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Racing Thrills, and School Fun and
Excitement in this week’s superb
CLIFF HOUSE Story.
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Meet once again Barbara Redfern & Co. of CIliff House School in this exciting
Long Complete story. And meet, too, a delightful Old Girl.

Drama on the Track!

19 EWS8! News!
News!l” an-
! nounced Bar-

bara Redfern,

bursting into the Fourth

Form Common-room at

Cliff House School, wildly

waving a sheet of notepaper. “News

from %err_v Osborne, girls!”

“Babs, uo?” cried Mabel Lynn.

“Babg, yes!” Barbara mimicked her

dearest chum, with a laugh. “This
note’s just been delivered from the
Drome Stadium. Gather round—

everybody ! I'll read it to you.”

The twenty or so girls in the roem
eagerly thronged round the Fourth
Form captain as Barbara unfolded.the
sheet in her hands. To judge by the
expressions on their faces they were as
excited as Babs herself at the news
from Berenice Osborne, for “Berry ”
was an old favourite of Clif House—
one of its cheeriest old girls whose
madeap ways, reckless gencrosity and
pluck, had endeared her to the hearts
of all.

Berry, at the moment, was the
chairman of the Old Girls’ committee;
and Berry was also daily winning fame
as a speedster on the motor racing
track. Everybody at Cliff House knew
that she was to compete in the forth-
coming lady drivers’ race at the Aero-
drome Stadium.

And because the lady drivers’ race
coincided with the date of the open-
ing of the new Cliff House Old Girls’
club-room, Miss Primrose, the head-
mistress, had made a popular decision
when she had asked Berry to perform

tAll rights of this publication are reserved
and reproduction is strictly forbidden.)

the opening ceremony of the club. A
great honour, that.

But better than the honour from
Berry’s admirers’ point of view was
the fact that during her training time
at the stadinm, Berry Osborne would
be a guest at the school. How keenly
they were all looking forward to see-

ing her again.

“Here we are!” Babs chuckled.
“No ‘dear Babs,” or anything as
usual, of course. ‘Whoopee! " she
read. “‘T've arrived, and I'm dying
to see you all again! Have a moun-
tain’s own amount of work to do here,
though, so will you come over as soon
as you can, and have a spot of iea at

the Drome? To-day’s a half-holiday

at the school, isn’t it? Bring your

gang. Undying affection. In great
?

haste.—BErry 0.’

“My hat, isn’t that just like her?”
Tomboy Clara Trevlyn chuckled.
“Well, are we going, you kids?"”

“Are we?” whooped Mabel Lynn.
“Wouldn’t miss seeing Berry for
worlds 17

“Rather not, you know !” fat Bessie
Bunter beamed. “And they do serve

ripping teas at the Drome! Let's go
now, shall we?” she added eagerly.
“We can go o6n our bicycles. Nothing

like a good bicycle ride for sharpening
the appetite !” z

There was a chuckle. Everybody, of
course, was eager to go. Unfortun-
ately, however, Janet Jordan and
Diana Royston-Clarke were confined to
bounds, so they were out of the run-
ning; Joan Charmant and Muriel
Bond and Beatrice Beverley had
already accepted an invitation else-
where, and so had Peggy Preston and
Sylvia Sirrett.

Still, there were, at least, a dozen
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left, and every one of that dozen had
but one ambition in the world from
that moment—to see Berry Osborne—
the dear, popular, carefree, madcap
old Berry they all so adored.
“Well, what about moving?" Babs
laughed. “Don’t want to waste any
—"”  And then she stopped as the
door opened, and gave a smothered
little gasp. “Oh, my hat, look out!”

she muttered, “Here comes the
Bore I
“Wumps !” grimaced Clara Trevlyn.

Rather startling the change in their
high spirits as they gazed towards the
newcomer — a very serious-faced,
mousy-haired young lady of some
twenty-two years of age.

Vera Staines was the newcomer’s
name, and Vera Staines was also an
old girl. She was remaining at the
school as the guest of Miss Bullivant,
Cliff House's maths mistress, because
she also was on the Old Girls' eom-
mittee, and was going to take a hand
in the opening of the new club.®

To be sure, nobody had anything
against Vera Staines, but, on the other
hand, nobody was wvery enthusiastic
about her. For Vera, though she had
only been at Cliff House for two days,
having recently returned from a pro-
longed trip abroad, thoroughly de-
served the unenviable nickname of the
“Bore ” she had earned for hérself.

“Hallo, girls!” she said, with ane
of her weak smiles. “I just locked in
to see if somebody would come and
talk to me. Barbava, are you busy?”

“Well, yes,” Babs said. “We've
just received a message from DBerry
Osborne, you see, Vera.”

“Berry ” — Vera Staines’ eyes
flickered a little—" Berry Osborne?
Oh, yes, 1 remember|” she said then.
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“Bhe’s going to o] the new club-
room, isn't she? And isn't she con-
necled in some way with moter racing?
A rather unladylike way of earning a
living, I always think.”

“QOh, stuff! It's a- jolly good way
of earning a living,” Tomboy Clara
Trevlyn protested stoutly. “I only
hope I'm a motor-racing driver when
I grow up, or an air pilot,” she added,
as an amended afterthought.

“(Oh!” Vera said mildly, ard flushed
a little. “Personally, I prefer explor-
ing. Did I tell you about that stam-
pede of elephants we met in the
African jungle?” )

“Oh, yes, you know !” plump Bessie
Bunter said hastily.

“Did I?” Vera frowned. “I don't
remember."”
Babs smiled a little.  They had

heard so many stories of Vera's adven-
tures in the jungle and elsewhere that
even the most unsuspicious of them
were beginning to suspect that Vera
exaggerated more than a little.

“Well, you—yon said something
about elepfunts, you know,” Bessie
mumbled. “I'm sure you said some-

thing about elephants. But we've got
to buck up. You see, Berry has just
invited us over to the Drome.”

Vera bit her lip.

“And I was just going to treat you
at the tuckshop,” she said.

“Oh _crumbs ! said Bessie. “That's
nice of you, you know. But if we go
to the tuckshep we shall miss tea at
the Drome—I mean, we shall keep
Berry waiting. I say, you girls, we'd
better hurry, you know,” she added
anxiously, and made a hasty move
towards the door.

“But what time will you be back?”
Vera asked Barbara. “I have a
special reason for asking, for Miss
Primrose has given me permission to
lecture all girls who are interested
between half-past six and seven. And,
naturally,” Vera said earnestly, “as it
is my first lecture at the school—I hope
we shall have others—I'm anxious for
there to be a good attendance. You'll
be sure to get back for it, won't you?"”

“Oh, wyes!” Babs said, and re-
strained her grimace. “Sure to.”

“Because, you know, Miss Bullivant
is going to be in the chair,” Vera in-
formed them, “and I'm going to talk
about Arabia, and desert oases in the
Sahara. A Irightful!: interesting sub-
ject, don't you think?”

“Er—oh, rather!” Babs murmured.
“Well, come on, girls! We must
hurry 1"

She nodded brightly to the old girl,
and Veuw.vtrl:th a shight frown, stood

1

aside. a haste that was sus-
picious, the chums hurried past her,
and out into the corridor. Babs
fanned herself.

“Phew! Clear!” she breathed.
“Thought she was goinﬁl to chin us for
another hour. Cycle-shed, girls—and

snappy I"” she whooped.

In a cheery group they got out their
cycles. Chattering and laughing, ex-
cited at the prospect of meetin rry
Osborne again, they pedalled along to
the great Aerodrome Stadium, one of
the most famous combinations of air-
fields and motor-racing tracks in the
country.

Outside the gates a girl in white
overalls with a smudge of black oil on
her cheeks was loitering, and as they
came P-I waved a cheery hand and ran
forward to meet them.- Bab: whooped.

“Berry1” she cried excitedly.

: “ Alive 1:1& kicking !” Berry Osborne
a s s

you'd soon be over
50 thought I'd beiter meet you.

Hallo, I say, i
you sl ook v Hallo, Besstet "Bt

2y
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Mlustrated by T. LAIDLER

losing weight, I see! Hallo, Clara!
Slill%ooking like a-dressmaker’s model !
And Mabs, I declare, you're prettier
than ever! )

“Oh, Berry!” cried Mabel Lynn, and
flushed to the roots of her golden hair.
“And yourself? You're—you're look-
ing ripping I

Berry Osborne laughed. And when
she did that her face, although not
startlingly pretty, became marvellously

aitractive. Eagerly she shook hands
all round; gaily she piloted them
throngh the gateway where & uni-

formed commissionaire stood. She
nodded to him.

“Phelps, these are my friends,” she
said. "E’Vhile I'm +here they are to be

admitted at any hour of the day or

night without question. Got it, old
man " :
“Yes, Miss Osborne, I'll remember.”
- ! Now, what about the

cvcles, kids?” Berry asked.
leave lhein for thtjl tirnekbein in my
garage. I've got the tank in the pits.”

“Tank ™ qus:ried Leila Carroll, the
American junior.

“Term of affection for a racing-car,”
Berry briefly explained. “Show you it
as soon as we've got rid of your cycles.

“Better
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Small said glowingly. “She's all ready,
if veu want to take her out.”

“Then.” Berry laughed, “start hee
up. Charlie, give Miss Redfern your
helmet. Babs, clap that on the old
grey matter. Now—— Hallo1” she
added: as there was the sudden blare
of a powerful engine farther along the
track ana a big red car started off.
“Nice tank, that! Who's the driver,
Charlie "

Charlie Small frowned.

“Dunno, miss—not rightly. Nobody's
ever scen her face, as far as I know,
She's on the list as A. N, Other."

“Private?” Berry asked keenly as
the red car zoomed along the track.

“Yes Miss Osborne.”

Berry nodded. Her eyes followed the
car. Babs & Co., interested, watched,
too. |

A girl whose features were almost
completely hidden by a helmet and
goggles, wearing & red-and-white
spotted scarf round her neck, was at the
wheel. In a flash she was past them,
and roaring up on to the banking.

“Knows how to handle it,” Berry
said admiringly. “Wonder who she is,
though " *

“But doesn’t she have to give her
name ?” Babs asked. ;

to the committee,” Berry
answered. “As a private—private
meaning that it's her own car and she's
driving for her own bencfit—she can
drive under any name she likes. I'm

With her schooldays many years behind her, and now embarked on
a racing driver’s career, Berry Osborne was still a wonderful chum
to Babs & Co. How they admired her, how they loved to watch her

racing, how they enjoyed her
old girl, indeed !

madcap company! A popular

Most earnestly they hoped she would win the

big race ; and when mysterious enemies raised their hand against
Berry—why, then it was Babs & Co. who were to the fore in
protecting her. 5

How's everything at Cliff House? Any
other old girls there, Babs?”

“Yes, rather! Vera Staines,” Babs
said. “Did you know her when you
were at the school, Berry?”

“Vera!” Berry laughed. “Dido't I
just! We were both in the same Form
together. 1Is she still as fond of talking
about herself as she was?"

“Fond 1” Leiln sniffed. “I guess it's
about all she does. Still, she’s not too
bad, is she, Babs?”

“Not too,” Babs said. *I think she
means well enongh. Is this the garage,
Berry ?” she added. Y

“This is it,” Berry laughed. “Park
the old cycles in it—that’s right. Shut
the door, will fou, Clara—but don't lock
it, because if I carry the key about I'm
bound to lose itl Always do,” she
added *“Well, well! What a treat to
see you all again! Come along, now,
and inspect the tank and me
introduce you to my one and only
n}echnnic—&hlrlia Small. Say, any-
body like a buggy ride?” she added
eagerly. “I'm taking the car on the
track for a practice spin in a quarter
of an hour.”

“Oh yes, me!” cried everybody at
once.

“One—one and one only!” Berry
laughed. “As Babs is the skipper,
what about her—you others shall have
a trip later on? Babs bags it, then?
Ah, here we are at the pits. Here's the
bus, and here's dear arlie,” she
added, winking at the oily-smeared
young man who was half-hidden by the
up-thrown bonnet of a low blue car.
“How's works, Charlia?”

“Fine, Miss Osborne, fine!” Charlie

a private, too,” she added, with a touch
of ruefulness. *

“You mean, you're just doing this
for your own pleasure?” Mabel Lynn
asked. -

“Not exactly.” For a moment
Berry's face became serious. “To tell
vou the truth, a dickens of a lot hangs
on this race for me. Funny thing, how
it’s all linked up with the school,” she
added, smiling. “You all know
Humphrey Manderson, don’t you?”

“One of the governors?” Marjorie
Hazeldene put in.

“That's it. He's also the big boss in
Manderson’'s Motors, Ltd. -You've
heard of them, of course. Humphrey
Manderson runs a lot of racing-cars.
Occasionally I have driven for him, but
I'm not exactly his star, you see. But
—and here’s the story,” she added, with
a chuckle. “He’s practically promised,
if I win the lady drivers’ cup, that
he'll make me his No. 1 driver.”

“Qh, I say!” Babs cried. “What's
that mean?t”

“A jolly good salary and plenty of
racing,” Berry answered. “The money
would come in useful, because I'm
spending all my cash on this race.

unay, though, 1sn't it, that he should
be connected with Cliff House? And
isn't he the chap who Eut up most of
the money for the Old Girls’ Club?”

“¥es, rather! And he's going to be
resent at the opening ceremony, you
cnow,” Bessie Bunter said.

“Is he now1” Berry's eyes sparkled.
“ All the more important for me to win
the race and be his No. 1, eh? T say,
Miss Spotted Becarf is going some.” sha
added admiriogly. “Looks as if I'm
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mot going to have it all my own way.
Btart her up, Charlie. Ready, Babs?2

“Babs, you lucky thing!” Clara

breathed enviously as Babs climbed
mnto the cockpit.
. Babs dimpled. There came a roar
from the exhaust, a jet of blue petrol
vapour, and suddenly the huge car
was throbbing. Through her goggles
Berry glanced at the Fourth Form
eaptain. ; . .

"“Hold tight, now, Babs, you're going
places 1” she yelled.

The car slid away on to the track.
Babs laughed, waving her arm to her
chums, and then was jerked back into
breathless realisation of her position as
Berry changed gear and accelerated.
The car zoomed along.

“Fun, Babs?” Berry laughed.

“Ripping |” Babs shouted,

Like a live thing the great car leapt
forward. Breathlessly"Babs hung on to
the side, while the wind cut at her face
and the white track rushed like a long
belt beneath the wheels. ,

My, how calmly Berry handled the

Tl

€a
Thirty, forty, fifty, sixty. The needle
in front of her was quivering. i
“Now we're really off,” Berry said,
and smashed the car into top gear.
“Babs, watch Miss Spotted Scarf!
T'm going to give her & run for her

money |
Miss Bpotted Scarf was ahead, a
half ]ag: Berry's foot went down.
in

ose laug % blue eyes of hers
became shot with a steely glint as they
approached  the "~ steep banking—it

looked like a rhountain t¢ Babs. Now
Babs was thrown back in her seat, as
they zoomed round it, for a moment

feeling as small and insignificant as a’

small pea in an enormous pudding
basin. The speed, the utter thrill of it.

Faster, faster! Tyres screaming,
engine roaring, the instruments on the
dashboard quivering with vibrant life.

Then they were off the banking,
chasing the red car. Like a flash Berry
went along the back straight, rounded
the banking, and took the home
straight.

For a moment Babs saw Spotted
Bearf turn. Then, as if accepting the
challenge, she accelerated. erry ex-
claimed with delight.

“We're racing !” she- cried.

“Qh, my hat!” Babs gasped.

She held on, heart in mouth, but
liking it—loving it.

And- Berry’'s car was overhauling!
Came the banking again—another gain
for Berry. Now the flat again—the

. banking |

“We — we're drawinF level I”
screamed ‘Babs triumphantly.

But Beérry was not heeding. Her
face was set; every ounce of Eer con-
centration, her attention, was on the
work in hand., Like rockets the cars
shot. Nearer, nearer. Now they were
on Spotted Scarf’s tail; now they were

lidiig  alongside;

nnet to bonnet.

“We're passing|” screamed Babs.

Berry's face' was grim. Passing they
'%:‘ tely Spotted Scarf tryi

sperate ed Scarf was trying
to e the femfolgain but Berry was
determined she shouldn’t. Graduall
the blue car forged ahead, and ahead,
and ahead. Four more laps and there
was almost a quarter of a lap’s differ-
ence. Then suddenly, from behind
there came a terrific bang. Babs, turn-
ing, saw a spurt of smoke coming from
Spotted Scarf's front tyre; saw the

car skid in giddy circles, ¢.23

‘' Berry, an: 'accident!” she gasped:

But Berry had heard,
ing the brakes The car slowed. At the
bend Berry turned it and raced back.

‘nation.

now they were.

and was apply-.

The red car had come io a standstill,
and the driver was already out beside
it. Smartly Berry brought her own
car to a halt. She and Babs leapt out.
“I say, bad luck!” Berry cried, in
concern. ‘‘But it was a lovely try-out,
wasn't. it? Congratulations on your
driving,” she said to the other girl,
and held out her hand. ;
The other girl for a moment locked
at the hand; then, with a swift gesture,
she lifted her own. Then, deliberately,
contemptuously; she struck “down the
{:and offered in friendship towards
er.
. “Oh, you—you mean catl” Babs
indignantly burst out.

d while Berry dazedly regarded
the hand that had been struck, the
unknown girl speedster rushed towards
the pits.

—_———

~ Berry Plans a Surprise!

{3 GOOD driver, yes
—but not, 'm
afraid, a

sportswoman,”
Berry Osborne raid, with
a shrug. “You'll find you
meet ‘em like that, you
Babs—even on mofor-tracks.
Never mind,” she added,
“We shall live to race
another day, and  perhaps friend
Spotted Scarf will be in a better
humour. What about some tea1”
“ But—but aren’t lg'm.l. goi};s to have
it out with her?” Babs cried. |
Berry shrugged. ‘
“What’s the good?  Don’t like rows.
Forget it. Hi, Charlie, take this bus
ck, will you?” she called. *This
way, Babs.” ‘ ; B0
They went forward towards the pits
where the: rest of the chums, having
watched that test of skill in breathless
wonder, and also the incident which
followed it, were bursting with indig-
Clara, especially, was furious.
“Huffy cat!” said that blunt Tom-
bay.  “My hat, if that had been me,
I think I should have hit her! Still,
it was a riPpiug race,” she added
glowingly. “You won’t have any-
thing to fear from her, Berry.” F
“No?” Berry asked. “Talk when
the race comes,” she said. ‘'She
might, have been holding something
back, even though ‘it didn’t seem like
it. But come on, -now,” she added,
leading the ~ way
“I'll take you to the tea-room, an
you can be getting on while I change.

know,
Well, well!
with a laugh.

‘Order"just what you want for tea, you

know.

“Qh, I sus-say, aren’t you a sport?”
Bessie gurgled. “Is this the tea:
room !” she added, as Berry threw
open a door labelled: “Members
only.”  “Isn’t it ripping?™ '

Ryi ]ping it. was. The chums’ eyes
spar]fed. Not a very large room, of
course—for this was on the private
part of the track’s premises. About a
dozen other people were having tea,
and Clara glowed with pleasure as she
recognised among them Ben Allan,
the world-famous motoring ace, and
Mrs. Therring,
broken a track
who was also famous as a stunt flyer.
They all turned to smile at Berry.

Berry smiled back. Then she spoke
to the steward in charge, and left the
chums, The steward approached.

“Tea, miss?” he atked Babs. . “Hol
g4 es?”

Babs blipked. . i

“Yes; but—but we can’t have them

here, can we 1"
“Why not? Miss Berry’s got an

into the stadium.

who had not only just -
record in Germany, but’

‘asked " indignantly.
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idea you'd like them. Tarts and cakes,
of course.. Cream pufis. Jellies.”

“Crumbs! It sounds like a study
tea |” Bessie said,

“Miss Osborne’s idea,” the steward
informed her. “It’s , what ~Miss
Osborne calls one of her &choolgirl
!f(;da. She said she thought you'd like
1 n

The chums laughed, Dear old
Berry! What notions she {mdl Jo?'-
fully they ordered the meal, and-while
it was came

being served, Berry
breezing in again, She chuckled as
she indicated the table.
“Tops, eh?” she asked. “ You see,
although I'm twenty-two, I've never
really grown out of my, schooldays, and
I still Iike the things'I did then. But,
tell me about dear old Vera,” she
added, with interest,  “I haven’t seen
her since the day I left the old school.

suppose she's altered a lot,” she
adc,i,ed wistfully, *“At least, 1 hope

“Why, wasn't she very populari”
Babs asked.

