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“GET OUT, DOLORES!
YOU'LL NEVER SEE THAT
PONY ACGAIN!”

A dramatic incident from this
week’s fine Babs & Co. story.




Magnificent LONG COMPLETE story of the famous chums of Cliﬂ’ House St:hen}, :
featuring that lovable Second Former, Dolores Essendon, and=— . .

It Meant So Much to Her!

" -HUNTING we
will go, a-hunt-
ing we wilk

i EBENE

Clara revlyn lushly,

“*a - hunting, hunting,

hunting, hunting, a-hunt-

ing we will go?" *

Barbara Redfern glanced at the irre-
pressible Tomboy and chuckled.

“Just you think again,”’ she advised.
“We're qomg to the stables to work—
not hunt,”

“And if you don’t stop that noise you
call singing and look where you're
cycling, you chum»,” put in Mabel
Lynn ﬂpotnbediy “you'll jolly well have
me of

“Eh smd Clara. realising
that she was indeed eﬂliel' bicycle
towards Mabs’, she le y siraight-
ened her front wheel. “Tmuble with
you girls,” she added cheerfu]lg, “is
that you’re jealons of my voice ]

At which iler chums grinned broadly.

There were six of them cye aleng
the Friardale Road, and all six were
members of the Fourth Form at Chff
House School.

There was Barbara Redfern of the
sparkling blue eyes and wavy brown
hair; golden-haired Mabel Lynn, Bar-
bara’s especial chum;
Bunter—these three shar Btudy No 4
together; Tomboy Clara Trevlyn, her.
unruly hair dancing “in the slight .
breeze; and her co-sharers of Stndy
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No. T—gentle Marjorie Hazeldene and
Janet Jordan.

“Ta the stables we will go—to the
stablea we will geo,” Clara suddenly
burst out mgain in her hearty if not
very melodious voice. “¥For working;
working, worki working—"

“That's more like it,”” Babs chuckled.
“To the stables it is—and work it is 1"  f
And to the stablee—and work—it was!
The stables in gquestion were the
Pillar Reins Riding School, on the
Friardale Road. They were owned by
Mr. S8imon Rernfrew, & distant #h
of their own kindly headmistress, Em hx
Primrosé. opened, the s#lb&s :
had been ¥ Barba
Co.—quite ent ] :
had ridden- horses !ram I"ilhr
once or twice..

Then Mr, Bgn&a’budm
grooms—ote.

-b«ﬁm_

* Much 10 be doue, h&sc.
Bahs cheerily, as

‘beside I‘r:ardalo W .
‘Renfrew busy riding. n.ll‘ ]
ing,. Crip the groom
his eyes in it.
-bridles to take oﬂ'-

other because
stables at Keam.rak.
he was' unable ta
It was then: that had
ward with the bright ides that
her chums shounid rally rourd
at the stables. 3
Naturally, she lnd atle
rose B pa‘n’nm
ingtent  and * rdu! ‘gonsent,
plemd at ﬁus offer of assistande to b&h:r
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expert on horses, and considered the
advice of the groom to' be mere
‘loheek.’l .

“Some people,” said Babs aloud, very
firmly, “ought not to be allowed to
ride. Girls like Connie—"

“My giddy aunt1” burst in Clara
Trevlyn suddenly. *Talk of angels!
Look! Connie—on the mare, too!”

The little party instinctively slowed
down, their gazes following the direce-
tion of the Tomboy's” pointing finger.
‘Along 8 lane to their right, which
joined the main road some fifty yards
ahead of them, a mounted figure was
cantering rather swiftly. They could
see her over the top of the hedge.

“Connie all right,” murmured Maba.
“Done up to the nines, too ¥ -

“Pity her riding’s not as good as her
rig-out,” sniffed Clara, staring con-
temptuously towards the swiftly moving
figure.

Certainly Connie—in perfectly cut
breeches and hacking jacket, dazzling
tie, and shining boots—looked smart.
But the way she hit the saddle hard at
‘the canter certainly didn't, Down the
side lane swept the spirited mare,
throwing her head a little and pulling

« at _the tight-drawn reins.

‘Babs Joeked anxious suddenly and
whipped up her hand,

“8teady, girls!” she called. “If
Connie’s. going to dash out into the
main ron.goat that speed we'd better
keep well back—— My hat! The
:l::t [’; she added heatedly. “Lool at

Ef LR

The chums’ faces flushed angrily as
they braked. Coming fast out of the
lane, Connia-had tugged really viciously
on the left-hand rein, setting the mare
‘vearing, so that it car.e down the road
towards them in a series of quick
jumps. They all knew the mare had a
sensitive mouth, and Connie was treat-
ing it as if it was made of iron.

s they slipped off their machincs,
the prefect saw them and scowled. She
had never had any love for the TFourth

Form chums. .
_ “Get out of the road, can’t you!" she
oried, dr e reins. She

u‘gging on th
looked & little flustered and hot, for,
truth to tell, Connie wasn't finding the
high-spirited. . mare easy to handle.
“Can’t you see this mare’s fidgetty?”
- Babs stared at her contemptuously as
the.mare came level, slowing, yet still
dancing restlessly.

: “8o- 'would any ‘horse be if someone
‘was sawing away at the bit like thab1”
she said cuttingl

. The

“showed het teeth. .

“#Are you telling me how to ride,
‘Baibats Eledfe;n?" she cried frriously,
sitting -her vestless mount' with diffi-
“oulty.” “You kids are getting a bit
above “yourselves, just. becduse you
happen: o "be foalinqe around at the

* sfables! Like that little idiot, Dolores!
Any-more cheek, apd I'll jolly-well ling
the fot of you 'This mare is bad-
tempered,” she panted, tugging egain
on the ‘reins. *“And T'm showing her
who's master—— Whoa, steady, you

“#Loo] out !” '»socreamed Clara.
“ Connie, you idiot, look out "

But that last tug on the reins had set
the mare . damcing -again, backing

straight at the chuma. Clara tried to-

ﬂ;nf clear, but one of the mare’s hoofs
B

er rear wheel hard.
ack reeled the Tomboy, clutching
her bike—and smack! into- plump

Bessie she went.
howled, and, off her balance, sent
and her'machine fying, :

In 8 mo there was & wild mix-up

abs

of bikes and girls, and by the time the
- had o o

sorted - themsolves out, the mare

efect ll.lshEd crigison mrld‘

Bessie promptly
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had set off down the road at a smart
trot, Conrie’s sneering: *‘Serves you
jolly well right !” floating back to their
ears,

Breathlessly the chums righted them-
selves and their bikes.

“My—my giddy aunt 1 gasped quick-
tempered Clara furiously.  “Of all the
careless—of all the dangerous—of—
of—"". 8he trailed off in impotent rage.

They glared after the prefect. Babs’
eves gleamed.

“Jolly good thirg for Connie that
Mr. Renfrew didn't see that !” she said.

“But what did she mcan when she
mentioned little Dolores?” asked Mar-
jorie Hazeldene. That girl's sweet face
was clouded anxiously; for Dolores
Essendon, the elfin Second Former and
youngest girl in the school, was adored

y Marjorie. “If Connie has - been
bullying Dolores—"

Babs started and frowned. She, as all
the chums, was very, very fond of
Dolores. Buch a sweet kid, such a baby
somehow, and Dolores had recently
been down to the stables quite a bit.

Snowey, the lovely white pony, meant everything in the world to

3

“Consider it donc!” beamed Babs,
rolling up her sleeves, “ Are there any
more rides to-night, My, Cripps?”

A glight frown touched the groom’s

ace.

“Well, Miss Jackson’s out on the big
mate aow,’” he said. “ Aw’ I hope she's
handling her better than she usually
does,” he added bluntly. At which
the chums exchanged meaning glances.
Seill, it wasn't their business to sneak
on a prefect, *“And Snowey’s goin’ out
in & minute,” he added. Suddenly he
was bearing ouce again. “Little Miss
Dolores is riding him 1"

The chums smiled. Tt was plain to
sce that the school’s youngest scholar
had completely won the groom’s heart.

“Well, right-ho!” eaid Babs briskly.
“ Marjorie, will you help me water the
horses in the little stable? Clara, you
and the others take the big stables—
eh? Al ?  Lome on, then,
Marjie I

She crossed the yard into the smailer
of the two stables. Onee inside, Dabs
almost immediately paunsed. She
touched Marjorie’s arm.

“ Listen 1"’ ghe breathed.

They stood stockstill, and a tender
smile crept over Marjorie's lips. From

one of the stalls which stretched away
before
issuing.

them, a childish voice was

Dolores Essendon, tiniest and youngest girl at Cliff House School.

Dolores just adored him.

And if she rode him well in the local

gymkhana—he’d be her very own! But someone else at the

school was fiercely resolved that Dolores sheuldn’t ride him at

all, and so vindictively did she scheme that it seemed even Babs
& Co. could not make Dolores’ dream come true.

In fact, they all knew that she had
fallen in love with a sturdy little white
pony, Snowey, which Mr. Renfrew
owned, i

“Rather sounds,” opined Janet, a
sthile touching her lips, “as if voung
Dolores has been giving Connie some
advice about riding!” ]

“And she's entitled to,” said Mabs
garmly. “Cripps was saving rester-

ay that Dolores manages that spirited
little pony wornderfully for her age.
He thinks she onght to collect & prize
in the gymkhana.”

“All the same,” said Babs, rather
gnmlx; as she mounted her cycle again,
‘I think we'll keep an eye on Connie,
kidlets 1" ) )

And the “kidlets,” with quicle nods,
showed their epproval of that sugges-

tion. - . :

Theﬂ ccycled on. Only five minutes,
and they passed into the entrance to
Pillar Reins, to find the yard deserted
for the moment, eave for the sturdy
little groom, Cripps, who was watering
a horse at the trough. -

“What-ho, Mr. Crippsi” Clara
hailed cheerily. “Here we are again,
and ach.m% for work |”

He crinkled his weather-beaten face
at them, .
“ Afternoon, Miss Clara—afternoon,
Miss Barbara — afternoon !” He
beamed. “Plenty to do, youug ladies.
a ride at the
but_there’s all the stalls to
3:;' the rest of the

Mr. Renfrew’s out with
‘moment,
bed down with straw,
horses to be vs:l.tqrpci.

“Dolores1” breathed Babs. “She's
talking to Snowey.”

They felt oddly touched as Dolores'
cager, confiding voice came to them.

“Now you must be friends with

Peggy, ¥ou ow, Snowey, 'cos I'm
very fond of Peggr. No. no, you
mustn't like that,"

nudge eggy
Dolores scolded gentfy.
brealk her——"

Babs and Marjorie glanced at each
other. Marjorie smiled mistily. Peggy
was Dolores’ doll, and apparently she
had it in the stall with her. They tip-
toed forward.

“Now, please, Snowey, be good!”
continned that childish treble.  * You
really mustn't nose for more sugar, Mr,
Cripps said—isn't he a nice man,
Snowey —that too much sugar is bad
for horzes, Did you know that? DBut
if you're very, very good an’® make
friends with Pegey, I’ll give you a
knob, Therel '.l‘aie it geatly, please !”

At that moment Babs and Marjorie
reached the end of the stall, and imme-
diately Marjorie gave a faint gasp of
alarm.

For there was little, dark-haired,
big-eved Dolores standing by the head
of a stocky white pony. In one hand
the kiddie held her ‘doll, but what
caused Marjorie's alarm was the fact
that Dolores, a piece of sugar between
her small lips, was stretching up
towards the pony's muzzle.

. If the pony snapped ab thar sugar,
it—

“You might
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But Marjorie’s fears were ground-
less., While she and Babs watched speil-
bound, S8rowey, with .the uttermost
care, gently nibbled the knob away
from Dolores’ mouth and contentedly
crunched it. .

“Bay thank you, Snowey,” .com-

manded Dolores gravely, and then
beamed with delight as the pony shook
his head up and down. ‘Thank you,

Snowey—oh, Barbara and Marjorie !”
she broke off, seeing the chums for the
first time. Hugging her doll, she looked,
shyly at them.. “Hallo!”

Babs and Marjorie smiled back, both
thinking what an adorable little picture
Dolores made in her tiny jodhpurs and
sweater, her sleeves rolled up in a very
businesslike way.

“IInlle, Dolores!” said Babs gently.
id you teach Snowey’ that trick?”
Dolores flushed proudly. She pressed
her little head against the pony’s flow-

ing mane, @

“Yes, Barbara. ;He likes me, you
know,” she confidedl frankly., * And,
Barbara—" - Suddenly she .was all
big-eyol and eager, alinost breathless
with " the telling of momentous news.
“Bhowey—dear Snowey '—she gulped,
and .whispered—"is really ancfwtruly
%:ng to be my very, very own. There}?
she, cried delightedly. . “ What do you
think of that 7" 3

‘Babs'raised her epebrows. il
-*“Going to be yours, dear?” echoed

Marjorie. “Why, haw do you mean?”
Dolores gulped.and looked at them
starry eyes, @ - - 5

4

with
“4+Cos daddy has spoken to Mr, Ren-
frew, you know,” she said breathilessly,
“Mr. Renfrew said then. that Sniowey
wes!rather—rather, 5%&&%?"?61' me, an’
daddy. gaid thai it I votld. chow Mr.
Renfrew * that .1 "could * really ‘and
propeily tide Snowey, he would' buy
him for'me.’ My Renfrew,” she rushed
on thrilngly, “ik going to'let me ride
Snawey in the Copse Cottage gymkhana
on Saturday, an’—an’ if I do well—"
She dtew a‘deep, deep breath. * Then
My, Renfrew is going to tell daddy that
me and Snowey are berfectly s-suited !
“And, -oh—oh,” she cried, hurling
her arms about the pony’s neck and
squeczing so0 hard that she nearly
¢rushed inoffénsive’ Peggy in the pro-
cess, “I—I shall just die, you know, -if
I don't have Bnowey |7 kS :
hey gazed at her flushed, animated
face, alight with childish earnestness,
and could almost persuade themselves
in that moment that Dolores meant
what she said. Babs langhed gaily.
J“Why, Dolores, thet's simply rip.
gm‘g 1"" she declared.
nowcy wants to be with you, too 1”
“Of coutse ho doés,” said Marjorie

gont!y. " “But you're going out now,.
aren’t you, dear? Shall I put.on
Sn?we_' s bridle for you?” )

 “No, pleast, Marjorie,” said the
little one ‘quickly,” “Just hold Pegey,’
would you?” ° And = as Marjorie
smilihgly did' -so; Doldres took tha

pony’s bridle and reins from the hook
at the entrance to the stall, Now,'
head - down,
firmly. “Keep still, please.”

As she raised the bridle Snowey
lowered his head. Standing on tiptoe,
quite-red-faced with the cffort, Dolores
deftly -slipped it on, and- then her tiny
fingors gently eased the bit into hig
mouth. Then Dolores put the saddle
on, 1ust as swiftly and well, .

Babs and Marjorie ‘looked” at each
other meaningly. :Dolores certainly
knew what she was doing, and, above
all things, she hadn't the slightest fear
of Snowey. ! .

While they waiched, and Snowey
stood stock-still, Dolores just managed
to grasp the back of the saddle in one

“her

“And I'm sure.

Snowey,” . she ordered:

hand, and, twining her fingérs in his
thick mane, swung herself up.

“There!” she beamed at them.
‘Bye-bye for now!” - ‘

She walked Snowey out into the yard.
There Cripps made sure her girth was
tight and gave her some smiling advice,
then off she went at a smart trot.” From
the door of the stables Marjorie and
Babs watched her admiringly.

“Dear- kiddie!” ' sighed gentle
Marjorie, “And, Babs, that pony
means a lot to her.. I do hope—"

‘“‘Don’t worry, Marjie,” smiled Babs.
“Dolores is coming along wonderfully,
I bet you she does jolly well in the
gymkhana, and her i’ather—-—” But
there Babs hroke off rather guiltily as
Clara & Co, at that moment appeared
from the big, stables, leading horses
behind them. *Come on, Marjie1” she
warned hastily. “Get these horses out
quickly or we'll be accused of slacking.”

And, dismissing Dolores and her
ambitions from her mind  for  the
moment, she led Marjorie in untying
horses and leading them ‘out to the
water-trough, while little Dolores her-
selfdtrdtte happily along the Friardale
voad. v ¢ " B 7
- As she went she carried on a lonﬁ
conyersatidn with -Snowey. In attua
fact it was rither one-sided, of course;
Liut tlie way the pony’s ears pricked and
moved backwgrds and forwards at the
differént- inflexions in her voige consti-
tuted_his remarks and.dnswers so far
as Dolores was concerned. =+, *

“ And . when you’re really and, truly
mine,  Snowey,” she said contertedly,
“we'll have such fun togethef, you
krow. And Tl give you lots an’ lots
of sugai—but not too much, Sy weﬂ,”
she"corrécted herself hastily; *’éos that
wauld make yon sick—very sick, I g'pect
—and you might die; And oh, Snowey,"”
she burst out,; . conscious suddenly of
what she had. said, and reacting. in her
very youthful way, -*you pust never,
never, never di!™ - =~ -

Tears touch&d her big, dark .eyes at
that awful thought: - . .= %

“Never, neveér,' never, please,” ‘she
gulped, leaning forward and pressing
ler roufid litfle face’in' Bnowey's mane,
“But that's silly, Bnowey!” she scolded
abraptly. She jerked herself upright'in
the saddle again, and the warm, evén-
ifig sun shoné onge more on“a happy
Heam. *And we mustn’t ever be silly .
like that again, must we, Snowey?”

Snowey trotted on contentedly. ~

Approaching the fringe of Friardale
Woods, Dolores carefully turned thp
pony on to a broad bridle'track: Then,
with & word and a pressure of her kriees,
sent it off Bt & quick.canter. . 3

How Dalores gleed then. It was
lovely. to feel that“wiiid. blowing like
that 1n oné’s face—lovély to feel Snowey '
moving along ‘so e&silg. 2

Dolores sat_the saddle well; hardly
bumping at- all.

€

Then they approach
the junction of three paths, and Deleres,:
remembering all -that ‘Mr. Cripps -Had'
said and taught her, gently pulled on
the reins, and, with a soft-breathed’
“Steady, please, dear S8nowey—steady!”
brought the’ pony down to-a trot, and
finally a walk, - = 7 - 0o :
Round into ‘a-ngrrower, winding track’
they turned.. They.had traversed: this
some fifty -yards 'when Dolores cocked
her little head:: From. ahead: .came the'
distant pounding of - hoofs—coming
fast, m, around “the bend. 2
appeared the ' big mare: bgﬁ'engi;:_%,fé'
Pillar-Reinst It was going hard, head:
flecked with foam.  And in the saddle a
white-faced .Connie Jackson was - drag-
ging furiously on the reins, LR
She obviously had no real control over
the mare. The mare was boliing!

THE SCHOOLGIRL -

It all' happened 'in a' few seconds.
Dolores screamed. The mare saw e
way was blocked and tried to slow down,
rearing and dancing. With a wild yell,
Connie was thrown from the S&Jﬁ&
Down into a ditch at the side of the:
track she hurtled.  That ditch held
plenty of muddy water—and it broke
the prefect’s fall,

Up went a shower of mud, and a
moment later up struggled. Connie, pant--
ing, .her -jmmaculate rig-out: simply
smothered with eclinging ooze. * She.
floundered, she gasped, and then, glar-.
ing at wide-eyed, - frightened Dolores, .
started to vent her bla.zing temper. -

“You—you little wretch!” she splu
tered, ‘*You—yon made me come off !
Her voice rose to a. screech. ‘‘Getting:
in the way with that silly pony! ~Oh, -
I'll make you sorry for this!” . 1

But Dolores heard no more. The mare:
had come to a standstill, but was. still.
dancing a little, and- Snowey , became
jumpy, too, whirling and heading back -
the way he had come. Dolores did not
attempt to stop him; she had been badly:
startled by the incident, and Conniels , - -
blinding rage had really seared her. . -7

White-faced, - she trotted’ . hurriedly: ;
back to Pillar Reins. L
.Babs &lnl Co. .wpr:&at&ndiniin the yard

she arrived, wate amp:
Bessie, who, having taken n%ﬁg{a te
pieces to clean it thoroughly, was now.
getting in a frightful. mess in-her en-
deavours. to.put. it together again: - 1

b .can’tJynderstsmg -why they. make. -
the-alllﬁz.thmgs like this|’ .tgkllzsped the _ -
duffer, blinking in dismay at.the:tangled =" .
mass of leather in.her plamp bands.
“Th-there seem to be a lot of odd bits
Wl L shodldy't, worry, ol By

“ ' ouldn’t. wo old Bess!":-
chuckled Clara. “Just mow the odd.
bits away—the hotée .probably wen't’
know the difference,” 2 i 5

“But Cripps “will!”, grinied Babs.
“Here . e 'cpmes how, Bess! And
here’s Dolores, too!” she added, in sur-,
prise, as ' Snowey came trotting’ im.’ ;
“That's a short ride, Dolores,” ghe i
laughed, stepping forward. -

Dolores kicked her feet free of:the .
stirrups and swung off. P :

“Y-yes, Barbara;,’] she gulped, hold:
ing Snowey's reins. ‘. You see— Oh
dear!” She papsed in dismay as another -
horse was heard, and into the yard -came
the big mare. *‘It—it's Connie, you

o

Lag sy Say

know!” " - I s i
Crippy and the chums simply .gaped
at“(%lc'[e,ne_wgcé?er. " ﬂ"" L 2
-my, giddy ayn{!”. ga I8, .
staring: ?‘__‘.%ha{., o_r?n eﬂtth’%- : 11;,1:;:;§ ";.
doing, pits. hemili—taking . 8. mud "
“Takgn a fall; § should say” chortled
Jaﬁei,.%};@ap_, y vin e B hi:;
-But_Cripps,. & heayy fromn op his?
brows, waapﬁ::ohpg ,;l..t:ii‘he m’a ofaaw
than at. the mud-costed prefeet. . He
noted the sweat-marked .cogt, the foam..’
flecked muzzle, aﬁ_&q.-@m_ e, swWung.
tem;gaist}mnﬂy to the gmtl;(gh lla-.,.;f,_rgdi
angrily forward, catching at-the reins....
ou, not.-to. rage- the mire- ‘nak”
ayaw at her mouth! "Lq?‘],;t:"-mi’f 3 =3
“8hut up!” broke-in the prefect with:
blazing fury. . *T was,thrown off into a
ditch, and it was, that little. wreteh’s
fauit!” she s%h out, pointing a-guiver-
ing.fipger at Dologes, . & . - S
‘Astounded gazes tuined ~on. Dolores.

n,. and_ that white-faced youngster.
ﬁﬂ:iernied?? drew close t.bﬁnoweyys aidsé as,
if for protection. . @ eane e gt

““Yes, . her - fanlt]™ flamed - Conhie.,
“I—TI was just 'i‘z&ntzég'ug,,a}bng' when
she ‘suddenly ’;ﬁﬁe“«"=’ acing - madly; :
and frightened the mare, “She-ought.not s
to be. allowed to ride that laangel” she. b
anted om. “It's too fresh for her, and

T




- Connie.

