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In this Grand Long Complete Story of Cliff House School, meet Barbara Redfern,
Bessie Bunter & Co.—and those very unusual but delightful Fourth Formers, the
Terraine Twins.

Did Ida Really Hurt Her Leg?

€ HOA,

steady on!

Barbara Red-

fern cried, and
just in time caught the
arm of Priscilla Terraine
as a bieycle  whizzed
round the corner of Fallsweir Lane in
Friardale. “Hallo!” she added, as the
girl on the bicycle shot a penetrating
stare at Priscilla as she paszed. “She
secms to know you.”

“But, my dear Barbara, I do not
know her,” Priscilla Agatha Terraine
said seriously, shaking her two thin
plaits. “1 have never, never seen the
girl in my life before.”

“Well, she certainly looked at wou
hard,” Mabel Lynn noticed. * Perhaps
she thought you were your twin sister
Ermyntrude %

B:!n' again Priscilla gravely shook her

a

Priscilla,
3

“That also is unlikely,” she said.
“If Ermyntrude—my sister—knew the
girl I should also know her. Ermyn-
trude and 1 have no friends er ac-
quaintances apart from each other.”

Barbara Redfern, captain of the
Fourth Form at ClLiff House School,
winked at Mabel Lynn, who smiled a
little feebly. Plump Bessie Bunter, the
fourth member of the little Cliff House
party, chuckled.

For of all the oddities at CLif House
there was no doubt that Priscilla Ter-
raine, with her twin sister Ermynirude,

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

took the biscuit. Very prim, very
solemn were these Terraines. Rarely,
if ever, did they laugh or smile, and to
all outward appearances had no sense
of humour whatever.

But what Priscilla said was true, as
Babs, Mabs, and Bessie—the three
chums of Study No, 4 in the Fourth
corridor—well knew. Twins they were,
and most devoted to each other, Alike
in their tastes, in their dress, and so
utterly alike in appearance that it was
impossible to tell one from the other,
it was rarely, indeed, they were ever
seen apart. In that respect this after-
noon was a red-letter occasion.

There was a big reason, of course—
or, rather, two reasons. Both the
twins were obsessed with the same deep
sense of duty even in the smallest
things, and while Ermyntrude had
gone off to visit Martin's Nest, which
was the home of wealthy, widowed
Mrs. Silver, friend of the twins,
Priscilla, who was taking the part of
a Japanese girl in Mabel Lynn's new
jumior school play, had had to go down
to the village with Babs & Co. to be
fitted for the costume she would wear
in the part,

That duty was satisfactorily accom-
Bli_shqd now, however, and it was at

riscilla’s suggestion they were making
their way to Martin’s Nest in the hope
of intercepting Ermyntrude on her way
home.

Apart from which, Mariin's Nest
Rmuesaad & most excellent orehard, and
Mrs. Silver, who was ai present on
holiday, had given the chums permis-

sion to go along whenever they liked
and pick fruit.

“That girl might, you know, have
run me over,”’ Priscilla said severely.
“8She was riding very carelessly.”

“But you weren’t altogether looking
where vou were going, were you?'
golden - haired Mabs countered.
“Hallo I” she added, with a start.

For suddenly, from round the corner,
came a metallic crash followed by a

faint cry.

“Oh kik-crumbs! That’'s her!
Bessie stuttered. *‘She’s had an acci-
dent 1"

The four broke into a sprint. They
raced round the corner, And, true
enough, there was the girl in question,
no longer on the eycle, but sitting now
on the grass verge which bordered the
lane, an expression of agony on her
face as she clutched at her right ankle.
The bicycle itself lay on its side in the
road.

“Oh, my gooduoess!” Babs cried as
she rushed up. “What's happened ?”

“I—I don’t know.” The girl closed
her eyes as if in faintness. ‘1 inust
have caught my wheel against a stonc,
I think. But my ankle !’ she cried!
“I—I1 think I've twisted it, or sprained
it, or something! Oh dear!”