“Not so you'd mnotice.” Berry

rimaced. e was too fond in the

rst place of talking about herself and
telling tales. But don’t let’s run her
down,” she added. “I do hate scandal,
and, of course, she’s grown out of all
that' now. It will be fun seeing her
again and talking over old times—
gee, am I anxious to get back fo_the
old- place! Does she still wear yellow
spectacles bﬁ the way—slightly thicker
at one side than the other 1"

“Oh, yes,” Babs said. *“But mostly
out of doors. She says they’re just
because bright daylight affects her
eyes, Another sandwich, please,
Mabs.” s

And so that merry meal progressed,
while thef_ talked, and talked, Berry
eagerly listening, and = occasionally
relating some anecdote of her own
madéap schooldays.

Time passed very quickly, Berry, as
absorbed as themselves, never noticing
P_ow the hands of the clock were travel-
ing.

But suddenly Babs jumped.

“Here, I say, we'll have to scoot!”
she cried anxiously. “We've only. got
twenty minutes before gates.”

“Oh, my hat! And here’s me, for-
getting all about the rules!” ITy
cried.  “Of course, you all have to be
in-by half-past six, don’t you? Come
‘on, we'd better get those bikes of
yours |

They hurried along to the garage.
But when they reached it they stopped.
For the doors were closed—and ]ocﬁgd.
Berry stared. .

“My hatt That idiot, Charlie, has
locked the bikes wup!” ehe said.
“Charlie !” she yelled. %
~ “Yes, miss?” Charlie said, hurry-
ing up. -y

““Where’s the key of this garage ?”

“T don’t' know, Miss Osborne.”™
Charlie shook his head. “That’s what
I've just been trying to find out,
because I want to put the car back.
I thought perhaps you'd locked  it.”

“But who the dickens could have
locked up the garage and taken the
key - without my permission?” Berry,
Finlted | e et "5‘4...’?:

elps ! ps, what do_yeum “k
l}aou_t this_?'l’nahe‘ t?ldded. “ Vyho’s been
playing tricks with. my garage door}

“I'm - sure I don?t know, jss
Osborne, Unless,” he added, after a
thoughtful pause, “it was your friend—
I dor’t know her name. Th

he young
lady  with the red-and-white spotted

@

. scarf, I
"

Who—Miss A. N. Other?” Ber
“Friond, indeed |
I don’t even know her name!
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“Well, I saw her about half an hour
ago going into the garage, and, natur-
ally, I thought she had your permis-
sion. And I did see her close the door
when she came out, but as somebody
called me just then I didn't notice
whether she locked it or not.”

Berry laughed.

“Probably being just nosey,” she
said. “And, anyway, I don't see any
reason why she should lock the bikes
up.  Still, that doesn’t get us out of
the difficulty. The girls have got to
get back to school. Isn't there another
key anywhere, Phelps?”

“I'm sorry, miss—no.”

“Then,” Babs gasped, “we—we'll
have to walk—or run! We might just
be able to do it, if we hurry. See you
later, at the school, then, Berry?”

“Yes, rather! In half an hour or
0,” Berry promised.

They dashed off then.
hopeless from the first. It would have
been hopeless " even without DBessie
Bunter, who could fiot run as fast as
the rest, and who groaned and
laboured like a ship in a gale. Many
times they had to pause while Bessie
had a breather, and the main gates had
been closed nearly ten minutes when,
panting and breathless, they finally
reached Cliff House.

Piper, the porter, coming to the zates
in answer to their ring, stared through
at them.

“Which you’ e already been reported
for being late,” he grumbled, “and
which Miss Primrose says as she will
see you all in her study as soon as you
come in."”

“Wumps! Bare the neck for the
chopper,” Clara groaned. “Come on,
let's go and get it over!”

In a somewhat chastened group
they made their way into the school.
At once they went to Miss Primrose’s

But it was

study. s thev neared it, the door
opened and Vera Staines, looking
rather upset, came out.

“Oh, pgollywogs!” Babs breathed,
suddenly remembering. “We've missed
the giddy lecture, as well! I say,
Vera—"

Vera paused.

“You—you didn’t come,” she said

hollowly.

“Oh crumbs! Vera, we're SOrry.
We—\re got held up.
And because you didn’t come,

nobody else in the Fourth Form came,
Vera said, with some emotion. “And
as a result, Miss Bullivant and I
waited for half an hour, with only
five girls present. She's very annoyed
about it. So is Miss Primrose. But
please,” she added, “try to come to-
morrow, won't you? Ahem! There's
Misz Primrose!” she added, as the
headmistress appeared at her door.

She walked on. Babs & Co., with no
little apprehension, followed Miss
Primrose as she nodded them into her
sbudy. In a rather anxious line they
ranged themselves in front of her desk.
Miss Primrose frowned.

“Well,  Barbara, have yan any ex-
planution as to why you and these girls
are late?’

“Well, you see, somebody locked the
garage up, with our bicycles in it, at
the race track,” Babs said. “We went
to see Berry Osborne.”

“If,” Miss Primrose said,
not left your departure to the last
moment that could hardly have hap-
pened, could it? I am afraid, Barbara,
I cannot accept that as an explana-
tion. Apart from missing gates, I am
very, very deeply annoyed with you
all ‘for the slight you have put upon
Vera Staines.

“You Wl]l all,” Miss Primrose added
severely, ““miss supper to-night, dnd
immediately call-over is dxsmhs(-d you
will go to bed. And I hope in future
—bless my soul !” she cried, as the door
burst open, and then started. For the
girl who ecame in then was Berry
Usborne herself.

“Miss Primrose, I am :orn but I
hcard ' Berry said earnestly.

“Berenice, I must protest—-"

“Please, Miss Primrose,” Bur\ said,
“don’t punish the kids! It wasn't their
fault, really—it was mine. If only I'd
remembered they had to get back—"

“They are perfectly capable of re-
membering these things for them-
selves,” Miss Primrose said, a little
stiffly.

“Oh, but just this once!” Berry
pleaded. “Dash it al[ you were a girl
yourself one time—"

“you had
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“Dorenice, please! Miss Primrose
turned pink. “I appreciate your
neotive, but discipline must be main-
tained. Girls, please go!” she added
“Your punishment stands.”

In dismay that madcap
watched as the juniors filed
Then imploringly she turned to
headmistress again.

“Miss Primrose, can't you—"

“Berenice,” Miss Primrose said,
“sit down. I warn you now that it is
no use persisting in your championship
of an unworthy cause. Dubt I am
pleased to see you,” she added, a smiln
chasing away the sternness of her face
“And I am more than glad to hear
from Humphrey Manderson that he is
thinking of making you one of his
permanant staff of drivers. I supposc
vou have heard that an old colleaguo
of yours is also a guest at the school—
Vera Staines?”

Berry grinned.

speedgirl
ast her
tho

“Yes; Babs told me that,” she said,
“and, gee, am 1 just bursting to sce
her  again! Where is  sho, Miss

Primrose 7"

“I will send for her,”
said, and touched a bell.
you will occupy Guest
which is next to hers. Ah, here comes
Vera !” she added, as the door opened
and that pale-faced girl appeared.

Berry, with a laugh, jumped to her
feet.

“Vera—"

“Why, Berry!”
both shook hands.

“My hat! It's like old times all at
once, isn’t it?” Berry beamed. “And
pretty exciting times we had some-
times, eh? Whoops! Do I ever think
about them? Remember the night you
fell down the fire-escape into the white-
wash barrel 1"

Vera flushed.

“And remember the night when you
were caught out of bounds?” she said

“QOh, that's when you jolly well
sneaked on me! remember—yes."”
Berry grinned again. “It took me a
long time to forgive you for that,
Vera.”

Vera flushed again,

“But that’s all over,
said, with one of her slow smiles,

Miss Primrose
“ Meantime,
Room No. 2,

Vera cried, and they

of course,” sha

“And

“WWHO'S been playing tricks thh my garage door ? '’ Berry demanded.
Osborne,’’ replied the commissionaire.
I saw her go into the garage half an hour ago ! "’

spotted scarf.

The chums stasted at that.

“I'm sure I don’t know, Miss
‘‘ Unless it was the young lady with the red-and-white

But what

possible reason could the mystery driver have for locking their bicycles in the garage?



¢ “Their Friend, the Madcap Speed-girl!”

if therg’s anything I can do for you
while you are here—>. :

“Spoken like an angel!” Berry said
heartily. ““And as it happens, there is.
I'm just trying to persuade Primmy—
ahem |—beg pardon, Miss Primrose—to
let Babs & Co. off. They’ve been packed
off to bed without supper. Miss Prim-
rose won't listen to me, but she might
]isgzn to both of us. Vera, be a sport
Pty :

But Miss Primrosze impatiently waved
a hand.

“ Berenice, again no! [ appreciate
your kind motive, but yeu forget that I
am headmistress here and I have my
duty to do.”

“And that’s that, eh?” Berry asked
ruefully. “Well, thanks! Thanks, too,
Vera. Nice of you. By the way, 1s the
:i“dl“hop still here?” she asked sud-

enly.

“Why. yes, of course!” Miss Prim-
rose said.. “But it is closed now.”

“And Aunty Jones still runs it?”?
Berry asked.  “A very old friend of

. mine, Aunty Jones, in the past. - Like
to see her again.” ;

“Then,” Vera said, “I'll take you to
her, shall 1?7 I'd really love a talk
with you, Berry.” 4

“Let’s go,” Berry said, and im-
pulsively caught her arm. "“Miss Prim-
rose, you don’t mind1*" i
“0Of course not.? - * i
Arm-in-arm, the two wegt out, just as

vell for call-over rang throughout the

school. Berry™ eyes held a twinkle.

“Pity about the kids,” she  said.
“Tough luck, eh?”

“Very tough,” Vera assented.

“ And it was, in a way, my fault, you
know,” Berry went on. ‘“Dash it, I

can’t sce them going to bed supperless !
Vera, I've got a wheeze !”

Vera eyed her in some alarm.

“Oh, Berry, don’'t start your old
tricks again.” : )

“Htuff I” Berry said. “Rats! Piffle!
Bosh! Whoops, am I getting schooly
again! Vera, what about getting a
load of tucker from old friend Aunty
Jones and giving the kids a dormitory
Remember the old midnight

She laughed out of sheer excitement
at that idea. h

“You—you don't really mean that?”
Vera asked.

“Wh not??  Berry
langhed.

“But—but you’re grown-up now |”

“Eh? -Oh, stuff to that! Come on,
Vera, be a gport—do I she urged.

Vera, however, shook her head.

“I—I'd like to,” she said. *“I would,
really. But—but I can’t. I—I've just
remembered something frightfully im-
portant. Miss Bullivant has asked me
to play bridge with her, and of course,
I couldn’t disappoint Miss Bullivant—
edpecially when I'm her guest, Here’s
the tuckshop, Berry—and I declare,
there’s Aunty Jones standing on the
step! Do you mind if I leave you
now "

¢ Not at all,” Berry breezily laughed.
“But, Vera, not a whisper to the
Bull—*

Vera looked hurt.

ripplingly

“Berry, you don’t still think I'd
sneak on you, do you?” she said. “Of
course ‘mot! But be careful,” she

warned, .“and—nnd_ jolly good !u.clt P

And So Does the Mystery Enemy!

fuf-famished, you know |
I'm sure I'll die of nin-
night starvation

= (13 W-1» Bessie' Bunter

fagr) ' 'll:;lon_]ned tgxh
< appily.* ™

b, did-dear! * Pm

.."Go to sleep!” .came . a grumpy
murmur from Lydia Crgssendale’s bed.

“But_how can I sleep?” Bessie in-
dignantly argued. ™ Nogod? can sleep
on an empty stomach! It's all right
for you, you know—you’ve had supper!
But_what about us?”

“Gee, yes I” Leila Carrgll said. “I'm
with old Rolypolyskins therel I could
eat the hind eg off a gee-geel”

5 :And 50,” ‘Mabel Lynn said, “could

The Fourth Form that night in the
dormitory was split into two camps—
the well fed and the unfed.

And the unfed, the girls who had
missed supper by Miss Primrose’s
order—although it was an hour after
lights out—were still wide awake. -

“Funny,” said Barbara Redfern
suddenly.

“Oh, sure! Secreaming!” Leila said
scornfully. “I'm just laughing my

head off at having missed grubbins!”

Babs smuled.

“No, ass, I don’t mean that,” she
said. “I . was_ thinking—of other
things. Funny, I mean, why Spotted
Scarf should have shut up our bikes.”

“If,” Mabs said, “she did do it. It's
hardly likely—"

“Cave |” hissed a voice.

And instantly everybody ducked
down as a s=oft tap came at the door.
The tap was followed by the creak of
the hinges as the door opened, A dark,
shadowy figure, carrying ‘a bulky
basket, came into the room. Then
sounded a soft chuckle. .

“Hallo, girls! Anybody hungry?”

“Berry |” cried Babs.

“Berry it.s!” that madcap answered.
“ Shush, though—don’t make a sound!
Couldn’t let you go to sleep without
‘supper, you know, so I've used my

well-known influence with Aunty Jones

to let me have a basket of tucker!
What price a dormitory feed?”

““Berry, you—you giddy wonder!”
Clara Trevlyn chortled.

talk about a brainwave! Come on,
kids ! | ;

“Three cheers for the life-saver!”
Jemima Carstairs said. “ Candles
forward! Careful not to make a row,

though, ¢ld Spartans!”

Activity then—cheerful, if sudden,
activity. In a moment everybody was
awake, candles were lit, and Berry's
feast spread out upon Babs’ bed. And
h;)w the chums' eyes sparkled at sight
of it!

Tarts, eream puffs, several slices of
cold pie, several bottles of ginger-beer,
biscuits, and sandwiches.

“Oh, Berry !” Babs breathed.

“Nice, eh?” Berry laughed. Her
own eyes were sparkhng in the candle-
light. “Let’s spread it out, shall we,
and have a dormy feed in the ¢ld
style? T'm in it, too, you know. I
missed my supper specially so that I
could have the fun with you all!
Everybody’s invited,” she added
cheerily, “but the hungry ones have
first claim.. What do we do for
drinking-glasses 7" : A

¥Use our tooth glasses,” Babs said.
“What-he |, This is ripping I”, ?

Ripping ‘it _was. To the.  hungry
chums of the Fourth it was a deliver-
ance, indeed. Dormitory feeds ;at all
times were popular functions, . but
there was no feed Ii A dormitory
feed when one was really hungry. In
m.aase:r-ﬁ;oup the Fourth gathered
round the bed. , . .. 9t akg s
In a few moments there was nothing

“to_be.heard in ‘the Foupxth Form dor-

“Q0Oh, my hat,

_iihe shrug,
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doesn’t this bring back the old days?
This is. one of the things I often dream
about, you know—tp be a . schoolgirl
again, having dormitory feeds Jike
this. But quiet!” she warned. “We
don't want to get it in the neck.”
“Here’s to Berry, girls1” Babs said,
holding up her glass.

“Hear, hear!” Clara suppm-tési.
“Here's hoping she wins the big
race |”

Great fun—lovely fun! And Berry,
sitting among them, was just one of
themselves. That was the delightful
part of it. Merrily the feast went on,
until, abruptly, the door opened.

The lights wore snicked on. And the
dismayed Fourth flung -round with all
the evidence of their guilt surrounding
them, to stare into the amazed features
of Miss Bullivant, who stood at the
door..-

“Well, upon my word !”” she gasped.
“Upon my word! It is true, then!
Barbara, iow dare you! And—"
Her eyes almost popped. “ Berenice !”

Berry made a wry face. :

“Tough!” she said. “Sorry, Miss
Bullivant. But please don't blame the
girls. It was my fault—entirely.”

Miss Bullivant’s lips compressed.

“I am glad to hear it,” she said
tartly. “ At the same time, Berenice, I
myst remind you that you are a guest
in these premises. A guest must have
a sense of responsibility, and to lead
girls into breaking strict rules of the
school is hardly the way to show recog-
nition of those responsibilities.© You
understand, of course, that T shall
have to report to Miss Primrose 1”

. Berry nodded.

“Fm sorry,” she repeated again.
“But it was only a bit.of fun. I—I
sort of felt I had to make it up to the
girls, because it was my fault that
they got packed off to, bed without
supper. Don’t punish the girls, Miss
Bullivant.” :

Miss Bullivant paused. .

“Very well,” she said. = “Barbara,
you may clear up this—this, mess.
Berenice, I shall be obliged if you will
leave this dormitory. And please re-
member in future that these sort of

escapades are not tolerated., Miss
Primrose will be extremely dis-
pleased.”

“I bet she will,” Berry assented
ruefully. “Poor old mel Funny,
though, how you spotted us,” she

mused. “I thought you were in bed.”

“And so I was. Someone pushed a
note under my door.”

Babs started.

“A notel”

“A note,” Miss Bullivant said, .ex-
plaining, not to Babs, but to the old
girl, “sayimg that this—that this law-
lessness—was taking place in this dor-
mitory. Naturally,” Miss Bullivant
added, “it was my immediate duty to
investigate.” .

Girls were locking at each other in
puzzled wonder. .

“But who sent the note?” Berry
asked, in surprise, .

“Of that I am not sure,” Miss Bulli-
vant said stiffly. “The note itself con-
tained no signature, and was printed

in black capitals—very neat capitals—
on a card.

: Now: please get :.back to
bed, girls. Berenice, you had -better
come with me.” . ., -~
or g.mor(xient Berry hesitated.  Then
ed. ; Y s Ty S g
t Rﬁghb—i\o 1” she sai._d.._e,_ “Sorry the
feed was interrupted, kids, but_ hetter
Ipek nexi -timel I'm- ready, - Miss

itory, save the cham .of apprecia- - Bullivant.” . NI St
fi‘;e jy;“ and -thaf:gtl;r.;ﬁ‘f: . 50 of,. .And she wayed her hand, a. li_r!ght
ginger-beer falling -in mal‘:ﬂqw ..smile on .heg.,fm-.'ehﬂm.ﬂ.yl iyant

“Fops!”. Berry laughed...i' My hat, starchily put out the lights,



EVERY SATURDAY
" Spotted Scarf” Strikes!

A~ OLLY nice of Berry
= J Osborne to provide

them all with a free

supper, and to get
them off punishment for
eating that supper against
the school rules. Jolly
sweet and sporting of Berry, the whole
Form agreed. But mean and sneaky
of the unknown person who had given
them away.

Who could it have been?

No one knew. But early next morn-
ing Babs was up and dressed, and
rushing off to Berry’s room to find out
what Miss Primrose had said to her
the previous night. But early as Babs
was, Berry had been earlier. It was
from Vera Staines that she learned
the madcap speed-girl had departed
for the aerodrome track half an hour
ago.

“ And—and you don’t know how she
got . on with Primmy last nighs,
Vera?” Babs asked. :

“(Oh, that!” Vera shrugged. in slight
contempt. “8illy thing to do, wasn't

it?” she asked, as if expecting Babs
to sympathise. “She just can’t re-
member she’s a grown woman.

Primmy gave her a dressing down, of
course.’’
“And—and that's all?” Babs asked
anxiously. :
“That's all as far as I know,” Vera
returned, “though I must say I think

she got off wvery lightly.”
Bnis’ face hardened. In that
moment the faint dislike she had

always felt for Vera deepened. What

a prig the girl was, she thought. But

she kept her feelings to herself.
“Did—did Berry say what time she'd

be back?” she asked. !
“Yes, for lunch,” Vera I‘(‘{)ll_ﬂd.
“We're both lunching with Miss Prim-

rose, you see.

Babs nodded. She was satisfied,
then. Apart from that, she had her
captain’s duties to attend to. Off to
get those finished and done with, she
flew. Then came assembly, followed
by lessons. Immediately after lessons,
however, Miss Primrose sent for her,
and informed her that even though’
that afternoon was a half-holiday, she
wished the Fourth to attend a lecture
Vera was to give in the governors’
room at two o'clock.

Babs went, making a face as she
turned away. Blow Vera and her silly
lectures! But she knew that she
would have to persuade the Form to
attend. Pretty tough, though, because
Babs had practically promised to go
back with her chums to collect the,
bicycles from the drome that after-
noon. 1

Still, no help for it. She must tell
the Fourth. And, calling the Fourth
together she did tell them, her news
being received with as little en-
thusiasm as Babs had received it from
Miss Primrose.

“Have to go, I guess.” Leila Carroll
frowned. “Perhaps,” she added hope-
, “it won't last an hour?”