. ate” * good-

. and- ‘then follow on,  but =as
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Pm jolly well going to tell Miss Prim-
rose so. You—you little wretch!”

8he took a step towards Dolores, but
in a flash Babs was before her.

“Just & minute, Connie,” she said
angrily.  “This doesn’t sound like
Dolores and Snowey to me!”

Connie glared.

“Are you accusing me of lying, Bar-
bara ?” she hissed.

“No,” said Babs coolly. “But I
think it’s only fair—don't you, Mr.

Cripps 7—that we hear what Dolores has .

to say first. Now, kiddie —she turned
to Dolores and gently drew her for-
-ward—"** what happened?”

“Look here!” mouthed Connie. “If
you think——*

“Please, Miss Jackson,” cut in Cripps
brusquely, “I'm answerable for these
horses to Mr. Renfrew, and I want lo
hear all the facts.” ' He turned to the
nervous kiddie.  *“Just tell me,” he
smiled.

And while Babs & Co. meaningly
stood _between her and the anxious,
fuming prefect, Dolores stumbled out
with her story. Phe groom heard her
out, and then walked quickly to S8nowey.

e ran expert hands over her. He
{ooked again at the panting mare and
nodded grimly

“You say that that pony was being

IIo?ed madly not ten minutes from

ere,” he said -then‘ staring. full at
Y Well, that's not true, miss,
becauss his coat’s as cool as a cucumber.
And that mare isn'¢!” he barked. “I'm
not holding the kiddie to blame. ¥ou
can say what you like to Mr, Renfrew,
but if I have my way you won’t ride-that
mare again! Good-day, Miss Jackson!”
- For & moment Connie stood there,
glaring;&uiven‘.ng. Her gaze roved over
the scornful faces of the chums, alighted
a moment in bitter hate on little

_Dolores, travelled back to the groom's

steady gaze, then dropped.
Without a. word, she stamped over to
her bike, '.ql';elnhmg mud at every step.

A moment later-she was cycling out of
th‘ega:d. T
“The eat!” growled Clara.

But Dolores, was almost tearful.

*8he—she won’t make a fuss with
Miss Primrose, will she?” she pleaded.
“C-Connie doesn’t like me, and if she
tries to atop me riding Snowey I—I—"

She tﬁplped, and the tears were very
cloge then. ; -

s Marj]t;;is; her face fushed, slipped an
arm’ a ) :

nt the kiddie’s shoulders

", “Don’t worry,  Dolores,” . she whis-

8”96 e There’sﬁ:llg dt:n r of tl]t_:_ig.' Mr.
ripps. here wo ; “"Miss. Primros
this drwth if Congiie peported gou b o

And the others nodded. -Thus, much
comforted, and after having put Snoway
in his stall a6d bidden -him an afection.

. night!”.  Dolores. “bhurried -
towards CHff House on her bike to get -
e
(- Babs & Lo, were going -to.see the
horses, down' to the Sl or bheir bikes,
watched . Dolores - “leave,.  Babs was.
thoughttul ‘and a Hitle grim. -
~“You know, girls,” she said slowly,
“Y.don't like it. That: kiddie's- whole
Keart is_bound up in Bnowey—and you
know what Connie is." '
.- You mean she’ll p':obabl%;’_ to take
it out of Dolores?" asked ’ :Ivn -

Babs nodded slowly. e

“Yep; and if she im,as- Dolor
makes $rouble - for -her—the ~ kiddie's
chances of owning Snowey - are- in
danger.” Bhe glanced at her chums.
“ Dolores !we;mthat- pony,” - ghe- said
quietly, *“and for her sake ‘we're- going.
E?dk?ep & dashed’ elosé’ eye on Miss

n%;c Jackson. Are youl with me?” .

(13

almost as one. . -

—_—

A & Bétouo, ng, such & friend|

e arel” came the fervent answer, .

Cunning Connie!

OLORES  ESSEN-
DON sighed con-
tentedly.

“Isn’t  Snowey

lovely, Peggy?” she mur-
mured, hugging her big
doll tightly. *“ And you're
not jealous, are you?"
Peggy gazed mutely at her mistress.
Dofares was_trotting down from the
Second ¥orm Dormitory at Cliff House

School, where she had just changed from

her riding rig-out into the regulation
school uniform. In good time she had

returned for “gates,” and now, had it
not been for the thought of Connie
Jackson—she could not completely expel
the vision of the prefect’s furious face
from her childish mind--she would have
been most exquisitely happy.

Srow wey! That beautiful,
clever white pony! Oh, how she loved
him! And he would be hers! That was
the glorious, ' almost ' -unbelievable,
wonder of it all. = Bhe just-had to do
well in the gymkhans on Saturday—
wouldn't- that be just lovely fun, too!-—
and then daddy would buy him for her.
' Her clasp on Pe&gy became tight with
the wonderful thrill ¢f it. To bave such

Because,
idly ‘enough, Dolores had only-one real
friend of about her own age—that was

Letty Green.

The other ‘girls in the Second Form
stood too much in awe of bullying
Eunice Hunter—who disliked Polores-in-
tenisely—to. show - friendship to the
youngest ‘girl in the school.

Down the stairs trotted Dolores. As
she reached the bottom she heard a buzz
of cheery voices. She beamed. It was
these ‘lavely gitls Babs & Co. returning.
Trotting: up to . get changed from
their jodhpurs, they saw Dolores.

" "What-ho!" called Babs, :
Dolores trotted: up. to them,
“Did you want me, please, Barbara?”

asked shyly. . o

+

i
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“Rather!” smiled Babs. * How would
you like to come along to Btudy No. 4
after we've changed and have a chat
about riding? Mr. Cripps told me he's
giving you a lesson early in the morn-
mg, and I thought a chat about Lhe
more technical side of it might help you.
You know?"”

Dolores was starry-eyed instantly.

““Oh, Barbara," she breathed = de-
lightedly, “I-—-I'd love to!" )

“Then we'll see you in the study in a
ticklet,” smiled Babs.
for us there.”

““On the contrary, Barbara,” cut
in a smooth, sneering voice, ‘‘that is
just what Dolores can't do. Dolores is
coming with me to my study!"

The chums whirled. Dolores gave a
little shiver.

Up the passage behind them, sneaking
quietly, had come Connie Jackson.
Hands on hips, she now regarded them

“You can wait

BLIND with fury, ignoring the
fact that it was her own
fault she had been thrown,
Connie Jackson struggled up,
soaked and dishevelled. *‘ You
—you little wretch | '’ she raved
at the wide-eyed, frightened
Dolores. ‘‘ You made me come
off | You got in the way. Oh,
I—T1 mal;le !yc:u sorry for
this !’

with an unpleasant smile. Once again
she was in school rig, all traces of her
fall vanished.

““Come along, Dolores!" she mnapped.

Wide-eyed and fearful, Dolores stared
at her.

“Oh, Connie—" she started to
falter, when Clara, who had been glar- -
ing at the prefect, flared out in that
impulsive way .of hers.

“ And what do you want Dolores for?”

“That's my business!” snapped
Connie. Her narrowed eyes rested on
Dolores’ white little face. “Do you
hear, Dolores?” rhe barked. “Come
along 1*

“¥ou stay where you are, Dolores!”
cried Clara. “Connie, if you think
you're going to bully the kiddie because
of that fall of yours, have another
think 1”

Defiantly she placed herself in front
of Dolores. The chums, convinced that
the Tomboy had correctly guessed
Connie's - reason for wishing to take
Dolores away, instantly ranged up
alongside her. They expected fireworks.
But Connie, instead, gave a twisted

grin.
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“Ho,” she said slowly, * you refuse to
obey my ordera as a prefect—eh ! Then
1 think 'l tako the lop of you to Miss
Primroael ‘And in that case—- Ah”
) aused and turned as a quick step
LOLIl'l ed in the corridor. Miss Bulle-
vant, tho extreniely striet mathemati
mistress, appeared. While the chyms
looked a lth]e gtartled; Connie raised
her hand, and called: “Oh, Miss Bullj-
vant, could T speak to you & moment ™

The thin-faced mistress’ came up,
glancmf sharply at the group. .

“Well, Connio?”? .

“A case of insubordination and
impertinence, I'm afra id, Miss Bulli-
vant | said. Connie klly “ Merely
because I asked Dolorcs to como to.my
study with me, these girls were frankly
rude, and refused to let Dolores gol”

Miss Bullivant's eyebrows shot up.

“What—what] Is thia true, Bar-
bara 7

Babs flushed. Truth to toll, she had
the uncomfortable feecling now that
Connie had something up her sleeve.
Before she could answer, Clara took
tho floor.

“Wae objected because we jolly welg
know why Connie wants Dblores” she
said blunt tly.

“Indeed 1” said, ’\fhss Bullncmt acidly.
“You appear .to be well informed,
Clara!” She glanced pleasantly af
Connie. “I gather, Connie, since
heard you ask Miss Gilbey if you could

help her, that ,you wished to run
}]hrm.}gh Dolores’ school work with
er 1%

Connie’s mocking gaze flickered over
the startled face of the chums. .

_"Preclsely. Miss Bulhvn.ntl she
murmured. “Whed. I came in {fro
riding I heard that Miss- Gllbeﬂ was
very imsy, and so oﬂ'ored to_aid her in
corrécting 'the’ Second Form s prepara-
tion.. As a_prefeet;” she continued
virtuously, “I consld‘ered that I should
offer my assistance.”

“Very worthy, Connie I Miss Bulh-
vant apgroved “But as for you girls ®
—sheé whirled, with & deunting frown,
on Babs & Cu, who ' were looking
extremely sick—" what have you to say
for yourselves1”

Babs groancd.

“Well, you see, M1ss Bulhvant we
tho ht—we thou

V%e thought t n.t. Conrue—-—— stut-
tered Clara feebly, gulped, and trzuled
away

Obvxously, there was no excuse to

Mus Bullivant’s features became very
grim indeed.

“As, apparently, you have no exeyse,”
she said icily, “and you have obstructe
a prefect in her duty and been rude to
her, you will each ‘write fifty lines !
Now go and take 'off those—thosd
things!| Dolores, run along with
Connie, and I trust she will find your
work satisfactory |”
| hoPe 80, indeed|” murmured
Connie. “Come along; Dolores|”

The kiddie, with much trepidation
and a forlorn but grateful look at the
chums, trailed in her footsteps., Sniffing,
Miss Bullivant whisked away, leaving
Babs & Co. in possession of the corridor.

“Well »—DBahs took a‘ deep, rueful
breath—" Connie was one too clever for

us_that time! ' Fifty lines each! Oh
golly 1# ' e

“Cunning cat |” growled Clara. “ But
what's this idea of hers—rhelpin iss
Culbe;'! That doetn’t sound 'like
Connie.  And, as » matter of fact,” shd

added, frowning, “1 heard Miss Gllbp
ask Connie for assistante bef fore we l.eﬁy
to go to tho stablés. Connie’ bﬁzze

hurriedly, saying she had to ndse ihd

would be busy all the evening. Why
thls sudden change ?”

That's what ‘the Tombo_y wanted to
kndw But to quicKer-thinking Bahs,
and Mar;ome. too, the answcr wns
cleaf enotigh.

" “Because,” said Babs, “she’s ho ing
to catch Dolores out—hopmg therd“are
mistaked “in her work, so that ‘she ‘¢an
rag the klddle]" Her eyes ghnted
angrily. -1 waa right, girls!"" We've
got ‘to wa.tch Connie. ~And the rotten’
part is, we can't do anything’ abou
this |

© “Excépt hops that Dolores' work is
good,” added Marjorie, ‘whose ‘gentlo
face was quite worried and strained.
“ And thank goodness she's a real little
worker | 'T don't ‘think Conme \'nll ]:ia
able to find much wrong

“True enough,” nodded Babs,
relief, “That’s a good point.”: -

And, with that consoling reflection,
they hurried up to the dorrmtof‘y to
change

if

Gentle Mar|or|e Makes a Move
) “‘STAND there” a

moment, Dolofes 1

With the rapped

‘ordér, Connie

Jackson closed the door

© of her study and’ erossed
to her desk. '

“Yes, Connie,”
Dolores meekly.

Her wide blue eyes watched Connie’s
every movement. Fear was in their
depths. Tightly she hugged Peggy to
herself, &s if to extract comfort from the
emlgrace—a.s ‘perhaps she did. -

Btanding in frorrt of the desk,-she
waited.

ithout another glance at her, Connie
had, taken her seat and lifted a sheaf
of papers. Bhe skimmed through them
swiftly. They were the Second Form's’
eﬁorts at compos;t.:on

' Little Dolores’ heart hegan to pound.

said

Hard: and earnest worker though she f

was, her extreme youth put her behind
her fellows in some sub;ectsi} her
worst subj act of a was perhaps eom-
position. lores asing

:}Jellmgaudp

were decidedly faulty.

Half-scared, she looked _at C‘oume,

with misty eyes. There was a touch of
horror in them. So sweet-natured: her-
self, it was beyond the kiddie to under-
stand the reason for . Connie’s. hmt:ed
Tt frightened her -

Actually, -the ‘workings of Gom:uak
mind were most involved.. Her spite

8everal mmubas tmked by. Bu den{y. A
conseious of “the ess; i"tlx;ous
ﬁdgetinfl of - Polores; Conﬁ ¢ singled @
sheet o paper from tha sl eaf hér

K Ah 1” she ‘exclaimed gr ly

Dolores'- heairt almést™ stoﬁj)e the’n
She had been watchin nheaf af
Eaperﬂ “with” hypnohsadg eyes AR

lue pencil correction’ marks on theiﬂ-
but the corrections weére few,’ and
Dolores knew a feeling: of relief. .

If Connie had found %ﬂ;t!e wrang with
the ‘other girls’ work, then-she knew
that hers should be all ‘ngl;b’f

Now Connie lifted this-
sheet. Instantl
was her own:
widen “with' hortor, ' what made her
catch her breath, was sight of the gredd
blue “pencil 'marks of con'ectwn 'wl'ucﬁ
defaced the writing.”

Connie did 'not look up for some
seconds. 8he stared at the pa
grimly, *tut-tutting " and %xﬂng ot Pt
exclamations of disappréva Tinally
she looked up and stared at the kxdd:e 8
white face. -

“And what, Dolores,” she dqmande&,
holding up the sheet, ““do these blua
pencil marks I have made mean?”

“Thu-they mean I—I h&vb made mu‘n
takas. Sleasa, Connie, ™

are you suppesed to mal\e
takes, Dolorea?”
very, ver (f gently.

The kiddie's 'hpa began- "bq trembha" #

*“No, Connie;” she ¥aid fnmtly :

“Then why,” flag hed # *Conniey het
voice rising, “did‘ you.make :these
Why did you make that—and that—
that—and that? Why, Dolores+why t*

And ‘her finger dayted to the blue
pencil riarks. an'ruth to tell, they were
tiny slips at the worst—nbt eallmg for
more than a fow- small oﬁrrechonx, But
that wasn’t Connie’s wayt ﬁe :

With tears in her e ea. eredf,
frightened, Dolores c!y ng un-

olaeped -her hands.”

“I—I don’t know l" gha : oked teu- &

Cumne am:led.

articular

*80 you: dont dém't
know i®  she. jeered. Wi i T
Dolores. - Careless ﬂm 'y W a& . B
is—utter carelessness | 8he. br shed

the sheet of paper.- “And Ish &
ptauaed and nwdﬂtyh dm@ped her vl;?ci:

o 1 :
- - Miss- Gilbe;

against Dolores had bean raised for two ihis?
reasons. Fu-al:, her fal the humlhahon Gnlp'
of hawving taken. ; her

appearance at the atablea the dlkmtae G
to the riding rig-out of mihw.h she, had. ﬁ"%ﬂih

been so vain.

ride the mare,
mkhannonSatund Y. Th
waa to_be a-
had seen herseal on the .
;n m&il;?‘ praﬁemg chg; A b}g,
ashionable orowd, earning their admir
mg luoka indp hnd%“ :
ow it was pmtt? obvious that, abﬂ'
wouidn t be allowed to ride the mare.
All the othar ho:s,au were Rome
by B&ba -.And Dﬂ Wﬂg on

i E“mg'tk p2t; m
wm?

That’s wlq.at guued
hat gy

to Betty, i

brat frying to teach
th lzttlo wretch c

by-‘ >

¥

Secondly, Connie had ﬁ:mly dqended gra

aidlenk 1

Wmaumgly ‘Mm sﬁw ook 54"
ghnowg first at Dolores, whoawas:
ﬁxgb ‘""é Bmﬂhamnrgﬁl burg;
¢ "_‘ : eo%ﬁgﬁk? é’m

Dolores™ #pw that it
ut what made her cyes. .~

mi e 2
uk_a;l the prcfec&l




. . .“*Dolores, . this
. ;rork'_for'rvo r
" quietly. *1 am disappointed.

. back: again to

-‘that,” she said slowly.

" health

Dolores
“Iashes,

Every SATURDAY

iz extremely - poor
un, my dear,” she said
You
can do much better than this.”

Poor Dolores! Gulpi .
first at Connie, then Miss Gilbey, and
onnie, Bewildered and
frightened by Connie’s bullying, she
was almost convinced that her com-
position was very poor.

y *I—I'm sorry, Miss Gilbey!”
murinbled. .

“ Please, Miss Gilbey,” Connie cut in,
her eyos glinting, “I think I can give
an explanation.”

e Ypu. Connie 7"

“Yes, Miss Gilbey.

ing, she gazed

she

You see, just

- recently Dolores has become interested

in riding. As you may know, she has
edn going down to Pillar Reins stables
quite a lot” Connie laughed toler-
antly. “8he imagines in her childish
way that che is going to make a won-
derful rider1” .

At that Doloves flushed crimson.
Miss Gilbey looked at her curiously.

“I have heard something about
“You mean
you think, Connie—*

“Well, it’s pretty obvious,” eaid
Connie smoothly, “that with nothing
but horses on the brain Dolores can’t

. attend pro};:ar!y to her school work. I

heard -at the stables that Dolores in-
tended going down_there early in the
morning, before rising-bell. Of course,
it's none of my business, but—"

Connie shrugged.-

“If she’s going to curtail her sleep-
ing hours that won’t help either, will
it 7" she_ sugxested.

iss - Gl looked at Dolores, and

 Dolores, - with - dawning  apprehension

of what Connie was implying showing
in her eyes, gazed pleadingly back.

“H'm1” murmured the mistress. .1
t! X begin to see. Thank yow,
Connie! Now, Dolores—"

* Yes, Miss Gilbey?”

- mistress’ yoice was a trifle stern
as she continued.

“You must understand that your
_youir_school work come first,
Dolores. I can appreciate that you
like riding, but I cannot allow it to
interfere with more important things.
I think it better that you do not %
down to the stables in the morning.

vou:wish {o rise a little.earhbier, I think
1t would be a good plan

i X to re-write this
OBkt o furiher. With a chok
t no further: With a choky
c.r;,%)oﬁom hnfgwed, her arm.

*Oh, ~please—please,” she - pleaded,
v ia‘t‘ mé go -te-morrow morning, - Miss
Gilbey! Tm to have a lesson, don’t
you 'see?” Tears started to her eyes
then, “I'm to see Srowey, and—and-

I simply must have ‘the. lesson 1"

% !h“ 8{31 bey ‘took-her hands, shaking
er head. 2 s

“Dolores, no fuss, please!” she said.
“¥ou-‘must understand that this ‘is
partly. a_ punishment foér bad work. I
cannot' favour:
eyes, child, run along.”
;;Iini_:ed at ker ‘through wet
Vet in her childish way
#aw the justice of that remark. She
had dons .work. Connie had said
it was - disgraceful - : e
- But not to seg.8nowey | Not to have
Hor losson, from Mr. Giippsnthe lesson
that. mglt Ly o iniiant i her

ambition o well at the -aﬁxenkhma,
-+ -and thy e Bnowey. for her very,
. wveryown! Oh; that was what mi_ttneci
B0, tml 5] 1 - A
With r

Now, dry your -

Sl Jolly vell 5t 1 474 tho Lost
1, thing: 1s—just hope ‘tha Arjle s 1
it ever it-1s, is-# good onel” %

X

at the end of the passage, a cry rang
out, and next second Marjorie Hazel-
dene’s arm was about her shonlder.

