaunt; Veronica retired to
the study to write some letters, anc
littlo Dickie was taken out of Brenda's
charge in order to have an eloeution
lesson, Therefore, as Mrs. Scholes went
off to take an inventory of the larder,
Brenda had time on her hands.

It was half past nine. Ronald might
be qlong any minute now,

Tingling ~ with  suspense, Brenda
watohed from a downstairs window,

Half an hour went by. No sign of
Ronald. Forty minutes, and Brenda
begen to get apprehensive, Then, just
as she was turning away, sho spotted
his familiar figure coming up the drive.

uietly, she tiptoed into the. hall,
stolo past the partly open door of the
study, catching a glimpse of Veronica
hunched up in an armchair in an atti-
tude of deep concentration, and man-
aged to open the front door without a
sound,

Ronald, mounting the steps, waved,
then gave a gesture meaning “Is it all
nght‘!” '

" Yes,” Brenda whispercd. “Bhe’s in
the study. But don’t come in yet.
Knock.”

She skipped back and closed the door,
waiting until Ronald, outside, had
knocked loudly. Then, calling “All
right, Veronica, I'll go,” she opened the
door again,

“Oh, hello!” she exclaimed, off-
handedly. “What do you wantf”

.“You, eh?” Ronald replied, in
similarly raised tones, and he scemcd
embarrassed and nonplussed at being
confronted by Brends, “Er—is Ver.
onioa kn_ocking about?”

“She is. Why?” was Breada’s curt
ENnswar,

“Weli, I-1 wanted to see her,”
Ronald said hesitantly, *although I'd
rather you did some for me first.”

“What?” Brenda managed to sound
convincingly astounded. " You want me
to do you a favour after the beastly way
you behaved at the dance?”

There was a pause, as though Ronald
was absorbing this retort. But actually

it was so that he and Brends, exchang- i

ing winks, could listen.

Their attentiveness was rewarded al-
most at once, for from the study there
came the sound of a heavy chair being
scraped back over the carpet, and then
footsteps stealthily tiptocing towards
tho door.

Brenda and Ronald looked at each,
aothet tensely, - -
*Bhe’s coming,” Brenda whispered.

“ Greefmg towards the door,”

*Shall I—start” : ‘

“Not yet. Wait till I give the signal.”

While Ronald, head half-turned ta-
wards the study, raised a restrainin
hand, Brenda waited, quivering . with
suspense. She saw a shadow fall across
the floor just beyond the study door.
Then it stopped movm;t

Down came Ronald’s hand,

*Now,” he hissed. “Play up for all
t'.'n_n,’:f_ef worth, This may mean every-
] or us.” :

e mgnd_l gu}{ped, gripped her hands,
snd drew a deep breath. Then, trying

to make her tomes gsound - perfect]

natural, she began te address _Rona.lﬁ

‘BEAIIL

THE continuation of this intrigning
" incident will hold your interest from

the first line. Order next Saturday's

SCHOOLGIRL early, won’t you ?
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The Earl’s Prisoner!

1 TRANGE that Robin Heod
does not reply 1”7

The young Lady Fayre took

the whistle from her lips and

looked about her in the pretty wood

where the birds sang and there were:

goy flowers. Not far away was the

lair of the famous outlaw and friend

of the poor—Robin Hood; zhe could

hear the voices of his men, but no

nﬁnswer to her whistle came from Robin

Fayre blew her whistle again. It was
one that the outlaw himself bad given
her, and had s speciel note. Not only
did it warn him of her approach, but
it drove away wolves—and there were
?lant of wolves in the woods in the
ar-off days when Richard Lion Heart
was king of England.

“Robin Hood,” called Fayre, and
ran tripping lightly through the under-
growth towards the outlaw’s lair,

No one, looking at her, would have'
realised that she was the young heiress
of Longley Castle; for she wore a
shabby green frock under a hooded
brown cloak that was even more
ra| 5 '

Fayre was disgnised—dressed as &
v;ll}]g‘fo maid. It was the only way she
could es08 le,

e th ooy Boida aadl
AyIe " 10 ;] an e
fungf“ﬂ.n village, %%etnshe had to use
great disoretion on her wandering.
¥or had her uncle, the Beren le Feuvre,
learned of her daring esploits, he
gould_- h‘“dmk lillxlely t.t!';;::! put ber i‘li'll e:
ungeon snd xeep her Le—on &
of bresd-and

~water.