“Won't it? Just watch,” Mabs
said, with a grimace. “Hallo, here’s
Berry I"” she cried, as the Common-
room door noisily burst open, and that
sparkling-eyed madecap appeared.

“Cheers, chicks!” she cried gaily.
“Just come back. Say, Babs, your
bikes are out of cold stora The ke
mysteriously turned up in Charlie's
room last night, though Charlie swears
he never put it there himself. What
about coming over to the drome this
afternoon and collecting them, -and
having some fun on the track st the
same time?"

“0Oh, rather! That's ripping!”
Bessie gleed. “And, oh, mum-my
hat! We can't, you know. We've got

this silly lecture.

“Lecture 1" Berry asked.

They told her. Berry pulled a face.

“Bad  luck,” she sympathised.
“8till, T don’t see how you can get
out of it. Poor old Veral It must
have broken her heart when you didn't
turn up last night. Wait a minute,
though! Tell you what!” she added
cagerly. “Supposing, after lunch, I
trot back and get your bikes? You
could come along to the track after the
lecture, couldn’t you?”

OLD FRIENDS—
BACK AGAIN!
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a droning voice Vera commenced talk-
ing about Arabia, On and on she
went, and on and on dragged the time,
with Miss Bullivant smiling a starchy
smile of approval,

Groaning inwardly and  Thiding
vawns, the juniors sat, one eye on the
clock. As three o'clock drew near they
began to brighten. Not long now !

And Babs suddenly sat up as, look-
ing through the window, she saw a blue
racing car swing in at the gates.

Berry was at the wheel. .

Behind the car was a small trailer,
almost -overflowing with bicyeles.
thrilled Mabs.

“Oh,

“She’s here!”

For lovers of Cliff House, this
topping Annual is a sheer
joy. It is packed with stories
featuring Barbara Redfern &
Co., revealing HILDA
RICHARDS in her most
versatile and entertaining
vein. But there are lots of
other enthralling stories as
well, all written by your
favourite authors, and illus-
trated by your favourite
artists. Get your copy to-
day !

Remember—it costs only 3s. 6d. ;
and it will provide hours of enjoyment.

All These Lovely Books are NOW ON SALE—and
each of them is sure to enthrall-you.

Lavishly produced, containing

stories, articles, and hosts of

beautiful illustrations, this

Annual always attracts atten-

tion. It would make an ideal

present—either to give or to
receive !

money.

At half-a-crown, this magni-
ficent book is fine value for
Its stories have been
written to suit all tastes, by
authors you know and admire.
A peep will make you im-
patient to obtain it at once.

Famous characters reappear
in this Annual, for it is a
““ Big Sister ** of our weekly
companion-paper, the ‘' Girls"
Crystal,"” whose most popular
heroines are featured in brand

new

stories.

“Oh, Berry! But how can you
manage !” Babs asked. “There are a
dozen of them.”

“I know—but I've thought of a
wheeze,” Berry chuckled. “Don’t
worry, I'll attend to it. See you after
the lecture, then.”

Leaving the chums somewhat
cheered, she breezed out. After dinner
they all tramped into the governors’
room for the lecture. Vera was there,
and also Miss Bullivant. The “ Bore™
had on the table a projecting lantern,
and she explained that later she would
show one or two slides.

The juniors shifted restlessly, and
earnestly hoped that it wasn't going to
be too boring. A vain hope that! In

my hat! What a stunt! Good old
Berry !”

Eves were on the window then, not
on Vera. Out leapt Berry and hurried

towards the school.

“And now,"” Vera said; and they all
stared at her with eager anticipation,
hoping she was going to add: “I am
gomng to finish.” “And now we will
have half an hour's showing with the
{antern to illustrate some of the points
I have talked upon, Miss Bullivant,
I am sorry I have forgotten the slides,”
she said. “Have I your permission to
go and fetch them?”

“ Most certainly, my dear,” Miss Bul-
livant said.



& “Their Friend, the Madcap Speed-girl!”

“But—but— Oh. my hat!” Babs
greaned. )

She blicked in despair as Vera
rustled out,

Then suddenly the door burst open.
Eyes sparkling, cheeks rosy, Berry ap-
peared, her face one big smile. Bhe
waved her hand to the class,

“Cheerio, kidlets! My hat, you look

like a set of boiled owls! I say—"
she added eagerly; then saw Miss Bul-
livant. _*“ Oﬁ !~ Hum! ’Afternoon,

MissngTli\;:lltl Didn’t see you,' she
added brightly. .
"Appnrgnlly not,” Miss Bullivant
said free:inglyy. “This is hardly the
way to come into a room where” a
serious lecture is being held, Berry.

Berry smiled ruefully.

“8orry, Miss Bullivant ! But”I under-
stood it would be overﬁq now.”

“The lecture,” iss _ Bullivant
frigidly informed her, *'will not be
over for another half an hour,

“Qh, my hat!” Berry eaid in dis-
may. “Poor kids!”

"Wha.t;l Berry, I really must
pr'?tfl';lhntl Look I shrieked Babs
suddenly. “Berry—the trailer—"

“It'’s {;ro'ken'away " eried Ma

Stepping aside as Vera returned,
Berrym;u‘ed out of the window. Then
she gave a gasp. For she saw what
Babs and everyboil{ else was seeing at
that moment. e trailer, having
broken away, was in the act of running
backwards, gathering momentum as it
travelled towards the headmistress’
solarium. Even as they watched, it hit
the glass autihou_-el There came a
crash of breaking glass. i

“Berry, you careﬁess. irl I” Miss B;:]-
livant cried. “Why did you not—

But Berry was leaping out of the

room.

A dazed, dumbfounded moment of
silence there was then. Everybody was
on her feet, staring at the wrecked
sunhouse. i

Now they saw the frantic Bprr{’ bolt
out of the school; they saw Miss Prim-
rose running, and from all sides of the
ground girls and mistresses converging
towards the spot. Instinctively the
Form turned towards the door, burning
now to be in the excitement. But Miss
Bullivant was standing there frowning.

“Please remain in your seats!” she
ordered. “The lecture is not yet
finished.”

The Fourth fumed.

Vera, however, so.obsessed by her
own importance in the scheme of
things, never even gave the centre-
point of interest a glance.

“We will now,” she
“ghow the slides.”

And she did, despite the Fourth’s
impatience, despite the restlessness that
prevailed.

For the next half-hour the Fourth
sat and watched slide after slide and
paid deaf-eared attention to Vera’s
remarks, but at last it was over. Like

risoners at the end of sentences they
ﬁeud Miss Bullivant’s *“ Dismiss!”
and in an eager storm burst outside.
As one girl they all made for the scene
of the accident. i

The crowd had gone now, the trailer
towed away from the wreck of broken
lass and woodwork it had created.

t Berry was there, looking rather
grim. Io her hand she had two torn
ends of

“Berry, what happened?”
asked. “Was—was it an accident?”

“No,” Berry answered. Her eyes
were gleaming. “ Everybody, of course,
thinks it was my carele s that the
trailer got loose, and Miss Primrose—
Phew! Is she up in the air about
things?  But it stands to reason,”

announced,

Berry added, “that if the rope didwn't
break on the way from the Drome to
the school, when it was moving, it
could hardly have broken while it was
remaining stationary here. Look at
those ends,” she said “Thosze are the
broken ends,”

Babs blinked.

“You mean they've been cut?” she
asked.

“Yos.”

They all starcd at each other.

“ But—but who by 7’’ Mabs wanted to

now.

“That,” Berry said, “is something.
we've got to find out. Anyway, it’s no
good telling Primmy that. She's so
upset about all this damage that she
won’t listen to excuses. But—"’ S8he
shrugged. “ Anyway, never mind,” she
said resignedly. “1I suppose I'll have
to foot the birl and try to look happy
about it. Here are your bikes, kids—
fortunately, undamaged. I think I'll
just shift the car into the road before
more damage is done.”

She climbed into the car, starting up
the engine. The car moved off. As it
did so Babs pounced upon something
which had been hidden beneath it.

** Look !” she cried.

She flung round, waving her dis-
covery in the air. And they all started.
For the thing Babs held up was a red
and white spotted scarf. It was a scarf
they all recognised at once—the scarf
belonging to the mysterious motorist at
the Drome track |

No Stopping the Madcap!

« Y hat! So it was
- Miss A N.

- Other!” Clara

breathed.

She stared at the scarf,
as they were all staring.
By that time Berry was
two or three hundred yards away.
Undoubtedly the mystery driver had

n  here; unmistakably now the
wearer of the scarf was the one who
had severed the rope which had
resulted in the wreck of Miss Primrose’s
solarium. But how, uncbserved, had
she got into the school grounds?

“Pretty dirty trick,” Babs said, when
a little later they, had returned into the
school to change for their trip to the
Drome. “ Pretty obvious, too, that that
girl’s got her knife into Berry !”

“But why?"” asked Mabs.

“Well, it might interfere with her
chances in the race,” Babs suggested.

“But how,” Clara pressed, “could
smashing Miss Primrose’s solarium®
interfere with her chances in the race
—any more,” she added, remember-
ing, “than locking our bikes up last
night and getting us detained 7

Babs frowned. That certainly was a

point.

& ay, we're going to warn
Bel'rjr,Xw she decided, “and in the
meantime I'll pop the scarf into the
drawer of the study here.” And she

pped it in  “Now let’s go and find

erry.”

Finding Berry, however, was a thing
easier said than done, for, full of con-
cern for the damage to Miss Primrose’s
solarium, she had gone off to see Mr.
Merryweather, Cliﬂsn House’s gardener
and general futotum,
about repairs.

It was & quarter of an hour later
before they, ran her down, and when
Babs told her of her discovery she
looked frankly inecredulous.

“Oh, stuff! dn’t have been
her, Babs!” she protested.
should the girl go to such lemgths

to ccnsult him

Wiy
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After all, there's more than one red-
and-white spotted scarf in existence.
Where is it, by the way#*

“In my study,” abs answered.
“Like to see it1”

“Yes, rather! Lead me to it,” said
Berry. “I bet you've got hold of the
sticky end of the stick!” she added
banteringly.

Babs frowned. She did not think so.
But she led Berry to the study, and
entering that apartment with Mabs and
Clara, pulled open the drawer. Then
she jumped.

“Mum-my Lat! It's gone|”

Mabs and Clara stared. They had
seen Babs put the scarf in that drawer,
and both, naturally, expected it still to
be there. But of the scarf there was no

ign.

“8Bus-somebody’s taken it!” Babs
stuttered.

Berry frowned.

“But who? You don’t suggest the
girl’s still hanging around?”

“Either that, or——" s
And Babs paused,
sudden thought.
“Either that—or

stricken by a
Berry

ed.
“Or the girl has an accomplice in the
school,” Blgba said. S .

Berry shook her head and laughed.
Clara looked incredulous, and even
Mabs locked doubtful. It seemed alto-
gether too far-fetched.

“More likely,” Berry said, “some
other girl has taken a fancy to the
scarf and raided it. Anyway, phut goes
the clue! But, look here, I've got to
get to the track,” she added, “and I
really must fly. See you there in half
an hour1”

“Yes, please,” Babs said.

“0.K., then. I'll leave word with
Phelps to let you in.”

And Berry dashed off. Mcre slowly
the chums followed.

When they reached the track they
were informed by Phelps, the commis-
sionaire, that Berry was already, on the
circuit. At once an eager move was
made in that direction.

“Come on; let’s watch,” Babs said.

They reached the track, and then ihey
all beamed. Berry was on the track,
and Berry was going like steam. Also
on the track was the girl in the red
car, and, as yesterday, it was obvious
that she and Berry were pitting their
cars afnmst. each other—with Berry
half a lap behind.

In an eager body they watched. As
Berry roared round the ianking on thd
opposite side of the course the red car
came hurtling past them, the spotied
scarf of its unknown driver fluttering in
the brecze. Obviously, the unknown
had received back her scarf or was
wearing a similar one.

In spellbound fascination they
watched.

“My hat, look !” breathed Clara.

Like a living thing Berry’s car was
racing now, the gap between it and
the red car closing. Now she was on
Spotted Scarf's tail; now drawing
alongside; now passing—and what a
cheer the chums gave as daylight
appeared between the two racers
again.

“Oh, marvellous!” breathed Mabs
“Well done, Berry !”

“Sure has got Spotted Scarf on toast,
I guess!” Leila chuckled. “Hallo!
Spotted Scarf is giving up the ghost !

Sﬁgl Scarf a tly was. For
as munm goggled girl
in the red car turned into -one of the
near-by pits. Babs saw her as she
lpoie to a mechanic there, and then,
with a stare towards the racing Berry,
stepped out.

what 1”
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Babs shouted :
“1 say—I say! Just wait a minute,
will you? I want to speak to you!”
The girl heard. For a moment her
goggled face was turned towards Babs.
And as Babs trotted down the steps of
the stand, Spotted Scarf turned and
hurried away. p
Babs crimsoned a little. But she
was not to be beaten. She had
promised herself that she would tackle
this girl, and she jolly well was going
to tackle her!- By the time she
reached the pit, however, her quarry
had vanished. . Only a rather scowling
mechanic was left in possession.

Babs looked at him.

“Who is she?” she asked. “What's
her name?”

“Dunno.” The mechanic scratched
his head.  “Pretty fiery-tempered sort
of customer, though. You should hear
how she blew me up because Miss
Osborne beat her in tEe try-out! I'm
only one of the staff mechanics, you
sec,” he explained. “Pretty nice car
she has, though,” he added, with a nod
towards the crimson juggernaut.

Babs nodded, only half interested in
the last part of the observation. Almost
absently she turned to regard the
shining monster, and then ﬁave a slight
start as & glinting something on the
floor of the vehicle caught her eye. The
mechanic at the same moment turned
to get a rag with which to wipe his
hands. In a flash Babs had scooped
up the thing in the car.

And what a8 thump her heart gave as
she saw it !

For it was the broken end of a lantern
slide |

Babs caught her breath at that. Her
mind at once flew to Vera Staines. And
again raced back the suspicion that the
mystery motorist had an accomplice in
the school. Could Vera be that
accomplice ?

She remembered suddenly that Vera
had gone out of the room just before
the accident with the trailer had
happened. Was Vera Berry's secret
enemy? Was it Vera who, hand in
glove with the mystery motorist, was
E\c“'[{ing for her undeing and her down-
a

A startling suspicion—and yet one
which persisted. All the same, Babs
was cautious. This clue, significant as
it was, was hardly concrete proof.
Unless, in fact, she could find the rest
of the slide in Vera’s possession, this
frnimenh.proved nothing.

She left the machine. She went back
to her chums, who were still watchin
Berry as that madcap careered roung
the track.

For the time being she said nothing

*“ HERE'S to Berry, girls !

were beams of approval all round.

cried Babs, holding up her glass.

There
It was not often that one of the

school's old girls stood them a dormitory feed. Wasn't Berry fine, they

thought.

to them. Nor -when Berry, N\
flushed and_rosy, her blue eyes =
sparkling  with  enthusiasm,
came off the track a few

minutes later did she say any-
thing to her. Berry, anyway,
would only pooh-pooh the idea.

Once again they had tea—
but this time in Berry's own
room. After tea, to that worthy's
thrillea delight, Berry took Clara for
a turn round the track, and after Clara,
Mabs and Leila and Bessie. Well be-
fore gates that evening the chums got
back to school.

Almost immediately Babs learnt that
Vera Staines was going out that even-
ing and would not be back until late.
That made Babs tingle. Vera's room
would be vacant. What an opportunity
to search for the remainder of the
broken lantern slide !

She gathered a little party of her
chums together, showed the broken end
of the slide, and voiced her suspicions.
They looked incredulous.

“But, Babs, Vera wouldn’t!” Mabs
protested,

“Why not?"” Babs asked. “You can't
say she's been particularly friendly
towards Berry. It's pretty obvions
Spotted Scarf has an accomplice in the
school.”

“But—but why should she want to
harm Berry?” Clara Trevlyn wanted to
kﬂD\Y.

Babs shrugged. 5

“Don’t ask me. That's one of the
things we'll find out later. But if we
can discover definitely that Vera is
hand-in-glove with Spotted Scarf, then
we should be able to stop any further
blows against Berry. ‘To-night's our
opportunity. Who's game "

They were all game.

“ After lights-out, then, 1 guess,”
Leila said. “ We'll have to go carefully.
Sure would be awkward to explain what
we were after if we were caught in
Vera's room, and—— Heads up |” she
added softly, as the door came open.

It was Berry Osborne who stood
there.

“'Lo, chicks! Just returned,” she
said breezily. “Got a glass of lemonade
‘or auything? I'm just dying of thirst!

But it was then that the door opened, and Miss Bullivant
appeared.

"! A
bR,
A\

And what’s the conference ?” she added
eagerly.

*Oh, just talking ["" Babs said.

“Not planning japes?” Berry asked
keenly.

“QOh, no!”

Berry looked disappointed.

“Well, 0.K.! But don't forget,” she
warned, *if there’s anything on I want
to be in it! That my lemonade? Oh,
thanks1 It looks delicious. Well,
cheers!” She put the glass to her lips
and drained it. “That’s good. See you
later, kids. I'm going up to change
now,"

With a gay wave of her hand, she was
gone. Call-over bell was ringing then,
however, and the chums tramped down
into Big Hall.  After call-over they
saw their special girl chums for a few
minutes in the Common-room, and then
came supper and bed. At half-past ten,
when the whole school was asleep, Babs
rose.

“ Awake, kids?"” she whispered.

“Rather!” came from Clara
Trevlyn’s bed.

“Right-ho!
no noise, mind.

In the dark they rose. Silently, they
dressed. In a body they leit the
dormitory, and, led by Babs, made their
way downstairs to the passage in which
the two guests’ rooms were situated. A
light still glowed from under Berry's/

Then up you get. But

door. Babs paused. G
“Shush! Quiet as mice, kids!"” she
cautioned. “We don’t want Berry to

find out what we're up to. She wouldn't
believe in our idea."”

On tiptoe they approached, almost
holding their breath. But it was just
like clumsy Clara, as they came abreast
of Berry’s door, to find ‘a ruck in the

rpet there, and, on tiptoes as she was,
to lose her balance and strike her elbow
against the door. While her chums
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glared at her the door came open. They
all stared in crimson-faced sheepishness
at Berry as the light from the room
revealed them.

“Hallo I’ Berry whistled. *“What's
the game, Babs? A jape, after all?”

“Well, you see——" Babs mumbled.

“And you've come to call for me?”
Berry asked deliciously. *“Say, what
sports | What's the jape1”

“Well, you see, it—it isn't exactly—
that is, i’era's out:

Berry gave a gurgle of laughter.

“And you're going to raid old Vera's

room? Oh, ripping! Come on, I'm in
this with youl It won’t be the first P
time by a long chalk,” she added, with
a reminiscent chuckle, *“that I've
helped to raid dear old Vera!”

* But—but——"

“Lead on 1” Berry ordered.

Babs gave a helpless glance at her
chums. It was obviously impossible
from that moment to put jape-keen
Berry off the track. On the other hand,
it was just as impossible to allow this
opportunity of putting their suspicions
at rest to slide. She nodded.

“Right! Then come on! But no
row, mind |” she warned.
“ As silent,” Be chuckled, “as the

proverbial oyster. d here we are ”’—
as she reached Vera's door and threw
it open. “Now, tell me, what do you
want me to do?”

A rather difficult demand that, con-
sidering the real nature of their quest.
But Babs was equal to it.

“Well, first turn the pictures back to

front,” she said. =
“0.K.! Then what about hanging

the cushions out of the window on

string?” led. “Just

Be gurg
imagine old Ver:r{ooking for them

“Good gracious, no 1” Babs said. “If
ou do that they'll dangle in front of
fiss Bullivant’'s window ! Just—just
for fun, let's” hide her things,” she
added, thinking up an idea which would
give her an opportunity for handling
Vera'’s lantern slides, a pile of which
stood on Vera's desk. * Tell you what,”
she added, “you hold that cushion-
cover open, and I'll drop these slides
into it. Have to put them in one by
one, though,” she added. “Mustn’t
break any.”

Berry grinned again. 8he held up
the cushion cover, while Babs grabbed
the slides. Quickly she ran through
them, putting them one By one into the
cover, mentally deciding, as soon as
they had got rid of Berry, to undo all
the evidence of the lark they were now
creating for Berry’s benefit. Six—seven
—eight slides went into the cover, while
the chums busied themselves as if doing
other things. Then suddenly—

“My hat !” Babs cried.