“ Dolores—Dolores, what is it?”

“Oh—oh, Marjoriel” she choked,
“They—they won't let me ride
Snowey 1”

Marjorie started. She looked up.
With her were Babs, Mabhs, and Clara.
Dashing off their lines swiftly, the
chums had come along to hang about
for Dolores. They didn't trust
Connie.

“Leave her to me, Babs,”

whispered

Marjorie. “I'll join you in Btudy No.
4 later.”
Babs, her face " grim, . nodded.

Marjorie was the best one to be left
with Dolores. They marched back to
Study No, 4, and speni the time before
Marjorie arrived in striving to guess
exactly what Connie had been up to
to affect Dolores so pitifully.

They soon knew., Marjorie came
back five minutes later with flushed
cheeks and very unusual anger on her
face, It had not been difficult for her
to arrive at the real truth from
Dolores’ sad little story.

“Tt's Connie,” she flashed.
has been crueliy, spitefully clever——

She told the story then, and the
chums began to seethe,

“Well, for one,” exploded Clara
furiously when Marjorie had finished,
“I'm going to see Connie and jolly
well—"

But Babs put a restraining hand on
the Tomboy's arm.

“Hold on, Clara!” she exclaimed.
“That’ll only make things worse.”

“Worse for Connie by the time I've
given her a piece of my mind!” Clara
snorted. “I'll tell her—"

“No good, you chump !” cut in. Babs
impatiently, *Connie has Miss Gilbey
on her side. Oh, Connie's been
clever!” she added bitterly. “ What
on earth can we do?”

There was silence for a moment. It
was broken by Marjorie, and Marjorie
spoke with a sort of grim fierccness
which made the others eye her quickly.

*Listen,” she said. “That _pony
Snowey means everything to Dolores—
everything, I tell you, girls. And she
feels that if she doesn’t get this lesson
to-morrow morning her chances of own-
ing him_are in danger.”

“Wellt” Babs stared. .

“Well, we've %ot to do aognethmi 1
eried M’a-rjoi'ie{ er face quite flushed
and earnest. “I'm going to do some-
thing. If Connie can be clever—so
can- wa. If Connie wants war,” she
cried in & way that made them all
blink, “she shall have it!”

Bho turned determinedly to the

oor.
“But, Marjie—" : Clara canght
at her arm. “What are you going

Marjorie smiled. -

“I'm mnot sure if-my plan will work
yet,” ﬁﬁ"feﬁli_ed:' “8o I won't say
anything.” T'll ‘see you later.”

" And leaying them ,ga?'m_g, she hur-
riét? d%. o wgn’t 8 rmg;!tx{t toht-he
refects’” room, and using the phone
?htgre gob 't_h’i'd:lgh'to_' the. Pillar Reins
stables. *.Bhe was just in time to
cateli Cripps the groom before he left.
Swifily, urqwﬂyé Marjorie started to

*Mbd it Study No. 4 Babi locked at
the others.’, ;

“Connie

i Matiorie's _right, Fitisl‘., Af
Connie wafits. war over Dolores
7 well ‘get 1t1 :And the first

o it

—well,

e &3
s '“Bﬁ:’ hittihg  at, Dolores has
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Fun and Drama at the Stables!
[ BUS-8AY, you
: girls, just look st

this_horse 1”

Plump Bessie
Bunter. spoke with pride,
There was no answer.
Truth to tell, the Fourth Form clums
did not even consciously hear Bessie,
so0 intent were they on their work.
Hard work it was, too. "
Five unbridled and unsaddled
horses were tethered to various rings
about the stable yard in Pillar Reins.
It was the following morning, tong
before normal rising-bell ai  Cliff
House, and those horses had only just
been brought in from the fields Ly
Babs & Co. Cripps was bringing in
the remainder.

At the moment grooming was the
order of the day. Dust was rising in
fine clouds as they strenuously wielded
their brushes, getting rid of the mud
which had collected during the horses’
night in the fields.

Bessie had a horse to groom, too,
but that horse—not yet tied up—was
standing behind the plump one, its
nose against her back in a most afec-
tionate manner. It was that affection
which was now making Bessie swell
with pride. )

“I say,” she repeated peevishly,
“can't you girls stop a minute, you
know. Look how this horse is follgw-
ing me round.” 3

Babs looked up then, her face rosy
with exertion, The others paused, too,
brushes in hand.

Babs, who had been working next to

arjorie, glanced at the girl before
she paid attention to Bessie. Babs had
been wondering for some time about
Marjorie—and Dolores. For since last
night, when Marjorie had vowed she
had a plan, they had all been hoping
against hope that Dolores would be at
the stables that morning. But the
kiddie hadn't arrived, and Marjorie,
quietly getting on with her work, had
said nothing beyond a *“Wait and

see !”

Marjorie had seemed to be hugging
a secret. )

“Babs 1”

Bessie was  getting
annoyed.

The plump duffer wanted

aftention. “Just lul-look! He jolly
well loves me, you know 1”
All eyes on Bessie then.  Swelling

with importance, she strolled across
the yard towards them. Sure enough,
the stocky piebald it had been her task
to groom followed her step for step,
gently nosing her back.

“Come along, then, old marel”
beamed Bessie delightedly. “Just a
knack, ou know,” she loftily
u.nnou.ncec{ “We Bunters all have

it."”
Bhe strutted round, and faithfully
the picbald trotted behind.

But as the plump duffer turned,
Clara started, gaped, and then burst
into a yell of mirth.

“0Oh, my pgiddy aunt!l Jovver see
anything like it? Ia, ha, ha!”

Bessie turned her head and sniffed.

“You can cackle, Clara!” she said
disdainfully. “You're just jealous!
There’s something about me, you
krnow. [I'’ve got something th-that
makes horses want to be with me.”

Clara doubled up. .

“You sure have, old Bessikins! Oh!
Hi ha, hal” Bhe almost wept.
“You've got aomething all righ 2
* For Clara had seen first what all the
chums spotted now as Bessie turncd.

Instantly a howl of mirth went up.

“Oh;~ my hat!” gurgled Babs.
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“QOh golly| Bess, you certainly have
got somethmg about you!”
But she won't have it long I Mabs
sobde weakly.
‘Hold me up, Marjiel” wailed
Jan}elt her eies streaming with mirth.
&“" n
Thoy rocfxed they shricked, and their
mirth grew more uproarious than ever
as they saw that piebald horse con-
tentedly nibbling away at Bessie’s back
—or, rather, at a large slab of choco-
* late which ever-hungry Bessie had
slipped into her hip-pocket and which
was now pro;ectmg t erefrom
“It’s going—it’s going——" choked
Tlara weakly.
“Goneg 1" howled Mabs.
And in fact the piebald had jerked

up the last bit of the bar at that
moment |

Bessie simply glowered at her rock-
ing chums.

“All right1” she said warmly.
“Cackle—eackle, jealous cats! But
Pm going to reward him!” roared
Bessie. ' You—you sillieal”  She

alipped her plump hand towards her
hip-pocket. “I'm gu-going to g'ma
him s piece—a piece—" And there
Bessio stuttered, groping wildly at her
pocket. The expression of blank con-
sternation which spread over her shiny
face then sent the chums off into a
fresh burst of hilarious laughter.
“ Where—where—"_ gaaped ssie.
“ Mum—mum—my chocolate—"

“Ha, ha, hal?

The piebald, apparently realising
that the suppfy was ended, ambled
away. s he went the silver paper
whmh had been about the slab of choco-
late dropped from his mouth.

Bessie saw it. Bessie stared un-
beltevmgly

—why——"she stuttered feebly.
“He’s jolly well eaten my chocolate!
He—he-—" Bessie's indignation knew
no bounds then. “Why, I believe,” she
roared wrathfully, “t u-that that was
why he was following me about, you
know [*

“Not really?” cried Clara merrily.
“Nothing escapes you, Bess|”

Bessie fumed. he almost looked
about to leap at the piebald. If there
was one thing Bessie hated losing it
was grubbmga But the chocolate
obviously wasn’t to_be wrested back
from the horse! Bessie’s glowering
attention turned to her shrieking
chums.

“You—you,” she bawled. “Y-you
let him eat my chocolate. You—*

Bessie made a furious rush. Chuck-
ling, the chums scattered back into the
harness room. 2

“Pax, old Bess,” as?od Babs
weakl “I've got a sle.g choc my-
self. ¥fou can have that, you old horse-
tamer—*'

Like magic Bessie’s wrath b to

disperse, but Babs;, on the point of
crossin to her hacking jacke
suddenly paused. BShe stared out o
the harness-room doorwey, and her
eyes danced excitedly.’ .

"Dolores I” she exclaimed. “She’s
here |1

“ What 1*

Tha rest of ths ¢hums whirled
eagerly, Marjorie smiling %letly
Bure enough, there was little Dolores
just getting off her bicyole. Evep as

they watched she trotted, beaming all
over her face, into the small stable.
“My hat—that's grand I” Like a
flash Babs confronted Marjorie, her
eyes dancing. ‘' Come on, Marjie !

she challenged. “Own up 1*
“Just a sec,” laughed Marjorie.
“Listen |*

Came_the tinkling of a bicyele bell,
and suddenly another r1det swept - in.

‘them pa

It was Connie Jackson. She saw the
chums mstantly Off she jumped and
mamhed up to them.

4 Where 8 D ores7* she rapped. “I
know she's here | I saw her ahead of me.
She was forbidden to come down this

morning by Miss Gilbey. Right!”
Her eyes 8 eamed. “ She’s going back
with me !}’

Babs looked anxiously at Marjorie
but her gentle-natured chum seemed
qmte unperturbed

“You mustn't take Dolores,” Mar-
jorie said mildly,

Connie glared in stupefaction.

“W-what?” she stuttered.
dare you, Marjoriel”

“ Because if you try to,” continued
Marjorie calmly, “I shall phone Miss
Primrose |

Dead silence then.
doubt her hearing.

“You—you'll p
she repeated dazed

“ Certainly,” nodged Marjorie.

Connie struggled for breath. She,
like the chums, regarded Marjorie as
if that cool, confident gir] had suddenly "
baken Iauve of her senses.

“You continued Marjorie
gravely, “I éon t think Miss Primrose
would like you to contradict her own

special orders. If I let you take

olores yow'd get into trouble. You
wouldn't like me to get you into
trouble would you, Connie?”

“Gu—get me 1into trouble,” whis-

pered Connie feebly. * Ma.r]one, what
are you babbling about?*

“How

Connie seemed to

ne Miss Primrose?”

Marjorie gazed at her in apparent
surprise,

“Dldnt ou know?” she asked
innocently. “Why, it was all arranged

about Doleres last night. Mr. Cripps
hera phoned to Miss Primrose B.nd
asked if Dolores could specially come
this morning, as he would robably
want to clip Snowey.” Manonas eyes
began to twinkle. “8nowey doesn't
like being clipped, but he's very
docile with Dolores, and so as a special
concession Miss Primrose deferred
Dolores’ punishment. Wasn’t that mce.
Connie?” she asked sweetly.

It was apparent by the extra.
ordinary expresuion which dawned
upon Connie’s face then that she con-
sidered it anything but nice. For a
long minute she stared at Ma orie, as
if trying to convince nlf that
Marjorie might be lying.

She tried to speak; -she stuttered.
And then, black and bitter of face,
she abrupily turned._ Mountmg her

cycle she drove at
force whwh spoke eloquem‘.}y :}! her
mwnrd T ‘
Her bao rmeded Irpm the _ghums’

gaze.

Silence .
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The chums paused, st&ring'. 'I'hen

Clara burst into & laugh;

“Hurt Marjorie P she' wh
“Hurt our dear old miracle-w f
Young chump, Dolores! Look oub!
I'm after you!” And boisterqusly the
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“She’s saved the day for you, ymmg*

Dolores I she whooped, plo:
kiddy down on her fé:at. ag";m.mpm

g kIS et e R
e quie ara,” et
Marjone She smiled at wide-eyed
Dolores.

“Just. a httla mheme, dear,”
she explained softly, “so that you mfd
get down here this morning and prac-
tise on Snowey. Miss Primrose
deferred your punishment 1
Dolores nodded eagerly.

“Oh, yes, Marjorie! She said Iconld

do twenty five lines instead. And—

and—>* " She looked adoringly “at
Marjorie. *You did it for me ’cos of -
Snowey ? For—fo.' us. Oh, thank you,
Marjorie,” she - said breaﬂxluﬂyw

«“ You——you re lovely.” 2

Marjorie flushed and the ohm
beamed.

“Just what we think,” ¢huckled
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chums flushed with ]l:leasure, he
anced - towards the little stable.
*Cripps and little Dolores out?”
“Yes, Mr. Renfrew,” nodded Mar-
4 And—and don’t you think
she’s coming long wonderfully?”
‘T;Ie npd(.i. , biit a little doubtfully.
Pe_r aps he might have said more,
but just then a car drew into the yard,
and be hurried to the ownPanta, who
were olearly off for an early morning
xi arjorie looked anxious.
-“He didn’t sound very enthusiastio
about Dolores, Babe.”

Babs FurmJ her lips.
“Well, Cripps was telling me that
'Mr. Renfrew thinks Dolores is awfully

young to be handling Snowey. Snowey
oortn;’nly il.!pil'iteg, and Mr. -Ren-
frew's & bit anxious—especially as
Dolores is 'one of his cousin’s scholars.”

Marjorie bit her lip.
_“0Oh, Babs, you don’t think he
. would——"

"cheéry little party, indeed.
- gounti what Cripps had said,
G- A A

“ Now, now, Marjie |” reproved Babs
mlr.rﬁi{ ‘After Mr. Renfrew has
seen ores on Snowey once or twice,
he'll jogy well change his mind. And

I bet Cripps has a good report on
Dolores thg morning.”
spoke correctly. When the

Becond Former and the groom returned
some fifteen minutes later, Cripps was
beaming. lores, conscious that she
had done well, was bubbling with glee.
The chums were ready then to return

~ fo Clif House for breakfast, but they

‘waited while Dolores put away Snowe
in his stall. That was a_ task whic
the kiddie firmly insisted on doing
‘herself.
Then away to Cliff Houss went a
Dolores
chattered excitedly all the while, h;a-
w
“how she Ioved
how 8nowey loved her, and
3 would: do when the pony was
yery, very own.
Grmhadmmmd to giva Dolores
iriothe - before. te%Land Dolores
iy about that, too. Babs
id - “be. down_on this
“for-they had an important”
practice.

: Dolotes was on top of
ing away to her Becond
Green. It was true

*

riding costume! Away down to the
cycle-sheds, seeing as she rushed those
nice girls, Barbara and her friends,
making their way towards the playing
fields. Out with her bike, and away—
away, as fast as her little legs could
pedal, towards Pillar Reins!

The stable yard was deserted when
cshe entered. Cripps was out with a
ride, and Mr. Renfrew was in his
office, booking a ride for three cus-
tomers, Dolores waved shyly, and
sped for the small stable. In her arms
was Peggy, for the kiddie seldom went
anywhere without her doll.

She paused breathlessly in the door-
way. Most of the horses were out, but
not Snowey. And scon Mr. Cripps
would be back to give her her lesson.

Hugging Peggy, Dolores trotted
down the stone floor.

“8nowey |” she called. *Snowey!”

The pony's head came round in a

flash, eara pricked forward, as the
kiddie halted at the opening of the
stall. Without a wordp of command

from Dolores, he moved over to the
nglt giving her room to come in.

olores gurgled in delight. In she
trotted.

“Oh, Bnowey, you know me, don’t
you? You do like me, don't you?’—
gazing earnestly up into his big, in-
telligent eyes. “Say yes—please!™

Snowey’s head came down, soft nose
nudging Dolores’ tiny ohest. No doubt-
ing his affection. Carefully Dolores
placed Peggy on top of Snowey’s oats
and bran. Next moment her dark
head was pressed against his flowing
mane, her little arms hugged tightly
about his neck.

“Snowey,” she whispered, “jus’—
just us.” n,

The kiddie was lost to the world.

That was why she did not notice
someone come and look at that little
scene—someone who had been in the
small stables when .Dolores catered.
That someone was Connie Jackson.
_Connie, still cherishing -a hope of
riding the mare in the gymkhana, had
been in its stall. By petting her and
continually expressing her admiration
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of her, Connie was endeavouring to got
Mr. Renfrew to givo his consent to her
riding that high-spirited animal.

Dolores’ call to Snoweﬁ had brought
Connie, scowling, from the stall, Now
her thin features twisted to a spasm of
bitter jealousy. To think that that little
brat could do that with Snowey, while
she—she couldn’t even lay her Kand on
the mare without the animal throwing
its head and flinching !

“Dolores!” she barked.

Startled, the pony threw up its head.
Dolores, her arms torn free, nearly hit
against the side of the stall.

“There, you sce, you little fool I”
Connie cried furiously. “Come out of
there before you get hur( 1*

Dolores stared indignantly at her.

“You scared Snowey !” she reproved.
“It's wrong to shout like that Lehind &
horse, you know! Mr. Cripps says——"

“8hut up, you—you baby!” snarled
Connie. “I don’t care a jot what
Cripps_thinks! Come out of there, I
say | Here—" And, scething with
blind rage because she knew she was in
the wrong, she strode into the stall,
spitefully EPuuhed Dolores out, then
glared at Peggy, the doll. “And take
this—this thing with you!” she ranted,
grabbing at the doll.

From right under Snowey's nose she
whisked it, and, with cruel carclessness,
hurled it towards Dolores. The doll hit
Snowey’s hind quarters, and the pony,
already restive, jumped and kicked out
just as Dolores made a desperate dart
forward to prevent Peggy smashing on
the ground

Connie screamed.

The flying hoofs grazed Dolores’ leg,
but one hock struck her shoulder, send-
ing her sprawling back.

Dolores clasped her shoulder. She
was more frightened than hurt, for,
fortunately, the blow had been a glanc-
ing one But, clutching Peggy to her,
she starcd up with tearful indignation.

“You mecan thing, Connie! You
made Snowey——"

“Hey, what's this!” burst in an
alarmed voice. Mr. Renfrew slood in

mistress exclaimed as she saw
had made to Dolores’ composition,

It did—Connie had seen to that.
the full depths of the prefect’s cruel

MMMM to protest,
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the doorway. He paled, and hurried
forward, “My stars] Miss Jackson, -
was Dolores kicked 1%

How swiftly Counie thought then!
How quick and glib her answer

“@ha was fooling about right behind
Snowey's hoofs, Mr. Renfrew !” sho ex-
claimed.
kicked out. Fortunately,” she added,
without a blush, “I1 managed to push
Dolores clear, and she was only struck
a glancing blow 1

Mr. Renfrew nodded in appreciation,

“Goot work, Miss Jackson! TI've
always ’E‘)een afraid thia might happen,

A horrified exclamation from Dolores
made him pause. Almost in fear, the
kiddie was staring at Connie.

“Qonniel” she whispered. “Ob,
Connie, you know that's a fib! Dear
Snowey wouldn't kick at me! It
wasn’t his fault, Mp. Renfrew!” she
protested quiveringly. “Snowey was
frightened when Connie—"

“It's no good, . Dolores!” cut in
Connie swiftly. “Excuses won’t help
matters | Sge looked meaningly at
Mr. Renfrew, who was running expert
fingers over the Lkiddie’s shoulder.
“She thinks so much of that pony that
she imagines she can do anything with
him |” She shrugged. “It's not my
affair, of course, Mr. Renfrew, but I've
always felt that it’s dangerous for such
s kid to handle Snowey! If he kicked
her badly—>"

“But he wouldn't—he wouldn't!”
burst out Dolores sobbingly. She
struggled up, only wincing the merest
bit as she placed her weight upon the
injured leg. *Don’t you see, Mr. Ren-
frew? Snowey loves me—he loves me 1”
she pleaded tremulously. “And I love
him, aud—and it was Connie— Oh,
you are wicked, Connie I’ she choked.

Connie gave a little grimace at Mr.
Renfrew.

“Vou see,” she sighed, “the poor kid
will say arything I

Mr. Renfrew nodded and frowned.

“Now, leok here, Dolores,” he said
gently, “you must understand that that
pony is very, very high-spirited, and
needs a much older person to handle
him. I've felt that aﬁ along, but now
1 can’t allow you to be in danger with
my horses, Dolores. You're too young,
child, to reanlise the risks l{‘m take with
Snowey. Now come back with me to
Cliff House, and I'll have a word about
you with my eousin, Miss Primose. If
yow'd be good enough to stay here, Miss
Jackson, and take any bookings until
Cripps returns—"

“Why, cortainly—certainly |’ smirked
Connie. “Only too glad to do any-
thing for you, Mr. Renfrew |”

“Thank you!” he said gruffly, and
turned to  Dolores. “Come along,
kiddie I* :

Dolores stared at him.

“8nowey—" she choked.

“Please |* said Mr. Renfrew, and,
E,'ent]y but firmly, he led her stumblingly
rom the stables.

Connie moved to the doorway. She e

saw the car drive off, and, careless of
the fact that there was straw and hay
about, contentedly lit a cigarette. A
long sigh of triumph left her lips.

“ And that, Baby Dolores,” she mur-
mured, “just aboit settles your hash!
Nosey Barbara & Co. won't get you out
of this mess! And Connie, my girl,”
she '‘mused thoughtfully, “with Mr.
Renfrew Cfr_ateful, you've only to pla
your cards right, and I think you’
ride the mare on Saturday, after all I”-

And Counio, not caring a jot for the
heartbreak of little Dolores, but rather
gloating over it, felt eminently satisfied
with herself,

“The pony was restive, and: §

Wanted—a Wheeze!