At the moment the hurly, bullying
- baron .was ‘far from her thou;i,u;
‘and in !ﬁ’ light-hearted maood she zan
into the olearing, where men in green
sat about.

They had been talking a. moment
before, but silence fell as she was seen,
'ﬁéli-“;‘:“ Tuck l?aqked at her e
fiefore doffing his green ‘eap; Little
. John, rising to his immense height,

d gravely.. < Y ey
Thére were a dozen men in greenm

gitting on the sun-warm grass, or
leaning on staves. But Robin Hood
was not among them. And, as
Fayre became sware of the out-
laws’ glum expressions, a great
uneasiness seized her.

“Why — what ~ is

amiss ?” she

cried. “Robin—where is he?”
Friar Tuck stepped forward.
“My lady—" he began.
*'Oh, please!” begged Fayre. 1
am 3 friend. Call me now Maid

Marien and forget I have anyt
to do with the castle.”

& bowe
“3o be it, Maid Marian,” he said
gravely, “¥Yet I do think it is well
you have something to do with the
castle. Come,- tell us—" ha added
more briskly, ~ ‘regatding her with
intensity. *“Is thers excitement at the
castla?- Have—have they a prisoner?
Robin has not returned.” There is no
word from bim!” =

Fayre's heart jumped. There had
been no unusual eéxcitément at’ the
oastle; but it was pdssible that tliere
had been a prisoner without news o
ii reaching her ears. T

“My faith!” she gasped. “You do
not say—oh, but this is bad indesd!
Robin, my uncle’s prisoner? He would
be shown no mm'c%i He would be flung
into & dungeon. He might—" .
She broke off, clenching her hands.

ing

f aquickening her ste)

haste, she changed from ber shabby
frock into the rich, red velvet one she
ware every day in thé ¢asfle. = .

. That done, she’.wellt althg to ber
ungle’s large. apartment. His hoomin
voice was audible when she was sti

many yorde away, .

“T shall indeed know him. Let me
but see your prisoner, my friend, and I
shall not be fooled I roared tha baron.

Fayre pulled up with a start; then,
rapped on the
heavy door and opened it., The mention
of “ [i)risonar * had fired suspicion in hex

mind. Was. that prisoner Robin Heod?

As she walked into the room Fayre
sudden!ly realised that she was lost fer
an explanation of hor entry; but her
quick wits saved her.

Anln, the rascally Baron le Fenvre; uncle of Lady Fayre, plots
against the king. But again, thanks to Fayre, and Robin Hood,

he is made a sadder,

There was only one thing to do. She
must return to the castle, And if the
outlaw bad indeed been captured—
. “\Wait 1" she said. “I will return.”
. Fayre ran all the wa back_through
the woad to the lane, forgetting even
to blow her whistle so greatly was she
agitated.

CGasping and breathless, she reached
the barbican of the mighty castle.

Guarda stood at the barbican, the
small fortress that guarded.the outer
edge of the drawbridge. But Fayre
was known to them by sight, and she
hurried in across _the courtyard.
Soldiers were ihere dnumﬁlg Enights
were shouting commands; their atten-
dant pages were standing by. To Fayre

everyday wopectaelcii

it was an ordinary, ever
yet becausae ‘of the shining armour an
gay plumes, always worthy of watching.
‘No one paid her much etiention,
she reathed her bed-chamber without
being questioned. There, with practised

By IDA MELBOURNE =

and grgk Pemg ph:fned, t?at

if not wiser, villalh, "

She turned to a Tat man—ihe Earl of
Dorford—who sat by & window, and
drop 3 ourtsy. o :

£ morrow, my lords,” she said.
“1 did come to pay my respecte—"

“Hah! Your daughteri”’ asked the
earl, peering at Fagre and turniog to
the baron.

The red-faced Baron le
guffawed, p .

“My 'n}ece, the Lady Fayre,” he said.
“A oomel‘lv enough wench, and not of
téan inteiligence.” ] .

“Thank you, unocle,” said Fayre.