“What 1" Berry asked.

“Nothing I” Babs said. “Here’s one
broken, that's all.” But she gazed at
the broken one which had a piece out
of one corner, feeling sure in that
moment it was the slide she was search-
ing for, but unable, becauss she
couldn’t very well produce the other

iece, to solve that problem in front of

rry. “Better put that aside,” she
said.

“Well, come on, bung the others in,”
Berry said. “I say, this doesn’t seem

much of a jape to me! Why not sew
up the arms and legs of her pyjamas,
or something? That's much funnier.”

“ My h.‘ I“ IlI
wonder—— Babs, quickly I she cried,
a note of frantic urgency suddenly in
her tone. * body coming I*

But it was too latel For even as
Babs swung towards the door it opened
—and there stood Vera herself !

“Oh crumbs!” muttered Berry.
“ Ahemp——"

gurgled Clara.

“Youl” Vera quivered, and for a
moment Babs saw hate in her face.
“You, Berry! Encouraging the girls
in these pranks! Barbara, what are
you doing with my lantern slides?”

“J—]—" Babs stuitered, and got no
further. 3

For Vera, with one agitated swoop,
had snatched at ‘the slides. In-
stinctively Babs’' grip tightened upon
them. Almost savage was the jerk
which Vera gave—and the result was
inevitable. There was a crash as the
whole heap went slithering into the fire-

ace,

“Berry, my hat! Keep her off|”
Babs cried as Vera, sweeping round,
swished off the broken slide which
Babs had left on the corner of the
table and sent it-smashing among the
others., “Vera!” she shrieked. “Vera,
you—"

_But the mischief was done then. The
vital slide was in a hundred fragments.
And even as Berry good-humouredly
caught the enraged Vera by the wrist,
swinging her round, there was a step
in the passage, followed by an ex-
clamation as & newcomer arrived on the
scene. Mabs gave a stifled gasp.

“Oh, great golliwogs! Primi—Miss
P-Primrose I

Miss Primrose it was. In blank
consternation and dismay they all
stared at her. -

“What—" Miss Primrose cried.
“(Goodness gracious, what a smash!
Veral!  Berenicel Barbara! What
does this mean 1* =

“These girl—apparently under
Berry’s leadership,” panted Vera,
“have broken into my room !

““ Berenice—"

Berry shrugged.

“Oh, it was only a bit of a joke, Miss
Primrose! Dash it, we never expecte:
this to happen 1"

“I should hope not I Miss Primrose
looked grim. “But you were all intent
upon playing some sort of prank on
Vera—an_  honoured guest in this
school | Berenice, I thall want to see
you about this!”

Berry sighed.

“Yes; right-ho, Miss Primrose! But
—but don’t be hard on the kids!” she
urged.

“1 presume,” Miss Primrose said,
with starchy dignity, “you mean these

girls? of them will be detained
to-morrow, and each will contribute
from her pocket-money enough to
cover the damage done here. Girls,
you may 1 ot you, Berenice—I
want to talk to you,” she added. “I

think it is time

A you and I understood
each other 5

The Interrupted Detention!
“ ND you found—
nothing 7 Clara

Trevlyn asked.
“Waeall, no®

Babs hesitantly confessed.

“ At least, nothing that

would prove anything.
But I'm jolly sure that I had the other
piece of slide, you know. If I'd only
had a chance to true it up with the
fragment I found in the car——*-

Clara grunted. Clara never had any
use for “might-have-beens.”

“Which means,” she said, “that all
we've got out of the wheeze is a deten-
tion—and another jawing for B;er?l

ad a

Wonder how she got on?” she
trifle anxio:
“Perhaps,” Babs suggested, “she’ll

tell us. ere she comes now |”

It was the next morning, and thé  Thank
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two chums, after breakfast, were stand-
ing on the steps of the schoolhouse.

“Cheers, Babs,” Berry said as she
strolled up. “Not feeling too bright
and chirpy, eh? Sorry you got it in the
neck last night, but Primmy was in a
frightful pet, wasn't she? My fault,”
she added, with a grimace:

“Not a bit of it!” Babs said. “Baut,
Berry, how did you get on with
Primmy ?*

Berry laughed.

“Just jawed,” she said. “Dear old
Primmy | 8he’s no longer able to give
me lines or detain me. Still, must say
she was ratty—and even went so far as
to hint that if anything else like it
happens I should be called upon to
remove my gracious presence from the
school. But, bless you, she didn’t mean
it, of course! But she just wouldn’t
listen to you kids being excused
detention 1”

Clara grinned. .

ﬂ"'You mean, you still tried to beg us
o !ll

“What else?” Berry asked. “What
time does detention start, by the way 1”

“Two o'clock |” Babs replied.

“Oh!1” Berry thonghﬂu]l‘; nodded.
“Lock up detention?1”

“Yes. But why?” Babs asked.
“0Oh, nothing!” Berry _answered
airily. “Hallo, here come Mabs and

old Bessie! Top of the morning, every-
body! Say, what price a sn-ci at the
old tucker-shop before lessons? My
treat I : £

“Oh, I sus-say, what ripping ideas
you get!” beamed Bessie.

8o to the tuckshop they all repaired,
eagerly thronging around the bubbling
Berry. And there, until assembly bell
rang, they forgot their troubles in fresh
made jam tarts and lemonade. Feel-
ing better for that encounter with
their madcap grown-up chum, it
was in almost a cheerful frame of mind
they eventually tramped into lessons.

Lessons, dragged through, while out-
side the sun shone  with growing
warmth, holding out a promise of a
fresh half-holiday.

After dinner, the chums went up to
detention-room to report for the after-
noon’s punishment. Lock-up detention
varied from the more severe variety by
reason of the fact that instead of being
supervised they were all left behind the
locked door of detention-room with a
special task to get through in their
own ways.

With a groan they settled down to it.

Clara Trevlyn, who had promised
herself some hockey practice that after-
noon, grumbled ]omﬁy.

“Blessed if I don’t feel like cutiing
and running for it! Suppose we
couldn’t bunk, Babs?”

“0Oh, stuff! Don’t be a chump,”
Babs said. “You forget we're two
stories high 1”

“Hey !” cried Leila Carroll. “What's
this? Look at the window. Shucks, a
ladder |”

They all twisted round, all having
heard, at the same moment, the
scraping sound which had provoked
Leila’s surprised exclamation. And
they all stared as, above the open
window which overlooked the court-
yard joining this part of the school
building to the gym, the end of a large
builder’s ladder, newly painted in
vivid green, pushed its ends above the
till. Then came a ?uelkmg sound.
As they blinked a decidedly pretty face
beunei in at them. Babs :
jump.

“" ‘-
For ;?g.t astonishing _madcaup it was!

“Chips!” Berry said. Whoops !
pt'ho mercies I'm not a wm;:!

gave a
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cleaner! Here, I say, grab this, some-
body ! she.laughed, and flung into the
room & box. “Chocies! I've just been
down to the track. I picked them up
on the way back !” she explained as she
came scrambling in. “Just couldn't
bear to think of you girls penned up
here while everyone else was enjoying
themselves |
“QOh, my hat!
caught—"
breathed. :
“Time enough to worry when I am,”
Berry laugh breezily. *“Open the
chocs, Babs—IT'm dying for one! Still
the same old dump,” she added, looking
round. *“ How many weary afternoons
and hours have I spent in this room !
Hallo, haillo 1" -she cried, staring at her
loves. “Seem.to have been camou-
ngm% myself. Where on earth have I
got all this green paint from?"

But, Berry, if you're
Marjorie Hazeldene

She held out her gloves—a rather
nice pair of fawn suede, the palms now
smeared and blotched with green paint.

“Berry,

it must have been the

was a red-and-white spotted scarf |

mystery racing driver was responsible for the damage for
which Berry had been blamed ? - .

ladder !” Babs cried.  “It's wet Pnin;!
Oh, goodness, just look at them [”

But Berry, with characteristic care-
lessness, shrugged.

“No malter! Get 'em cieaned,” she

said, as she peeled them off. *Chocs
forward, Bess! 1 didn’t bring them all
for you, you know! Oh, my hat!"” she

broke off. *“What's that?”

For suddenly from the window came
a sound as the ladder, detached from
position, slid down the wall outside,
ending in an appalling crash!

“Oh, golly! g iss Drake’s window is
below | Babs cried. .

At once, her heart jumping, she had
leapt to the "window. hrusting out
her head, she gazed dowr Was it her
fancy, or. did she see the flutter of a
skirt vanishing round the corner of theé

walll

“Babs, - iswis it—" ecried Clara
behind her.

It was! No doubt about  that!

Either the ladder had been pulled
sway -from beldw by sormeone—or it
had stipped down from. the wall: Any-

“LOOK 1 " cried Babs breathlessly, and as Berry drove off,
she pounced on an object lying on the ground.

way, & good two feet of its upper por-
tion had crashed through Miss Drake's
window, smashing the upper panes to
atoms—and completely cutting off
Berry's retreat. And even as, in con-
sternation and dismay, they stared,
there came the rattle of a key in the
door,

“ Berry——" gasped Babs.

The door opened. And as
spun round, two  ang mistresses
stamped into the room. gne was Miss
Drake, the Fifth Form mistress. The
other was—Miss Primrose.

One angry look she threw at Berry!
One all-comprehending loock at the
opened box of chocolates on Babs'
desk.

“] might.” she said bitterly, “have
fucssed something like this! Berenice,

have warned you until I am tired of
warning youl Since you have been in
this school there has been nothing but
gne upset after another. I am sorry,

i

“Miss Primrose |” cried Babs.

Berry

it

Did this mean that the

did not

Miss Primrose, however,
even glance at her.

“I am sorry,” she stated firmly, “ but
my paticnce now, Berenice, is at an
end: 1 shall be obliged if you will
immediately pack your things!”

Bercuice looked alarmed.

“QOh, shucks, Miss Primrose, have
a heart!” she‘Prolustud.

“I am sorry,” Miss Primrose insisted
flintily,

Andy Berry, with a shrug and a rueful
smile at the chums, left the room.

“No wmore arguments, please !”

Babs Challenges Vera!
2 - 66 J TS tha* cat Vera's
fault | I'll bet it's
. S Nerwg—--fault!l”
. Babs hotly vowed.
“I'm sure I sa 8
: fdodging away. BShe must
have smﬂod Beray climb-
ing that-ladder ) - Bhe jolly well pulled

By Hilda Richards T*

it away from the wall so that it would

smash the Drake’s window and bring

a mistress on the scene! She’s just out

to get Berry into as many rows as she
"

1

“Well, if you're right, it appears
she's succeeded,” Leila Carroll said,
“and I guess you can do nothing about
it until you can prove it! And how
are you going to do that?”

There was silence then.

Five minutes ago, Miss Primrose and
Miss Drake had left the room, the
expelled Berry in their midst—expelled
simply because she had done them »

good turn. .
Babs clenched her hands. Was it
Vera, really, who had pulled the

ladder away from the wall? I[ only
she could prove that!

Thinking in that vein, her eyes fell
upon Berry's discarded, paint-smeared
gloves. And she jumped.

“My hat, I've got it !” she cried, in
sudden excitement. “We can prove
it! We willl These gloves "—and she

held them up—* Berry didn't know that
ladder was newly painted. There is
no reason why Vera should have
spotted it. If Vera did handle that
ladder, then she must have paint stains
on her hands. Coming, Mabs?"

“Where?"” cried Mabs.

“To find Vera!” Babs
fiercely.

And forgetting they were in locked
detention, she wrenched at the door.

Sarprisingly enough, that door came
open. Miss Primrose had completel
forgotten to turn the-key in the loc
again !

In a flash Babs was on the other side
of it. Mabs cried out.

*But, Babs ol

Babs said.

“0Oh, come on!”
going to find Vera!”

Mahs,  after '8
followed het.

She darted -out
moment’s - hesitation,

half-way down the corridor she caught
her up. - - : 3

Babs, what will you dol”

“Bat,
(Conlinued on page ")

answered

“I'm



Quite a lot of you are
pow thinking of the return to

QOR pets!

school, aren't you ?

I know you like school these days. All
that business about the joys of playing
truant doesn't ring quite true in this year
of 1939, does it ?

This Patricia of yours certainly loved
school. (Mind you, I had a gift for not
working very hard—which probably
helped—even though 1 don’t pretend it
was very commendable of me !)

All the same, in spite of this school-
affection, it's certainly a little more
difficult to return after a summer holiday,
wn't it 7 School work seems so remote,
romehow, and the idea of having to rush
out in the morning, shiny-shoed, neat-
haired, and uniformly eclad, is all a bit
different from the carefree holiday times
you have been enjoying !

@ A Free Ride

But what's this I hear about schoolgirls
under fourteen years of age being able to
have free rides on buses ?

Not every ride, of course.

The London Tmns;lmrt people, I under-
stand, are going to allow you lucky young
people to have four separate penny bus
or tram journeys for threepence on any
cne day, beginning with the Autumn term.

Of course, most of you walk to schoel,
60 this won't impress you terribly. But
it'® very nice for those who have to
make a bit of a journey, isn’t it ?

@ An Enviable Tan

I expect you're all exquisitely tanned
by now, aren't you ?

Well, mind you save it till you get back
to schocl. People always seem to have
had a much better holiday if they're brown,
don’t they ?

If you're the same colour as usual,
fricnds look at you pityingly and say
rather doubtfully: *Did you have a
good time 1" instead of : * You look as
af {;)u’ve had a good time.”

y own summer holiday tan is wearing
off a bit now. I get lots of fresh air still,
of course. DBut it's the sea air and wind
that whips that lovely golden lock into
the ekin, isn't it ?

As long as my legs don't go all lily-
white, I don't mind. .

my silly legs take ages
to “brown.” 1 spons bhours lying on my
trying to get the backs of my
lege a becoming shade—a most tedious
business.

For while I'm concentrating amusing little * captions =

TeHE SCHOOLGIRL

QOut ofF ScHool
HOURS

Week by week your friend PATRICIA writes to

you. She tells you all her own news, about things

to talk about and things to make—all in that

cheery, chummy way so typical of her. No

wonder all schoolgirls have taken PATRICIA to

| their hearts and wouldn’t miss her weekly
pages for anything.

on the backs of my legs, I
always have a feeling I'm
rather neglecting my face ! But
what’s a poor girl to do when she
can’t “ brown on both sides
at once !

Anyhow, I did manage it, after all—and
have been able to go stockingless for a long
time now.

1 do like legs to be that shade which
makes people think at a glance you are
wearing the finest silk stockings, don’t you?

@ Holiday Memories

In my talk of returning to sehool, I
haven't forgotten all you young scholar-
ghip winners, and others who are lucky
enough to go to secondary and high (not to
mention boarding) schools.

You won't be going back again for a
week or two yet, of course. So here’s a
suggestion for when you get an * Oh
dear,-I wish I had
something to do ™
mood.

holiday.
ally, you back-at- E
echool ones can do

this, too — after you've finished your
homework, mind, adds stern, school-
mi Patricia !)

You'll simply love looking through this
book when it is complete, and it would be
fun to take it to sehool and show your
chums ; even your nice Form-mistress, as
well. (No wonder we keep saying what a
nice place school is these days ! agine
our grannies being able to do such a thing !)

Get o stiff piece of cardboard for the
outside cover, and paste white or coloured
paper very sm y all ever this. The
mside can be made of sheets of plain
paper—or that nice pale-tinted art paper,
which can be bought for a penny a sheet
at the shop which sells artists’ materials.

Tie coloured cord or raffia round the ;3.

back of your book to keep the sheets and
cover together, and then decorate the
front.

You can be as artistic as you like over

this. If you went camping, for example,
you eoulng cut & tent—r.gape from a pmpeco

of canvas or linen, and this on the

front, and put a flag on top.
If you were at the sea, some pretty

shells—rather flat ones—glued to the

cogir w:uld‘be quite annpigg. .
etch out appropriate lettering on
front—and then you're ready to

Snaps you have taken zenmelf. with
. - 3 ;

them ; pestcard views; pressed flowers ;
concert.-pu.rt}' programmes or leaflete ; your
weight card from the pier ; your fortune—
all the little treasures you collected on
your holiday can be attractively
in your Book of Holiday Memories.

It’ll make an e ing something-to-do
these last days o! lummar—lomemng in
which all the family will take an interest,
and probably help with suggestions.

And how proud you'll be of it when it is
complete, and you show it to your friends.

“ You did have a lovely time!” they
explain—even if it did rain quite a bit.

For haven't you neticed that, unless it's
eimply teeming down, rain doesn seem
to come out in a snap !

@ Penny-Saving Ideas

* I'm always on the look-out for you for
ideas that are really inexpensive, for I know
how important it is in most ilies to save
the pennies—and even the i

Iron-holders, for example. They’re such
little things, and yet they can cost a
penny or so when thick material for making
them is scarce.

Well, it’s a good plan to remember that
old felt hats and worn-out handbags can
be cut up to make really excellent iron-
bolders that will wear and wear and wear.

@ With Curtain Rings

From penny saving to penny spending—
but in a good
cause ! For here's
a belt that will
cost you abaout a
penny, and look
worth at least o
shilling.

Buy a dozen
white bone curtain
i and

belt of a favourite
dress. Catch them
lightly with a stitch
or two, eo that

rings come in
the front (the belt
i at the

ming.
more rings, caught
together, make a
tty ormament
or the neck of the
dress, if you feel
it's .a bit plain
just ihere.
Bye-bye now until next week, my pets !
Your friend,

Patricia.
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Back To ScHooL AGAIN |

Now is the time to get all your scheol things
ready for the new term—with PATRICIA’S help.

NEW term—and a very important
one at that—is the Autumn term,
for it is, of course, the beginning of

the School Year.

Many of you will be “ geing up ™ to a
new clage, learning new lessons, and
possibly with a new mistress in charge of
you. go naturally you want to start off
really well.

It's a good idea to begin to get ready
for sehool a day or two in advance, so that
you have no scramble and bother of a last
minute rush.

The girl who arrives at school for the
new term, looking trim and neat, and
feeling calm and cool, is much more likely
to create a good impression than the girl
who ig all flustered and not-so-spruce.

.

A FEW STITCHES

I think first of all, if I were you, I
should get your clothes ready.

Fish out your school tunic—and see it
has a girdle—your blouse, stockings, and
the rest of your school uniform.

Now get out your sewing-basket—or
mother’s—and look over each garment to
see where stitches are required. Examine
the buttons on your bo;me, see iflmiy
seams are tendi to it, ticularly
under the nrm(i.mgl.ookspat th]:arslots for
holding your girdle on your tunie, examine
your stockings for little holes, or thin
places that threaten to “go” at any
moment.

Look at the hem of your tunic, the
elastic on your hat, and the lining of your
school coat.

You'll be surprised how a stitch here,
and another there, will be required. But
it’s well worth the labour.

Now slip the work-basket away, and
we'll see ilpwe can perk your uniform up
40 that it looks like new again.

AWAY WITH STAINS

Your hat first. This will be a velour,
or a dark felt, anyway.

So take off the hat-band, then hold the
hat over your hand, and twirl it around
in the steam from a boiling kettle. (Be
careful not to get your face near, won't
youTl)

This will bring up the “ nap ” beauti-
fully, and remove any rainspots. Next
brush it gently,”in one direction only.

You'll want to cheer up yeur school hat-
band next—for these costly things to
buy new.

Get a saucer, and place a teaspoonful
of household ammonia in it. Add cold
water. Now dip a rag in this, and apply
it gently to the hat band. Stains will
vanish, you’ll find, and the colour be
brighter.

You'll now be able to use this reviving
mixture on your tunic. Dab every single
stain or *spot” you see, changing the
rag when it becomes di Use it for
your coat as well, if you're one of.those
people who just can’t help spilling things.

Perhaps you'll wash your school blouse
next, using a gentle squeezing, and giving
it plenty of rinsings.

CAREFUL PRESSING

The best time to press a blouse iz when
it ig half-dry, so try to catch it at just the
right moment of dampness.

Avoid tod hot an iron, for goodness’
sake, otherwise there’ll be seorch marks to
spoil it—but press hard with the iron.
Remember to do “ trimmings,” such as
cuffs, collars and the front panel, first,
and try not to iron a crease all the way
down the sleeve. (This is considered
wrong, for some reason.)

It would be a grand idea if another
member of the family, or a nice chum,
would tack down the pleats of your
tuniec while you're wielding the iron.

Examine her handiwork when she has
finished to see that the pleats really are
the same width at the hem as they are at
the top, then smile your thanks and tell
her you're sorry to be such a fuss-pot—but
it 18 Important.