- NE hundred per
cent sizzling
good practice !”
chortlec{’ Clara

Trevlyn contentedly.

“Who says an iced drink

at the tuckshop? My
. treat |”

There was a unanimous chorus of
approval from the chums. In a body
they were tramping up the Fourth
Form corridor, having just finished a
keen half-hour at the cricket nets,

A-good practice, that1 They were all
foeling pleased—and thirsty .

“Let’s drop our bats in first,” said
Babs, stopping outside Study No. 4.
“(Clara, old thing, you might like to
look at my new pads.”

“Rather }” nodded the. Tomboy
keenly.  “Marjie ”—she held out her
cricket bat and gloves—“be a dear and
drop those into our study, will you?”

Laughing, that good-natured girl
took bat and gloves. While she trotted
along to Study No. 7, Babs, Mabs,
Clara, and Janet turned into Study
No. 4. Plump Bessie had not practised
with them. . Bhe was probably now in
the tuckshop.

Babs crossed to her locker, but before
she could open it a sudden cry along
the passage made them start. -

“That’s Marjie!l” cxclaimed Clara.
“What on earth—" ’

She jumped to the door. With the
others "hot-foot behind her, she sped
along to her own study. The door was
slightly ajar. She swept it open.

“My hat!” she gasped. Her voice
dropped. “Oh, I say, Marjie—"

For Marjorie was on her knees by the
armchair, hér arm about the shoulders
of Dolores Essendon, and that kiddie's
form was shaking with great sobs.
Marjorie looked up as the chums
entered.

“T found her here,” she whispered
anxiously. “Crying her heart out.
What on earth’s happened?”

Dumbly they shook their heads,

“ Dolores—look at me, dear |” Gentl
Marjorie raised the downbent heady.
“Tell me—" ;

With one last, choking sob, Dolores
hastily fumbled for her handkerchief.
She blew inte it fiercely, dabbed at her
eyes, and then looked up.

“I—I'm not crying rei!l ,” she
whispered brokenly. “Hon'stly. Bu-

but I couldn't help it when Miss
Primrose said—said——" _Her lower
lip quivered ominously again,

They glanced quickly at each other.
So olores had been with Miss
Primrose, eh? That sounded like
serious trouble. Babs stepped.forward.

“Dolares,” ‘'she said sofily, “you
know we’re all your friends, don’t you?
Then,” as the kiddie dumbly vedded,
“vou tell us what's wrong, and you.can
jolly well be sure we'll do our best to put
1t ight again i .

“You bet |’ declared Clara.

The kiddie looked at them with misty

es.
“It—it’s Snowey—"" . -
And o the whole little story eame
tumbling out. Connie's treachery, her
spiteful les; ‘what 'M_fr._R.enfmw‘th
said; what Migs. Primrose had  said
when her coutin had brought Dolores
to her and explained. R+ ;
‘The chums- gathered . thab  Miss
Primrose had been ﬂeep}g disturbed by.
what her cousin had. told her, and for
some fifteen  minutes had talked very
seriously, if kindly, to Delores, ° - -
First she had pointed oub that she
had received several “bad. .reports .of
Dolores lately, - and - genoral
impression- ‘was that :this . appatent

L T e 3
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slackness on tne kiddie’s part was due
solely to her interest in riding—and
Snowey.

Now had come this accident, -

Piecing together the main facts from
Dolores’ stumbling: little story, -the
chums realised that Primmy had been
extremely concerned. Primmy believed,
like her cousin, that Dolores was far too
young to handle Snowey completely on
her own. ;

Primmy had been kind, -but very,"
very firm. She had forbidden Dolores
to go down to the stables for a whole
day! In the meantime Snowey would
be exercised by an experienced rider,
thus ensuring that he was not too fresh,

hen, if no more bad reports came in

about Dolores by the 'end of - the
following day, she would be allowed at
the stables again. But—and this ‘Miss
Primrose had strongly emphasised—one
more bad report and she would curtail
the kiddie’s activities there altogether.

“ And—and then she sent me away,”
gulped Dolorea - “But I was to have a
lesson at lunch-time to-morrow, you
know, and—and now—-" -

Babs frowned. -She could understand
Miss Primrose’s attitude perfectly. But
how was Primmy to know that riding
Snowey, finally possessing Snowey,
meant the world to Dolores? And how
—most i_mport_nnt—wns Primmy to know
of Connie’s spiteful hand in the matter?
. “Connie I” she muttered aloud, and
her cyes blazed. * Always.Connie, girls
—and we can’t bowl her out this time.”
She turned to Dolores, and gently took
her little shoulders. *Listen to ‘me,
will you, Dolores?” - :

Deolores blinked up and smiled
hravely.

“VYes, Barbara?” .

“You've got to_believe what I'm
going to say now, Dolores,” Babs went
on steadily, “It’s this; Mr. Cripps told
me that with about two more rides he
was confident you’d be good enough fer
the gymkhana.” ’

Dolores’ eyes widened.

“Yep, Barbara 1" .

“Yes, kiddie. Now, there are two
more days before the gymkhana, You
are forbidden to ride to-morrow, but
that leaves you the next day, and I
honestly . believe that if you have-a
couple of rides on that day.you'll be
good enough to win Snowey. Why,
when everyone seés you on’
the gymkhana—Miss Primrose, {our
daddy and mummy—they ,'Eust can’t help
knowing that you're capable of handling
him 1 . i z

Dolores drew a deep breath. Tears
had all gone. A smile touched her lips,

owey 1n -

gre_w_, and ﬁnully -she leapt up, her eyes ;

“TOb, yos, Barbara—ys

“QOh, yes, Barbara—yes,
cried . gleefully,  “Oh, I w
But do you know, everybody,” she
uaintly, “I waa go-frightened
iss  Primrose spoke ' ‘me
stables—never seeing

yé_‘ll. i she
88, & silly.

when
not going to the
Snowey agiin |” ;
They smiled. - )
“Don’t worry about that,” said Clara
firmly. *S8nowey’s going to be yours all
Aunty Clara says sol And
! : s: . ‘ what -about  that
jced drink?’” she added boisterously.
%'Phat means you, too, young Dolores]
Come on!. Are we down-hearted 1 she
demanded. 5 2
“No 1" roared the ;:humat:h:lr_ld whirled
laughing Dolores away. in their midst.
" Light-hearted. and - cheety was the
little snack and drink they had in the
tuckshop, _with . the.. chumy . finally
watching Dolores trot hafpx_ly off to
joih Letty: Green. as tea-bell t

Aunty Clara

“You- know,” ‘remarked . Babs, “hs.
they, left thn";tmluhopi- ixl:n? body, “ what -
- hdnestly “meant,

I said to Dolores-

&
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: ﬁg o ﬂtﬁalom tias fﬁ?oﬁﬁk;g ‘white
o ‘;Vw-.,,
'f,‘ rd, Mi

{ » S

Bessie—it"
some chocolate from her hip-pocket.

ar [ “Go on, Letty.”
“'Ho. it -was p! anned decided.  Letty pressed her lips firmly together 5
Connie was t6 be watuhsd, Connie before continuing, |

ﬁlf;&sxf eamwﬂy thh Mabs 'said then. “She suddenly caught :
,,g’rnﬁ 7~ Dolores slip, ;l):ng two knobs of sugar
= “ We mge tp -do our rep m into” her Dulorea said it was

fair, 'cos she had none in her tea: but -

immh, eonld 'hol d . Mi

% g.;mnce. .
E.. 1S,

“OH, it’s just a knnck you know—-—makmg horses fond of you,"
OH, : as she strutted round. 5

“iresomething

other people haven't " Babs & Co. roared. * You sure
have, old iekins | "’ c.hottled Clara. For the chums had noticed
 the reason for'the horse's devotion to t was neatly removmg

Letty regarded her, and then scuttled

¥

it sound. ‘Connie’s such. & danger! honest,” she rushed on loyally, “’eos Babs flashed round on Mabs and
1f -she_gets Dolores into one more spot she goes mvout—w:thnut in her tes and 'Bam 3

of rouble—theni I'm afraid it meabs po cocoa to make Bessm, ! she cried, ¢t Clara and

3 ey for Doloreu! Primniy won't go _ Babs aid Bessm and Mabs stared at _the others 1" Away ashed Bessie,

g?k on lﬁr gw,t And sg—" her. Perhaps each fell: tient, ““Mabs, we've got to act fast-—fast as

e we've got to deal with 1”7 there was somethin e flush on -lightning. ' Connie;” gritted the Form

: ' Letty's thin cheeks, the unusua[ spa.rlde captain  furiously, *“that scheming,

spiteful cat {*

Mabs eyed her in dismay.
“But what can we do, Babs? Connie’s
got the word of the whole Second Form
behind her, thanks to that little wretch
‘Eunice I she said bitterly. -

The door crashed open. Clara, Janet,
‘and Marjoriec came in with a rush.
Bessie panting behind.

“Babs,” cried Marjorie anxmuuly,

“what's happened ? Bessie snya—

- “Tell them, lense, Mabs,” jerked
Babs. *“Oh golf 've got to think
of somethmg—somet ing—"

Swiftly Mabs to!d the trm from
Study No. T.

“And MIEB Bulhvaut wnll be in- her
study now,” she ended. “And Connie
will be with her in five minutes or so.
'She’s duty. prefect for. to-morrow, and
Primmy’s probably having the : usual

chunter with her now, 0nce that.'
ithrough——""
She shrugged eloguently, glumly

Marjorie was looking  horri ed Clara
—that impulsive Tomboy—nearly tore
her hair.in her rage nnd dismay,
#1 sus-say, girls,” stuttered Bessie
feebly. “can’t we go and complain to
iss Bulhvant ﬁrst-—nbout Conme, you
krnow— :
i 8 Qhump - 1dlot '
“Conme s. backed n
Second Form.

raged Clara.
by the whole
We'd just get slung

“Clara, wait 1” Babs had abruptly
‘halted in' her pacmg. Her face was
ahght g “ Bessie's hit somethmg v

ha

“Liaéen ” jerked Bnbc. *There's a
It'h Jprobably mean trouble
but l; may snvg Dolores.

i ‘- out—*

“Wg * they L d breathlessl:
An 1:) mtene red ©8S. B3
Baba beggnyto ‘speak, v

{Confinued on page H)



RE you one of those

people whom
midges and other summer insccts
simply love ? :

This Patricia of yours most certainly is.
It’s nico to be popular, I know—but not
with these ** biting ™ pests !

At the moment I have a monstrous
mosquito bite on my leg just below my
knee. It's a colossal size, and not at all
Leautiful !

It irritated at first, too. But very
firmly I wouldn’t allow myself to seratch
or even rub it. For once you break the
ekin of a * hite,” you know, the thing
takes ages to go away,

I have found that & dab of househeld
wamonia applied to a * bite ” is very
eoothing. So is ordinary soda, rubbed
ever it.  (Both these should not be used
if the ekin is broken, of course, That’s
pretly obvious, but I must just remind
you.) Vinegar also, is very soothing.

Should the skin be broken then iodine
w what you must use. And I think
you know, don’t you, that colourless
1odine can be ohtained for the same price
78 the more usual kind. This colourless
iodine is a boon—especially when you're
applying it to face or arms, whers a brown
elain on the skin might look rather odd.

® Garden Days

T wonder what you like doing best in
tho garden. You do help father these
lovely summer evenings, and at week-
ends, don’t you ? :

In the winter this Patricia of yours used
to like wheel-barrowing best.

But this weather my favourite oeccu-
pation in the garden is watering—with a
hose for preference,

* You like the easy joba, young woman,"”
my father says to me, And I'm afraid
he’s right,

Sa I'thought I'd tackle my small brother,
whose full naine is Heatherington, but who
is called Heath for short, on the subject.

** What do you like doing best in the
garden, Heath 7 "' I paid lightly, thinking
:}:e’d'- probably say digging or picking rasp-

OIT1EA,

" Oh, best I like havin’ tea in the
gerden,” was his casual reply.

No mention of work, you'll notice !

@ Long or Short

Long slacks—or short shorts 7 Which
i8 your favourite holiday garment for high
jinka on the beach ?

Personally, I like hoth.

Bhorte for the very hottest days, and
slacks for.those doys when there’s & breeze

. OQUT OF
Ay HOURS

- SC HL % -_.:f;
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and informative, too,

All schoolgirls look forward to PATRICIA’S letter each .
week. It is so friendly, cheery and gay—yet so heipful
No wonder you all feel that
Patricia is your very own friend.

blowing, and you don't feel in a
short-y mood, anyway.

But I think we'd all plump for
slacks if ' we looked as nice in them as
this young girl'in the picture does,
don't you ?

They look as if they've came
straight from Hollywood, don’t they ?

But actually, it's just another idea for
lengthening slacks that have grown too
short while they've been stored away
during the winter,

All you want is half a yard or so of
checked or tartan material.

Bind the legs of the
slacks with this,
giving them the re-
quired extra length.
Then—just to make
sure that they won’t
look as if they've
been altered — you
wear a sash of the
saxmie material‘droung
your waist.

This ties—oh, so
cagually — and not
only looks sporty end
young, but also he‘iﬁ
to keep the sla
where they should be
—round ‘your waist,
not slipping down
over your hips.

{I'm going to try this idea cut on my own
slacks, by the way. Tt isn't that I've
grown out of them since Ilnst year, but
mine have mysteriously shrunk since I
sent them to the cleaners f)

® A Royal Gift

Wouldn’t you have loved to be present
when the Dionne thintuPietu (I nearly

said the * five quintuplets "—which would i

have turned them into twenty-five young
ladies 1) were presented to the King and
Queen on their visit to Canada?

They must have made a pretty picture !

And I ct they are ing very
proud -of the lish-raade coats that the
Queen presented to them.

They are sure to keep them for best.
But I wonder what will ha . to them
when they are too small for the five
famous littls girls ? :

Oh, and by the way, in Canada they
abbreviate quintuplets to quints (with &
t)! We say quins, of course.

@ The Latest

you seen the latest fashion in
handbegs that the grown-ups - have

adoigt:d ? :
-, The bags are rather laige and have a

very long strap to thém—which is not rick

swung in the hand, but carried over the
shoulder, ’ -

Just like the

echool-kida §-

e O BT e .

* And now T must tell you the latest
g ) i

decoration for hats—and coat lapels, too,
for that matter. Not for you to get your-
self, unless you're growing up very
quickly, but to tell mother about, -or to
notice in the shops.

Fruit decorations have rather taken
the place of flowers. You can buy arti-
ficial cherries, grapes, bananas, apples,
peaches, apricote—every fruit imaginable
—to woar as a buttonhole, or hat trimming.
And some of them have thejr appropriate
blogsom with them, :

One that my rather rich friend, Eesmee,
has is a rosy apple, with a twig and apfla
blossom behind it, ~ It really is very pretty.

Enowing how I like schoolgirls; Esmee
made me a present of an unusual ** fob
to wear on my sumraer coat. ;

I expect it would amuse you if you
saw it. It's a tiny blackboard—with some
frightfully difficult sums worked out on it t
(Sumn like 2 and 2 making 4, and 2 frgm 3
leaving 1.}

Then attached by three tiny chains
to the bottom of the board are & thick
pencil (which doesn’t write) a piece of
chalk, and a bottle of ink |

It makes me feel rather like a schooio !

teacher when T wear it. But it’s been
admired quite a lot. "

® Good News for the Pets

You must often have heard that dogs
should not lie too close o the fire.

I I-mo:lv I've heard it, and :lﬁ;a nu}n
many & dog dragged away from his comfy
snooze on the hearth-rug, being told that
theé fire’s bad for him " e

But now, apparently, & whale body of
coal say that it is not bad for
cither cats or dogs {e. lis close to the ire.
The bio-vitrio rays, they sa , that ‘are
tgrown ogf by the bluing.,oosﬁ are dding

em oo s : :

“Bo when we tell our peia that theyHf all
be locking ferward to winter, won't they ?

® Rick-Rack -

Next time you and mother are * talkin
elothes," axk,{m [ h

into.favour ag
‘You can buy it quite
yard,md-_ie'avexiy %
easy to sew.. It
makes suech a
dainty, summery
trimming for

ejieaialy, by the

Iﬂﬁ'{g]ﬂ eauld.}mm-
transform

8 fav%uritg frock

by sewing’ whi

k-rack

belt. - _
Bye-byé now, my pet#, until next week.

satchels we carried as Fexpeotvou're hegmn?to .
: ~up g‘::egvouldwhw' ong, eren't you

' ' . PATRICIA,

2 ¥ about ** rick-rack braid.” |
-This -is ‘an _old favourite in the dress-
making woﬂdh\;. hich has just come back

braid around the. collar and _

i
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EVERY SATURDAY

- Beaury For THE HoLipays

Patrigia is writing- a special series of Good Looks articles

i

to help you look your very best in time for the holidays.
No. 3. Hair Problems.

you know that when you are
sparkling good
your hair looks glossier
and- lovelier 1
Well, it is s0. Which means that the
girl whose hair is mat at its best these
days must first try to make herself fittor
in every. way. (By eating wisely, having
lots of exerciso and fresh air, and by
sleeping for nine hours at night—with all
windows open.)

TOO OILY

But even girls who are in splendid good
health sometimes have hair problems.

The three most general are greasy hair,
too-dry hair, and——scurf or dandruff.

Greasy hair ghould be washed every
week in the summer and you should use
a goapless shampoo or green soft sosp,
being sure to rinse very thoroughly.

A teaspoonful of ammonia or the juice
of half a lemon should be added to the
final ‘' ringing water. This will help to
reduce that too-greasy condition.

In addition, the sealp may require a
tonic. Ask the chemist for one containing
bay rum. A few drops of this should be
brushed inta the hair regularly and rubbed
into the scalp ae well.

‘Go without a hat as much as possible
and avoid hats with tight-Gtting brims.

You'll soon notice en improvement in
your hair if you teke all this advice.

TOO DRY
The girl whose hair is too dry should
not wash her hair oftener than every
fortnight or three weeks. For a shampoo,
she ghould chooge one with an oil base.
(There are heaps of good varieties on
sale)) - | .
It will improve this type of hair if rain
water.can be used for ming,‘inste&d
water. it is also

of - ordinary
better to. &voi lemon-gbuwe in the final- ni

water, for this:tends to be a little drying.

finish it: You ave painstaking and reliable. - But

Instead, pour an extra jug of water over
the hair (making as many as four rinses !),
just to make sure that every single particle
of soap has been dissolved,

The hair may be brushed over every
?Pafr with any good hair oil or elive oil.

ease don’t use any sti reparations,
but pure il only.) A lit:lkeyol;' this should
also be rubbed well into the roots, par-
ticularly the day before the hair is to be
shampooed. #

Avoid sitting around, hatless, in the
very hot sun if you want to prevent
dryness, and never, never go swimming
without a bathing cap—or even two !

A COMMON PROBLEM

Dandruff is one of the most common
hair problems for grown.ups as well as
for schoolgirls.

The hair and scal_p must be kept very,
very clean if this is to be cureg. You
can shampoo the hair more frequently, if
you like, or you can cleanse it by comging
through a special hair tonic. (Your
chemist will advise you which to buy for
this complaint.)

Brush and comb your hair frequently,
using the small teeth of the comb, and
do be sure that both lbrusb and corgg alrg
always very, very cleapn. (The; 0
be wy:shedry;v rs.raingle' day, ifyym: can
posgibly spare the time. But never, for
goodness sake, leave them without a
washing for longer than a week. Oh, and
don’t borrow or lend combs if dandruff is
your trouble.)

MORE ATTRACTIVE

I wish I could tell you straight-haired
girls how to make your hair grow curly.
But 1 just can’t,

If your hair is really poker straight and
just won't get a kink into it, then I can
onl tauggest that,you curl up the ends at

Use pipe-cleaners or those curlers that

LN .
Do you hold your pen-like this ? With your iger erooked high, pressing heavily, rather near
tha{;i'b 1 If s0, you are probably & very hasdiworking young ;‘;sonl., - If you ntart?a thing, you

sometimes miss fun by being -over-cautious.

You love beautifil things if you hold-yo

ery. - You ean make fridnds ersily if you try,
-mﬁ",muw)ﬁbm_m thmgng ing that your opini
e ~ Above all, do ﬂot'-be?fvifmid of eriticizm,

Diagram ;NG-

This sheaws -mg;ﬁsiiu nature—one ﬂii.a;"ia tle and kind. Perhspglyou are a bit of a dreamer,
.-and not as much of a go-getter as you mmg? 5
+ of other people firab. -

Good pictures,
fDnd%lfamm ale.

‘eleome it, and learn by it.

ps you ‘worry too much over trifles, and

mygsig, and beautiful .
You must be careful, v
arg always the only right ones.

These
will not harm the hair in any way and do
make the most natural-looking eurls.

The girl who has a slight wave, withaut

look like shoelaces with lead inside.

being curly, con improve her hair
enormously by remembering always to
press in her waves after washing, when
the hair is still damp. It should always
be brushed in an upward direction, to
encourage the wave. !

For the girl who's past the Second
Form, I do think o visit to the hairdresser
just for a very special treat helps.

You can wash your hair at home, if
you like, dry it, and then go off to have
it ‘‘get ' expertly in its natural waves.
This will ¢cost about one-and-six. (And
you have to make an appointment, ef
course. ) ) .

It really is marvellous what waves a
hairdresser’s ﬁngers can find in your hair
—all natural, of eourse.

Ii’ll probably loock a bit formal just
after the “ setting,” but will scon ecomb
out most attractively. And once you
know where the waves are to be found,
by encouraging them yourself you will

d they grow deeper and stronger.