Her uncle grunted, arid then suddenly
stepped forward, sappitg his fingers.
h'“ 8’1'111 won'lid knlc:w,' oo, She ‘mows

im o said to the earl”” = .
mai, the_.k‘mgifﬁke’d_’thel;:ilh \

'ayre, catching the warning he
uncle gave him, knew that something
g“’“ aF some

ikely directed
.. home ‘secretly

Fouvre




22 “Sacret Helper to Robin Hood 1"

“ Who speaks of the king " asked her
uncle roughly. * Give ear, child. There
is one who lgzatends to be the king,
The Earl of Dorford has him prisoner in
his castle, twenty miles away. You are
a bright child and your sight is keener
than mine. You have met, the king. It
scems well that your childish judgment
should be our gnide.”

YBut—but King Richard is hard to
mistake,” Fayre exclaimed. “8o big,
so handsome——"

“This one is big and - handsome,
despite much growth of beard; he has,
too, & ring of the king’s,” said the earl.
“But he does not talk; he claims to be
dumhb.”

““Get you into & riding oloak and
coms down to the courtyard I ordered
the baron, ’

Fayre left the room; but as she closed

the door she hesitated. There was no h

need to eavesdrop; the baronm, even
when he lowered his voice, spoke loudly.

*If she says it is the king, make pre-
tence of setting him free,” hLe advised
in & deep growl, “She must not think
that we wish to hold Richard prisoner.”

Fayre moved away from the door, her
heart thumping. She understood now
what had happened. The FEarl of
Dorford had taken prisoner a man he
believed to be Richard the King. He,
like the baronm, sided with Prince Joha.

But the earl did not know the king
by sight; that was why ho had called on
the baron. And now, in the baron’s
cstimation—ag his own sight was rather
bad—Fayre should be called upon to
rccoEmse him. Besides, if it really were
the king it would not do for him to see
the carl and baron,

"The king—can it be?” Fayre asked
herself, a2 she moved away. “But the
king would not pretend to be dumb!
And yet that ring—-"

The prisoner was big, strong, hand-
S0me. had a ring of the king's. But
o was Robin Hood big and handsome;
he, too, had a ring of the king’s, given
bim for some gallant service t

“Robin Hood—it is. That's why he
pretends to be dumb !” gasped Fayre.
*And if the baron rccognises him——”

_Feverishly, then, she wrapped a

riding cloak about her, and in heart-
thumping excitement ran down to the
courtyard,

1 SHALL I go down to the dungcons?”
Fayre stood at the head of a
long stone btairway and turned to the
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Earl of Dorford, whose castle this was.
Near by was & gacler, a burly fellow
who had a8 dagger in his belt and
jingling keys at his waist; a man whose
face was the picture of eruelty.

“The gaoler will take you down,”
said the earl. “Take this lantern, too.”

He gave Fayre the lantern, and she
looked down at the carkness below and
shivered, ‘

“Fayre,” added the baron, taking her
arm.  “Look kecnly. You know the
king by sight. If it is be, say nothing
but return instantly.”

XY understand, unole,” said Fayre.

Bhe followed the warder down the
etairs to the long corridor on_the left-
hand side of which were the dungeons,
on whose mighty doors prisoners
banged,

At the last dungeon the warder
alted.

“He is here,” he said. *Rasca), come
to the grille! Here is a friend 1"

A face showed at the window, un-
kamPtly bearded, the hair on the head
tousled, the face wrinkled., -

As Fayre stared at it her heart stood
still.  She knew at once the eyes that
met hers; keen blue English eyes, wide
with surprise.

Robin Hood's! The prisoner was her
outlaw friend, as she had feared !

Fayre's Clever Scheme!

VEN though she had hoped to sce
him, yet sho had a shock. He
looked so changed.

“¥You recognise him?” asked
the warder eagerly.

Fayre stood motionless, her heart
thumping, for in this awful dilemma it
was hard to know what to do for Robin
Hood’s best. ,

“Yes,” she said in a low tohe. And,
turning, ran back to the stairs,

Her uncle and the earl hurried to
meet her.

“Tt is he 2™

“You knew him?” they asked.

“Yes,” Fayre said. “It—it is he.”
But winder her breath she added: “'Tis
indeed Robin Hood.”

But the baron, not hearing that,
naturally jumped to the wrong con-
clusion.