“No, sit down!” Babs said, as the
girl made an effort to rise. “I know
a bit of first-aid; perhaps I can do
something. Will you take off that
stocking, please 7

“Oh, please don’t bother!” the girl
said.

“No trouble,” Babs said briefly.
“Bessie, pick up the bicycle, fhere's a
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dear. Now,” she added; and, in spite
of the other’s movement to resirain
her, she peeled down the stocking and
caught the ankle in her hand. The
girl gave a ery.

“0Oh dear! It harts!”

“There?” Babs asked, as she pressed
lightly on the bone.

“No—vyes! I don’t know!

Yes, just
—just there !”” the girl gasped.

Babs blinked. Mabs, who knew
something about first-aid, frowned
slightly. If the ankle was twisted or

sprained it certainly did not betray
the fact. There was no swelling or dis-
colouration of the flesh in any way;
and Babs noted, when she moved the
toes, that the girl did not wince, as
she would have been bound to do in the
case of fracture or dislocation. Tunny,
that !

“You—you're hurts ?” she
asked.

“Dreadfully I” the girl said. “What
is it that—that’s wrong?”

“Well, dashed if I know I’ Babs said.
“No swelling or anything; but it may
be, of course, an internal sprain, in
which case it might not show itself for
a few minutes. Do you live far?"” she
added.

“Only about two hundred yards
away,” the girl said. “If you'd help
me—" And she turned to Priscilla,
who had stood aside, looking on with
rather a nervous expression, and
smiled. “Perhaps you?” she suggested.

“0Oh, ves, of course! Pleasoﬁ to do
anvthing I can, I'm sure,”” Priscilla
said in her precise way. “I most sin-
cerely hope that nothing serious is
wrong. Will you—you take my arm?”
she added, with a blush,

“And mine,” Babs offered.

“Thanks, I—I can get along with—
with your friend,” the girl said; and
Babs wondered at the meaning, signifi-
cant look she flung at the confused
Priscilla. “It—it doesn’t hurt so much
now, and if you wouldn’t mind taking
my bike— h, thank you!” she
a({ded. as the sheepish-looking Pris-
cilla found her arm mmprisoned. “Tt's
so awfully nice of you! What did you
do with that key?” she added in a
sudden fierce undertone.

The undertone obviously was meant
only for Priscilla, but it reached the
ears of Babs. She paused, looking
quickly at Priscilla, whose face was a
picture of bewilderment.

“K-key 7" Priscilla stuttered. “I do
not understand.”

“Don’'t be funny! You know, the
lkey vou picked up ten minutes ago.
Oh dear!” the girl cried, as she saw
Babs staring at her. “Shall—shall we
get along, please? 1'll direct you to
the house. Dear friend,”” she simpered
at Priscilla. “How awfully good of
sou! You must tell me your name,
you know. Mine's Ida Biggins.”

“ And mine,” Priscilla said, “is—"

“Terraine,” Babs put in quickly.
She could not for the life of her have
said why, but some flashing instinct told
her that Ida Biggins was fishing: that
everything was not as it scemed to be.
That an%e—*hcre was nothing the
matter with that. Ard looking into the
road, there was certainly no sign of a
stqiete large enough to have caused the
spill.

What, then, was this girl's game?
What was the strange reference to a
key? Back came the impression the
girl had left as she had cycled round
the corner—the impression that she had
seen Priscilla before, and would prob-
ably have spoken to her. Had this
accident, then, been faked as an excuse
to_get to know Priscilla ?

In any case, Priscilla had been in
Babs & Co’s company for the last two

sure it
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hours. Most certainly, during that time,
she had picked up no key.

“8hall I take your other arm?”
Babs asked swiftly. * You’'ll need two
of us, you know——" And without
waiting for assent or dissent, she caught
at Ida's free arm. “There, now, that's
better, isn't*it? Straight ahead, you
say?” .