But above all—in spite of hair washing,
hair tonics, and hair settings—do remem-
ber that brushing is one of the finest
hair-beautifiers yet discovered.

Even. hairdressers, with all their magie,
have to admit that !

o SR s e R S S G S s L S SR R e B e

Do You How Youwr Pen? -
{

We alil kno there is éharacter in handwriting. The way
you hoid your pen can also tell quite a lot about you.

But that.is chiefly becauss yoware always thinkin '3

you do this, ‘you-shoiild succeed; and make many frisnds.on the way.

means to

de’ well,-

sho may. * pub br

Don't rely too much on others, but strike out for yourself a little more. 11
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(Cont:'nuerl from page II)

A roxecy little figure sat huddled on

o box in the bicycle sheds at'Cliff
‘House 8chool:.  Ocecasionally a tiny
shiver struck the smill frame. Qnce a
broken whisper “Snowey !” sounded.

-Doleres Eﬂspﬂdon felt the world had
ended.

She had fled from everybody, even
Letty, Beside her own cycle ahe sat,
her dark head bowed. Her eyes were
dry, but they held almoat 1nexptessible
misery.

It was all over now. One more bad’

report, Miss Primrose had said. That
report would soon be made—by Connie
Jackson. Connie! Dolores stirred.
Connie had done all this to her.
‘Because of Connie she would never
‘ride Snowey again.” Because of Connie
that deaf, wonderful pony would’ not, be
hers. ‘Miss Pr’xmrose d said so———

Connie! ' Dolores' chest began to
heave. The whitencss  went from_ her
round cheeks. The flush  of rebellion
-and anger camc Ih wasnt £alr—1t
wasn't fairl -

Abruptly Dolores Jumped to her feet
She had made a great and momentous
decision. - .- With hands that trembled
slightly sha reached for her cycle,
wheeled it out of the stand, and shpped
.up to the saddle.

A ‘minute later Dolores cycled out

through the gntes of the school.

The Whaeze Works,. But—!

NAPTAP
C Miss Bulllvant
" looked wp from her

esk, with & sigh.
tha pile of papers
she

 As
'before her indicated,
was very busy. -

“Come in [”

The door’', opened and Marjorie
Hazeldens enfeted rather tmud!y

¢ Please, Miss Bulhvant——- g

“Yes, Marjorie?” ’

“Please I've a complaint to mnke
about Dolores Essendon.”

Miss Bullivant raised her e_yebrows

“Dolores, Marjorie?” she asked in
sﬁrpulsc “I ould * hardly ' have
thought—>"" o :

“Yes, Miss Bullivnnt »  continued

Mu.r orie meckly, * “Dolores took ote of
woks to read without asking me

‘took——"  Miss Bul]uant
stared. - “Do you mean to tell me,
Mar;ome, she demanded” p.erplexedlv,
“that you are worrying me. with a
trivial complaint like that?? =

Demurely Marjorie nodded. Miss
Bullnant placed ‘down her pen.

“Good gracious me!” she exclaimed.
“Marjorie, I am surprised! That you,
of all girls, should tell tales .about a
mite  like - Dx
book—well,; well I” She spoke very
warmly indeed. “Go—mstantl 1.

“Y-yes, Miss Bullivant,’ faltered
Marjerie, and as meekly as ever opened
the door and passed through.

But once outside, with the door
closed behind her, she jumped into sur-
prising action. Awn.y own the passage
she sped and round the bend, to where
three- girls—Babs, " Clara, and Mabs—-
eagerly awaited her

How did it go, Marpe 1”- breathed

“S

. “Just xﬁlght I tbmk,” panted Mar-
jorie, not help smilin
slightly. “But- qmckl Cozunar w
soon be here !”
* Right I” jerked Babs. “You next, i
Mabs| Tag
Her golden-haired chulm rnodded.

Away she 'darted. Outside Miss Bulli- e

-upon,
,and-rand waf usmg it,” she ﬁmshed

olores over & . borrowed .
wé can’t take: an

“Litfle Dolores” Greatest Ambition!”

vant’s study she smoothed her frock,
tapped, waited for the answering
“Come in!” which was spoken rather
testily, and entered:

Miss Bullivant put ‘down her pen

with a, sigh.
Mabel? -

“What s it,

-“T'm sorry, Miss Bullivant ”—‘\Inbs
the' best acireéss in the Lower 8chool,
pub on a fine expression of indignation

—“but I've & complaint to make
against Dolores Essendon.” -

“Miss Bullivant started.

“Dolores, Mabel |
But what is this complaint 7 -

“Well,: Miss Bullwn.nf » Mabs re-
sumed,- in. angry tones, ‘I missed my
comb in. the . cloakroom to-day. I
couldn’t ' fiid it anywhere. And then,

I am rathcr

“busy, 'and-—"

- looking round 1 »ae.tually Saw Dolores

Sheld taken "—Mabs |
then at the expmssmn dawumg
iss Bullivant's face—* taken it

was using
faltere

hurriedly.

Kl a ”-.

'Miss. Billivant had ‘shot "to her feet

'llkﬁi]a jack-in-the-box. She. fixed Mabs

with a gimlet-like stare.

_“Mabel Lynn,” she cried grimly, “I

will not be bothered by such a frivolous

compfamt!
borrow mi

then m

of a comb worthy of re o
e your - complaint . to

.Gllhey I am extremely buay PIea.se

gol?’ -
S H Y e 7 stuttered Mabs, and hur-
riedly retrEated from the study.

fi at speed she went to ra_mm her
waiting chumas. :
“Phew I she breathed “It’s gettmg
het irls 17 - ¢

- nodded,:~ -

“Tt’s what we want Ready, Clara,
old thmg‘ﬁ’ :

, Babs,” protestcd the 'I‘ombov
“let me be last:

“Nothing doln Clara. It's my
wheeze. and; I dnnt mind standing the
racket.. But hurry,” Babs urged.

Clara waited no longer. With:a nod
she hurried .up the passage to the mis- -
tress’ study. - They saw her knock and
cnter. Two seconds later they heard
Miss Bullivant’s voice raised in anger,

-and two . seconds after that the Tomboy

swiftly - reappeared. She tiou:xed them,
locking very flushed and flustered, but
there was a grin on her lips.

~“Golly I” _she gasped. “I neaﬂy
copped it." T started to say Dolores had

‘taken ‘my brush when I was’ groomin,
‘aﬂ:horqe, and she nenrly bit niy Fea
ol

. “Is - she vary w:‘l’& ¥ as}:ed thhs
PBI’[
- e Seeth.mg 1" Clira. qrmned. “Bnhs
she added anxiously, 't we'l ave
it Hke that? Ti you go in now y w'll
jolly! well cateh it'1”
But Babs shook her head. -
“We're doing this ifor Dcleraa, and
rigke—" 8§
broke off as & whistlo seunded. from
somewhere ' below. ' “Listen
J anet’ ‘whistle. Gonme’ co:mng
I'm off, girls!"

Babs vanished up the’ passh - ‘Her 't
fheart was. beahg &sst

as
on the door of
and it:almest Jumpnd mte her
instegd of ‘an snswering *Come._
he door was whisked - A

That is cumou: ;

If you consider »the mere'

That's

Ballivant's study; :
fas, |

Ik

THE SCHOOLGIRL

She got nc farther.
cyes simply blazed, - -
“S0,” she choked—" 80, Bxﬂmrn, ycu‘
have the. impudence—yon—you——>'
She gasped and panted, while Babs felt
a shiver. “Very well,” ground oyt the
" mistress furmuslv This,” as’ T
pected, is. a—a doke, it it? . In that
case; three hundred lines, Barbﬂml" ;
she =1m§1y shot out then. “De
ow, go, -girl—go :mmedmtzlyl

hear?
And'if any one of ou dares to continue
 this—this joke,” she higsed, “she shall

rue tt! Go—go !

Babs.did not need tclllng tw:ce Bhe
fled, thankful perhaps that her punish-
meut had net béen worse.’ ‘Bang ! went
Miss Bullivant’s -door -behind - her,
(asping, Babs ' rejoined her chums,
+Before-they .could ask a ‘question, how-
ever, ~quick steps sounded.. Connie
Jackson appeared....She scowled: un-
Elea:antlv ‘at them as ‘ghe  passed.

Teekly they looked back at her.
 On up to Miss Bulln unt‘n study trod
Connie.

“Now.” breathed Bnb

“Oh, my giddy aunt 1” gurgled Clara,
almost. huggm herself in gﬁe

“Listen, girls!” breathed Mar;oue

Connie ‘tapped and quick]y enteréd.
Before she closed the door hmd her
they heard her start. .

 Misg Bullmmt I have a complmnh
to make against Dolores Essendon !ke

Followed a momen{ary, death.
silence, then. Connie's voice, a _liftle
startled contmumg “She took . tw°

lumps of sughr—

‘The sform burst. There wis a sound,
almost like a screcch, from Miss Bulli-
vant, then a scuffle of qum.k movqmant,
The study dobr burst. vio cm“y
Out came Connie, litera stag
and follnwlng her “shriile ms ﬁ- -
vants vibrant, ragmg acc -

“You—a - prefect, - nﬁsiel Yen.
“would ‘dare! Go, gn"ll And ong more
syllable, a breath of the name Dolptes, "

tand I shall take you before Miss
b ogt e hed i
e shu dor grashe. to ,xt
gn-ce the ychuma almost !' .A.nd
onnie—Connie just leok Qtedly
about her, such nn extraordina &
pression upon her face : t Bhb:z
hutnqd]y fled lest
no ong’;:r the mirth which h’lﬁﬁ
e e down in Big Halt

Vot till they were, own 1

did they g.se lg

They roc‘keg they Hmi they shriakva =3
“The" tears. streamey&e wi their !L :
zltleiv clung t6 each- ofher‘ for mppnzt.-

ash- o
“Oh, paek it g pleqma i sobbed b!:
wenkly‘ fos | can't *Sny ore _-
rinie’s *fa ce—-- “Ho
“Oh. Bsbs——BahS, whit & whee!pgi" _
2 F°Oh, ol p Mar;oﬂa _*md
-Mabs, robkm%u
g TNO d%\:st ut the mgciew
plan oTes - was EAVe
“Come on, girk I” cne&‘B&b!. wi
“her eyes,” “Let’s find Dolores1*"
8till weak from laughin
n]?ew at the wa ('Joim1 glhfti
t y

iping

xin:jnm-

Miss Bull'fv'an.t"l g :

o: W :
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“Dolores—"

| “Do not speak tobDoloreé, .please.,

Marjorie,” -Miss Primrose  snapped.
I am. extremely annoyed with her |
" They blinked.

“But—but, Miss Primrose,” stuttered
Babs in dismay. “What has she done 7

“Done, Barbara?” rumbled: the
Head. “Bhe has disobeyed my
strictest orders| I forbade her to visit
the stables for one day. I was lenient
in making it but that one day. And
now—""_ Bhe frowned down upon the
mute kiddie, “I was visiting my cousin
at Pillar Reins stables when en-
countered Dolores just cycling in |

“*Oh, golly I gasped Clara.

“From this moment, therefore,” con-
tinued the Head angrily, “ Dolores is
definitely barred from visiting the
stables or having anything to do with
the horses whatscever. Come, child I”

They moved on. y
“If only Dolores bad waited 1 said

Marjorie miserably.

Well Done, Snowey!

2 HAT evening was one
fraught with anxiety
for Babs & Co.
They had but one

thought—to try to do some-
thing for heart- broken
Dolores. )

Dalores had been sent to bed.

Babs and Marjorie decided to seo
Miss Primrose, with the desperate hope
of miaking her change her mind. Bat
as the Head was out. for the evening,
that became a dead end. .

What could they.do now? ;

Babs and the chums racked their
brains for an answer, but bed-time
came, tv{;itgou‘t,; ‘:olutéon. Sleeplwa% ngt
easy that night, and very early Babs
nw:illmued. to find Marjorie shak:yng her

geﬁt Jé;mm she knew that something was

wrang, for Marjorie was fully dressed,
and l%okin r terribly agitated, .
“Oh, abs—quick I”  she cried

“ Dolores—she’s- not in the dormitory.
Bhe’s gone to' the stables, I'm sure.
Her riding clothes are missing |

. “The stables?” cried Babs, starting
up. ““Oh; good  gracious, nol W'hﬁ,
.ifp Primmy finds out it'll mean expul-
sion. -We've got to “get her back—

before anyone . discovers. where she is.
" Rouse

1 e others |” ;
In. s yery short time the chums,
frantically dresing, were rushing away.
All realised, t‘fll;g mefh l'if W‘Illi].:! action
—the - m‘; 1ng al could. save
Dolorés,. . Their. hearts ached, for her.

- Poor kiddie! -They could imagine tha

might ‘she bhad s thinki think.
ipgof nowe: Kg;' eould imng&iue her”

awakening, ek desperate ‘decigion to
- ‘have one‘glsat mmeﬁ? with the white
-pony which freant so much. to-Her. 1&0,
. they couldn’t blame

¥ me her; but-they must
t her ‘back -before’ anyone discovered
er absence. ; gl o Ao
: ‘Fhus they had “redolyed—but it was
i il bid fhoisghi head
e girl -had . &_move shea
hid ~goessed - that -they - might wisit
D_oloreLin the early morning. That
5::'1 ad - been —in- the ~ Becond:
tie::u'm ‘dormitory before th'?i; badhaﬁg
o empty -bed;-had seen, thr the.
windoﬁv,t):Dolotei -hurrying. I’T;% the
school.grounds. . . ° ot
Cannie

d now.

#he .5 Pillar R,
hot-on- Dolores’. trail. ",
4 T ey

I

OB, - Snéwey #
hoipzligf;eg face. .,

girl, spiteful to the end, *

pony’s. mave; the long,

white hairs were damped with tears.
Small arms clutched almost desperately
about his neck.

“Snowey, they—they're taking you
from me.”

The pony’s ears were pricked, big
oyes alert. Despite the halter rope,
his head came down, gently to nuzle
tiny, quivering shoulders. Snowey
blew softly through flaring nostrils,
shifting restlessly.

;\nd%o]ores Essendon cried her heart
out,

She had had to come.  After that
terrible, despairing night, to be with

nowey once more—for the last time—
had been the only thing left for her.
So Dolores had come, The stables were

empty. Mr. Renfrew had not yet
arrived, and Cripps must be down’in
the fields. But of this Dolores did not

-know—she did not care.

She was blind and deaf to everything
save Snowey and the aching misery.in
her heart,” because she would now
never, never see him again,

“If—if you could speak, you know,”
she gulpe , raising her wet face. Littla
hands were placed on each side of the
pony’s mouth, misty eyes gazed up long-
ingly. “ You—;ou could tell them,
Snowey, couldn®t you, th-that we are
most suited 1"

Again Snowey blew softly. Perhaps
he understood a little.

£ Snowsg, look—some sugar from
me | ith trembling hands Dolores
fumbled in her jodphur pocket. Two
knobs of sugar—the fateful knobs—were
there, She held them out on her palm—
& palm that quivered so much in her
grief that they rolled from it to the
stall foor, Blindly she groped for
them, could not find them. “!i“ehea?vo
gone, Snowey !” she choked,

Snowey pawed the ground, jerked his
head. is halter was a fraction loose.
Dolores saw, and suddenly she was
straining on tiptoe, fumbling with it
drawing it from his head. She knew
then what she would do—what she must
do. One last ride on Snowey!

The  halter came free. Dolores
stumbled to the stall’s opening.

‘8nowey !” she breathed. “Please
come—""

The pony turned and walked from tha
stall. Dolores’ little hand tugged at
his mane. But Snowey had stopged.
Bnowey was looking towards the door
of the stables. Then Dolores locked.
Throu%h wet lashes she saw a blurred
figure lounging in the entrance, saw a
wredth of smoke curling up lazily. She
rubbed her eyes clear,

“8o I've caught you, Dolores I

And Connie Jackson straightened,
with.a slow, cruel smile. She flicked
her cigarette away. Many seconds she
bad been there, smoking, waiting,
anticipating this second.

N‘t_gv she moved down the stables.

“Well, Dolores?” " :
. Dolores stared back, ons. hand stil]
entwived in  Snowey's mane. And
somehow. in that moment her fear of
Connie evaporated. .

“Go away,” she said dully.

Connie came nearer. ‘

“Qh, 1no, Dolores!”. she sneered.
“It's you wha ‘must- go away—away
from the stablés and that horse. Get
out, Dolores—get out! = You'll never
e that pony again1*- s :

- : t- me, Connie— Oh,

ride—please 1¥

plense! Just a little

% =1 -Buch -pleading, ‘such anguigh in her
son: was cycling . dish-: treble then th onnie -hesi-
sads Jaikeonae ing. i trcie et “that” oanie e

ted. - Perbaps she saw mote clearly
for _a second exactl; whg.g: Bnowen,
meant’ otores; perhaps 1! came
< a—twinge-of -remorse ; - porhapa- pity
iy ST R
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Far suddenly Dolores sereamed ;
suddenly there was a rcar, and a

great sheet of flame flashed up ab the
entrance of the stables! Bales of hay
and straw which had been placed just
inside were blazing madly |

Connic  whirled and ~ went white.
Her cigarette| She had tossed it care.
lessly away—it had fallen on to those

ales,

“Oh!™ she
dash.

But the entrance was barred by a
solid sheet of flame, Hames which wero
licking now at the woodwork, and she
was beaten back.

“Connie | screamed Dolores,

Connie panted. There was but one
exit from the stables, and nothing
could pass alive through that, Water?
There was none here And then—
Thud-thud | came a pounding from the
stalls, the pounding of hoofs. The
horses had smelt the smoke. Shrill
whinneys of fear then!

Trembling, wide-eyed, Connie
retreated to where Dolores stood in
stricken fear-heside Snowey Snowey
knew fear, too, but oddly enough he
made no move esway from Dolores.

Crash—crash! The animals' were
rearing and plunging, fear-crazed,
fighting to free their heads. And sud-
denly the bi mare's halter went, and
sho came plunging backwards from
her stall.

Connie screamed. Madly she lashed
oui with her fist. It struck the terri-
fied animal on the hindq:(mrtars, and
instinctively the mare kicked. Steel
hoofs missed Conme, but she was seng
reeling to the stone floor Her head
hit the side of the stall.

In horror Dolores saw the profect

gasped, and made a

slump limply. She darted from
Snowey’s side.
“Connie—Connie 1 she screamed.

“Get up!”

Connie lay unconscious.

Wildly Dolores stared down at her,

choking as thick smoke wreathed
about them. The mare was plunging
in terror near the blazing doorway.
Wood was crackling now. The heat
was increasing, the noise of the kick-
ing, plunging horses almost deafening.
The mare jumped away from the
doorway, snorting.  Another halter
sna{:ped—a big grey whirled from its
stall.
Dolores was down on ona knee.
Sobbing, her hands clutching at
Connie’s collar, she tugged desper-
ately, striving to get the limp, uncon-
scious girl into 8nowey’s empty stall,
Those fear-crazed horses were clatter-
ing wildly down towards her, dense
smoke wreathing them

Choking, Dolores tugged. And
just above her stood Snowey, prancing
restlessly.  An  inch—two—her head

swam. Connie’s face was suddenly a
blur and with the flames’ roar and
that awful pounding in her ears,
Dolores collapsed across the prefect.
I‘r wis Barbara Redfern who saw
the smoke first, and that was at
the very moment that she and the
chums, cycling swiftly up to the
stahles, encountered Cripps, the groom,
ashout to enter with a strm% of horses.
“Have you seen Dolores, Mr.
Cripps?” was the gquestion which
hovered on Babs’ lips.
It was pever uttered. The haze of

emoke drifting across the stable yard
made her ery in alarm,

“ Look—lock !"* she screamed.  “The
little stables—on fire |" L
They all .saw, they all whitengd,

ith @ “tense’ exclamation; “The
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horses I Cripps jerked his lead-rope
rvound the gatepost, whipped it mto a
knot, and rushed.
. Babs & Co. almost hurled them-
selves off their bicycles.
They rushed into the yard. Already
Cripps ‘had grabbed for a p:tchfork
hite-faced, he yelled at them:
“The strongest of you get pitch-

forks! The rest of you fill buckets of
water! My stars, listen to those
horses ! Qulck—qmckl We've got to

et them out before they go crazy and

ick each other to pieces!”

And. then Babs and Clara and Janet
iverc at his side, pltchforks in their

and .

“Dolotes——" gulped Babs, “I—I
belleva she’s in there |”

He flashed her a horrified stare.
“Dolores! In there—qguick, then!”
he roared. “Follow me!”

He dashed at the blazing doorway.
The woodwork was alight, but the fire
had not yet gained a very firm hold.
It was the great flaming bales of ha)
and straw which was the danger.

His head averted, Cripps lunged out
with his pitchfork. He impaled a roar-
ing mass of straw and whisked it out:
In a flash the chums played their part.
Pantmg and choking, they used their
pitchforks to drag the flaming mass
clear from the stable.

His hmr singeing under the terrific

heat, Cripps lunged at another bale,
Mlgfml e wrenched it out.
“You glrls with the water!” he
gasped. “Fling it on the woodwork !*
p dashed Marjorie, Mabs, and
Bessie with buckets filled from the
trough. The fire hissed and roared

again as they hurled the water.
Mure, girls!” jerked Mabs. “Oh,
quickly "

Desperat::l%rlI feverishly, the work
went on ost of the flaming bales
were clear and the flames on the wood-
work itself seemed to be abating, when
B car drew into the yard. Out leapt
Mr. Renfrew. Grim-faced, without a
word, he hurled himself into the frafz

At last the doorway was nearly
clear. Cripps hurled down his pitch-
fork and dived through the smoke.
Hot on his heels, black-faced, choking,
went Babs and Clara—and then
Marjorie.