“By my halidom! The king—in our
power |” he cried, and thumped the

carl on the shoulder.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

"“He ghall tall,” grunfed the earl.

* Wait 1" said the baron, taking the
earl's arm. “We must think, We must
step with wariness, my friend, lest things
go wrong, you understand.”

Fayre hardly knew yet whether she

ad done a wise or foolish thing. But
she had hoped that if Robin Hood were
thought to be the king he would be well
treated.

“Come |” said the baron to the earl.
“We must talle awhile, Fayre, wait
here! No, come with us! Your chattcer
ing tongue might well wreak evil.”

Fayre went with them to the earl’s
private apartment, richly ornamented
with tapestries, golden ~goblets, and
plates and trophies of the war and haut.

Thers baron and earl argued, while
Fayre was told to wait outside tho door.

Presently, thinking that sho might
explore farther, she moved away; and
then, a daring plan coming to her mind,
she turned to the stairs that led down
to the dungeon.

Carrying the lantern, she went down.
and halted when a guard hailed her.

“I1 would have word with the
warder,” she said.

She was escorted
warder summoned.

“Ah, my ledy, what business now "
he asked, saluting respectfully.

“I must have word with the
prisoner,” said Fayre. *The baron aml
the earl await me. ¥ou know who this
prisoner is?” .

‘' Why, no; but someone that my lord
values highly,” said the warder.

“Ah! .,ﬂ-s best you should mol
know,” said Fayre, *so please stmnd
back when I address him.”

Fayre then followed the warder to
the dungeon, and again Robin IHood
was summoned to the grid. Fayre met
his ;yee, and_then curtsied, .

“Your Majesty,” she said, *May it
please you to recognise me?"

At that moment she saw the baron al
the end of the corridor. He had
followed her! Quickly she turned back
to Robin Hood.

“ Pretend to be the king,” she warned
him.' “It is the only way I can save
you,

Then she moved back, and saw the
quick look that the warder gave her.
As she passed him, he signalled her, and
then, locking right and left, spoke

slowly.

“Bf'lad " he murmured. * Beggin's
pardon; but there seems a likeness of
the prisoner to one who—who does
degerve our loyal regard.”

Fayre purposely eyed him sternly.

- “How sel" she asked. * Who, think
you, is the prisoner then?”

The warder stroked his scrubby chin,
and eyed her warily.

down and (e

“Ah! 'Tis but a guess,” he mut-
tered. “‘There ate dark doings in
castles.”

¢ Ay—and prisoners offer rich rewards
for their escape,” eaid KFayre. *“&o
haply not all warders know who their
prisoners are, or they might strive tn
become earls themselves by winning
royal favour.” .

Therr, as the baron had by now
disa| ?eared she hurried off. - :
the ﬂ nd of man she had to deal with.
Warders were not bayond taking bribes
when they were sure of protection after

© wards! And she had artfully put the
idea into this man’s head that he might:

be made an earl.

If the prisoner had indeed heen King
Richard instead of an outlaw, it was
possible. But Robin Hood had no carl-
doms to bestow.

-Had Fayre heard what happened
next she would have besen delighted.
The warder walked back to the dun-
geon and rapped on the door.

a

Bhe know

I
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“ Ha, prisoner!” he said. “Bome while
back you asked for water. Perchance I
eould now grant some. It ‘would be
sweet music, sir, to hear your voice.”

The prisoner indicated his mouth and
moved back his head to signify that he
needed drink; and the warder, who had
refused it but.a moment before, moved
away. ;

As he went there came a deep chuckle
from the dungeon. ) o

“By my halidom!” sgid the soft voice
of Robin Hood. “The sweet Lady
Fayre has more brains in her little
finger than all my band have in their
score of heads!

of England, eh? Ho, ho, hal”

But his langhter was low indeed, and .

there was a glimmer in his eyes that
spoke of impish fun. Not even incarcera-
tion in a geon and the threat of

torture could subdue his brave spirit.

Robin Hood’s hopes had sunk low-- !

but the coming of his secret helper had
sent soaring again. He was still
a prisoner, true; but now he could see
the way to freedom.

" Fam TAPPED on the door of the carl’s

room, and then walked in as the

baron called. She counld see by their

sullen faces that the conspirators were

not of one mind, and, knowing earls

and barons, gumessed that both wanted
the lion's share of tha*bargain.