“That’s right,”” Ida Biggins said.
“Oh dear, I—I'm sorry to be such
trouble to you!”

. They'shuffled along, Ida badly limp-
ing; Bessie, having picked up the bike,
keepin pace with them, with Mabs on
the other side. Now and again Ida
stopped to bite her lip and hold her
injured foot in the air for a moment;
then, smiling bravely, moved on again,
And ﬂireaently, through the trees, rase
the chimneys of Martin’s Nest.

. “We_ turn here,” Ida said suddenly,
indicating a _gate.

Priscilla blinked.

“But—but this is Martin's Nest?”

“That's right,” Ida eaid. “This is
where I live, you see.”

“You live?” Babs cried.

“With my father and mother,” Tda
replied. “QOh, and Ainsworth, of
course! Ainsworth is our manservant,
you see !”

Twins.

“But this house belongs to Mrs.
Silvert” Priscilla said.

“Ih?” Ida blinked. For a moment
Babs saw that she was off her guard;
that that information came as no little
shock to her. She hesitated, as though
swiftly digesting the information. *Oh,
50 you—yon are friends of Mrs, Silver ?”

“Yes, of course!” Priscilla nodded
seriously. **We have been friends of
Mrs. Silver a long, long time., Mrs.
Silver 1s away on holiday row, 1s she
not, and she has given us permission to
visit the house whenever we like. But
she did not say anything about other
tenants occupying it \\iile she was
away.”

“No?” said Ida. “Well, as—as a
matter of fact, Mrs. Silver is a relation
of ours.”

“Really 1”
polite surprise.
Silver had any relations.
mentiored them.”

“That was because father has—has
been abroad, [ expect,” Ida said hesi-
tantly. *We—we've just come back.
And, anyway, the arrangement wasn’t
made until the last moment. But
there it is! We've taken the house
until Mrs. SBilver returns.”

Priscilla smiled. Her face betraved
no suspicion. Bui Babs looked more
sharply and keenly at the limping girl,
asking herself first if that story were
true, and then flushing to feel that she
might be entertaining suspicion that
was unworthy. It was, of course, rather

Priscilla inquired, in
“I never knew Mrs.
She never

3

surprising to discover another family in
Mrs. Bilver's house, but it was by no
means astonishing, especially if that
other family were relatives of the
owners.

“And Amy ?" Mabs put in. “ Where
is Amy—Mys, Silver's maid, you'know?
I understood that Mrs, Silver was
leaving her at the house to look after
things 1"

“Oh, yes, she did arrange that, of
course !"” Ida nodded. *“But when we
came—well, of course, there was ho
need for Amy, so she went off to East-
bourne to look after Mrs. Silver there.
It's a lovely house, isn’t it?"” she
asked, as they came into the drive,

A lovely house it was in all truth,
looking almost a part of the great elump
of magnificent oak-trees, out of whose
midst 1t seemed to grow, Stately gables
and mullioned windows confronted
them, with, in the distance, a glimpse
of the blue water of the River Fallsweir,
part of which was enclosed in the
grounds.

In a little body they went up the
drive, Ida still limping. As they
neared the door a tulf powerfully
built man came out with a small woman.
Ida gave a cry.

“ Daddy—mummy !”

“ Hallo, hallo!” Ephraim Biggins
said; and then, to Babs' amazement.
Ida, apparently completely recovered,
broke away and rushed towards him.
She saw her mutter something swiftly
as she raced up, and he gave a little

It is seldom that adventure comes the
way of the prim and solemn Terraine
But it comes with a vengeance
when Ermyntrude Terraine gains posses-
sion of a strange key. That key leads the
Twins and Babs & Co. into thrilling and
mysterious happenings.
Babs, as ever, takes the lead, but success
lies almost entirely in the hands of the
" inimitable Twins !

start  as _his  eves fastened upon
Priscilla. Mabs blinked.
“1 eay, Babs, that sprain’s gone

pretty quickly 1" she muttered,

“It has!" Babs' eyes were glimmer-
ing now. “And if you ask me, that
sprain was just a stunt to kid us here!
We're up against something—I don't
kiow what—but the something is con-
nected with you, Priscilla. hat did
she mean about a key?”