Now slip your tunic over the ironing
board, wring out a clean tea-cloth, duster,
or piece of sheeting in water, place this
over the tunic and press quickly. Use
** dabbing  movements for this, rather
than smooth ironing strokes, but be
certain you go over all the pleats.

Then hang the tunic up on a hanger.
When the steam has vanished and it is
quite dry, you can remove the tacking
stitches, and the tunic really will look a
picture, .
_ (Here I might mention that if the tunie
is not badly out of pleat, it’s a bit of a
brain-wave just to clip the ends of the
pleats in position for the pressing, to save
the labour of tacking. Paper clips or
hair-grips will do this very well. But
you 1}1eed more care when ironing, in this
case.

CARE OF A CASE

Now that your school uniform is pretty
immaculate, there’s your school case or
satchel.

Turn all your treasures ruthlessly out
of this, Tip it upside down over the
dustbin to remove odd scraps of dirt that
seem to linger in suitcase eorners, or sand
that may have come from your holiday
by the sea.

Then dust it out thoroughly. If it's
got some grease patches inside (from your
snack lunches) place a piece of blotting
paper over these, and press the nearly
cool iron on top for a second. The
blotting paper wiil absorb quite a lot of
the grease, you'll find.

Now give the outside of the case a good
polish with furniture cream. Touch up
any corners that have become battered
with a dab of brown boot polish, and brush
well. Rub up the locks, and see that
they work properly—just to make sure
ytm(;' boeks don’t shoot out all over the
road.

(I did this once, to my undying shame—
and there was a pint of very hard green
gooseberries in the case, too!)

By this time you're nearly all set.
Just examine your pencil %X, give
yourself a new nib, anc{) sharpen up your
pencils.  See that your name is neatly—
and securely—sewn or gummed to all
your sehool things.

It’s a good idea to use adhesive tape—
such as you keep for cut fingers—for
marking your names in shoes. Write your
name on the tape first, and then press it
into position with your warm hand.

Then you ecan sit back in smug comfort,
knowing that youlye * all set ! for thas
first day of the new term.

AVE you a collection of postcards

among
flower

If eo, I wonder if you have considered
turning them into little pictures for your

your treasures—pretty
pictures or charming views

from our favourite sid ¥
thewn.i,orﬁ-omthemtianar’s.)
T I'm ho

own room. (Pictures on the wall
are fashionable again, you know—
just in cage you worry about fashion
in furnishing!)

Home-made picture frames are so
easy to make.

First you'll require a roll of passe-
partout tape—which will cost, two-
pence. and_ some * Cellophane
paper, which costs either a penny
or twopence a sheet, according to
thickness. (You can buy all these
stores, by

ing you'll already have some
eard snaffled from shoe boxes,
or somewhere, you'll notice.

Home-mabe Picture  Frames

Any scheolgirl can make them, and they cost next to nothing.

Cut a piece of cardboard and a piece of
* Cellophéne ”’ to the exact size of the
picture you want to frame. Slip “the
picture between, and then stick the passe-
partout tape all the way around the edges,
pressing down firmly.

TO STAND OR HANG

If you want to hang the picture up,
gum another strip of passe-partout over
a loop of cord—and allow it to set firmly,

If you wish the picture to stand, then
cut a “‘rest” out of cardboard. Bend
this, and glue the straight part to the
back of the frame, so that the other part
will stand securely on table or mantel-
piece,
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(Continued from page 11)

“Catch that cat before she gets the

reen paint stains off,” Babs said,

and then jolly well denounce her for
the schemer she is to Primmy! And
here,” she added, as they halted out-
side Vera's room, “is where the show-
down starts! Come on!”

She crashed open the door. Then she
paused. For of Vera in that room there
was no sign, .As she stared round, how-
ever, an ndjommg door which opened
on to Vera's bath-room hastily closed.

“She's in there, washing herself|
What did I tell you?” she crowed

In three strides she had reached the
door. Crash! the door went as it was
flung open. Vera, wearing her pale
vellow spectacles, jumped round, a
towel across her hands.

3 You get out !” she shouted. “What

ou want?”

t me see your hands!” Babs
crled
“The idea! Get out!”
Bab: wasted no more time in words.

Swiftly she caught at the towel. With
sudden fury in her face, Vera, detach-
ing one hand, made as ifto slap Babs'
face. In the wildness of the moment,
however, Vera, bringing her arm over
too near her own face, knocked off her

glasse

‘Loolr out!” shricked Mabs. “Babs
—the. glasses 1”

But the mischief was done, even
before the words, had died on Mabs’
lips.:  In the instinctive backwqrd step
she: had taken, Babs had stepped upon
the' fallen spectacles, ;

“ My glasses !” shrieked Vera. =

ne lens was smashed into half a
dozen pieces.” Vera wasJivid. .

“You foo l—fool " she panted, and"
grabbed the pieces up. “These glasses
—my only pair!” ~Frantically she®
bundled ~ tia pieces into her pocket;
then, as Babs stood helpless, moment- -
arily taker aback by the disaster, she-
lungeq forward fiercely and bundled
her " ‘and * ‘Mabs through the door.

“Now get out—and stop out!”

A:]d;bang went the door
chums” ‘faces. i =~

“Babs——" Mabs stuttered.

“Come on!” Babs sai

“But—but the pa:nt——”

“Didn’t you, see ?” Babs looked at
her queerly. “When she pushed me, 1
mean. 1 saw paint n paint—still
clinging to ber finger-nails. Come on!
We've got to think this out. But one
th:ng is dead ‘certain now, Mabs! It
is Vera who’s plotting: a% ainst Berry
at this school; and it is Vera who 1is
hand-in-glove with the mystery speed--
girl, Spotted: Scarf |”

in the

Berry in Danger!
IIFRL Was no pos-
Il sible  room  for

doubt now ' that
Vera Staines was
Berry’s  cnemy. Even

+the most sceptic of  her
chums agreed with Babs
back to detention-room,

when, ru_h

she. re her latest discovery.
Obvio y. VYera Staines was linked
with Spotted Scarf, the mystery

motorist. of the Drome Speed Track.

But for what purpose?

How could Vera, the prim, lecture-
giving Old: Girl of Cliff House, be of
assistance to the girl who ‘was Berry's
grentat rival for  the Lady Driver's -
el "“u'é‘bl‘iaew’ﬁ e
she achie g'et T iven
out of (;I:Ifh. dey k: .

not ml'-—but. lt was
one of the thmg% they meant to know

“Their Friend, the Madcap Speed-girl!”

before all was dome. That evening
they went over to the track, where
Berry had been allotted a member's
room, and explained to_ that girl, in
some measure, their suspicions. Berry,
however. only smiled.

“Good kids, but silly kids,” she said
fondly. “What's htg)pened has Just
been my own fault, aturally, you're
dying to blame somebody, but please
don’t. Vera's a bit of an old crow,
I know—she always was—but she
wouldn’t stoop to anything so mean nnd
underhand. And, talking nboub Vera,”
she went off inconscquently. ‘do you
know what I've found out?”

“No. What?” Babs asked, with
quick interest.

“Oh, nothing much. Just that she's
a niece of Humphrey Ma.nderson, that's
all.  'Queer, though, isn't it, to find
old Vera even remotely related to
motor-cars? And, talking about motor-
cars,” Berry added, with a flush of
eager excitement, “dost realise, fair
children, that to-morrow is thg great
day? And dost realise,” she added,
“that this time to-morrow I may be
Manderson’s Number One driver?” .

“And dost realise, old fruit, that
Vera is opening the Old Girls' club-
room in your plwe” Mabel Lynn
demanded.

For a moment Berry did look rueful
at that reminder. ¢

“I'm sorry !” she said guletly “I'd
like to have déne the Job—especm!l‘y
if I win the race. An"fwa“% that can
be helped now, caf it?”~ But winnin
the race can—and, gee, am’ 1 going a
out for that! Mind you're early, kids!
T've got top notch seats booked for you
in the stand'l” -

Dear, unconquerable Berrrt How
lmposs:ble it was to makes her take
things seriously 1:“But Mabs:knew that
under that banter.was an almost fierce
anxiety; knew . that .while Berry
laughed and joked she was bitterly dis-
ulppomted at not _opening the Old Girls’

b-room, and just g tiny bit appre-
hensive of what Miss Primrose might
say to Humphrey Manderson when she
met him on the morrow. .

All the same, that-clearly was a bit
of interesting news concerning Vera
and Humphrey ~ Manderson. Babs
wondered vaguely why Vera, so fond
of boasting about her travels, had
ngver even mentioned such an . im-
poriant thing as having a famous school
governor for an uncle.

They left Berry then, returning to

school. They arrived back . there to
find everybody talking of the great
race to-morrow, and everybody, ap-
parently, going. Only one girl, in fact,
seemed to have no interest in the race.
That was Vera Staines. Vera was
utterly excited because of the open-
ing of the Old Girls' club-room, which
was due to take place in the late after-
noon. ;
“And.. of course, you'll all be there,”
she said. “Do be careful to get bac
from the race in time. I've prepared
a frightfully rtant speech, and
I'm going to reaﬂ special addresa of
welcome to Humphrey Manderson.”

“Your uncle?” asked Babs casually.

For a moment Vera. looked startled.

“What? .Who is?”

“ Humphrey Manderson. Isn't he?”
Babs asked, and again was faintly
intrigued why Vera, so fond of boast-
ing, :should have I:ept such an im-
portant relative in the background,
“We heard so to-day at the track:”

“Oh!” Vera sa:d and lbmpuy
turned -away. = .

Qucer, that. But there was
for. ttlon. for_call-over was
al -2 and: from, then, until
bed-time Bal s ad all her work cut out

tlmo

t
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to get through her duties as junior
captain.

ut she was still wondering when she
went to bed that night.

She was still wondering when, with
her excited. chums, she got- up next
morning and dressed in preparation for
that da{l of great events.

And she wondered again when, dur-
ing that dressing, she spotted Vera
Staines through the dormitory win-
dow cycling. out of school gates. On
what erra% was Vera bound at such
an early hour in the morning?

But ﬂrenkflat then—in an atmo-
sphere of mounting excitement as the
time of departure came near. All the
chums had planned to be at the track
early so as not to miss a single thing,
and shortly after breakfast Babs, in
company with Mabs, Bessie, Clara,
Marjorie Hazeldene, Jemima Carstairs
and Leila Carroll left the school. The
morning was fine, and as there was
bound to be some dlﬁﬂ.ll{ about park-
ni at the tru‘.k. they le theu' cycles

to walk.

They had barehr reached the eross-
roads, however, when Babs gave an
exclamation.

“Hallo!" There's Inspector Winter !”

Detective-Inspector Wintér, their old
friend of the Courtfield division of
‘police it was, with Sergeant Small-

ways, and a fresh-f; young con-
stable. He was frowning as Babs &
Co. came up - :
“'Mormng, mspector I" Babs said.
" A.nvthmg wrang 1” :
h, mormng Miss Redfern 1"
Winter said. “No; nothing terrible,

I'm glad to sly \\c re loo mg for &
blue racing car.”
Babs started.
“A blue car!”

“Driven by a gul”. Lnspector
Winter nodded. P
hy,* that's—" Bessie ' begag.
“Oh, wow! Babs, you uhot you've
trodden on my toe!"”
“Shut up!” Babs imsed in a fierce

aside.

“Yes, we're rather anxious to have
a talk vntl! the young woman who was
dru'mg it at eight o'clock thi¥ morn-

Went through Lantham at fifty
m es an hour, i you please. Shot
through the traffic lights when the,
were against her, and wrecked a stall
which was erected. .in the market-
place. We chased her Jn_the police
car, but she got away.’

“And—and you d:dnr.
her?” Babs -asked.

“No. “Her face was hidden by a
helniet ‘and leg 'But we're watch-
ing all roads for the car.’ You don't
happen to have seen 'it, 1T suppose?"

Babs shook her head, signilling her
chums at the same time to 83y not |ng
But her heart was I:humpm then;
most dreadful anxiety n gug
her.  Surely Berry wou not have
been such a callous, fool as to do, all
that reckless damage? Surely Berry
would not have.dreamt of taking her
car on the open road on the morning
of the greatest race of her, life? But
if not Berry—who?x

Anxiously, dismayed, the chum du-
cussed the question as they harried

along.
“We've got to find out what hap-
ned from Berry,” Babs said, ln':!
sf she ‘krows nothing nbout it, there's
one conclusmn to Jun]p aty,

bod‘y £sar; g
e’lﬁe dld thnt duﬂl lﬁ;
Berry wou!fj ip, tropba'

lee. anﬂ. t refom, uq;
t0 rm AM

o Ot Fomtian
Clrltalra n.skedsc:oﬂla' e

recogniau
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_Babs nodded grimly. On they hur-
ried. Reaching the track, Babs went
in search of Berry, to find that usually

merry madcap in a rather exasper-
ated frame cf mind. She explained
the reason.

“Some idiot sent me a message to

meet Humphrey Manderson on the
eight-five train at Courtfield. I found
the whole message had been a hcax.”

But Babs knew then. Innocent Berry,
not knowing the police were looking
for her, had been lured away by that
faked message, while somecne else—
and who else but Spotied Scarf?—
used her car.

She went off, glancing at her wrist-
watch as she did so. Phew! Time
was getting on, and already.on the
track the first race had started. It
required less than half an hour now
before the lady drivers’ event.

Down the corridor she tramped, her
face grim now. She reached the door
marked “A. N. Other,” and pushed it
open.

And then she paused. TFor the
mystery epeed-girl in the red-and-
white spotted scarf, her back towards
her, was speaking into the phone.
Babs was just in time to hear the
words she uttered, and she immedi-
ately changed her plans because of
them.

“0Oh, is that the Courtfield Police 7%
the mystery girl eaid: and Babs
paused, struck by -a faintly familiar
ring in the voice. “ Never mind who
I am, but I want you to know that
the girl and the blue racing car you
are looking for are here. The girl's
name is Berenice Osborne, but if you
want to get hold of her you'll have to
hurry, because she’s racing in twenty
minutes’ time.”

Babs clenched her hands, catching
her breath sharply. So that was the
scheme, was it—to get Berry delayed
by the police so that she could not race
in the big event which was to mean
g0 much to her?

Somehow she had to prevent Berry
and the police meeting. At all costs,

Berry must race in the big event. But
how—how to accomplish that when
minutes were fleeting ?

Two Berrys!

ABS, whose brain
never worked more
swiftly than in
moments of crisis

such as this, had her plan
already cut and dried by

the time she had rejoined
her chums, and gasped out the sur-
prising news to them, .
“We've got to get Berry out of it I”
she said urgently. “Now! Leila—
and you, Mabs—you've got to do that |
Kid Berry out of her room! Shut her
up somewhere! Clara, you're nearer
Berry’s height than anyone else. For
the time being you've got to be Berry.
As soon as Mabs and Leila get Berry
out of it, you nip into her room and
put on one of her driving suits, with
a helmet and goggles. By-and-by the
police will come along. Keep them
in conversation if you can until the
race has started. Now, Jimmy, you
come with me,” she added. “Every-
body clear?”
ey all were, and all, recognising
the urgency of the case, were deter-
mined to do their best. At once Mabs
and Leila trotted off, to find Berry just
putting the finishing touches to her
dressing. She beamed round as they
entered.
“Hallo, kids! Anything I can do?”
sho asked.

“Yes, Berry,” Mabs =aid “Tve
get & wheeze—a frightfully gorgeous
wheeze it is, but we wait a room all
to ourselves to do it in.”

“Well, there’s  Charlie’s room,”
Berry said. “Charlie won't be want-
ing it for an hour or two. But what’
the wheeze 7"

“Come along and I'll show you!”

Berry grinned, though she gave one

look at the clock. Without further
question, she led the way out, and
reaching Charlie's room she flung the
door open. Into it Mabs and Leila
went with her, and Mabs, who was
last, clicked the key and swifily
removed it. Berry started.

“Here, what’s the idea of that?”
she asked.

“The idea,” Mabs replied quietly,
“is that we all stop here, Berry, until
the start of the race. You see,” she
added, “we're helping Babs to carry

Tl e
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jumpy, stole a look at her wristwatch.
Ten minutes before the race.

She led the way, taking, however, a
rather circuitous and leisurely route.
Three minutes she wasted in that
manner, and finally, coming to Berry's

door, knocked. Clara had already
been primed in her tactics, and the
Tomboy played up splendidly. A

voice, utterly unlike her own, answered
from behind the door as Babs tapped.

“Yes, who's there? Can't come in
for a moment—I'm dressing.”

“Is that Miss Osborne?” Inspector
Winter asked.

“Well, who do you think it is?”
Clara retorted. “Don’t come In,
though.”

“Very well, we'll wait,” the
inspector said easily

They waited, sure now of their
victim. One—two—three minutes went

by before the goggled and entirely un-
recognisable face of Clara appeared.

HER suspicions roused now, Babs grabbed at the towel. ‘‘Let me see
your hands | '’ she cried. But Vera Staines held on desperately.

through a little scheme on your
behalf—and if Babs doesn’t carry it
through, it means you'll be talking to
policemen instead of racing. Now let
me explain—"

Clara, meanwhile, was slipping into
Berry’s spare driving suit. While
she did that, Babs and Jemima Car-
stairs had  strolled towards the
entrance, and stationing themselves
there, watched presently the arrival of
Inspector Winter and Sergeant Small-
ways,

They saw the inspector get out of his
car. They saw him speak to Phelps
for a few moments.

Then Babs approached.

“Hallo, inspector! 1 =say, we've just
been talking to the girl who owns a
blue car here—a  girl named Berry
Osborne. I wonder if she's the girl
you're looking for 1*

“That’s her—yes I”
nodded swiftly.
just now. W
ern 1"

“Come along and we'll take you to
her,” Babs invited. “Not far away.”

The inspector beamed his gratitade.
Babs, outwardly calm, inwardly rather

The inspector
“We got her name

re is she, Miss Red-

Three minutes only to the race—surely
Clara could be relied upon to keep the
inspector engaged until that time |

In any case, it had to be risked.
Babs, }eaving Clara to her fate with
Jemima, rushed down to the starting
point.

There the cars were already lined
up, and Spotted Scarf was seated in
the red car. A vast crowd was mur-
muring in the stand, and Humphrey
Manderson was standing a little way
away talking to Miss Charmant, of
Clif House. Berry's car was there
also, accompanied by a distracted-
looking Charlie. He looked at Babs

“Miss Redfern, where's Miss
Osborne? She hasn’t arrived.”

“Don’t worry,” Babs said. “She’ll
be along. Wait a minute—wait a
minute! What's this?"” she added ex-
citedly. Stepping forward, she picked
up two small pieces of tinted glass from
the seat of the racer. “My hat” she
breathed stupidly as she stared at them,
and then was whisked aside as a great
shout went up and Berry came racing
forward, followed by Mabs and Leila.
“Berry 1” X

“Let me get in!” Berry cried.

She fairly leapt into thé seatk
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Engines were throbbing now; exhausts

thundering. Half a minute to go!
Then
“They're off I” went up a delirious
ell, and down dropped the starter's

ag.
Off they were just in time. For
even as the cars shot away, Inspector
Winter came hurrying down towards

the track.

“Mabs! Look at these!” Babs said
—and held out the two pieces of tinted
glass. “They were in Berry's car.”

Mabs looked at them A startled
Iook crossed her face.

. “Babs, they're not—they're not—"

“They are!” Babs said breathlessly.
“Now know, Mabs—now everything
is clear! Berry has simply got to win
now 1”

_ There was a thunder of engines as the

cars roared past on the first lap. The
race had already resolved itself into a
duel between the red and blue car, and
Berry and Spotted Scarf were racing
neck and neck, Btrung out in a chain
behind them, the rest of the field was
not even getting a look in.

“Berry’s  winning!”  cried DBabs.
“She’s going ahead |”

“No, Spotted Scarf is holding her!”
Mabs panted.

-They watched, struck into spell-
bound fascination; forgetful now even
of the drama underlying this race.
Phew! What a struggle!

“Go it, Berry 1” cheered Babs.

“Come on, Berry!” shrieked Mabel
Lynn.

Like a blue and red flash the two
leaders whizzed past the chums again
on the long straight—my, what a
pace !—with Berry once more taking
the lead on the banking.

Babs glanced at the lap-board.

“Three more to go,” she muttered.
“Berry, come on!”