“Huh!” grunted the baron, as she
eutered,

The fat ear! did not even lock up, but
sat with solky expression, arms fuﬁded,
brows knit.

“My lords,” said Fayre gently.
‘“ Although but a simple maid, yet I
have given the matter thought, -and
with your permission I sho like to
say what is an my mind.”

“Bah!" said the earl.

The baron glared at him.

“8peak!” he said to Fayre. :

ATt is this, then,” said Fayre. “The

risoner is hungry. It would be well if

: ﬁa were tempted with foed. Then he
might speak. Some tasty fowls, some
wine—the sight of them might lacsen
his tongwe.2

“Bah!” said the earl.

The baron stood ap. He did not 2s &
rule of Fayre's xdaa:é but the
mere ?act that the ear] scorned this one
made it attractive. K

“’Tis what I had in mind,” he said.

“Who should want his tongue
loosened 7" asked the ear] angrily. ** We
lmow he is Richard. That is all we
n know. The rest remains with
Prince John. Bo I-sayl”

‘*Hear, hear,” agreed Fayre, and
frowned warmnglg et her uncle, who
did not understand.

‘“We have him,” gaid the earl. “Let
us keep him as a common prisoner until
we hear what Prince John wonld give s
reward for his capture. If the prince
knows he i3 here—why, he %I;t come
and take him, and give us nothing but
th‘g:-[nhhdmn of a s:v“ for mb."—Y

ikaly as not,” agr ayre. “ Yot
kim with
tar

it mighs still be well to tem;
- reward for freedom than the prince for

food; he might even

‘ 0,22

“The earl looked at her sharply; then,
without a word, he rose, oreueg t

E doot, and went ‘out. The baron sprang

. $00." -

L glr e saled < eu e

an idea in ¢

El; I 'want him {o tn'.kgnamreward for set-
‘ting the mf:eel." ) ’

. " No, ¥ ‘wes guiming
Ty i ‘- - § :
may

g-la! King Richard .

o the

L_OWERING her voice so that
to the captive Robin Hood.
urgently,

Fayre was not dismayed; for she had
gl&nned the line she was to take with
er un

*“But,” uncle—surely,” she murmured,
“don’t you see? I did but sa
get him from the room? And now—I
can speak with you alone, Why should
the earl hold this prisoner? Suppose
yo‘l.‘llv;'gre to capture him?”

“Yes, indeed— to save the king;”
said Fayre. “It might win noble re-
ward from him. Or else, should
Princa John wish to have him, why
the prince would reward you!” |, .

The baron gaped at her. Tt was a
subtle suggestion that took his breath
away.

“By my halidom!” he gasped.
“Hey! Fayre, we go home at once!
Come 1" o .

And, seizing her wrist, he almost

dragged her from the room.

Robin Hood's Pose !

NCOUNTERING the ear], he was
brief but blunt.
“Have it your own way. I
wash my hands of it1” he
snorted.” “’Tis toa dangereus an enter-
prise for my liking.”

Then. he marched down to the court-
yard where he had left his escort, whis-
pered to owe of the knmights, and
mounted.

“Take d note of the defences,”
he advis “Bee. the dispositions of
i-;ha ard. p}f;ds};ag] come back more

eavily snppor arms.”

Inside the castlp the earl was super-
vising servants, who ware taking down
refreshmenta to the dungeons,

"“Let the prisoner be tempted,” he
said to thq_wa.rdp_r; S“But let him -not
eat witheut my -command.” ~ - -

Ay, '#ir ! -caid -the ‘warder, and
ordered that the foodsfuffs which had
been prepared for the prisoner’s benefit
be put on the floor. C

The prisoner,  looking through the
grille, smiled fnimtly.

“My lord -earl,” he said, “I would
have word with thee.” .

The warder stared. ,
“Im no sarl,” he said.
“Not yet,” answered' Robin Hood.

thet to

‘earls,

23

the warder should not hear, .ll?afre Epoke
“ Pretend to be the king,’” she whispered
‘1t is the only way I can save you |

“But you eould indeed be Ear! of
Dorford, for I am King Richard.”