Priscilla shook her head bewilderedly.

“I'm sure I don’t know. Unless d
She paused. *“ Perhaps it’s Ermyntrude.
ll::rm}':tt’!;udc- might have picked up a
Kev

“That's it!” Babs cried. *“ What
fools noi to have thought of it! Of
cotirse | She's  mistaken you for
Ermyntrude—it’s Ermyntrude who's
been here! She faked this accident to
kid a key out of you you haven't got!”

Priscilla looked mnervous, In one
respect, at least, she was very different
from her twin. While Ermyntrude
seemed to have, indeed, all the pluck
and nerve of the Terraine family,
Priscilla had all its timidity and shy-
ness, For a moment her face expressed
alarm.

“0Oh, Barbara—"

“ Priscilla, hush1” Babs said swiftly.
“Don't let them suspect we think any-
thing is wrong. they don’t know
vou've got a twin, they'll probably give
the game away. Don't let on!”

Priscilla trembled.

“ “But supposing—="
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“You mustn’t get jumpy, Priscilla!
Remember, there might be some peril
for Ermy in this!”

Priscilia  gulped. But_those dast
words had -their. effect: If anything
was ever required to make Priscilla

ull herself together, it was the know-
edge that she must stand by her sister.
And now Mr. . Biggins was comin
towgrds them, helping Ida, who had

suddenly remembered her damaged
foot. And behind them came Mrs.
Biggins, short and elderly. From the

doorway a stockily built man, with the
face of a profetsional prizefighter,
stared out at the pariy. He, Babs
correctly guessed, was Ainsworth, the
manservang,
Tough-looking customer !

. “Welecome !” Mr, Biggins said, com-
g -up.  “Welcome, girls! Ida has
just been felling me in what circum-
stances she met you. But please come

in—do!—and have some tea. * Mrs,
Silver's, friends are naturally our
friends [

“I sus-say, that's nun-nice of you!”
stuttéred plump Bessie, to whom the
mention of food made instant appeal.

“Ida, my dear, you'd better get your
‘mother to look after that ankle of
yours,” Mr. Biggins went on. *““And
so you are Miss Terraine 1”—his atten-
tion completely on nervous Priseilla.
" Yes, of course; Mrs. Silver has men-
tioned you to me. But come in!”

The chums looked at each other, but
Babs, ever the leader, firmly stepped
forward \and.so they followed. As Mr.
Biggins led the way into a pleasant
lounge, he turned to the servant.
“Tea, Ainsworth, please,” le said.
“Ainsworth, girls, is our only servant
at the moment ”. He smiled. “You
sée, we came here in’ rather a rush.
Charming spot, isn’t it 7 3

"'Rather!” Babs said.' g

I sippose you know the house quite
well #7 he went on.

“Oh, yes!”

“You know Mrs. Silver very, very
well, T understand—Prisecilla 7

“Yes, thank you; very well indeed,”
Priscilla gulped.

The conversation was interrnpted by
the arrival of Ida, who came bursting
into the room, remembering a little too
late her injured foot and quickly feign-
ing a limp for the occasion.

But Babs’ wits were sharpened then.
There was  something wrong here—
something decidedly wrong. Priscilla
was the centre of the Bigginses family’s
attention. To question Priscilla—because
they wanted a mysterious key—Ida had
lured them to the house.

At tea, all their attention was for
Priscilla, Babs noticed, and the very
concentration of their interést upon
that girl all went to verify her fears.
Still, the Bigginses were pleasant
enough people, and the tea was cer-
tainly exvel.ent.. Talk, of course, was
almost entirely confined to the house
and to Mrs. Silver, those being the
common bonds of interest.