Inside it was clearer, and only by a
fraction of a second were they able to
leap aside as a snorting grey plunged
madly past them, followed by the big
mare.

“The only ones free!” choked
Cripps. “Thank goodness! But
whore—"

They. eaw then, and despite the

erackle of flames behind them, the
plunging of the horses in the stalls,
they all stopped dead for a second.
On the floor sprawled Connie, actu-
all stirring at that moment. By her
e lay Dolores, her little hands still
ﬂrmly clonched on the prefect’s collar.
And above them both stood Snoweg
From the pony’s flanks blood drippe
Thera were cuts there—deep cuts
“My stars!” breathed Cripps, in
wonder.  *8nowey—that pony pro-
tected them both from those crazy
borses. Did—did it for Dolores1”
But Babs and Marjorie were rushing
forward. Their amazement at seeing
Connie there was forgotten in their
foar for the kiddie. As they cames,
Snowey moved aside, almost conscious,
it seemed, that hizs work was done.
“Quick 1" choked Marjorie. *Cet
Dolores out 1”
She herself gathered the limp little

form up, while Babs, Clara, and Cripps
lifted Connie. Tha prefect was mum-
bling, obviously on the point of

recovery.

At the doorway the flames, attacked
by the rest of the chums and Mr. Ren-
frew, were sizzling out. The bales
flared without damage in the yard.

Mr. Renfrew entered. He hurried to
Marjorie and helped her with her
burden,

“Into my office I” he jerked, * Janét
phone for a doctor !”
Out they ‘went, and Snowey walked

behind.

Babs, Clara, and Cripps brought
Connie out into the yard. They were
barely cleared of the stable doorway
when the prefect opened her eyes.

“Where—what——" she gasped, as
they carefully eased her down on _to the
mounting block. Memory flooded back.
Her eyes filled with horror.

“Are you all right?” jerked Cnpps

She nodded dazedly.

“I—-I bangcd my head I'm all rlght
now, But—but—" BShe struggled up,
staring. “Dolores! Is—"

Babs looked at her strangely. A
cigarette-case was lying on the ground,
It had dropped from Connie's jacket.
Perhaps Babs could guess how the fire
had started. Bhe knew Connie’s little
habits—and Babs more than uessed
wh?7 Conme had been in the stables.

got Dolores out, Connie,” she
said quletly “We found her still hold-
ing your collar, She had been trying to
drag you to safety.”

Connie stared at her. ¥er hand
passed over her eyes.

“Dolores,” she muttered. * Dolores
was—was—— But the horses, Barbara,
They were gettin, free—gomg mad!”

“You can thank Dolores aj ﬂ.m—and
Snowey,” cut in Cngps gr “For
lave of that kiddie, Snowey atood over

her when the horses started kicking.
Snowey took the kicks—an’ that saved
you, too!”

Connie slowly sat back.

“ Dolores must have been overcome by
the fumes,” continued Babs qi.uetly.
¢ They ve sent for a doctor. hope
she’s all right—"

“Doctor, Barbara?” Connie
pea.ted the words dully. She rose.
doctor 7"

At that moment another car drew

Tre-

“A

into the yar
“‘In there, Dr. Hibbs!” Cripps
pointed to the office. “A—a kiddie!”

The doctor swiftly alighted. He sped
into the office, and the chums anxiousl
followed. Behind them Connie walke
slowly. She moved like a girl sleep-
walking.

Draggmg steps ‘tbok her.through the
doorwsay. Shapsuurad The chums,
Mr. Renfrew, and Cripps were stand-
ing a little back from a gxg ‘chair. The
doctor knelt beside it.

Dolores lay the at).ll, wh.lte.

Every seemed to be sllﬁ
bmaeh—walting. The doemr
looked up. He nodded his head.

And Dolores' eyes fluttered. They
were wide, )

“B8nowey 1” she whispered.

Perhaps each -waited. for the other to

reply, so for a moment: not -was

said, and in that moment an_am

thmg happened.” Conmie ‘Jackson fe
her beside the chair, - Bhe

burled her face against. Dolores® chest
and burst into a storm of tears,

They  re on’ nnis’s -

shoulders.

As quickly as she had drepped,
prefect lea; uprlght. Without a word
she p _thio them, her -face

et and datarmmad Out tr’om F@a oﬁee

Dolores’ h.lnds camre up wsn&enn y.
“Oor hamgxg Co. behi

the cheer

she went, straight to her Mcycle, mopnt—.,
mﬁ and racing away. b
abs looked at Marjorie wondermg‘ly 5
Marjorie nodded. 5
B “I—1 th}xjixk Babs,” shtehsmd softly,
er eyes shinim e\’ery ings 1!
to be all right !’ 5 T e

TWENTI’ MINUTES later Miss anrm
arrived at the stables. -

Dolores was sitting u Snowaf :
with her, for Mr. Renfrew himself had"
brought the pony into the office, -while
Cripps swiftly attended to his cuts.

And the chums sat, The elwml
wonderad. ‘

Miss Primrose entered amftlyp Shu'
went straight to Dolores and gathered
her into her arms.

“My child—my dear child—" 8he
looked up at the chums, at her cousin.
*Connie has told me evervthmg,” she
stated quietly. ‘‘She—

DoIores gently touched her arm.

“Please, Miss Primrose,” she whis-
ered. “You're—you're not going to
urt her? ’'Cos I did wrong thin

too, you Lnow,” she added quaintly

“I dis'beyed ’cos of Snowey, an—

Miss Primrose gently laid her fingers
on the kiddie’s mouth, Her grey eyes
were moist.

“Conniec has confessed everything,”
she said softly. “It is all ended.
understand now, my chn]d—?erieoﬂy.
And—and this is Snowey?

Dolores drew the ponys he&d down. - -
She nodded shyly. :

“Snowey, Miss Primrose,” she said

roudly. “And Miss Pruurose, plealel #

ou sce, Snowey and me—you see—"
Her whole heart was in her eyes thetl,
pleading. *If—if you—"

Miss Primrose smlled mistily,

“Dolores, dear, if any wor

"of xine

can persuatie your father to buy Snowey -+

for ,you, you may be’ sure I will give

it 1"

The chums cheered then. hay bad
to! And that cheer swel
Renfrew gruﬂ{ ut in

“They won't bu Snowey, anyway.
I'm gwl him to 'go

But as it turned out, Muu Primrose’s
Eun BN
stables—to

persuasion was not necau!«ry. 3
account of the epmd& atb t‘l}&
which Dolores’ parents listened
pride—was not NesessaTy. .
For on the day of the g
Dolores and “Bnowey - . for
selves. A wonderful day that, - with’
Clara and Janet taking prizes in the

trotfing race and ebstsmle Tace respec- - -

‘tively. =
But the biggest moment. was whon.
the Class Under Twelve was mnhnced. :
when Delores rode ont on 8
Practically: t
d gather
the

f
7 syt e pao*m
ring, & eﬁeer ﬂ?
I;hunderows Epliw.sa; nudﬂ

well that day.
up, her hﬂ face:

ﬁo'ohm?

her Snowe momd daumly, gm-e%g, anﬂ,_ 3
understnn ngly. - R
d perhaps this is° the best r
o lu:?mi)o:g;al and Snow
use after
?tunl_mms them, as

.; t :
ride, as-the leowwd :
as Mr. and Mzs. -
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Further chapters of our dramatic and unusual serial—

FOR NEW READERS.
BRENDA DAY, who has spent most of her life
in an ge, is delighted when she is
_asked to oom&anion to wealth
VERONICA SCHOLES. Yeronica lives wit
- her aunt and uncle and her five-year-old
brother, Dickle. Part of Brenda's duties
conslst  of looking after the lovable
youngster, ,
On arrival at Fernbank, the Scholes
house, she meeta a mysterious boy,
RONALD BENBON, who tells her he Is
working on her behalf and that for the
sake her future happiness she must
remain at Fernbank and do well in her new
He warns _her to let no one
that they are friends and working

) t Veronica discovers that Brenda
has & m boy

friend of }

for their own reasons,

B and ¢
day, when Veronica and Mr, Jones
- are talking ether in the ds of
i : m vovar ears their
conversation, He hears Veronica
B a8 & “menace.”” Intrigned by
what it means, Bzendasnif stagzered by
-brings.
(Note read on.)

_ More Baffling Still}
€ a ND—and you im’t going to steal
: “V'ron’ca’'s motie-car,  or=or

BN E.n% o Aung Brende 1”
’ u{ed ickie Bchyolea.
Brenda slowly shook her head as she
knelt beside him on the lawn. ~
‘:h()i 'coifxrae not, dear,” she said, in
rather a far-away voice. 5
o Then why d.uf she call you men-men
—yoy-know-what7” Dickie went on, in
childish wonderment. T
“Oh, I expect she was just=—just

joking, - Dickie I’ Brenda said, end-
gave ium a little hog. :
But ghe kriew in her heart that what

Veroniea had just said to her mysteri-
ous friend was anything but .a-joke
for her strange young mistress ha
referred to her as “a menace ™

No °_wonder, Brenda - folt - utterly

smazed at that moment. No wonder -
= <. she thrilled “to the instinctive 301_?—

» Ahat this was & new. aspect o

bout

- “You look—

Benson, Brenda could have understood
it. But for the young mistress of the
house. heiress to a considerable legacy
in & few days' time, to state that her
own companion, so recertly a humble
orphanage girl, was a menace to Ler—
why, it seemed just too Tantastic for
words

And yer—

With furrowed brows, Brenda stared
across the sunlit garden in the dircction
where Dickie had seen Veronica and
her secret friend.

And yet, it'wasn’t any more fantastic
than the startling interest shown by
Veronica and her friend in the efforts
she and Ronald were making cn behalf
of her future happiness.

“Please, Aunty Brenda, you isn’t
angry with me?” Dickie asked, break-
ing into her thoughta.

TRAPPED IN THE OLD MILL,
And while she and Ronald

= are prisoners there, Brenda:

learns the amazing truth
about herself.

Brenda loocked down at his pleading
little face, and then, laughing, caught
him up in her arms.

“8illy darling!” she soothed him.
“Of course_Aunty Brenda isn't angry
with you.. Why should she be?”

B ’C%a—- ’eos ‘of what I'se told you
you being a men-you-know-
what,” Dickie gulped. “You looked
awfp' mad.” s

“Oh, I was only thinking, that’s
all1” Brenda said.

“Does 1 look as mad as mad when

Pse  thinking " Dickie wanted to
W “I?%bk. Aunty Brenda—
thoughts 1 — -

" He beetled his brows, puffed out his
cheeks; -pursed his lips, and generally
ulled” such an-atrocious grimace that

" Brenda roared with laughter

_“Oh, no, -Dickie!” she chuckled,

" ;.:ﬁl‘mlfy clever. But trot
will g!;% dear?» T—I've

Marriott

Dickic nodded solemuly, and happily
trotted off. Onee alone, ﬁrenda swiftly
turned. She had the idea of making
Ler way through the shrubbery, getting

within carshot of Veronica and the ~

man, and trying to learn something
more,

But next second she saw that there
would be no chance. For Veronica
suddenly appeared, making towards
the house. She did not seo%renda as
gshe hurried indoors.

Brenda bit her lip. Oh, how che
wondered what it all meant] If only
Ronald would tell her what he knew!
But Ronald—for her own sake, he said
—wouldn't. What part were Veronica
and the strange man playing? Why
should they be concerned about her—
Brenda? :

She gave it up.  Veroniea herself,
when sho saw her next, gave her no
clue. Veronica was very affable. But
Brenda knew that meant nothingi she
knew Ther young mistress was &
hypocrite.

n the evening, however, when she
had put little Dickie to bed, and gona
along to her own room, Brenda's
thoughts left Veronica. They turned
to Ronald.. :

SBuspense and excitement scethed up
within her.  The time was drawing
near for her to slip out of the house
and mcet Ronald, so that they could
search the old mill for that picture-book
—once one of Veronica's own childish
treasures—which, according to Ronald,
could clear up the whole mystery and
ensure lasting happiness for her.

The cvening scemed to drag. In
the darkness of her room ‘i}renda
waited, listening at the door. Presently
Mrs. Scholes retired; five minutes
later her husband came up; almost
immediately afterwards Veronica went
into her room, farther down the
passage,

In growing suspense, Brenda went on
waiting. Ten—twenty—thirty. minutes
she suffered to pass, and then decided
to_make sure that the coast was elear.

Mr. and Mrs. Scholes -were: invari-
ably soon asleep, but Veronica was the

roblem, so along to_that girl's réam

repnda crept. autiously. she opened
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understand to-night. And, Brenda,” he
went on, a resolute ring in his voice,
“wo've got to find that book If those

the door, and then, in a guarded yoicg,
low enough not to disturb Veronica if
she were asleep. but loud enough for

her to hear if she were awake, Brenda two are half as suspicious as I fancy

said : they are we’re skating on mighty thin
“Veronica 1” ice. Bo Veronica knows you're a
No repls. Brenda tried again, menace, does she?'’ he muse , half to

heart throbbing : himself, and a troubled frown marred
“Veronica! Y¥'m awfully sorry to his forehead.

bother you. but eould I borrow your Almost ‘beseechingly, Brenda looked
aspirins ?"
Again no reply. Eyes gleaming,
Brenda gently closed the door, slipped
" back ‘to her own room, and, lockin
the door there, hastily put on hat an
coat and let herself over the verands
to the garden.
An instant later, thrilling with ex-
- citement, congratulating herself on her
good fortune, she was streaking
through the moonlit garden.

t him, : .

“But Ronald, how can I be a menace
to her ?” she asked.

“ Listen, old thing ! he said quietly.
“All I can say without giving the whole
game away is that you're a menace to
Veronica becanse you're helping me I

“And you are a menace to her?”
Brenda said, eyeing him intently.

“Yes,” was Ronald’s surprising reply.

“Oh!” Brenda looked ahead, up the
slope, and so to the old mill. Frown-
ingly she stared at it. The more Ronald
said, the more her perplexit‘y increased.

The Searchers Discovered!

1 ONALD I” “And you won't say what ‘ the game’
R “Brenda! Oh, good girl 1 is, Ronald?” . :
Ronald halted in his tracks, took hold

Ronald Benson’s face crinkled
into & delighted smile as he
caught her hand. “You made it all

of her arm, dnd regarded hér with
mingled sympathy and admiration.

right I’ - “¥ou've certainly gbt some Yatis’nae,

Brenda chuckled. - Brenda,” -he declared. - “A jo! ly sight
. “Had to wait -until everybody was more than I have. I can’t—or, rather,
snoring, of course,” she said, “but it I darén't, for your own sake—tell yBu

the whole story before- ¥'ve got absoluta
broof that can convince everybody who
wants convinging. That proof, Brenda,
is_there—I hope [”

He pointed to the mill. -

“The story-book,” Brenda murmured,
locking at the miill and nodding.

“The "story-book, Brenda. To-night
I've got & hunch we're going to find it.
If we do. I give you my solemn word
I'll tell you ewerything-¥-know. * On
one condition,” -he -added, lapsing into
less serious vein, ) i
_ “And  that?”
holding her Vbreath.

“Th

was quite easy after that. And you—
you weren't trailed by that man?”

© “Not this time, old thing. I was a
wee bit too canny—hopped out by the
back way of my house. I expect that
bird's still watching the front.”

At the moment they stood close to one
side of the old, tumbledown shack, -
almost within the very shadow of the -
mill, which, surmounting a hill only
a hundred yards or so away, seemed to
be beckoning them with'its one outflung
Eall.
 Impelled by tho -same urge, they
started towards it over the uneven-
field, talking excitedly all the while.

It was Brenda who .opened the con-
versation on more serious lines by refer- .
ing to Veronica’s description of her. - ]

Ronald started, then whistled softly. at your teadl” Brenda retorted. -

“By jingo1” he exclaimed, frowning. - “O.K. T'm good' at dodging things.
“I wonder if they know—" But—ceme on] Beat you to itl” .,

He broke off then, and when Brenda _ And; a3 -Ronald bro e into a spring
asked him what he meant, ehook his Brenda tore after- him, filled with the .

Brenda - prompted,
at you won’t:throw a faint, or
do anything' equally’ girlish,”  said
Ronald, a twinkle in his eyes. . ]
“T’m._more likely to.throw sz&met&iag -

head. most delicious sense of anticipation she
¥Oh, just—just something, that's _had ever. kmown, spurred on by the

all,” he  said.  “You'll -understand -fepling that she stood -on the threshold

5001 If we find that book you'll of a sensational discovery -

" from above tol

N o
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When they were approaching the-doot. -,
way of tha¥mﬂl Ronald looked- at her

inquiringly. :

e Bring a torch, Brenda? Woell, never
mmg; 've brought two. Here you
are :

He slipped e large torch into. her
hand, and.then, fashing on_ another,
stepped into the gloogy interior of the
ancient building.

Keenly Brenda gazed about her, using
her torch, too.

The interior of the old mill was a
mixture of strange contrasts, of pale
moonlight, filtering through cracks and
broken  windows, and pitch-black
shadow, and of mingled romance and
dereliction.

A jumble of rubbish littered the Aoor
—boxes, tins, picces of broken wood-
work from the rickety structure itself,
and the abandoned refuse of campers
and picnickers. .

Against one wall, lyin% lengthwise
from the floor, rested a long wooden
ladder, used for mounting to the upper
story through a trapdoor, now closed.

“Well, where do we begin?” Brenda
asked, in a low, excited voice. * Up-
stairs or down ?”

“Both,” was Ronald's swift reply.
He strode over to the ladder, and,
hoisting it on to his shoulder, marched
with it to a spot benesth the trap-
door. “I'll take the upstairs,” he
announced. “You search down here.”

“All right,” Brenda agreed.

Ronald, swiftly mounting the ladder,
thrust up ‘the trapdoor with his
shoulders, and, almost before it had
clattered back on to the floor above
in a perfect smother of dust, went
clambering through.

A little wave of her hand Brenda
gave him, and then, veins tingling,
she looked about her, fashing her tore
in_all directions. .

Where to begin her search? That
was the problem. R

Now, she tried to reason things out,
where would a child hide something?
What sort of I?lm would attract a

oungster ? Take Dickie, for instance.

here would he have concealed a

book ?
The_collection of junk strewn over
the Hoor she -dismissed, for the
moment, Most of it had only too
obviously been deposited there long
after the concealment of the book. .

Slowly ‘moving about, whileé sounds
her that Bonald had
already set to work on his own acoount,
she gave a keen study to everything
of a Emrmanent_ n#ture in the dusty,
cobwebby place. . =5

It was the Hoor which finally held her
attention. -In several places the boards
were not covered by reluse, and she had
already noticed that more than .one was
broken or lcose. 5

Could the book be there, hiddeén
beneath one of them? What  more
likely place to appeal to a child?,

Dropping on to her knees ‘beside the"
nearest board, she tpok hold of one end
and, to the accompahiment of ‘a rather
startling creak, lifted it up. Her torch -
blazed “into the cavity underneath.
Empty, save for dust and grime, and
thiok, matted cobwebs.

‘But undismayed, she tried another,
ono broken in several places. “Again
only dirt and cobwebs.

Covered with dust herself now, her
back aching, but ungyenchable hope
and detetmination beating in her heart,
Brenda knelt  there, to wecover her
breath and rest her arms. .

“Hallo ¥ came Ronald’s voice from
the ? teapdoor, “No slacking! Gefting

: “I think so,” Brenda said, twisting
round 4o look up at him. “ Under the
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ards is
%?dd 8 ﬁto%
lie you Ve ‘hit it, Brendal Tt's

Look out! P c':')mmg

just the E]ace a hd would

not u here. )

“And tRénn,ltl chd come” down, sliding
Irom top to bgttom of tho ladder like
8 firemen, légs outstrefchsd on either
side. A neat lnﬁdn} he 'mgdde; then,
brushing {he' duist %rom l‘ns hands,
strode towards one of the logse boards,
Iuckmg a box out of h:s Way as he
wen
“"Back to work, like 'a 'couple ‘of
galley-slaves 1 he cried.” “We're not
leav,mg hem intil we've found it 1

B UT 1P anda and Ronald C,Ould

have scen outside the old mill at
that moment they would not have 'been
. 8o cheerfu],

Two people were approaching it; ‘the
very last persons they would wunt to
encounter; the persons who, more “than
any othels, stood in the way of their
liopes and plans. ‘ ;

eronica and Mr, Jonus! X

Determined- lookmg, steu]thy, alert
the two schénters stole towards” the
mill. For they had seeft’ llght they
had su ected what it meant.”

1 Mr. Jcmes‘hussed “ Lijsten !
The re talking: Tha.nk goddness you
ﬂldn t 16t Bretida know you™ were awake
when_ she fooké ‘irito, ‘your. room)
Thank goodness you suqucteﬂ she wad
up to'sométhirig ! Buf listen 1'?