“8peak softly,” muittered the warder,

“I will, indeed,” said Robin Hood,
in cooing voice. “I' am now a
prisoner; but with an', army -fen
thousand strong, I sHell''be another
man, and rascal - tyaitérs” Bhall reap
their reward. A king is & maker of
and 8 breaker of earls my
friend.  Would I rather that old fat
knave had this castle, or ons who gave
me water”when I was thirsty, and o
nice roanst chicken when I was hungry ?
A good chicken, I see, lies on the
floor,”

Robin Hood chuckled as he saw the
werder’s expression. The man was
visibly shaken;, - .

“Come fellow!” said Robin Hood
curtly. “Waste no time. An army is
already on'the way to my rescue.
Every rascal who had & hand in my
unprisonment shall suffer,”

“ Indeed, s0,” said the warder slowly.

He had a respect for the eari’s
power; bot a king’s power was
greater. A king could certainly smash

an earl, . ;

After a momeni’s silence, the warder
picked up the chicken, and passed it
through the grille. Wine' followed,
and hread.

Robin Hood, humming. softly, drew
back, and ﬁgt busy. It was a delicious
chicken; the wine was good, and the
breed wholesome. Not ﬁﬁng had a
meal for'mnli hours he thoroughly
enﬁoyed himse .

ut before he had finished the Earl
of -Dorford came down the. ocorridor,
followed by his guards. He marched
to the dungeon, then sniffed.

“Ho, there! Fellow!” he called.

Bobin Hood, holding the wing of a -
chicken, stood up. . ;

. "'t?‘zl’ fellow,” he amswered, *what
i it ¥

“What—eating [” the earl cried, and

wheele‘ihi:?gn the warder. “What

means S
The warder fellback, pale-faced, and
anxious,

"Mci—my- “Jord—F—ihie—the

%yl 'ﬁ‘—tal!ma'h“é'-ih Kiﬂg‘kfchﬂfg nisg?
g lan: .” gorgl Wby .. "
*King Richard!” came

murmir from the soldiems:

it

g"'mm_r e
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“Open this dungeon door!” com-
manded Robin Hood boldly. “Who
dares to keep the king prisoner? Are

You traitorsg?" *

The earl looked at his men, at the
warder, and then at the prisoner. He
had rnot expected the secret to be
learned sn quickly. )

“The king," he murmured, " why,
sire, this is indeed a most grievous
blunder.  Open the door, warder. I
11'i|al."y0:.1 have dealt kindly with the

ing.”

The warder opened the door, and
Robin Hood stepped out, patting him
on the shoulder.

“An earldomn shall be your reward
for this,” he said.

“ Bui—but, my sire,” protested the
earl, “he is but a common fellow, You
cannot make him an earl.” |

“Pah! Am I not the King of Eng-
land 77 asked Robinr Hood. "I could
make each ‘of Lhese common soldiers a
knighr, if 1 will it, You traitor!
You sought to hold me prisoner. My
army, even now marching on your
castle, shall give no quarter. Soldiers,
arrest hiin!  You, warder—you are
now the Earl of Dorford in his stead !”

The ecarl drew back, goggled at his
men, and put. his hand to his sword.

But Rebin Hood, striding forward,
kiocked his arm aside, then pulled him
forward, and iwisted him round.

Such  was his strength that he easily
masterad the fat earl, and spun him

through the open door into the
dungeon
“Lock him in, my lord earl!” he

said (o the warder.

The warder hesitated but a moment
before  he  slammed the door, and
turned the key.

“Where 1s the Baron le
asiked Robin Hood,

“He i1s gone, sir.”

“Gone? Then bring me a suit of
armour. Say nothing of this vet to the
others in the casile,” advised Robin
Hood.  “Then  when  the trumpet
sounds we will rally our forees, march
upon the Baron le Feuvre’s castle, and

Feuvre 1

deal with that traitor as he deserves.” ’

And Robin Hood, rubbing his hands,
chuckled deep down in his chest. Ten
minufes later, clad in armour, he
strutted out into the courtyard only a
few himdred yards from the gates and
freedom.

But suddenly a rider clattered into
the courtyard over the drawbridge, red

cloak flying. two golden plaits trailing

in the wind,
The Lady Fayre had returned.
Panting and gasping, she fell from

1er nearly exhausted horse and choked

out a“eéry.