“And now, I suppose,”” Mr. Biggins
suggested when it was over, * you'd like
to be getting back to school? But
before I-you go, Priscilla, there is some-
thing I should like to ask you. Will
you please excuse us for a few
moments 1 he added to the chums.

Priscilla turned quite pale.

“But+but——  Oh- dear, can’t Bar-
bara and her friends come with me#”
she asked,

“Barbara and her friends would not
be  intecesied,” Mr. Biggins said
smoothly. “This is purely a private
matter, my dear. Wea won't keep yoy
long~got ‘more than ten minutes. Per-
haps your friends would like to lock

round the garden?” he pointedly sug-
gested. B

Priscilla turned to Babs. Babs had
stiffened now, scenting that a develop-
men: was at hand.” But swiftly she
nodded at Priscilla.

“Go1” that nod said.

Priscilla gulped. She bad faith in
Babs, however. '

“Very well,” she said in that precise
way of hers. “Shall we retire, then,
please 7*

Mvr, Biggins beamed. From Ida to
her mother 'a swift, triumphant look
was flashed. Bracing herself, Priscilla
followed the Biggins family as they
moved towards the door on ihe opposite
side of the room

“Help yourself to fruit, girls,” Mr.
Biggins said pointedly as they went
out. The door elosed behind them.

“ Babs——" Mahs muttered.

“Come on,” Babs said, *“Play their
game for a moment. That game, what-
ever it is, they're going {o give away
to Priscilla now. Only hope to good-
ness she doesn’t let-anything slip,” she
added anxiously. “Come "into f{he
garden.™

Mabs nodded. Together she and
Bessie foliowed Babs as she strode into
the garden, Babs, steering across the
lawn, tried to find a point from which
she could see what was going on inside
the room in which the meeting with
Priscilla Terraine was now taking

place. DBut suddenly she stopped dead
m her tracks. :

“Mabs, look!” she whispered ex-
citedly. “What's that?”

Mabs started. Babs was staring at
one of the upper windows of Martin's
Nest—a window heavily curtained. .As
she watched, a hand appeared through
the curtaips—a slim hand-—waved once,
twice, three times,  and .then dis-
appeared. . B !

“Nabs, su-snppose somebody’s shut
up in that room?” Babs whispered.
“Somebody trying to attract cur atten-
tion by signalling 7%

“Oh, gosh !” Mabs breathed.

Babs looked at Bessic.

“Bessie, stop here,” she said. “If
they see you strolling about they’ll
think we're with you. Come on, Mabs,
we're going to look into this!”

Mabs nodded. She was thrilling now.
Quietly the two of them padded back
into the house, slipped into the hall,
and trod cautiouszly up the stairs. At
the head of the stairs was a long
corridor. g

“ About the third door on the right,”
Babs whispered. “Mabs, you stop here
while I go—— Oh, my hat !” she added
next moment; and, with a gasp of dis-
may: “We're canght!”

for at the back of her another door
had suddenly swung open. As one,
Mabs and Babs spun round, and then
they gazed blankly at the figure which
stood there, blinking at them almost as
dazedly as they blinked back. *

“ Priscilla !” gasped Babs. “Gu-golly,
how did you get here? We thought you
were downstairs 1”

A Tricky Time for the Twins!

13 RISCILLA?” The
other girl looked
at her.. “Bar-
:bara, you . are

making a mistake,” she

said. “I am not Priscilla;

I am Ermyntrude.”

“What?” gasped Babs.

“Yes, indeed.” And Ermyntrude
Ophelia  Terraine mnodded seriously.
“Put what do you mean—Priscilla is
downstairs 2" 9
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For a moment Babs and Mabs were
quite breathless. It was so utterly im-
possible to tell the twins apart—or even
together for that matter—that they
could hardly believe  now that it was
not Priscilla they were looking at. But
then Babs noted the dark blue bows on
the twin's plait; Priscilla always wore
light blue.

*“But what are you doing here? No,
wait a minute!  Ermy, do you know
anything about a key?” she asked
quickly.