But Berry had the race in hand now.
Slowly the gap between the two cars
lengthened. At the end of that lap
Berry was three car lengths ahead; on
the next lap she had gained thirty
yards, and started the last lap of all
with a good fifty yards in hand and
Spotted Scarf falling farther behind
with every revolution of the wheels.
Last half-lap, and Berry had things her
-own way, Spotted Scarf well and truly
defeated. ike a flash she went over
the winning line; amid a thundering
roar of cheering and clapping once
more lapped, halting at 1engr§ near her

it.

“DBerry’s won!” cheered Babs.
“Come on!”

Excitedly she rushed towards the
stationary car, Mabs at her heels. A
great crowd was swarming around the
car now, among it Humphrey Mander-
son and Inspector Winter; both of
whom had been talking together during
the latter laps of the race. As Babs
rushed wup, breathlessly laughing,
Berry was in the act of slipping out of
her seat. She twinkled at Humphrey
Manderson.

“Well, sir, do I get the job?” she
asked cheerily.

He did mnot He
frowned.

“Iine driving—congratulations,” he
grunted. “On the other hand, I'm not
sure! I've just been talking to the
inspector here, and from what he tells
me you're pretty reckless on the road.
Pretty bad show you put up in
Lantham this morning, wasn’t it?”

“No, it wasn't!” cried Babs.

“Eh? Who the dickens is talking to
you, girl?”

" ause,” Babs said, “if it was
Berry's car which was in that show, it
wasn't Berry who was driving it]”

“Don’t be.a fool I’ cried a voice, and

smile, however.

Babs wheeled to behold Spotted Scarf.
“Who else could it have been ?”

Babs stared at her grimly.

“] can tell you that!” she cried.
“The girl who did it was the girl who
has been Berry’s enemy all along—her
enemy at Clif House. And that girl
is—you 1"

“What 1"

“You—Vera Staines!” rapped Babs.

Her hand flashed out and caught the
goggles on Spotted Scarf's face. She
tore them away, revealing the features
of Vera Staines! And Vera was wear-
ing her tinted spectacles, minus one
ens.

“You drove that car!” cried Babs,
while Vera staggered back and the on-
lookers gasped. *““ And to get Berry out
of the way, you tricked her to Court-
field Station with a faked message from
your uncle!”

There was an electrified silence.
Humphrey Manderson, looking dazed,
was staring at his niece. Vera's face
was livid.

“I didn’t! It's a lie!” she cried.
“You can't prove it!”

“Can’t 17”7 Babs cried, and like light-
ning her hand flashed out; and Vera
turned deathly pale as she saw the
smashed fragments of her glasses.
“Then perhaps,” Babs said, “you can
explain how these came to be in Berry's
car? I've witnesses to prove that I
found them there! These bits are from
vour glasses. Remember I smashed
them yesterday ?” 5

“Vera!” Humphrey Manderson
cried.

Vera choked.

“I tell you——"

“I think,” Humphrey Manderson
said curtly, “you've told us enough!
This is another of your scheming
tricks! In any case, you know I have
forbidden you to drive cars! Perhaps,”
he added to the bewildered Berry, “ you
haven't so much explaining to do after
all! It appears to me it is my niece
who will have to do that! Well,
Winter, do you still want to talk to
Berry 1”

“Thanks, no!” Winter said. “But
I'd like to talk to Miss Redfern. And
I'd also like those broken pieces of
glass to check up on, Miss Staines—
they'll be useful evidence! Meanwhile,
Miss Osborne, I'm sorry you were
suspected——"

“And so am I.” Berry gurgled. *“For
if you'd had your way I'd have missed
the race! As it is, I've won it—thanks
to Babs. Now, what about the job?"”

Humphrey Manderson smiled.

“It's yours!” he said. “I'll an-
nounce it officially at the opening of

WHEN BARBARA REDFERN'S

ENEMY WANTED REVENGE,

SHE STRUCK AT BABS’

YOUNGER SISTER DORIS—

AND SO WAS BROUGHT
ABOUT—

spared trouble and sufferin
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the Old Girls’ club-room this afternoon.
Vera, this way!” he added curtly, and
leaving Berry and Babs to be mobbed
by _their overjoyed chums he led his
erring niece away.

H vyrHREY MaNpERSON was as good

as his word. That afterncon, at
the opening of the Old Girls' club-room
it was erry who officiated and
Humphrey Manderson who was the
guest of honour. And at that o cning
he made a long speech whic{: ha
niothing whatever to do with the Old
Girls' club, but everything to do with
Berry Osborne and, now and again, his
own niece, Vera Staines.

For Vera, in the meantime, had con-
fessed eyerything to her uncle, hoping,
by that’ means, to soften his anger.

And Vera, all along, had been the
snake-in-the-grass.  She had plotted
against Berry because she wanted to
impress her uncle as the winner of the
Lady Drivers’ Race. To further gain
his favour, she had schemed for the
honour of opening the Old Girls’ club-
room.

The whole story, during that speech,
came out.

Years ago, Vera had smashed up her
uncle’s car. As a result he had for-
bidden her ever to drive again. But

Vera, who had a passion for driving,
had trained secretly in Italy during her
world tour, and arguing that if she
Eroved herself a capable driver now
er uncle could not fail to be pleased
with her, and perhaps make her one of
his own racing-drivers, had entered the
Lady Drivers’ Race intending to
dazzle him with a spectacular victory.

At the same time, to prove to him
the high regard and esteem in which
she was held at her old school, she had
aimed to surprise him pleasantly by
being . his partner at the opening
ceremony.

“And that,” Humphrey Manderson
concluded, “is all I am prepared to say
on this subject. At the same time,
sincerely hope Vera will have learned
her lesson. Ladies and gentlemen, I am
pleased and proud to be your guest of
honour, but I am more pleased and
more proud to name Berenice Osborne
my star driver——"

“Hurrah !” cheered everybody.

“And I,” Berry said, coming up,
“am pleased apd proud to be that
driver! But I'm more pleased and

proud to have such good chums among
gm girls of my old school—Babs &
o, 1”
To which sentiment Cliff House rose
as one girl.
END OF THIS WEER'S 8TORY,

Rona Fox was the schemer ; Rona, the spiteful prefect whose

plot against Thalia Pascoe Babs had so recently thwarted.

Naturally, Babs stands by her sister, deliberately taking most

of the blows. For she is fiercely resolved that Doris shall be~n~nan

no matter what happens to her! 1

A masterly story, in Hilda Richards’ most brilliant style.
Order next week's SCHOOLGIRL at once.

i W
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FOR NEW READBRS.

VALERIE DREW, the famous girl detective,
and her clever Alsatian dog,

FLASH, are on holiday at bmmy]ands Farm,
which is run as an hotel by a hard- “orkmg
likeable young girl

DOROTHY DEAN. Dorothy seems to have
a secret enemy, who is trying to drive
guests from the farm. Mysterious things
huppcn and suspicion falls upon one of the

esta,

JO]INNY JEVON‘* a boisterous young fellow
who is a confirmed practical joker,
Valerie, though puzzled by him, likes hiny,
nevertheless. One of the guests leaves
because of damage done to her property.
Suspiclon again falls on Johnny, but
Valerie clears him. She is searching
some old ruins which seem to be con-
nected with the mystery when an unseen
attacker pushes her into a deep hole |

(Now read on.)

Done by Cunning!

OR an eternity Valerie seemed to
P be falling, and then, abruptly,
she fell in a heap,

To her joy she was breathless,
but apparently uninjured. But on the
point of congratulating herseli on a
fortunate escape, she found, to her
horror, that she was slipping again.

In a flash she realised what had hap-
pened. She had landed on a smooth,
sloping stone surface several feet below
the hole in the ground. But she could
only tell by its feel. It was too dark
to see anything, except the lighter
opening above her.

Throwing out her arms, she searched
desperately for anything to which she
could hang on. At first she touched
nothing but the cold, wet, slippery sur-
face of the stone. All the time she was
sliding faster. Something icy cold
touched her ankles, so unexpectedly,
that she all but shrieked. She bunched
her legs sharply; at the same moment
the fingers of one hand encountering a
tiny ledge just managed to grip it.

She kept very still at that, knowing
that she }fmd only just avoided plung-
ing into a pool of icy water which
almost filled this hideous subterranean
trap.

" l'IelpE Valerie called, the moment
she could collect sufficient breath for
the effort.

The wet sides threw her voice back
at her in mocking echoes. She shouted
again _and again, but in a deepening
despair. The person who had thrust
her in would hardly pull ker back, and
the thin echoes of her voice would

By
ISABEL NORTON

never reach the outside air beyond the
ruins.

Her fingers, holding to the tiny
ledge, began to ache with the strain.
Gradually, as her eyes became more
accustomed to the deep gloom, she saw
just within her reach a second fissure
in the stone. Eagerly she held it with
her other hand to take some of the
strain off her smarting fingers.

Poor as it was, it was obviously the
best support for which she could hope.
Cramped and acutely uncomfortable,
Valerie slowly turned her head, know-
ing that the slightest incautious move-
ment might cause her to lose her pre-
carious hold altogether,

She could dimly make out the de-
tails of her prison at last.

The hole through which she had
fallen, seven or eight feet above her,
was now away to one sgide, for she had
slid two or three feet down the slop-
ing surface before checking herself.

thrill of ~returning hope suffused her

as, from near at hand, she had heard
the faint, familiar sound of a puzzled
whimper.

She gazed breathlessly towards the
oblong of light above her head, listen-
ing tensely as the patter of paws drew
steadily nearer.

“Flash !” she called urgently, and
in another moment she saw his head
above her—saw his perky ears strongly
silhouetted against the light, his eyes
shining greenishly as he gazed eagerly
down, trying to see where his mistress
was

It was a moment Valerie would never
forget.

Flash whimpered anxiously as he
heard her voice, sensing that somethin
was wrong. He ran worriedly roun
and round the broken, crumpling edge,
seeking desperately for some way of
getting down to her.

“Bteady, boy !"” Valerie called warn-
ingly, as she saw him start to paw the
loose soil.

It was a critical moment. There

It was a game of rounders that saved Valerie from peril—and
incriminated the japer of the farm!

She had evidently dropped into what
had been one of the ancient dungeens.
At the spot where she had fallen
through there had originally been a
grating, through which a dim light had
heen reflected off this slope to the
prisoners below.

The dungeon itself, which might be
many feet deep, was now nearly full

of icy water. Valerie' could just make
out the sheen on its pitch-black surface
only a few inches below her feet. She
gave a tiny shiver as she realised the
fate that had so nearly been hers.

“ Help !” she called again.

The same tantalising echoes filled her
ears; the same uncanny silence fol-
lowed as they died away. Yet, only
a few yards distant, the farmya.rd was
still drenched in sunhght the game of
rounders was still in progress. Holi-
day-makers would be constantly com-
ing and going on all manner of care-
free errands, but there was no reason
why any of them should come near the
spot where Valerie clung in such peril,

Then, all at once, Valerie stirr

would be little hope left for either of
them if Flash fell in as well. But
could she make him understand?
Flash’s ears drooped, and, in puzzle-
ment, he put his head on one side,
peering unsecingly into the blackness
from which his mistress’ voice had
come. She knew he was still on the
point of plunging recklessly down to
discover what had happened to her.

“Fetch help, Flash! Gol” Valerie
instructed him tensely. “Help! Find
Johnny, Flash! Bring him herel

Quickly, boy 1”

She saw his head move as he listened,
watched the raising of his sensitive,
pointed ears as he tried to think ous,
mn his own doggy way, whether it was
really safe to l];esne Valerie at all.

“ At once, boy I” she urged. Quickly 1
Bring hulpt Find Jolnmyl Quick,
Flash 1

And Flash, at that, turned. Valerie,
still clinging in twisted discomfort to
the perilous wit slope, caught one last
glimpse of his faithful head as he
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turned away, then heard the swift
patter of his receding footsteps.

“ Whoof, whoof!” barked Flash, as
he burst upon the rounders players in
the farmyard.

Johnny, stoutly defending a gate-
post with his improvised bat, paused
to look at Flash with a twinkle of
amusement in his eyes.

“What's the matter, old boy?” he
asked. “Want to join in?”

Flash, stiff with excitement, his ears
erect, the ruff of hair around his neck
bristfing, barked again.

“Whoof I” he repeated command-
ingly. |
. They must stop! Everything must
stop when his beloved mistress was in
peril. They must follow him immedi-
ately to the spot where she was,

Freckled Marjorie, who was feeder,
had just called out to Johnny to be
ready. Now, on the point of throw-
ing the ball, she paused to watch Flash
with wondering eyes.

In a frenzy of fresh excitement,
I'lash had run to the party of players,
who were already out, and was leaping
up at each in turn.

“What’s the matter with Flash all
of a sudden?” asked Marjorie, in
amazement.

“Feels like it, no doubt,” answered
Johnny lightly,. “I'm still waiting,
Lightning.”

But Marjorie still held the ball

_Elash's unusual behaviour fascinated
er.

“There's something up with him,”
she said, with ‘conviction.

“You'll turn into a statue in a
minute,” chaffed Johnny. “Hang it
all, Flash can surely— Hey! What's
up?” he gasped, in a changed tone,

For Flash, suddenly despairing of
moving the puzzled group he had gone
to first, hncf) now 1'u.=.h95 straight for
Johnny. Grasping the end of the bat
with his strong teeth, he started to tug
as hard as he could, growling fiercely.

“Go on, you olg silly I”  cried
Johnny, freeing the bat with a smart
twist. He brandished it around his
head. “Clear off, vyou silly old ass,
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and worry someone else!” he com-
manded. ~ “Can’t you see Marjorie's
nearly come out of her trance, and
may throw the ball any da£ now?”
ash’'s ears sank, his bushy tail
drooped. They couldn’t understand
what he was trying to tell them.
Valerie was in desperate peril—she had
sent him to bring help to her. Yet,
whatever he did, they didn't seem to
understand. .

“Jolinny, I'm sure he’s got something
on his mind,” Marjorie insisted,
uneasily.

“How nice,” answered Johnny, “to
have one to have something on! Sling
up the ball, little feather-headed friend,
and don’t footle around any longer !”

Stung by that taunt, Marjorie heaved
the ball with all her strength. Johnny
drew his bat back, intending to send it
clean out of the farmyard.

Bat and ball, as it happened, never
made contact.

Shooting up as though impelled by
a_powerful spring, Flash took a prodi-
gious leap and caught the ball with his
teeth in mid-flight, .

“He's got it!” gasped Marjorie, in
amazement,

“Qut!” ejaculated the watchers, in
delight.

“You silly old idiot!” howled
Johnny, having taken a mighty swipe
at the empty air.

Flash dropped back to the ground.
With one swift, cunning glance at
Johnny, he ran straight back towards
the ruins, ball still in his mouth.

“You ounning old fox!" yelped
Johnny, exasperatedly—and mnext
moment was leading a chase in which
everyone decided to join.

Flash pelted on amongst the broken
columns. Cunning had served him at
last, They were all after him now.
And somewhere very near here—

“Help!” came the faint echo of
Valerie's voice.

Flash dropped the ball, His ruse had
worked ; they had all heard the muffled
cry now. The ball was instantly for-
gotten by everyone. Whimpering with
excitement, Flash led them to the edgze
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of the treacherous hole through which
his beloved mistress had fallen.

Startled, horrified, they clustered
nearer as Valerie's tonés floated up out
of the pit.

“¥Fetch a rope quickly!” she called.
“I can't hold on much longer, and the
place is flooded. A rope!”

. Someone pelted back to get one
immediately. They dropped one end
down into the darkness of the pit; as
Valerie called for them to pull, they
gathered at the other end of the rope
and hauled it up.

Foot by foot, Valerie was drawn to
the surface until, with the aid of so
many willing hands, she was easily able
to scramble to complete safety again.

The girl detective was unusually pale.
Though she smiled her gratitude, they
ﬁould all see how the ordeal had shaken

er.

“What ever made you go down there,
Val?” qsked freckled Marjorie, in deep
Ferplemty, and she glanced at the three
heavy planks, now lying at one side,
which had the
dan%er spot.

“The hole was uncovered when [
came along,” Valerie answered.

Marjorie whistled incredulously.

“Poor old Val! Then vou slipped in
without noticing it?” she asked, sym-
pathetically.

Valerie shook her head, keen eyes
travelling swiftly from face to face.

“No, 1t wasn’t like that at all,” she
answered, evenly. “I was standing
just here when someone I didn't sce
n_:re!?t. up behind me and—pushed me
in 1"

originally covered

“Pushed you in?” echoed six dis-
beluavmil voices at the same moment.

And the six turned, as one, to gaze
with incredulous amazement at the
seventh of their number, who had not
spoken at all.

Johnny Jevons!

For he had recently entered the ruins
to recover the rounders ball!

“Give Me An Hour—"

€T T couldn’t have been Johnny,
Dorothy ! declared Valerie in
a tone of deep conviction, “If
there's one thing I'm absolutely
certain about, it's that. Johnny’s
innocent this time !”

It was a quarter of an hour later.
Having stayed only to see that the
planks were safely replaced across the
treacherous hole over the ancient dun-
geon, Valerie had made her way to the
farmhouse, anxious to give her own
report to Dorothy Dean before a
garbled version of i1t reached her from
any other source.

In order not to disturb Dorothy more
than necessary, Valerie had naturally
made as light of her adventure as
possible, but the young hostess at the
farmhouse had listened with deepening
concern to the account of her startling
adventure.

“You're a brick, Val!” she said
gratefully. “Now you're almost ready
to make out that it doesn’'t matter what
happens to you as long as we save
Johnny !

Valerie laughed unexpectedly.

“Put it like that if you like,” she
smilingly agreed, She led Dorothy to a
chair in the cheery little writing-room
where they had gone to be quiet, and
made her sit down. “Tell me the truth,
dear. Doesn't it matter rather a lot
whether Johnny stays here or not?"”

Dorothy was several moments in
replying, but her frank eyes could not
conceal what she was really thinking.

“Yes, Val,” she admitted, at length.
“Johnny's here for a whole month.
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. You've seen for.yourself that he’s the
life and sewl of the place.. I know lots
of peolale_ have stayed on merely be-
cause there's always some kind of lark
when Johnny's around. y

. . ' But it alsp matters a lot to me what
happens tp, you as well |” ghe added in

' concern, v

Valerie smilingly shook her head.

, . “Forget it! I'm a detective, my
dear,” she answered, her{uand resting
affectionately on Flash's head. *“You
see, it's my business to go out looking
for trouble, so I mustn’t grumble when
I occasionally find a spot of it. I've
really found out all I wanted to know.”

Dorothy’s eyes opened wider.
“ Exactly what is that, Valerie?” she
asked. :

' *“There must be no ‘ Ghost Game’ in
the ruins to-night,” Valerie answered
firmly. “We're never likely to find out
now who first put this idea into the
su tion box. If we did—"

She broke off without completing her
sentence, for she had been on the point
of saying that if they knew'that they
woul also know the identity of
Dorothy’s mysterious' but relentless
enemy at the farm. :

Fortunately Dorothy’s thoughts had
already run on in ancther channel.

“¥You're right about that game, Val,”
she said, with a tiny shiver. “Tt would
have been terrible if the game had
started ‘'without that dum%cr spot being
noticed. One of the—elderly people
might have fallen through!” -

'“Well, 'all's well that ends well, my
dear,” ‘Valerie said, with a heartening
smile. “If only we keep on keeping
our peepers open, we'll scon clear
everything up.” By
' Dorothy laughed, A S '

*Of course we will," Val,” ¢he' agreed.
“Tt never does any good only to look
on the black side. Which reminds me
about my cakes. They'll be giving me
some mighty black looks if I doti’t rush
off and see how they’re doing1”

Valerie's ¢yes followed her as c¢he
sped out of the room. Dorothy, with
her cheerful nature, her pretty voice,
and graceful ways, would have been an
attractive girl to meet under any cir-
ctimstances. But she was far more than
just a jolly girl in charge of a-farm
guest-house. Shis had readily shouldered
a big burden when her mother had been
taken seriously ill. Plucky and reso-
lute, she still made mno bones about
working ' all hours to keep the farm
‘running as smoothly as possible.
~ Valerie's smile soon faded, however,
as, left alone, she reflected on her
recent adventure.

The hands which had pushed her into
the pit had not been those of a japer!

Some of the people might eﬁove
Johnny Jevons had done it, only in-
tending it as a foolhardy lark in the
belief that there was merely a shallow
depression, from which Valerie would
have rio difficulty in escaping, Valerie’s
private view was very different.