“The Earl of Dorford—quickly— *
u]‘f"-‘llt 4 e :
The warder strode forward.:

“Well ? am now the Rarl of
Dorford !” he said. *What is it 73 =

YYou?” exclaimed : Fayre. “I—1
have come to say that the king's army
is on its way—" ot

“The king's army ! Hurrah !”” cheered
the warder, and turned to the armed
figure of Robin Hood. *Your Majesty,
your army is coming—"

Fayre spun round to the man in
armour, eyes wide.

" Why—why——" she gasped.

“’Tis T, Richard of England!” said
Robin Hood, lifting his visor a little
and winking.

Fayre, stariled though she was, kept

hér head and dropped a curtsy,
AL ! ;
“Sive,” she said, “your army is ap-

proaching. T must need whisper certain
matters 2

She went near to him and lowered her
voice, g
“Take care! King Richard himself
rides with them. They are but half
a mile from the castle now.”

Robin Hood stiffened, then turned to
the warder.

“Earl Dorford,” he said, “get me
the freshest horse; then gird yourself
in armour and follow.”

Already soldiers were running for-
ward. There was not a moment to be
lost. But the warder, still duped,
brought the horse and helped the outlaw
to mount it.

“Get behind I” said Robin Hood to
Fayre.

He drew his sword and swung it aloft.

“Bt. George for England!” ° he
shouted.

Then, with Fayre clinging on behind
him, they cantered over the drawbridge
to the roadway.

“There they
pointing.

“Ah—then here we go ! answered
Robin Hood, and, turning:his*horse io
the other direction, did not 'draw rein
until he was riding in a forest. There
he. cast off his armour. “Take=the
horse, fair maid.” he smiled. “I necd
no horse in a forest. In some lours
I shall be again with my merry men,”

“Good luck, Robin Hood "  sajd
Fayre. “Oh, but I am so happy that
you are free!”

He patted her check and smiled.

“Fayre, my friend,” he said, “with-

come!”  she eried,

== LY gy

one vyou're going

- sourceful
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kindly, tender, understanding.

JS\Hé"_’II,Bé‘ here next Saturday in the first of a-
 “wonderful new series of complete stories, so order
your copy well in advance, won't you?

THE SCHOOLGIRL

out your brave help T ‘should still ba
a prisoner. If you should meet the new
car] riding from his castle, tell him not
to stop riding until he reaches a far
distant town. Tt was a good chicken
he gave me, and I fear there will bo
no warm welcome for him from the fat ;
prisoner in my dungcon.” 3
He waved good-bye and went running
into the wood. Ifayre, turning back,

met the warder and gave the message.

“After all. ’twas not King Richard,”
she said. “For here comes the king
now ! . -
And Fayre, riding to greet King
Richard, joined 'her uncle, who sab
quaking on his horse for. fear that she
niight let slip an unguarded word. But
Fayre had far too much sense for that, |
and, after all, as she frankly admitted,”
the mistake in recognising the king had
been hers, L "q:
And so once again the young Lpd‘\,;:
Fayre and Robin Hood, the outlaw,, .
working together as sceref friends, hagl,
frustrated the rascally baron. Buat 11"
wasn't the last time. by a long way,
Over and over again Fayre and Robin
Hood proved too clever for the barvon
until that bullying tyrant began (o wighr
that he had been born a common soldier
—or_ else one of Robin
band ! Lt
As for IPayre, she was happy in the’
knowledge that one day. when she cantos
of age, Longley Castle, its soldicrs,
servants, and the gold in ils -coffers
would all be hers. and then
would be difterent for everyone !

THE ENT.

things

CHESTER

She’s
she

‘And” yet,

APAAAAAA ’ .

S

S.C.L. 39

months,

Printed in England and published every Saturday
Farringdon Rtrect, London, E.C.4. Advertisement O
for transmission by Canadian -Magazine Post, I

Sole Ageuts for Australia and New Zcaland ;
News Ageney, Ltd,—Saturday, June 17th, 1939,

by the
flices :

Subs plion rates :

Proprietors, The i
: The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Lendon, E.C.4.
Inland and abroad, 1ls. per annum; 5g. 6d,
Messrs, Gordon & Gotch,

House,
Registereg
for mix
Central

Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleetway

Ltd.; and for South Africa;
LL

Hood's own