“Indeed I do.” Ermyntrude nodded.
“It is because of that key that I am
still here. Barbara, there is something
mysterious in this house, something
strange. I do not like it. 'The key was
flung out of a curtained window. Buk
see,” she added urgently, “do not let
us talk here. Come into this room.”

She held back the door again. Down-
stairs came a mutter of voices, Still a
little bewildered, but with a guickening
sense of urgency and danger, Babs an
Mabs followed her in. Ermynirude,
looking more serious, more defcrmined
than they had ever seen her before,
faced them.

“1 came,” she said, “as you know, to
seo Amy, the maid heré—Amy being a
friend of mine and Priscilla’s.  As
was approaching the house a startling
thing happeued. An upsiairs windew
was thrown open suddenly and a key
fell at my feet.” - i

“You—you have it?” Babs asked
cagerly.
“Yes, indeed. The key is here,”

Ermyntrude said, producing -a rather
curiously shaped key. “It still has the
label which was attached to it when it
was thrown from the window. Sece?”

Babs took the Key., Tied to it was a
slip of paper on which had been
seribbled in peneil @ .

“Hide this key. - On vo aeccount hand
it to anyone except M=, Si

Abruptly there, the message broke
off.
“ But—but who threw it out?” Mahs
breathed,

“I believe Amy did!” came Eimyn-
trude’s startling ‘reply.

“Amy? But she »

“That is her writing, 1 am sure,”
Frmyntrude said firmly.  “Later. at
Cliff House, wa will compare it with a
card she wrote to dear Priscilla and
myself on our joiut birthday. Supposo
Amy is a prisoncr here’”

“My hat, that would account for the
hand at the window ! Mabs breathed.
“Phew! But, Ermy, what happened
when you picked up the key 7”

“I heard a shout,” the twin replied.
“Then, rushing out of the house, came
a woman, a man and a girl. They saw
the key in my hand, and shouted for
it, but I—well, by that time, as you
may guess, I was suspicious, so I took
to my heels and ran. Oue doesn’t think
of everything on the spur of a single
moment, I am afraid,” . she said
seriously, “ihat I had run some distanco
before it occurred 1o me how very odd
it was that Amy should have own
Mrs. Silver's key out of the window,
and how extremely unusual to find
people living in the house which Mrs.
Silver had vacated. I began,” Ermyn<
trude pondemu_sl"v ended, “to suspect
something wrong.” i

“Go hon!” murmured Mabs.

“Indeed, yes. Not until I had run
some distance, however, did it oceur to
me that poor Amy might be in somae
sort of trouble, and. it was m.g duty, as
a friend, to help her if possi .le. 80,
Ermyntrude added simply, “I came
back, you see, infonding to do a little
private iny cst-igalzl?ln work.”
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“And you weren't spotted?” Babs
asked.
“Indeed, no. I entered the house

through a window with great caution.
But, alas!” Ermyntrude sighed,
fear my investigations bave met with
no reward. Indeed, I am completely
bewildered. Barbara, what is happen-
ing here 1"

“1 don’t know,"” confessed Babs, “but
it'’s something pretty shady, if you ask
me!l Ermy,” she added wurgently,
*vou've got to get out of here—before
they spot you! Priscilla’s downstairs.
They think she is you and has got the
hey—"

Babs, quick ! Mabs cried. “ They're
coming up the stairs! Ermy, run!”

*“No, no!” Babs eried. She was in a
flutter suddenly as she heard voices and
footsteps on the stairs, and realised if
any of them went to that door they
would immediately be seen by the
people on the stairs. *Stop here,” she
added. ““Say nothing. Hallo, that's
Priscilla’s voice,” she breathed, as
Priscilla’s precise tones floated to them
in answer to some Iauﬂ'hlng remark of
Biggins’. “Shush, now1”

With hearts b(,ntmg fast, the three
stood tense. Nearer, nearer the foot-
steps came.