She was sure now that Dorothy had a
secret, sinister enemy, determined to
cause trouble at ‘thé farm as often as

'i'srib‘lé' had _— d
' at enemy had ¢unningly slippe
the idea of thy'e ““ ghost ga'mg,” iht.c?]ihe
suggestion-box, hoping that it would
catch on. The planks éver the ancient
‘Aungeoh had béen’ deliberately removed
it readineks for someone fo fall through
by accidént’ in ‘the darkness, once
more “giviiig thé farm~the hame’ for

being a da‘nﬁefpns place, carglessly con-

dugted by the girl in charge' of it.°
Yale‘ri_e;é’ alfeady ~ suspidious “of '‘the
ifene: asti

enui “that “bsuggestibn,”! had
1 ﬁﬂhd’féi‘" g

G o e Sl
osk ‘gl discovéring whethér' any 'ki
& Eﬁié&h;}ﬁsﬁﬁ‘a'—b%én‘ pitﬂﬁhed.' - The

e ball in his mouth, Flash tore towar s the ruins, géncing c
EIZING the ball in hi uth, Flash tore t ds th 1 back
to see if the players wete following him. It was the only way he could
bring help to his beloved mistress.

enemy, unsuspected by Valerie, had evi-
dently been lurking ‘quite close at
hand all the time. ' -
Why she hdad been treated in. such a
cowardly manner scarcely mattered.
Her “attacker ‘might have been merely
anxious to scare her. ' i
Whatever the motive, it told Valerie
clearly enough ‘that ‘the mysterious
enemy was a dangerous one. i
Rising to her feet, she briskly left the
room and turned along the-corridor.
At the end of it she all but eollided

with a stooping figure fumbling ‘about
on the floor. She recognised him as
Dorothy’s Uncle Nathan, the well-

meaning but inefficient relative who
had come +to  help her during: her
mother’s illness.’ ARV

“Looking for these, uncle?” asked
Valerie, smilingly retrieving a pair of
spectacles from the floor and handing
them back to him.

“Thanks ever so much! Oh dear!”
sighed Uncle Nathan, as he replaced
them on his nose and blinked grate-
fully at Valerie. “Why, it's Miss
Drew! What ever is it they tell me
you've been up to in the ruins?” he
asked, gazing at Valerie as though she
had become an entirely nmew person
since he saw her last. 4 3

“Just a little tumble which didn’t
matter at all,”  Valerie lightly
answered. “Have you been around
the farm all afternoon, uncle?”

“Yes. Well, here and there”
amended Uncle Nathan, in his usual
confused manner. “I was down'with
the haymakers at first, but Emily for-
got to bring me my cup of tea. So I
went along to:see the people watching
the bees being smoked ouf, thinking
Emily might have taken my tea there
instead——" )

“Who did you see while you were
around 7” Valerie intervened, anxious
to keep him to the point. .

Uncle Nathan usually seemed very
vague about anything he did or saw,
but in the end Valerie managed to get
him to remember quite a number-of
people - who had  been . watching the
various farm activities.

Thanking him, she madesher way to
the ‘netice:board, and keenly- studied
the lists of those who had goné off<on
organised excursions elsewhere,

In a few minutes the ‘gir]l detective
had reduced her list of possible sus-
pects to only four or five people, whose
movements during the afternoon still re-
mained unaccounted for.

“I'll have to check up on them as
soon as they return,” she reflected.
“Now, while I'm waiting, is my chance

to have 4 duiet look round the ruins
again.” . 1 d .
- Her bléod was up. That treacherous

attaek: from behind had' really put
Valerie. on her met#le. - If it was
humanly possible to”unmask Dorothy's
cowardly, unseen enemy; she- meant to
do so now. .

But on the very point of leaving the
farmhouse, Valerié pulled.up in aston-
ishment. '

Qutside the barn which had been so
attractively coaverted for use as a ball-
room a dozen: or more people were
clustered in an excited knot. Valerie's
brows suddenly contracted as scraps of
what they were saying floated to her
ears.

“It must have been Johnny 1” :

“Nobody else went into the ruins!”

“He whanged the rounders ball right
over the wall, even though it's out of
bounds 1”

“Hitting it there deliberately, or I'm
a Dutchman 1”

“And he was a fearful long time
pretending to fag it. We all wondered
what he was up to.”~ i

Filled with a sudden misgiving,
Valerie hastened across to the spot.

Johnny was being actually held re-
}slpor}sible for the cowardly attack om

er

She found him standing in the centre
of the group, hands in pockets, as usual,
his cheeks grick-red, his familiar sipile
now oddly twisted. 4

“Hang it all, give a chap a chancé "
he protested, as he managed to make
his voice heard at last. “Before you
accuse a fellow of being such a rotter
you might let him speak——"

“We've heard you excusing yourself
before 1" -a’ voice scornfully interrupted
before Johnny could get any further.

“ Excnse_me |” put in Valerie, speak-
ing with quiet intentness from the edge
of ithe" growd: “Can I have .a say as
welli1” i i

There was an immediate stir in the
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ronp. Everyone turned to look at
%nleria Her face was set; there was
grave disappointment in her cyes.

“Why, of course, Val,” said freckled
Marjorie, with an apologetic smile.
“Though you weren't playing rounders
with us; you didn’t see—"

“At least, I know enough,” Valerie

intervened, her glance travelling
quickly from face to face, “to be quite
sure that it wasn't Johuny who

attacked me !”

*There was a sensation at her words.
Some of the crowd looked uneasily
away; covert nudges were exchaqged
amongst othérs. There was a minor
outburst of embarrassed coughing. Shy
Miss Peek gave Valerie a difident
smile.

“Perhaps you haven't heard all.the
evidence, Miss Drew,” .she suggested.
“You see, Johnny was actually
een—>" "

“Behind me 1” asked Valerie quickly.

Miss Peek spread her hands depre-

catingly.

"Ngca{ enﬁtl ; ?f course. Oh dear,
it's so ve ifficult—"

“1 see l;:’o difficulty I declared Peter
Passleigh, . in stern, precise fones.
“There can't be any doubt we've
caught him this time. If Johnny isn’t
chucked out after this, I shall certainly
leave myself.”

“Hear, hear !” chorused two or three
others immediately.

“And me!” Little Miss Peck spoke
quite firmly, though still with obvious
reluctance. “When he’s proved to be
such a thoughtless little rascal—"

“Don’t say any more!” chipped in
Johnny unexpectedly. “You needn’t
worry, any of you, about clearing out.
I'm going I” N

He stood, hands on hips, his cheeks
redder than ever, facing his accusers.

“I've been out for a lark most of
the time,” he explained, “so I can't
blame any of you for jumping to the
conclusion I've overstep the mark.
I'll admit everything’'s against me this
time.” He paused to swallow. “All
the same,” added Johnny, his eyes sud-
denly meeting Valerie's, “it's jolly
decent of Valerie to stick up for me,
and I shan't forget that. You can tell
Dorothy I'll be leaving at once, so I'll
go lm{ get my traps packed right
away.” -

“Stop, Johnny !”

It was Valerie's voice that arrested
him just as he was turning away.
Everyone looked at her with startled
interest, for there was a resolute set
to her chin.

“Please, evervone,” she begged, “I
don't want Johnny to go yet! Give
me just an hour longer, and then I'll
tell you who really pushed me through
the floor of the ruins—and why !”

The Final Clue!
ONLY an _hour in which to prove

that Johnny was innocent!

Only an hour left in which to

test out all her theories and cast
a ray of revealing light at last through
the dark mystery which hung over
Sunnylands Farm!

Valerie Drew knew it was a heavy
task she had set herself as, with Flash
trotting at her side, she made her way
th’rougﬁ the ruins back to the scene of
the alarming adventure for which
Johnny was being blamed.

At all costs she was determined to
prevent the expulsion of Johnny from
the farm before it was too late!

It wasn't onl ause her own in-
stincts of fair play were wounded. She
was thinking of Dorothy as well. Only
a short while ago, before either of them

had guessed that the indignation of the
other guests would boil up so suddenly
and violently, they had both agreed
that the presence of cheerful Johnny
was indispensable to the jolly life of thie
holiday farm.

And another thought grew larger in
Valerie's mind as she wandered on
through the ruins. Johnny had been
too frequently involved in the various
setbacks at tge farm for everything to
have been accidental. Dorothy’s enemy
was Johnny's as well.

She believed she was beginning to see
daylight at last.

Someone wanted the farm to prove
a failure; and, naturally, Johnny's
departure would be a severe loss to the
farm.

But how, Valerie still asked herself,
was she in one brief hour to prove her
amazing theory to the satisfaction of all
her fellow-guests?

Deep in anxious thought, she stood
once more on the very spot where the
attack had been made, though there
was no peril any longer now the pro-
tective planks had been replaced over
the cavity.

Cazing behind the section of broken
wall by which she had been standing at
the time, she saw the patch of clean
stone across which her attacker had
obviously had to run in order to give
her that determined push.

A startling thought leapt into her
mind as she saw it.

She had previously reasoned.that she
had either %een the victim of spite, or
that someone hiding in the ruins had
seen where she was and determined to
teach her a painful lesson to mind her
own business in future.

Surveying the setting more intently,
Valerie saw a third possibility.

At the end of the stone floor was a
blank wall. Had someone been hiding
there when she first approached the
covered hole?

It was a startlingly new theory, but
one well worth considering.

For if anyone had been hiding there
they would have instantly appreciated
that Valerie had ounly to turn her head
to discover them.

The inference was obvious.

They might have pushed her in the
pit to avoid being seen !

Anxious to see whether her theory
was likely to give her a new lead,
Valerie stepped over the wall, and,
standing where her assailant had been,
glanced keenly from side to side.

The clear way of escape lay to her
right along a narrow passage between
low, broken walls. A dry, earthen path
ran between them.

With a sudden thrill of inferest,
Valerie dropped to one knee. Thouih
there had been no rain for days, the
soil was distinctly damp in one spot.

“What's the reason for this?” Valerie
asked herself, in mystification.

Her gaze, seeking evervwhere for
some further clue, travelled on to a
tuft of wiry grass growing beside the
wall a couple of feet beyond the dam
spot. Stooping again, she probed it
with her fingers. I'rom the centre of
the tuft, where previously only a tiny
projecting edge had been visible to her
searching eyes, she took up a fragment
of white china about an inch square.

Valerie could see in a moment that
it was a piece out of a broken teacup,
similar to those in regular use at the
farm. Its edges were still so clean that
she felt sure it could only have been
lying there a very short time.

“Wonder ‘how it fﬁ here #” mused
Valerie. “&Vhew !” she softly added, as
an une ed recollection came to her
mind. “I met Emily, that timid little
maid, wandering around in here with a
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cup of tea for Uncle Nathan. Wonder
if she broke the cup?”

Calling Flash to her side, she decided
to question Emily before doing any-
thing else.

She found her outside the kitchen.
The shy, dark-haired girl was just in
the act of tipping the contents of a
dustpan into a big bin in the yard. She

drew instinctively back as she saw
Flash trottini towards her.
“1 would®like a word with you,

Emily,” Valerie murmured.

Emily nodded in her oddly resigned
way.

“I expected you would, miss,” she
agreed, “after meeting me in the ruins,
then falling down that awful hole!
Have you found the crook yet, miss?”
she asked eagerly.

“No, Emily. By the way, did you
find Mr. Nathan and give him his cup
of teat”

Emily shook her head,

“No, miss. I heard Misz Dorothy
calling me from the house,” she
answered; “so I put the cup down
where I thought Mr. Nathan would be
sure to see it if.he came that way and
went indoors. I didn’t think it was
much good, because it was nearly cold.”

“Where did you leave the cup—near
the spot where I had the aceident?”
asked Valerie keenly.

Emily, who had a habit of standing
with downcast eyes, looked up shyly at
the question.

“I couldn’t say, miss, as I don't know
exactly where your accident happened.
thdo you asf; v

“Never mind now,” answered Valerio
guardedly.
next question very carefully.
see anyone else in the ruins?”

Emily clasped her chin uneasily.

“I didn’t want to say anything,
miss !” she muttered. “I was hoping
you wouldn't ask. I've always liked

im quite as much as anyone else.
only thought he was up to some little
joke, like his other ones, you know,
when I saw him creeping through the
ruins the way you'd gone yourself.”

“Who was it?” Valerie insisted.

Emily looked away, clasping her
hands, and appearing to sway slightly
as she made up her mind to answer.

“Mr. Johnny Jevons, miss!” she
breathed, with obvious reluctance. “I
—I didn’t want to say a word, but
you've got it out of me! It was Mr.
Johnny that I sawl But you won't

“I want you to answer my
Did you

split, will you, miss? Promise you
won't split 1”
Valerie stood very still at those

words, looking stunned with shock. She
had promised to vindicate Johnny; at
her urgent request, the sentence of
expulsion from the farm had been sus-
Eamled for just cne brief hour. And
ere was Emily—the only other person,
as far as Valerie could discover, who
would possibly have been a witness of
what happened in the ruins—offering
this further, and even blacker, evidence
against him!

“] see, Emily!” murmured Valerie,
finding her voice at last. “Thank you
for ~telling me!l I shall certainly
respect your confidence.  That's just
“!m!t. I wanted to know. Now I can
act I”

And, turning on her heel, she walked
away in the direction of the farmhouse,
an odd gleam in her violet eyes suggest-
ing that exciting happenings were
about to take place!

(CAN the likeable Johnny really be

guilty, after all? You will dis-
cover the answer to that very intriguing
question in next Saturday's thrilling
continuation of this superb mystery
story. P
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Another delightful

A Queer Sort of Bandit!
“NOW, just what'd we do, Red-

wing, if we were to mieet a
bandit ?”

Kit Hartley posed that
question to her Redskin friend as,
side by side on the box seat of the
one-horse shay, they returned from the
town to Red Ranch.

It was a sunny morning, a gay morn-
ing, 'and even though the mountain
pass they traversed was lonely, there
was nothing to suggest bandits. Nor
would Kit have thought of them, but
for the fact that in her - shopping-
basket she carried a load of five hun-
dred dollars. . i

The bag of money was' well hidden
down ‘'in the large baskét under some
fruit and vegetables, and no bandit was
likely to guess that it was there at all;

but Kit iut the question just’ because

the thought had occurred to her.

“Go plenty quick!” said Redwing,
after a pause.

“Yes, but the bandit would be in
front of us, holding a gun, and telling
us to stick up our hands,” pointed
out Kit. “Reckon if a feller’s tough
enough to—"

But that was all Kit could say, for
ahead, where the path harrowed, a
rider had suddenly appeared.

Wearing a cloai made of pieces of
sack sewn together, he shot out three
terse words and at the same moment
projected the muzzle of a forty-five
revolver through the cloak.

“Stick ’em up!” he snapped.

Kit reined up Daisy the horse, and
her heart went cold.

The fact that she had just been dis-
cussing the possibility of a bandit
stopping them had not prepared her
for one. She had not thought it was
a possibility, let alone a probability.

ut here a bandit was !

Kit sat motionless, the reins in her

hand, and in fascinated awe studied
the bandit's strange appearance. The
sacking disguised his figure and his

thes, while across the lower portion
of his face was a red handkerchief
folded in half.

=)

“Gee!

Itts a ° hold-up!” she

breathed.
“It's a holdup!” snapped the
bandit in a hoarse tone to crisguisa his

voice. “Hand over the dough, drop, it
from the shay, then get moving and
keep moving !”

But Kit sat quite still, thinking
hard. The five hundred dollars was
wanted by her father for wages, and
if it went to the bandit it would be a
dead loss.

“A joke's a joke, bandit,” said Kit,
with a lightness she did not feel.
“Quit kidding, and let me get on with
my fruit and vegetablés.”

The bandit fired a round of ammuni-
tion that whistled a yard over Kit's
head and made Redwing cling {o her,
panic-stricken.

He was a bandit. He held

Kit up, threatened her with

a2 gun and tried to rob her

of the cowboys’ wages. And

yet—Kit did all she could to
shield him !

“Bad man!
huskily.

“I mean’ business,” said the bandit.
“Reckon it’s not my job robbing gells,
but that’s yer dad’s fault for sending
yer. Dump out the money |”

Kit thought quickly, and then stood
up in the shay.

“0.K.! You win!” she said. “But
you won't get away with this. The
boys will most certainly be hot on your
trail, bandit.”

Kit reached behind her and took up
2 basket. There were two baskets, and
this contained only household supplies,
but no money.

“Here you are, bandit,” she said,
epringing down from the shay. “Da
gog want it poured out” and counted?

kip down, Redwing | she added.

Leaning over; a little to give the im-
pression that the basket weighed
enough to be loaded with cash, she wentg

Give money !” she said
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Tor RED RANC)

towards the bandit, but halted a few
yards from him.

. "Im scared of that gun,” she said
in timid tone. “Can I dump the stuff
here 7

“Empty the basket !” '

Kit lifted the basket to hurl the con-
tents ‘on the ground, while Redwing
stood back, watching the bandit closely.

Neither of them was prepared  for
Kit’s next action. She certainly
emptied the basket, but not straight on
the ground. She shot the contents at
Daisy’s hoofs.

Daisy was a steady, placid horse,
given' to day-dreaming, ‘and when she
stopped she went into a semi-dose,
lolling on three legs.

To have a basketful of vegetables
and groceries hurled at her hoofs when
she was half asleep was naturally
pretty disturbing, and she awoke with
a start.

She did more than wake, she jerked
away with a clatter of hoofs.

Dragging the dancing shay behind
her, Daisy shot past the bandit, took
the bend in the path with the shay on
two wheels, and disappeared in a
cloud of dust. . ;

The bandit was too startled to d
anything until it was too late to act;
and then he scowled at Kit, who was
smiling broadly.

hy, you—you little double-
crosser |” he snapped.
Then, without another word, he

wheeled his horse and went pounding
away through the treés.

The hold-up was over. The gold had
gone homewards, and the bandit had
been put to flight.

It was such a sudden and complete
end that Redwing locked as though
she did not quite believe it now, and
moved forward to watch the bandit
until he was lost to sight. Then, wide-
eyed, she turned impulsively to Kif
and hugged her,

By
Elizabeth Chester
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Your Editor's address is:—

The SCHOOLGIRL Office, Flectway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

Y DEAR READERS,—Have
you scen that wonderfully
exeiting announcement on

7 of this iau;ﬁe? About our lqgg%;
Annuals, I mean ' If not, you should
turn to it at once, and if the sight
of those four delightful books, repro-
duced there, doesn't make you eager
to sample their enthralling contents—
well, then, you'd better read on, while
1 tell you something about them.

First of all, as it is OUR very own
Annual— :

THE SCHOOL FRIEND ANNUAL.

It costs 3s. 6d. And it will gladden
the heart of every single lover of
Babs & Co., for ita scores and scores

of pages are packed with stories featur-
ing your Cliff House favourites. But
that iz not all. There are other

superb stories, too—including one that
brings back Lady Fayre, whom you
are sure to remember as * Secret
Helper to Robin Hood,” and another
dealing with one of the exploits of
that irrepressible girl, The Imp—and
Cousin George: (Another old favour-
ite.)

Yor readers of The ScHOOLGIRL
their very own Annual is easily the
grandest treasure trove of reading
ever published. Don't forget—the
price is three shillings and sixpence.

THE SCHOOLGIRLS" OWN ANNUAL

is crammed with eous features.
Beautifully = prodaced, containing
stories, articles, a coloured plate, and
heaps of other, features of interest to
schoolgirls, it is8 well worth the six
shillings which it costs. Just ask
vour mewsagent to let you glance
through its many pages and you
won't want to part with it.

THE GIRLS® CRYSTAL ANNUAL,
also 3s. 6d., is quite truly a “ Big

Weekly, for it features many of that
paper’s most popular characters in
specially written storics. Brand new
stories, mind you! And all written
by popular authors. Even if you
don't read the * Girls’ Crystal "—
which means you are missing a treat
every week !—you'll love this Annual.
And it's almost bound to make you
a * Girls’ Crystal  fan for ever after-
wards.

THE POPULAR BOOK OF GIRLS®
STORIES

costs two-and-sixpence, really won-
derful value for money. Just look
at some of the celebrated people who
have written specially for it: Renee
Frazer, Hilda Richards (your very
own Hilda !), Elizabeth Chester and
Margery Marriott (two more ScHOOL-
airL  favourites), Ruth Maxwell,
Hilary Marlow, Elma Dane, ete.

Well, there you are, readers all.
Four really superb books waiting for
YOU. If you cannot afford to buy
them all yourself, then why not reserve
them for birthday or Christmas
presents ?