From inside the milf camé Bnenda s
vmce—thnlled, hopeful, ™

'Just the, p’I:Ice a_kid ‘would hlde a
-book=——"

T 6 hoy'h voice replied, bt the two
listeners paid no heed to it, Mr.' ‘Jones,
f):ankly puzzled, was muttermg,

Vs A "story-book—a kid’s story-Book i

But Veromc’a was Whltp wnt;: wild

“ ry-book! Oh goo ness] I
believe they’vé found out1 They know
nbout mel We're done’ foi- L

Mr,"Jones startp d. "He, oo, ldoked
horrified, but he' reqéwered :mself his
eyes narm;' i helé s

T, 1eve you re right,
muhamg. o*vywhatu %n you!‘
: mmd, Now. Iook here,” he went on
“tHosé two must be scotched,
yoit 'dan rafelﬁ leave to- mé;
a,nil n %or the girl—we
d away - from * F the, door,

eskurmg eronica. to stand well back.
m nha mnved‘ ‘88 dgrectéd “Ang——
It “was *the ' elight scraping,  of
eromga.a foot' a: 8 inst & stcfnestha

- the htlenca which. had’ now
rehda - and Ronald,

t wns thlt!

board Jn her
- ._ybu tear’ ;mwthma'
outeide 17

Ronl-ld hud Wﬂ:h 8, warnmg geﬂ-

t, . came
' ﬂ"o the' W %Je%aghaloﬁ:;mg

) ,iee, anr] &hen——n{ence :
d redched the

oor. unou ghiarged i;: again
g.m, but it waq 1o 8, nm;
e ,turned, " while . ]
sta.re a4 him ‘in cangiernation,

i eSae s g

They wero !‘.m‘ppe

‘i_.-—-—-‘--k\

el il e -
S ‘f Bt ;,-%--.; b I
S .-'"H'Rondd E} .l_al_ﬂS!'

e

bee n dow't
mwni- .\n hex,, m«mm,,tfa

You

) ONALD” . Brenda”, breathed
- R bli?m:.-f‘fyho;,gn d.i} bhaxa- .
ent :

lgrenﬂa i .

up, and ow t:;ratoa o

Mﬁ, ; = =

and Ronald, grim-jawed, nodded as h
thrust himself awaly fr"gm the’ daor." T

“If you méan that’ sneaking man
Veronica’s going about with—yes ! He's
done this!” Ronald spt bitterly,
fiercely. % And that meahs,™ he added,
a troubled frowd - 6n hig. Jomw +The's
]f)robabEy guessed what ~ wcm domg

‘He Jncl\ed up h1s tore,h from” .Where
he had left it propped. tip.-by a_broken
board and flashed it-abont. the walls
“We've got to'Bekont, Brenda -~ We
might be cooped-up ,here for days, for
all the chante, theem “ts of -.anyone
coming near.: If only thgse, ]:no[es wero
lower [”"he puttered, -staking af some
gaping reyts in’thi’ wall, thfough whlch
the moonlight wasg famt!y shea.xmng

“Gat, out 7" Brenda said, and. ber
keart swent cold. % Oh, anaid -we
must ! If the:Scholes know ‘Pve been
out of Fernbank there’ll o an awful
row. I haven’t lived down that other
trouble yet. It’d mean the sack this
time. Do you think,” she added
anxmuhly—‘do you think Veronica was
with him 7*

« Ronald looked at her sharpl\

“Veronica? Gosa, I'd almest for-
gotten her! Soon seel
and, momentarily dismissing his quest
for a way of escape, he stmtcd to
scramble up the'ladder. - R

Before he_ was ‘half:Way to the tra.]:ui
door Brenda began Iollowmg, dnd
when lie ﬂaated acro “the ap:ntmen't

suly Jusﬁ bchmd hlm

‘ II,I the’ moonhgh.t they had 8¢ leal‘:
view of a great expanse of .miogn] lig
countryside. .. Two.. figuresy hurrying
away from the mill caught thel;.“pyep
at once, a man and a g:rL man

was Mr. Jones; the gdl b 4 a
a breathe 5

!*Veronica ’ Br,
She watched wit] inated, horror
the swift departure ofsc the girl who
could, by a few words to her annt. or
uncle, end her days at Fernbank—rum
everytblng she and.Ronald' were striv:

to achieve! .

nd that was clearly wha; Veronica
meant to do. That was why she” and
Ronald had been imprisoned here! ™

In dismay she turned; she laoknd at

Ronald. d then she started ‘at ‘the
extraordinary expression on his face

Pty

£

he rapped,.

By Margery Marriott ™9

“Why, Ronald, . what's the. matt r‘l
‘Why lare ydu Hooking at mo1ike thaki
sha cried,

“Brenda,” he said - ‘in a low, odd
vome—“Brenda, I'm going to tell you
everything, T 'meant t% hald out ‘until
we'd got that book, it after this—well,
I guesa I haven’t the hédrt. The reasoh
I want that bdok-is that I'm almost
certain -it will é)rove that .that giil
there —and he flung an arm through
the glasslesd Wlndow—- is ' no
Veronica Scholes than T'am I?

Brenda caught in her' bréath; her
eyes. widened, and for a moment she
stood like one transfixed.

“ Not—not Veronica !” she burst out.
“ Why—why— Oh good.nessl Ronald,
she—she

Iiclplessly ‘she’ broke off, . too stag-

. gered and mcreﬂulons to contmue, for
her inind -secimed- to' be in a whirl
Pmpmed she had-naturally’ been for
some 'sensational revelation to- n1ghi,
hut this—this was fantastie, unbnl-vv—
able. s

You-—}qu re pot ]okmg, Ronald?
Yaou really mean that the girl everyone
knows as Vemn‘lm is Just i—]ust 3
sham ™ i
© Vs

“An lmpmtm
real Veronica ¥

** Just “that.”

" Brenda gavé an unsteady llt‘ll‘E laugh,

“ F—I can hardly credit it, Ronald.
Té*s 50 aiazing. * Veronica*<an im-
postor,” she slowly mused, and fmwn-
ingly thook her head.

But thefe' could be no doubtmg
Ronald’s sincerity, his cofiviction; As
she saw the grim, resoluté set of his
face' she 'knbw that, stagkeritig though
it undoubted]y was, his stateme:st was
true.

; The gitl'she kicw as Veromca, ‘whom
sha ‘served as campanion, whom' every-
one ih the, distriet, mcludm Mr. and
AMrs. Scholbs—-whv, and litile Dickie,
tog, her supposed brother—believed to
he Veromca was playing an au('iu.cmus
masguera 6. No wonder Veronice had
acted so queerly, and been so puspicious

ZlnCllB

pretending to be the

of her and Ronald
§till amazed, but convinced by now,
Brenda raised inquiring brows, ...
“Then that man she's always with,
Ronald—I suppose he’s ‘her fb.thé1‘2”

Bren But her fnend was

da in
& ttclnncewhiehm htmennfmedom
w‘ mw e



2 “Brenda’s Task of Mystery!”

“Oh, yes! No doubt about that.”
“But—Oh, I don’t know !” Brenda
s2id, with a helpless little shrug, “It’s
all so bewildering What's their idea ?
¥ should Veronica—I mean, that
irl who's pretending to be Veronica—
o such an amazing thing, run such a
risk, deceive everybody—*

“That's about the only thin that’s
got me beat,” Ronald a mitted,
frowning,

“The only thing?” Brenda caught
him up quietly. *“Why, do you know
where the real Veronica is? Does
she know what's happening?”

“0h, yes—now|” Ronald said, 1n
such a peculiar tone that Brenda
eyéd him sharply. “But I'd better
explain  further I told you, you
know,” he. added, almost regretfully,
“that 1 didn’t want to tell you every-
thing until we'd got that book, but
after ‘what's happencd to-night—our
being shut up here, in danger of losing
the whole game—perhaps it's only
fair to you that I should.”

“Fair to mfe?” Brenda exclaimed.
“Goodness, I don't sce—"

“You soon will, Brenda. It's like
this. The real Veronica was lost in an

accident years ago. She was quite a
kid then, and was mnever heard of
again until about three years ago,
when the person now posing  as
Veronica suddenly turned up with

‘appurent proof of her identity,"”
“Then it wasn't the impostor who
hid that book, after all?”

“Oh, no!” Ronald shook his head,
and now there was an excited ring in
his voice. “And that's just what I’m
banking on to bowl her out. The
genuine Veronica hid it. You know
what kids' books are like, don’t you—
smothered with finger-marks?"

“Yes. ell—"

“Well, it only needs one finger-
mark—one finger-prinf—of the real
girl to be on that book, and by pro-
ducing both the book and her, I can
convince everyons who she is. No two
finger-prints "have ever been found
alike, you know. The only difference
in this case will be that those on the
book will be smalier, naturally, as
Veronica's grown up since then.”
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Brenda nodded, beginning to under-
stand at last—but only to understand
a few of the many baflling mysteries of
the affair. Not ‘yet could she deter-
mine where she fitted into all this.
And another thing— .

“You say you know where Veronica
is, Ronald? Well, where is she? In
Featheridge?  Oh, but she wouldn't
be so near as that, surely?”

“Bhe’s even nearer, Brenda,” Ronald
said. .

His hand settled over her arm then,
and a look came into his eyes that
made Brenda’s heart beat queerly.

“Who is «she, Ronald?’ she said.
“We—we know her. I know we do.
I can tell by the way you're looking.
Who 1s she?”™ )

Back came the answer, very softly :

“You, Brenda—you !”

And Ronald’s grip became tighter
than ever, as if to steady her.

Brenda felt she needed steadying.

Her legs were weak and trembly; her
head swam. She shook herse}{' Oh,
she was dreaming—dreaming| She

must be!

“Me?"” she said, in a far-away voice.
“Oh, don't be sihy, Ronald! You're
teasing—" :

But she knew he wasn’t even before
he gave emphatic denial.

he relaxed against the wall, breath-
ing heavily, while her mind became a
riot of fleeting thoughts.

She thought of Fernbank, all its
wealth and luxury. Her home—hers,
hers| B8he thought of Mr. and Mrs
Scholes, her very own uncle and aunt.
And—why, goodness—dear, adorable
little Dickie!: Her brother—she his
sister | And those ‘people- in Canada—
her parents. Why, she couldn’t even
recall what they were like,

What a shock for thein when they
knew the truth! What & shock for
everyone; for the whole district!

“Oh, Ronald!” she breathed, her
face radiant. “It's all so wonderful!
I'm afraid I'll wake up and find it
gone! How-—how did you find out "

“Well, you see, I'm an old playmate
of—of yours, Brenda.” And Ronald
grinneL{ “Veronica gave herself
Bway once or twice without realising
it. In fact, I was the only one whe
would have realised it. Then I heard
you were coming, that you’d been
taken in by the orphanage after being
found abandoned. - It was a crasy
idea, I know, to imagine for one
moment that you could be the real
Veronica, but I sort .of had a hunch.
And I knew I was right the moment I
saw you l” - : «

“When you shoved that china orna-
ment in my face?” Brenda said, with
a smile. A

Ronald nodded. Yes, he agreed,
when he had done that. .'TFhe china
ornement had been one of Brenda's

own toys,” and when she admitted that.
‘1t brought

‘back vague

Ronald’s  suspicions -were .
She  must be Veronica, Everything
else, the visit to the. photogra

and fo the dancing academy, g

for' the purpose of trying to get on
the track of definite proo , and at the
latter establishment lonald had met
with success. )

“Miss Allen told -me. the story of
how iou hid one of your books here
and then forgot where it was. I knew
then it was the last, vital link; the
ono thing I needed to clear everything
u » -

memories,
confirmed,

“Ronald,” Brenda said anxiously, noments, | them-
n "It Theres bothing by ordering your SCHOOLGISL Coh

“we must find it!

- sail.
He was relying ‘on-his_weight to send -

her’s
ad been -

'

THE SCHOOLGIRL

Oh, we must get hold of it. If it was
destroyed, or never found—*

“I know,” Ronald agreed seriously.
“But there's something = even more
urgent at the moment—getting out-of
here! We can hunt for the boak
arother time—to-morrow, or later to-
night, I can do it alone. But you've
«imply got to fly back to Fernbank!
Remember, until I find- this definite

roof, Veronica still holds the whip-
nand.*

“Oh!” Brenda cried, and her heart
went cold. ““Oh, golly, Ronald, yes!
I'm still in disgrace. If they find out
about to-night it’s almost sure to mean
the Veronica’ll “be half-way
back by now. She'll make all. the
trouble she can, naturally, just to gek
vid of me—"

In gathering alarm, she broke off.
Dismissal would mean disaster. She'd
be packed back to the orphanage; no
longer be able to help Ronald. He
would have to engage the twao plotters
alone. ;

“Oh, there must he some way of
escape, Ronald I” she burst out, chk-
mﬁ wildly about her.

onald had alreudg been considering
that point, for he eckoned her over
to the one remaining sail of the wind-
mill  which. jutted out immediately
nbm;;a the window and almost within
reach,

“There i3 a way!” he agreed.
“That |
“No, nol! you mustn't|

Ronald, come back I” Brenda cried, as
he hoisted himself on to the window-
ledge, and, drawing up to his full
height, ran keen, resolute eyes over the
old sail..

She would have tried to drag him
back, but was afraid she might send
him  crashing to the ground, thirty
feet below. And as her frantic leas
only met with a shake of the head, she
had to stand there, helpless, torn with
anxiety, while he &repnted to jump
and catch at the sa .

“Think I've got the measure of it
tow,” he said at_ last. . “Cheer up,
old thing!” he grinned round at her.
“It’'s not a big jump, You see, I'll
have the' door o :
braco-of jiffics. See you later I”

.He sprang outward and upwards,
clutching with both - hands. Brenda
held her breath; wanted to close her
eyes,. but could not; and then, ‘to-her
trembling relief, saw him catch the
side of the sail, and, hanging on, swing
to and fro.

. 8wiftly controfling himgelf, he went
hand-over-hand towards the end: of the
His idea was perfectly clear.

the. sail “slowly sweeping dowhwards
until he reached a spot where he could
safely. drop to the ground. - .

As Brenda_ watched, the sail began
to move. - ¥ was going downward,
taking Ronald towards the ground.

Brenda. clasped her hands. And
then, in sheér horror, she clutched at
the window.

It wasn’t the whole sail which was
moving; it was the end portion to
which Ronald was clinging. It was
snapping off |  She could see pieces
breaking away. i

Her voice tore from her lips in a
frenzied scream : ' .

“R‘ona]d—Ronn!d!‘. It’s breaking
off I 2
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Fascmatmg Canadian story introducing that unusual but attractive girl—

RANCH

. The Wanted Man!

EE, isn't this mountain air
dnndy, Redwing? It's like
wine. It tonica you up just
to take it in|"

And Klt Hartley, breathing in deeply
theé pine-laden &ir of the' High: Bliie
Mountains, dropped the reins over her
horse’s nec

.Redwing, her Redskin friend, rode
‘?ar{;ba ed behind, cha.ntmg &, song
0

"Certamly good, 7 he agreed. Lxle
much.

Kit mnlm%ly congratulated her. el
that she had thought of this. trip. They
were twenty miles from’ Red Ranch,
where she lived, #nd had taken camp-

kit with them so that they could
nd the  night ' ob . the mountain

:‘ange

For miles theY Had ridden witheut
sceing another living person,. but as
Kit turned the bend at the top of-the
rise she heard the. cIomp of a horse's
hoofs ahead.

There .was 'a rough bridge ﬂung
across a divide just t'wrm:(':;yil yards aways
but before Kit could reach it the rider
from the opposite direction came into
view, and it -was- ‘obvious, that unless
he ‘eased up they would, meet-on the,

Kigf. wa.'red n,m,ia‘bfy She did’ not‘s
kmw him, "hut in, these pn.rts everyone
mgg was h%'f;“ as'a friend. i e

o frien respofise came from e
other" rider, "however} he ‘waved, but
nhouted_ angrily.

“Wait back, yoq ge’lﬂ” ‘he called. *

Kit did nst draw ‘rein; the !nnle
went from' her' eyes’ and becdme a
gleam, for she had an idea’ that the

[den rule of politeness ‘was “ladies
go t *~-g¢nd that it ‘wenf for {“gels®

"'Come on, Redwmg,” she sa
Kit rode harder for the ’bi‘:dge, hnd

reaching’ it, pu lled up btoadside on; so
did Redwing. Between them they
com&lﬁtel blocked it now:

rider; tenmg over the bndge,
remed dmg in the.
black as ¢ thandet..
ad a awarthy in, long’ mle

whiskiers, ‘wird blac" iftaring evéar 11"

- Grettin’ tough t'l:n:'g 8 couple of gelag :
in a soft mee, ;
_ seeing the two girls, raised his hat,

ain’t yuh?® he asked
nhowmg glean;mg white teeth.

”Yeh Mexicanm,” smd Klt “This
end of the world the rale's ladies first.
'l get some of the boys a little wa
bagk to explain it. They spell it wit
their fingers " on triggers. . C'mon,
Redwing 1 .

Over the hrldge ‘they . went and €ap-
tered non-stop to the next heng before
drawing rein;.then Kit Jaughed. ..

“Well, . I can laugh #ow;: Redwing.’
But was I mad st the time—huh?
jes’.rode on like we were dirt.”:

“Man' coma: lotig way—rode Qulcl: il

said Redwing, whose keen eyes had
studied the man ancl the horse; “ Plenty
hmr‘q]all time.”

. en perhaps he was rude to some-
cne farther back,” said Kit. “It
wouldn’t surprme—“

But before she could say more Red-
wing' excitedly pointed to the under-
glowth amongst the trees.

“ How do?” he emd

“Fine! How's yourself 1 asked Kit,
unable to stop smiling. “That's »
swell pet you've got there, stranger.”

The man—sunburned, in the middle
thirties—smiled in return,  and looked
down at the cub. .

“Rather jolly Tittla chap, eh?” he
agreed.

“Were you whni]mg to him " asked

He Kit.

“Oh, yes! He'll come from miles
to answer it—well, almost, y'know.”

“How cute I” Kit said. '

She walked up to him and held .out
her hands for the cub, which he
handed over. Kit hugge& it to her,
fondled its woolly head, flipped its tlh,
paws, and chuckled.

“The mother is in a small cave at
the top, and I don'i think she has
quite finished its education yet,"” said

There Was only one way of saving the English dude from arrest— |

by making friends with a wounded bear. But Kit and Redwing '
found tllat was about. the most dlff‘cult thing in the world!\ :

< Bcg i Ehe cried. “Bear cub »

; “By golly, .s0 it js!1” exclaimed, Kit.
;‘I didn’t know they came dowp so
ar.

Blie taw the clumsy cub waddling up
the steeg gide until 1t was lost to sight
in the thick undergrowth

“Gee! What a cute wee thsng " aid
Kit,  her ‘éyes dancing,” and she flung
herself fmm her horse g Let.’s find-it,
Redwing.” -

Redwing tethered her
moved ‘swiftly forward

. “Follow* trail,? jﬁw smd a.nd led
them up the slope.

Bt when th:ey reaehcd a den.rmg

horse and

they ‘had s shoek; for the bear was in’

the’ arms of & man—a’man who was
well worth looking at.” ™

He wore a light drill sult o parama-

-scarf at hra throat—
and . an- -eyeglass that linted and'
leamed  in the sun. areover, he
cgan whxstlmg a trilling, bird-like
note ‘that was quite anmzmg. :

“Hay, thera!” called Kit, and went
forward, smiling.

. The  man cgased whistling, turned,
mewed his eyeglass home, and.then,.

hat, a coloured-

1l

g L

the stxangel “Bosides, the's \\ound‘
Some rascal shot her1”. .
“Qh, pocr thing! We couldnt .sé
hﬂl‘ I suppose?" it asked. o
W L, s a goodzsh way. up, an
she's 1{1 a cave. I'm looking after her.q
Frankly, I'd prefor’ her .not to_ have!
\xq;tots yet; she might get excited; an
she's got to keep quiet. .You'll fo;g:ve
me if I appear to- huu‘y away,” hd
nd ed gravely: - If. I don’t take thel
-back, she mav ‘strain the wound,
movmg‘ to- find it, - Good- mrnumg [|
Perhaps I <hall sce you again.” {
Kit, stood looking. after hin, head on!
one side.

“That's & gwell L guy,”’ she ,=m.d-
“Taking care. of. that. she-bear.- And.i
that accent ! : Slick,seht; -

She descended: the - slope, and.

mounted-just as a rider camie into view,|
showing, through the trees tha blazin
colour of a red jacket.:

“ Mountié 1”7 she murmured. “Hurrah
for .the- North-West ]hounted Police i

Elizabeth Chester



22 “Kit of Red Ranch!”

Hurrah, hurrali! Reckon I'll tip him
off about that greaser’s manners [”

. Kit gave the Mountie a cheery salute
as he reined up and flicked a white-
gloved hand to his wide-brimmed hat,

“Seen ‘anyone going hard along
here?” asked the Mountie.

“Certainly have,” said Kit briskly.
“A nasty exican greaser, was it,
with a yellow—

But the Mountie sliook his head.

Y Not this time,” he said. “ Whistling
Dick’'s my man. Slick as you like,
dressed like a City geat,. and sporting

an eyeglass!”

Kit did not move and hardly
}u-leathed. Redwing locked thought-
ul,

“"Dressed like a City gent, wearing
an eyeglass?” Kit echoed, after a
minute or two's pause.

It was one of the biggest shocks she
had had in weeks. The illimannered

Your Editor’'s address is:—
The BCHOOLGIRL Qffica, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

i

MY DEAR READERS,—Claudine

has done it again! That over-

confident, imperturbable, but

most likeable niece of mine has brought

off yet another of her exploits involving

¥our Editor, this time on an afternoon’s
river outing.

When Claudine, dressed in her
summery best, and complete with
- Exi)nnic hamper, presented herself at my
" house one beautiful week-end and

informed me that we were leaving

immediately for the nearest river, I

was too dumbfounded to protest.

“Oh,"” I said. * Oh—are—are we ?
How—how splendid ! »

An hour later we had arrived. We
a,rrivsd at a boathousie, our Editor
wearily and perspiringly dropping the
hamper at hiam!Peet and twlzrling his
m:hin§ right arm while Claudine
blithely hired & boat. She gestured
mes to get in, laughingly scorned my

offer to row, and seized the oars
herself, il

Well, I must confess—Claudine can
row | Efficiently and energetically, she
pulled upstream. By the time we
reached an island I ‘was in excellont
gpirits, so that when Claudin , pulling
In to the bank, twinklingly said.
“Out you get, unele!” I did not
frown suspiciously, but merely raised
an irquiring eye.

“This where we're picnicking,
Claudine ¢ »

“ Rather, uncle. Gorgeous little
place,” Claudine enthused, “ And

with eome thrilling old ruins, too—
just over there. You trot off and
inspect them. T’ll sec to the boat and
bring. the hamper.”

I went off, inspected the ruins—

pieces—and leisurely turned to retrace
my steps. Up bounded Claudine,
beaming hnppigf.

" Been them, uncle ?  Aren't they
lovely *  And now we'll have a snack,
1 think. I could just do with o—oh,
botheration | ” ghe ended vexedly,
“1I've left the hamper in the boab ! "

“T'll get it, Claudine,” I offered,
and set off.

greaser was not wanted—the good-
mannered gent was.

“Waal,” she murmured, “sounds a
mighty queer get-up to me. Haven't
seen anyone riding along here 1ooking
like that, have we, Redwing?”

The Mountie nodded. *

“That’s his deseription, and I'm all

ears for his whistle. That's what'll
give him away.”

“What's he wanted for?” asked Kit
lightly.

“Lifting five hundred from a bank
and dropping the cashier,” said the
Mountie crisply, and, with a friendly
warning, rode on,

“Mountie mighty ecross if find not
tell,” said Redwing worriedly.

“You've said it,” Kit murmured,
resting an elbow on her saddle pommel
and cupping her chin in her hand.
“And  Mounties don't like being
crossed. And yet, Redwing, I don't

} are we going to do?

some old mansion now crumbling to .

I'm afraid I didn’t get it. 1 didn’t
get within fifty yards of it—for that
was the distance of our boat from the
thore. And it was swiftly drifting
farther and farther away !

From Claudine, behind me, came a

asp. I breathed rather heavily.

‘“ Oh dud-dear,” Claudine stammered.
" Iforgottotieitup! What-whatever
Supposing
nobody eomes by ?  Oh goodness ! 7

It waen't exactly a pleasing position®
to be in. For all we knew we might
be there for hours and hours. It was
8 lonely part of the river, and——

But we were lucky; exceedingly
e For presently & punt, con-
taining four girls, came leisurely by.
We hailed them, At once they came
to our rescue, And—whatever do you
think ? They proved to be readers of
the SomoorcieL ! _

Well, we were friends at once, and
with the contents of our own hamper
—rescued after & brief chase—and
what those cheery schoolgirls had with
them, the six of us set to and had the
merriest picnic imaginable.

 Jolly good thing I did let the boat
drift oﬂ‘,S:’ Claudine whispered during a
lull, * You ought to be glad. In—in
fact,” she ended, staring intently at a
fruit flan, * I might have done it on
purpose, just—just so that you could
meet these topping girls.”

And now, very briefly, let me desl
with next Saturday’s magnificent
story programme, Iirst of all we
have :

“CLARA’S CLASH WITH THE
CHAMPION!

—the superb Long Complete Cliff
House School story, which deals with
athletics, and tells what happens
when Gwen Cook's cousin, a- famous
International athlete, comes to coach

the girls for the big Sports Day events
against their Whitechester School
rivals.

Gwen's consin soon wing admiration
and rospeet, and yet—Clara, first of
all, and then the rest of the famous
Co.—have strange doubts abdut him,
The result is that Cliff House’s chances
in the great sports contest are seriously
endangered. This is one of . Hilda
Richards’ very finest stories. Don't
miss it.

Noxt week's number will also contain

another  instalment of Margery .
Marriott’s superb  serial, another
enthralling COMPLETE Kit story,

and more of Patricia’s Useful and
Interssting articles.
So until then—very best wishes,

YOUR EDITOR-

‘THE SCHOOLGIRL

reckon a guy like that would stea! an’
shoot & man.”

She wheeled her horse, and, returp-
ing it to where she had tethered it

before, dismounted and secured ik
again.
. “Go  where? asked Redwing,
puzzled.

“Way up,” said Kit.. “I'm going
to put it to that white man, straight
from the shoulder.”

They climbed to the top slowly, Red-

wing leading the way, and it was not.

long before they reached the rocky
summit.  The ground was tortured
there with rocks in profusion, with
twisted trees, scrub, and ecaves.
Kit walked forward and sang softly.
Almost at once the man in white
rose into view, dusting his trousers.
“Ah, we mect again|” he said.
“One good turn deserves another,”
Kit said guietly, *“You showed us
your bear, and in cass you've never
seen one, we can show you a Mountie.
But I've an idea he knows you—that
is, if you happen to be Whistling
Dick.”

The man’s eyes darkened.

“That was uncommonly decent of
you!” he said in a tone of warm
appreciation.

Kit smiled grimly, then faced him
in_her deliberate way.

“Bay, ‘listen! I want to get this
straight | Did you stick up & bank?"”

The stranger removed Eis monocle
and polished it.

f‘dBet.ween ourselves, I did not,” he
Bad, i

“Thanks!” said Kit in relief.
“Gosh, if you'd said ‘yes’ the world
would have turned a semersault for
me. Now, that dirty greaser—"

“Greaser—Mexican ~ Jack?”  the
stranger cried, :

“I don’t know his name, but he was
a Mexican all right—side-whiskers,
evil-looking,” said Kit.

“That’s the fellow, or his double,”
said the stranger. * Which way was
he heading?”

Kit pointed, and he stared beyond,
nodding his head slowly.

“There's one thing,” said. Kit, “if
you should have to vamoose—loave
that she-bear. We'll take the job on if
you show us where,”

He smiled at her, and then dropped
a2 hand on her shouldor.

“You're white all right,” he said.
“I'm glad you said that. 1f yoi mean
it, then come on.”

A minute or two later he reached a
cave, and Kit and Redwing, following,
stopped as the bear cub came loll ing
clumsily out, its fat tummy touc! mlg
the ground, its bright eyes winking. I
ran to the man and squatted on its
haunches, looking up at him.

From the cave came a growl as Kit
approached.

“Steady, steady!” said the man
softly. “She may not be friendly.”

-moved into the cave, and
whistled in a soft, endearing way.
Presently there was a dragging in the
cave, apd from it came a shaggy,
enormous she-bear. Bhe moved on
three legs; the fourth, one of the front,
was bandaged end cleverly hitched
with l;i:lait--e creeper_in a meat sling.

“ All right, old lad ," said the man,
and passed Kit a small tin. “Open that
for her.” : .

Kit opened the tin of honey, and the
she-bear eyed her. The mighty paws
had the strength to crush Kit, but she
had long since learned that the secret
of hﬁndling animals is to show no fear
at all.

“Honey! Come along! 'Try some!”
she said gently.

=
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.. & revolvershot, follow
. #nd the whine of two bullets. -

" his face—the
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" the tin of honey into her pink mouth,
and it went down well.
. *Enough,” said Whistling Dick.
- “But, remember, if I should not return
-—honey, not toe much, and buns from
the ateel box. Don’t be too interested
in the cub when the mother’s watching,
but win it confidence; then, if the cu
trusts you, she may do.  If the cub
shows fear of you, she'll strike.”
He soothed the she-bear, asked the
];'irls to move out of sight, and then
ured her back to the cave. A minute
. later He agpm&ched them with the soft,
cuddly cub. )
“Play with it. Here's homey and
milk,” he said.

When they looked up agein he had

" “The ‘she-bear suffered Kit to upend

.. gone, leaving no sign of his going!

Kit Takes Over!

IT crouched down with the cub,

let it bite at her fingers, dipped

; them in honey for it to lick,

! and taught it to trust her, while

Redwing sat alent, watching the she-
bear's cave.

But all at once Kit sprang up. From
the distance came the ri;xgin-g report of
by another

Cheeks pale, Kit moved forward,
while the cub, sensing her alarm,
scurried back to the cave and waddled

© dnsRedwing edged .forward a short
"-digtanee, then

turned back, signalling
Kit frantically.
" come, gun in hand !* she
hissed.
Together they .dropped down in the
ass.

MKit_ and. Redwing
exican approached,
looking about him as though searching
for something, glancing at the earth
and muttering, .

- Moving forward, he. whistled softly,
and at the firat note the bear cub moved
flom- cave. 'The shuffling of the
‘she-bear : and

l \ enout
appeared  and her bright, keen,
watohful eyes, L

The Mexican drew back, a smile on
smile of triumph.
Presently, a a brief pause, he
moved -forwgrd; and, diving into his
yellow-gnd-red jueket, took out a neat

roit. - At ‘of it:Kit - had a hard -
o e st i iy

wﬁ'h 8, rubber

Tt was & %«m N s

Creeping forward to the bear’s cave,
the Mexican tossed it in, and then,
tarning swiftly away at the bear’s deep
growl, went down the slope.

Kit and Redwing listened unti]l his
crashing steps were no longer heard,
and then, sitting up, exchanged looks.

“The money—he put it in the cave !”
exclaimed Kit. * he is th’ robber,
after all! But if it's found there—>

Redwing’s shrewd mind gave her the
answer, and she nodded her slock, shiny
head, the little red feather by her fore-
head bobbing.

“Mountie t'ink Wlhis'ling Dick rob
and hide money.” :

“ You bet ! said Kit grimly. "~ And I
reckon it’s just enough of the money
to fix the blame. hut not encugh to
make that greaser much poorer.”

She stood up, looking about her,

“ What ?* asked Redwing. )

“This is where we pitch camp.” said
Kit. “You pitch the tent just near by,
end I'l go to trail Whistling Dick.
Something tells me rthat gun-play
wasn't just to warm the gun.”

Kit had a soft spor for Whistling
Dick, so polite, so kind 10 animals, and
the thought that he might have heen

wounded tightened her heart. Going
the way the Mexican had come, she
lodked ahead now and then to where
the path wound below, hoping to eatch
sight of his tethered horse.

Then suddenly she came upon a patch
of grass that had been crushed flat, hut
which now slowly rose to the vertical.
Recently something bulky had sprawled
there—a man. Tiere was & stain of

red on the ground, and dragging marks

near by.

“Hit, and crawled away ! murmured
Kit anxiously. :

Cupping her hands, she whistled, but
no response came; and then in the dis-
tance on the read she saw the Mexican's
horse. . : )

‘But the Mexican was net riding it;
a man dressed in white was—a man
with a stain of red on his left sleeve.

-Kit swung back, her eyes brightening.

.“He's-got away, but, by golly, he'll
ride up to the Mountie ¥’

Moving baek, she stumblad on some-

in  the grass, recovered, and

Bteg};ed' to pick it up—a gun, an auto-
matic

Kit fingered it with revu]uim;, put it

down, and-then, making sure that the

safety catoh was om, ‘put it into her
bivorsack. . About to- move on, she
T iR
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two steps she reached it and picked 1t
off. In pencil Whistling Diek hail
written a messaga:

+ “1 guessed you'd come to look for
me, wgite girl, after hearing the shots.
I'm all right. But look out for the
Mexican. I've put an autometic in the
grass. You needn't use it, but it looks
as dangerous ms it is. He doean't like
the other side of an argument te have
a gun. Please look after the bear.
' Bincerely,
" WHisTLING DiIcK.”

That was the message, and Kit read
it three times before tucking it into her
pocket : then, in grim mood, she re
turned to the hear's cave, which Red-
wing reached a moment later, with the
wigwam that was their 1ent.

“Good for yvou. Redwing 1" said Kis
‘We've pgot to cawp here, because
we've goi to get these nntes from the
she-hear's cave without worrying her ar
hurting her, and that may take a few
haurs,” '

Just bevond the “ridge. in a clear
apace out of sight from the road below,
they pitched the wigwam, and, as it
was noon, Redwing found sticks and lit
a fire. Thoerd was conking ta be done.
water to he feind and iertched. and she
husied hersalf happily,

Kit, necamwhile, refurned to  the
hear'sreave, BT .

Thotight was needed now,  a plan of
eampaign.  Mexican  Jack had  not
planted the notes there for fun; he
woulld in some wav give the Mountis

GAIN and again Kit tried to reach
the stolen notes with the stick.

But every time the bear brushed the
stick to one side with a massive paw !

a hint where the. cave eould he found,
and who had looked after the hears.
The Mountie would go there, find the
notes, and helieve he had ..conelusive
rvidence of Whistling Dick’s guilt.

“Somehow I've got to take them
out,” mused Kit worriedly. * But that
nieans getiing the she-bear out.”

The Mountie, if there were no other
way of getting the bear out, might use
his earbine.  But Kit's way entailed
subtlety and kindness, winning the
bear’s trust.

In frent of the eave Kit sat down
with a tin of honey, dipping in her
fingers, and prerently the cub came out.

‘He licked her ﬁngera, and contentedly

sat there, watched by the she-bear, to
whom Kit presently rolled the re-
mainder of the tin. :

* als together, old girl,” she
said. “T'll swap the tin for that bundle
Just behind you.”

The she-bear was not duite sure of
Kit’s intentions yet; she still had fears
that Kit might take her cuh away, and
Kit resigneaz herself to ba patiént.

Leaving the bears for a while, she
helped Redwing prepare the meal, and,
singi
work into pleasure.

“What we need,” said Kit, as they
settled down to the meal, "is a long
stiok to rake with in the cave.”

softly together, they made the -

3



24 “Kit of Red Ranch!”

When the simple meal was over, Red-
wing got busy cutting a suitable switch
from a tree, and IKit returned to the
cave to continue her task of winning
round the she-bear. But that wise old
thing was more wary and cunning than
Kit had supposed.

Twice Kit put in the switch, only for
the she-bear to paw it aside with angry
rumblings. .

While Kit sat in musing thought,
Redwing finished -~ drying the things
they had used, but of a sudden she
paused,; alert.

“Hallo! What's wrong?” Kit asked
sharply, noting the Redskin girl’s sud-
den! keen attention.

“ Hear somecone?”

Kit leaned forward, and fancied that
she, too, heard a slight rustling sound.

“'deout and see,” she murmured.

Redwing crept forward, hardly mak-
ing a rustle, and when she was out of
sight Kit found that she could not trace
her movements. No disturbed grass or

foliage revealed the course she had
taken.” i
“Mighty cute!” murmured  Kit

admiringly.
A mowment later
greatly agitated.
«Moxicnn Jack ! she whispered, in
awe. “Dring gun! Go to cavel”

Redwing returned,

“When Kit Aimed Wide !

KIT went swiftly forward, crawling.

with Redwing over the uneven
ground; taking care not to give
warning of her coming by dis-
turbing loose rocks. Reaching the crest,
she peered over. e

Mexican Jack, a carbine in his hand,
was moving towards the cave. He was
eifotiching ; and presently he stopped to
raise the carbine, press it against his
shoiilder, and take aim. 4t

The cub moved from the cave, and
Mexican Jack lowered his carbine.
With a snarling noise he sent the cub
seuttling back, and now the she-bear,
_ having - heard the sound, and being
“alarmed for her babe's safety, shuffled
_forward to the cave mouth.

“«He'll shoot it!" said Kit, through
her teeth.

There camé” a flash
crawling back to the tent, she
the automatic -pistol from her haver-
sack. - Redwing's cyes were wide. She
crouched  still, afraid, trembling  a
little. .

“1 was
was ten,”
the things:

barrel of his

Kit#levelled the
set, her face pale.
+'As dhe Mexican aimed, so did Kit.
Tier hand was steady,- and she held
her breath. Redwing, plaiting crecper,
crouched- near by. 3
5 %0ne, two,” murmured Kit.

“ Mhen she saw him steady to fire.

g

o

to her eyes, and,
snatched

taught to fire a_gun when I
muttered Kit softly. *1 hate
but if I can hit that gun-

autowatic, her lips

Crack! It was.the automatic that
barked. The carbine quivered. But
the shot had goue wide. Kit had

missed her ann,

With a snarl the Mexican wheeled.
He did not pull his trigger at the bear,
but, turning to the spot whence the
shot had come, covered it, his dark eyes
searching for a trace of movement that
would give him a target.

Kit, lving still, hoped and prayed
that he would not fire blindly where
she lay.

Creeping forward, carbine at the

ready, the Mexican switched his cun-
ning oves left and right for them.

Kit’s hat top showed above the grass
as she crept on; and now she halted.
But Kit,-trained by her dad to a hun-
dred tricks, schooled by Old Bill, had
the hat in shaking fingers, held clear
of her head. Still holding it thus, she
pressed her face to the ground.

“@ot you— got you!” muttered the
Mexican. :

At that same moment a snarl came
from behind him, and shaggy paws
swung round his neck. The she-bear
had him in her grasp!

Hearing his yell of terror, and the
bear's growl, Kit pecred through the
grass, in time to sec the Mexican swing-
ing up his arms to beat away the bear's
strong, crushing paws.

Kit sprang up and ran forward. The
Mexican had dropped the carbine to
use his hands: but the bear was too
strong, and too angry for half-
IMCASUres.

it knew in a flash that her strength
could avail him nothing.  But there
was the cub. :

As it came forward fo watch, she
seized if, and, clutching it gently, held
it out to the bear, at the same time
uttering a shrill squeal.

' «CLARA’S CLASH
With The
CHAMPION!”

What a fine chap Arthur Warwick
was! That was the general opinion
at Cliff House School when Gwen
Cook's cousin, a champion
athlete, came to train the girls
for an important sports contest.
But—Clara Trevlyn was not so
sure. She had her doubts. And
so had the rest of Babs & Co.
after a while. Was Arthur Warwick
such a fine chap as he seemed,
Of

But read this enthralling Hilda

Richards story for yourselves next

Saturday. Order your SCHOOL-
GIRL without delay.

S e

The she-bear’s eves turned to her.
For only a fleeting moment did the
animal hesitate, and then, releasing
her victim, who staggered forward, she
turned on Kit. -

Placing the cub on the ground at her
foct, Kit dedged back.  And stch was
ihe -tense excitement of the moment
that she had not noticed the red jacket
showing through the trees on the hill.

“Tley, there! Ilold hard!” barked
the Mountic.

His carbine was on his back, not easily

swung round in a moment; but Mexi-

can Jack’s was on the grass.

Seeing it, sizing up the situation, Kit
kicked it from his grasp as he stooped.
With an angry snarl, he swung round
and jumped forward, to escape over
the ridge .

And cscape he might have done with
all the cover there was to hide him,
had he not made for the obvious gap
through the rock ridge, and there
caught his foot in trailing creeper cun-
ningly laid across it by Redwing.

Down he went, over and over, half a
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dozen times, to lie half-stunned and
gasping as many vards away. Before
he could rise, the Mountie, carbine in
hand, was over the ridge. The game
was up !

“old him!” cried Kit. “We saw
Lim fling notes into the bear’s cave.”

And Kit raced to the cave, easily
heating the poor injured bear. In she
darted, to seize the roll, and come

bursting out again.

It needed but a glance at that roll
to tell her why Mexican Jack had re-
turned to shoot the bear—to shoot the
bear, and regain that roll. For in the
centre of it, curled up, beld by the
rubber band, was an envelope addressed
to him. Evidently he had placed it
there in a moment of haste, and for-’
gotten it until some minutes after the
roll had been put in the cave.

“Jlore, Red-Jacket! Here's the evi-
dence,” said Kit excitedly. “Two wit-
nesses that he planted it in the cave i

“(ood enough!” said the Mountie
crisply. “I've got Whistling Dick
below.” .=

“Then,” urged Kit anxiously, * set
him free at once; for this she-bear’s
collapsed, poor thing! I'need his help
to dress the wound.” y

Five minutes later, having bandaged
Whistling Dick’s arm, which bad. been
pumbed, but only slightly . snicked -by
Mexican Jack’s shot, Kit helped him
1o dress the she-bear’s wound. X'

Ilis magic touch and soft whistle
calmed and stilled her. - Lxperience
had taught her that he was her friend.
And while he and Kit redressed the
wound, the she-bear hugged her tiny

cub.
In handcuffs, Mexican Jack went

down the hill with the Mountie.
“ Al right,” said the  Mexican
thickly. T did the job—but not alone.

That gink’s weak, washy pard was in
on it. ile borrowed Whistling Dick’s -
kit to help.” ; o,

Kit looked at Whistling Dick.

“So you were covering a pal?” she
asked softly. “Your pal borrowed
your togs to get you blamed—eh ? But
you weren’t going to get him fixed for
it?  That's mighty swell, Whistlin
Dick. It goes with the eveglass anﬁr
the manners, I reckon.”

Whistling Dick smiled. ;

“T'm just a remittance man—a
waster,” fm said. “But he's & younger
fellow. I could have got him out of
this scrape, and the scare would have
kept him_straight. It will, too; for
how the Mouptie’s out of earshot, 'l
admit he's got right away.”

Kit petted the she-bear and smiled.

“We kind of like this little spot and
the bears,” she said. “If you haven't
staked a lone claim here, mebbe we
could just sort of hang around a day
or two, camping, and being sick nurses
to the bears?”

«1 should be honoured,” said Whist-
ling Dick.

“you mean, its O.K. by you 128
smiled Kit. “Why don’t you learn to
talk proper?”

“Aw, shucks!” laughed Whistling
Dick. “Reckon you're the dandiest
kid here arvound, so here’s the mitt !
Shake on it, kid !” ‘

“Redskin tink same ting, too—yes,”
said Redwing, twining creeper absently.

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.
ARE your friends enjoying these lovely
COMPLETE stories? They’'d like
Kit and Redwing just as much as you
do, so tell them about  Elizabeth
Chester’s grand series, won't you?
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