And now I really must hurry on
to next Saturday’s ScHOOLGIRL pro-
gramrme.

‘“THE DOWNFALL OF DORIS
REDFERN

is the title of Hilda Richards’ magni-
ficent Cliff House story, and a drama-
tic, poignant tale it is, too. Rona
Fox, the spiteful prefect who in last
week's story was thwarted in her
scheming against Thalia Pascoe, sees
a chance to revenge herself against
Babs by striki at Bahs' young
sister, Doris, ofr&e Third Form.

Naturally, Babs stands by Doris.
Side by side the sisters combat the
attacks of the treacherous, vindictive
Rona, but it is Babs who deliberately
takes most of the blows. For she is
determined that Doris shall be spared
trouble and suffering no matter what
happens to her! masterly story, .
this. You'll be held spellbound.

As usual, next week's issue will
contain further dramatie develop-
ments in Valerie Drew’s most exciting
case, another delightful COMPLETE
Kit and Redwing story, end more of
Patricia’s Bright and Useful Pages,
80 do order your copy well in advance,
won't you ?

With best wishea,
Your sincere friend,

Sister ! of the *“@Girls' Crystal ? .THE EDITOR.
“Miss Kit mighty quick, plenty Kit had gathered the things she had
brave,” she murmured. scattered, and now she put the load

“Brave! I was quaking like a
leaf.” snid Kit. “But Daisy was
quick enough, the dear old thing. I'm
sorry I had to scare her that way, but
it certainly saved the five hundred
dollars. And the next .thing—"

Kit's face hardened as she thought
what a narrow squeak it had been.
Her ruse had saved the five hundred
dollars, but only by a matter of
seconds.

“The rascall” she exclaimed. “I'll
have the boys out after him in two
ticks! Come on, Redwing! So long
as that type of man's at large, no one's
safe.”

It was a long trek they had down
the mountainside before they eventu-
ally caught up with Daisy who, after
her fine burst of speed, had loitered to
wait for them,

aboard the shay, made sure that the
money was intact, and hurried on to
Red Ranch.

“And I have a clue,” she said
grimly. “I know his build; I'd know
his voice. And when he swung round
to take a shot at the shay, the hand-
kerchief round his face shifted enough
to show his chin.”

Kit rallied the boys in no time, and
led her dad, Bill, the foreman, Jem,
and several others back to the scene
of the hold-up.

There, the tracks were examined,
and & general hunt around made.

Redwing, trailing in her skilled Red-
skin way, soon discovered where the
bandit had been in hiding before riding
out, and she called Kit excitedly.
““Yes, this is the hideout all right,”
Kit agreed. - '

. & BCra
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The boys were in the oppesite direc-
tion, and she hailed them, but as she
turned her quick eyves caught sight of
of paper that had fallen into
some thick bush.

“Aha! A clue all right!” she ex-
claimed. “A letter. Mebbe it'll give
his name.”

It was a letter written in an old and
rather shaky hand:

“My darling son,” it began. “If I
didn’t know you were doing so well,
I'd never write this letter as you do
know; but I am in desperate need of
money to save the home. As I'm
oing into hospital, I'm afeared the
andlord may act quick while I'm
away. Mebbe a hundred dollars don’t
sound much to you these days, but te
T .

Kit crumpled the letter, and her
cheeks crimsoned. Never in her life
had she read anything more poignant
than those few pleading lines from a
mother to her son.

And the son was—

There could be no shadow of a doubt
that the son was the bandit! Hia
mother needed a hundred dollars
desperately, and desperately he had
tried to get them.

As Kit crumpled the leiter in her
hand, her dad and the boys came

riding up.
“Redwing says you've found a clue,
Kit,” sai her dad, dismounting.

*“ Where is it 1"

Kit faced them, and for a brief
moment fought a battle with herself.

“A—a clue?” she said.

“Bure—a letter or something,” said
her dad. “Where is it, Kit?"”

“Let’s see it,” said Bill.

Kit hesitated no longer. Just behind
her, a yard or two away, was a preci-
pice drop. Swinging her arm, Kit
flung the crumpled letter into space!

——

Determined to Save Him!

[{4 EY!” cried Bill. “What's
that? What yer doing,
Miss Kit? Was that the
clue?”

Kit forced a laugh.

“Clue nothing! Call me the mutt,
boys! It wasn't a clue at all—just a
scrap of paper.”

Darrel Lamoine gave a short, scorn-
ful laugh at that; for ‘he and Iit had
always been at logger-heads, and he
never missed a chance, however small,
of scoring off her.

“Jes like a gel—thinks any scrap
of paper a clue!” he jeered.

“Scrap of paper? I'm reckoning it
still might be a clue,” said Bill, the
foreman, stubbornly. “Jem, get down
on that ledge and find it.”

Kit bit her lip.

“0Oh, Bill, it was just nothing!” she
said. “Don’t risk .fom’u neck agoing
after scrap-paper.”

“Reckon Kit'd know whether it were
useful or not,” said her dad. “Any-
way, Kit, you did a mighty fine thing
in getting the dough away.”

“Bhe sure did, and the ieast we boys
can do is to raise her a cheer,” grunted
Bill. *Hip, hip—"

He lifted his hat, and the cheers were
warmly given. The delight at Kit's
having outwitted the bandit quite over-
shadowed the argument over the clue.

“Thanks, boys!” smiled Kit, touched -
by the warmth of that cheer. “If you
round u? the bandit, then we'll call it
square, I guess.”

She turned for home, and Redwing
joined her.

For a hundred yards or so they wené
in silencep then Redwing spoke,
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“Miss Kit, why
letter 7 she asked.

“Why? Waal, I reckon it was better
that way, Redwing,” said Kit gently.
“And I'd like to think you couldn't
remember anything about the bandit
at all. Get 1t 7"

The Redskin girl looked puzzled, but
she nodded her head in ready agree-
ment. Kit was her heroine, and what-
ever she did was therefore wise and

you trow away

good.

“Yes, Miss Kit.” she said.

“Kit to you, duffer! And there's
just one other thing, my sharp-eyed,
golden-hearted, copper one,” smiled
Kit. “I want you to do some smart
Redskin work, and sneak back that
letter I sent down the precipice. And
if you do get it back. see that none
of the boys collars it.”

Redwing asked no questions, but
immediately slipped off. Kit herself
returned to Red Ranch, and got busy
with one or two routine jobs for half
an hour, when Redwing joined her.

Redwing, faithful and diligent, had
pot failed. She had the letter in her
hand.

“You're a great little Redskin!”
said Kit softly, and kissed Redwing on
the cheek.

“Glad to help,” answered the Red-
skin breathlessly, and put her hand to
her cheek as though by so doing she

could press the kiss into the skin
permanently.
Kit unfolded the letter, and was

glancing at the address at the top, when
she heard the sound of horses’ hoofs,
and knew that the boys and her father
were returning.

They had not come back alone, how-
r; the sheriff was with them.

“Kit, it's all right!” her
called. “We've got a clue.”

Kit went out to greet them, and gave
a non-committal nod. though her heart
was beating anxiously.

“That so? What is it? Footprint

“Better. It's a tar mark,” said the
sheriff. “We followed his trail right
away down to where he climbed over a
new-tarred fence. Reckon he may not
know it, but he’'s got tar on his
breeches. =

father

"

He’s a marked man!

Kit told him her story, leaving out
what she thought should not be told,
and he then went off to-round up all
the cowboys, since there was no telling
if one of them was the bandit.

Ordered to join in the round-up, Kit
remembered suddenly that there was
the odd-job man in the wood-shed. He
was stooping as she eniered, sorting out
blocks of wood, and Kit halted at once,
her heart going suddenly cold. For on
the new man's breeches was the mark
of tar!

Quickly recovering herself, Kit pulled
the shed door to behind her, and he,
hearing the sound, wheeled. His face
went crimson and then white as he
looked at her.

“Listen!” =aid Kit, talking softly.
“You dropped a letter after the hold-
up, a letter from your mother.”

The odd-job man fell back,
with fright and horror.

“All right, don’t get scared,” Kit
went on.  “Your mother's in desperate
need? I had to read the letter to find

dumb

a clue If that’s why you did the
hold-up—"

The man drew a bréath, and his
hands clenched.

“Pm a fool!” he blurted out
hoarsely. “1 must have been mad; but

—but I kidded the old lady that I had
a swell job, managed to send her a bit
now and again, and then—well, then I
got tha letter. You see—"
He gulped and clasped his hande.
“Miss, don't tell them ; don’t give me

away ! I've never tried banditting be-
fore—I swear I haven’t. Bui when 1
thought of my old mother needing
money, I—1 sort of lost my head.
And seeing that there’s thousands of
dollars coming tc me mighty soon—"

Kit hushed him, for somcone mighi
soon come in search of him, and if he
were seen in this state he would be
self-convicted withont need of further
evidence.

“Tell me later,” she said. “For the
moment, try toe  change your
breeches—thex've got tar on.”

She slipped ont of the shed and did
some quick thinking. She knew that if
the man were caught he would be sent
to prison, but her own judgment con-
vinced her that he had tecld her the
truth.

He was not an ordinary bandit; he
had fallen to a terrible temptation.
Rightly or wrongly he thought that he
would soon® have nroney, and doubtless
had intended to repay the money he
stole.

But it seemed to Kit thai there was

no way out. The other hands were
already lining up, and there was no
time for him to change his tar-

smeared trousers.

Kit, in deep thought, iurned to the
sheds at the far end of the compound,
and suddenly an idea dawned in her
mind. The shed was one used for
various repair jobs on the ranch, and in
it there were pots of paint, cans of tar,
and brushes,

Opening one of the tar containers, she
dipped in a brush. Then, routing out
an old piece of brown paper, she
wrapped the bruch in it and walked
out of,the shed.

“Line up properly,

lad
iads

' came a

shout. “ All in one long line-!
Out from the. shed hurried the odd-
job man, taking & long, circuitous

course so that he did not show the back
part of his riding-breeches.

The testing time had arrived!

Kit walked along the line, and then
passed out of the compound. In her
own very ingenicus way she had saved
the odd-job man—or =0 she hoped!
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VWATCHING the cowboys searching, Kit reached for the letter.

a clue to the bandit’s identity.

By Elizabeth Chester 23

Confession, But—!

LTHOUGH Kit did not see what
went on in the compound, she
was sitting at the desk in the
living-room of the ranch-house,

and could hear She heard her dad tell
the. whole outfit about the bandit] the
way she had tricked him, and the hunt
for elues.

“And we've got a clue—a red-hot
clue,” he said briefly. “The culprit
has got a tar mark on his breeches.
I'll bet a million pounds it's not one of
vou guys; it’s more likely some hobo,
but we'll soon make sure. Turn about,
the lot of you!” :

The ecowpunchers turned round, and
there was one—the odd-job man—whose
heart was heavy with fear.

But as the cowpunchers turned, the

sheriff gave a strangled ery, which
Kit's dad l‘tij(_w(]. Together they stood
and gaped in  silence, baffled and

bewildered.

For every one of the cowpunchers
present had tar on his breeches !

The hoss was silent only
minute, and then his face
purple with rage.

“Hey! Who's been playing tricks?
There’s tar on the lot of you!”

In confusion the cowpunchers broke
ranks and examined each other’s tar
marks. Uproar followed, mingled with
mocking laughter.

But the sheriff did nct join in the
mirth: he was furious.

“A joke, eh?” he roared. “I'll find
ont, who played this mighty funny joke;
for there's one thing snre now, and
that is that the crook is here.”

Kit, in the living-room, smiled
faintly. Then, tiptoeing to the window,
she looked out to see the punchers
making a rush for petrol to remove the
marks.

“Thank goodness it worked!” she
cighed, and returned to the desk and
her work there.

For some while” she was very busy,
although the work did not =atisfy her,
and, frowning with displeasure, she
tore up her first two attempts. The

for a
became
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It was
But even more than that, it was the

most dramatic letter Kit had ever seen.



24 “Kit of Red Ranch!”

third pleased her, however, and, hur-
riedly blotting it when she heard her
father’s steps just outside, she placed
it upside down on the desk.

The boss walked into
f]'ﬂ“nl[lg

“Get your man, dad?” asked Kit.

“No. Thcres jiggery-pokery work
going on,” he grunted. *“The sheriff’s
pretty mad.”

Kit stood with her back to the desk.

“Looks as_thou, 1| this bandit won’t
be captured easily, even :though he
must be someone (m "this ranch. There’s
just one chance I can think of.”

She “held out the paper to him. He
took it, stared at it, and whistled
softly.

the room,

“Reward !” it said. *“The sum of
one Imndrcd dollars will be paid to
anvone giving information lcadmg to
the buudlts arrest.” .

it Well?" auked Kit.

i h{er father stroked his chin thought
ully. ---

o Wanj m(‘blm it'd be “orlh that to
kno“ his name,” " he agreed.

“Then pin it up right M\a\' dad -
urged Kit. -

Her father could be twisted round
her little finger, so that very little
further argument was needed before
that notice was pinned up on the shack
door. Then Kit rnn off to find the odd-
job man.,

It was twent; mmutes later that she
ran him_down.  He was amongst the
trees beyol xthe compound, his pre-
sence there befrayed by an unguarded
movement, and, to her amazement, was
dresq(-d in cltv clothes.

“Gee! You're making a break for
it 7" Kit exclaimed.

“I reckon so!” he muttered
I get away the better.”

-“Have "you gone daffy?” demanded
Kit slmrpl\ “The moment you bolt,
they'll know who was the bandit ! Stn\
here and face it out. There's a reward
offered for the capture of the bandit.”

She saw him start, and a touch of
colour came into his palhd cheeks.

“That so? Then the trail's gettin’
hot!” he muttered. “Listen, miss!
You've been a real sport and pal. It's
the one chance I've got to get to the
city. 'Way out on the rocky hill I've
struck gold. Iu! got the samples, but
I daren’t show 'em for fear my claim’s
f][l.m'lp(-d afore I can reach the city. Men

worked near would know where I'd
bin, diggin’. I need the fare'to the
city j ‘that’s \\hy 1 stepped in here as
odd-job man.’

Kit :knit her brows as she listened,
and_tried to weigh up this story and
decide just how much of it was truc.
It was the sort of story a desperate man
might “invent to make his

“Booner

scem good.” On the other hand, it
might be true.
“Even so,” she mused, “it might be

some long time before your mother got
the hundred dollars
“I reckon so,” he admitted glumly.
“0.K., then!” said Kit. “You'll
have to try to get the hundred dollars
from the guy who wins the reward.
And _mst. think ! If it had been anyone

clse."you might claim the reward.
Mebbe even now
Kit's voice trailed away. She was

tryi to put an idea into his head—
the ?gaa of claiming the reward. Then
she saw him stiffen, the lines of his face
change, and his eyes brighten. The

own case’

“Gee!” he exclaimed. “Why, if I
went along to the boss, and—"

He broke off, thinking hard.

 Better chnngc back to your normal
togs, I reckon,” Kit advised,

She turned on her heel and jomned

the throng of cowpunchers gathered
round the door of the shack.

“A hundred dollars!” said Jem.
“Gee! What couldn’t I do with a
hundred dollars—huh?”

“Yeah! Me, too!”

“C'mon! Let’s hunt up his trail
agen! Mebbe we'll find sutthin’!”

The “group gradually melted away,
and Kit went into the shack to ask her
father if anyone had given information

yet.

Y Waal, one or two of the wise 'uns
hev come with bright ideas and sus-
pu‘lons 1” he smiled, shaking his ‘héad.

“But . that ‘hundred dollars is only
gonna be paid for real, definite
information.” % .

' She had hardly arrived when there
came a rap at the door, and the odd-
job man looked in.

“Hallo !” said the boss.

“You—you want information about
the bandit, sir?” the odd-job man
asked.

“Yeah. What do you know ?” asked
Kit's dad.

Kit moved away to a chair, and
watched as the odd-job man, bracmg
himself, atepped forwnrd

“Well, sir, 1 ‘don’t aim to do the
double-crossing dctibut I've an idea I
can name a man who' ll confess soon as
he’s caught.” ’

The boss stiffened. -

“That so?” he asked eugerlg g 5 3
you name a man who confesses when
he’s caught the hundred dollars is

yours.” -

The odd-job man uodded

“That’s what I was hoping, sir, but
I'd like you to promise one thmg If
I do get the money, will you send it
to my mother? Mebbe Miss Kit could
see to it.” »

Kit jumped up, her eyves sparkling.

“Why, surely ! What’s her name and
address? Hey, dad! Make way! I
want to get-to the desk!” she said, and
swiftly made a note.

“Now, what's the man's name ?” said
the boss.

“His name’s Jim Frazer,” he
answered.

Kit stole a look at her dad, who
looked puzzled. =

“Jim ‘Frazer?” he ochoed “1 seem

fo know the name: A local man?”

The odd-job man smiled grimly, and
touched his chest. g

“Me, sir: “T'm ﬁlm Frazer »

The boss dréw up and stared, colour
coming into~his cheeks. Not a word
was spoken in the room, and Kit sat
watching his expression anxiously,

Suddenly-he"sprang up, fists clenched.

“And you think fo get a hundred
dollars’ reward? *You 'crook! You
were the bandif, weré you? You held
up the shay, dld yOur” .« ~

Jim Frazf:r backed a step warily, but
his couragé held.’

“Yes, sir; I did.”

Kit sprang forward with a sharp ery
then, for her*father had whipped out a
gun, and was covering Jim Frazer.

“Don’t move !"” he%snapped. “You're
under arrest! Kit, go and tell Bill!

Catch the sheriff if 3ou can ! ; Get
moving quickly !”

But Kit did not move.

“Just a minute, dad,” she said

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“You heard what he wanted
done with the reward? He wants to
send it to his mother. DMebbe that's
why he staged the hold up.”’

im took his cue. ”

“That’s right enough, boss,” he said.
“I did it for that reason. And I could
have repaid the dough—honest, I
could !

“Dad, T dont want you to do any-
thing you might regret,” Kit ran on
quickly. “If this man goessto prison,
goodness knows what'll happen to his
mother! I guess it showed mighty fine
courage handing himself over to justice
for a hundred dollars when he won't
get it himself.”

Her dad lowered his gun.

“H'm! Seems you're on the bandit’s

quietly.

side, Kit. Are you forgetting he held
you up ?”

Kit shook her head.

“And I'm not forgetting that he

didn’t shoot Daisy when she bolted with
the gold, dad. I'm not forgetting he
d!tilin t shoot at me. Give him a break,

“It's the first time I ever did any-
thing of that kind, boss,” Jim said
thickly—*and the last.”

Kit's father holstered his gun. E

“O.K.! There's the door! Pack
vour things and get!” he snapped. -

Jim Frazer swung on his heel, but
Kit stood barring the way to the door.

“But the reward, dad?” she said, in
disappointment.

“He's getting no reward!” retorted
her father.

Kit moved from the door, her chin

up.

“0.K.! You said you'd let me have
a hundred dollars in the-fall to get a
new outfit.” Can I have it now?”

“To lend to that bandit?” asked her
father, with'a grim smile.

“To do the best I can with it, dad.”

Her father walked towards her and
:]ool\ her chin. Then snn]mg, he kissed

er

“Kit, my dear therea no need for
you to use your "outfit allowance that
way. ' He's not getting his reward, but
I'm sendmg the hundred dollars to his
mother.”

Kit's face cleared. In dehght, sho
hugged her father and kissed him.

“(Gee, dad, you're just swell !” sha
exclaimed.

“8ir, 'you—by gosh, you mean 1!?"
gasped Jim -Frazer.

The boss meant it. The hundred
dollars, in bills of twenty, were sent off
there and then to Jim's mother with
his covering letter, and Kit herself
mailed it. Then, so that no one on the
ranch should guess the truth, Jim
stayed on another week.

He stayed long enough to earn the
fare he needed, and he got it by hard
work, not by ‘planng bandit. Tt was
only a week after he left that a letter
came from him, thanking Kit and her
father “for all their Emdness, and
enclosing a hundred dollars. i

“He's staked his claim!” cried Kit.
“He was honest, dad. Gee! Am I
glad- he wasn’t caught and sent to

gaol? Now I.reckon his mother won't
need to do any more worrying.
Kit was right there. The dark

clouds had rolled away, and Jim Frazer
was, in truth, as rich as his mother had
thought he, was.

. END OF THIS WEEK'S ETORY

BE certa.m ‘to meet Kit and Redwmg
again next week, in yet another
dehghtful COMPL:F.TE Canadian story.

idea had got home.
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