“0Oh, my hat!” Mabs muttered.
“We're sunk, Ermy!"”

“Ermy, quickly—in there!” DBabs
gasped. ““Quickly ! she added frantic-
ally, and while the half-dazed twin
stared at her she had bundled her
through the door of an open wardrobe
and had turned the key in the lock.
And only just in time.

For as -i'm pocketed the key the door
swung wide, and into the room came
Ida, accompamocl by Priscilla.

They both blinked at the sight of
the chums., For a moment a scowl of
suspicious alarm crossed Ida's face.

*What are you doing here?”
“Just—just having a look round,”
Mabs said.

“But I

fruitt”

thought you were picking

“Yes,” agreed Babs, “bul—but—
well, you see, we hadn't anything to
put the fruit in, and—and, naturally,
we didn't want to m!mrupl your con-
\r-rﬂahon §0—s0

“So we were just looking for some-

thing to put it in, you sce,” Mabs
helped.
“Oh!” Ida's face cleared. *“You

ouglnt to have asked first.
won't find anything in here.’

“Hallo, what's going on here?” came
a voice at the door, and inio the room
strode Mr. Biggins himself. “Ida. I
thought I told you that you were not to
play about in this part of the house?”

wasn't,” Ida said. “I—I was
just going to show Priscilla som('lhing.
that’s all. Then we found these two
girls in here, looking for a bag to put
fruit in. I was just going to show
Priscilla my new frock which I hung in
the wardrobe there.”

“Oh, my hat!"” gasped Babs.

“What 1"

“Nun-nothing !’ Babs  swallowed
hard. *“I—I was onh just saying that
—that we're sorry. We—we made a
mistake, you see. But I'm sure,” she
added desperately, “Priscilla would
rather pick fruit than look at frocks,
wouldn't you, Priscilla?”"—with a
me umng gluncu at that girl.

\c]l. yes,” Priscilla
said. “Of course.”

“But——"" Ida objected.

“We—we can look at the frock later
on—eh, Priscilla?” Babs eagerly asked.

Yes, of course.”

“Then—then shall we go and get the
baskets 1" Babs suggested feverishly. A
vhatever cost, Ida must not look into

Any\ra)’. you

obediently

that wardrobe., “It—it will be so much
more fun if—if we all pick fruit.”

“ Much more fun,” Mabs echoed.

She held the door open, setting:the
example herself by going through it.
Mr. Biggins nodded. He, at least,
seemed rather glad to have them all
out of that room. Ida paused a little,
then she shrugged.

‘““All right, then, let’s go.” But she
looked at the wardrobe and Babs for
a terrible moment, fancying she would
seck the missing key, felt her heart turn
over. But the moment passed. With
Priscilla at her side, Ida turned and
went out of the door. Down the stairs
they went again, Babs and Mabs hang-
ing back in the rear. Mabs locked at
her chum.

“What about Ermy 77 she whispered.

“I'll slip back,” Babs said. * First
get Priscilla off the scene. If the twins
are seen together, the game’s up.”

“Leave Priscilla to me,” Mabs said.

They turned into the Kitchen, where
the pugilistic-faced Ainsworth was in

charge. At once, at Mr. Biggins
order, large baskets were produced,
and each armed with one of these
baskets they tramped out into the

orchard where Bessie, already making
the most of opportunities, was sampling
large brown pears.

But Babs' mind, at least, was far
away from that luscious fruit. She was
thinking of imprisoned Ermyntrude
how to get back to her without being
detected,

The fruit-picking began. Actually,
there was no need to pick from the trees
at all. W indfalls, fresh and ripe, lay
on the ground in all directions, and in
a very few moments half the baskeis
were full. Mr. Biggins cheerily smiled.

“Good harvest, eh? .“'orf;h some
money, all this fruit. Mind you don’t
make yourselves 111 girls 1"

No, we won't,” Babs promised.
“But—but—oh dear, I'd love some of
those lovely red apples from the top of
that tree!” she said longingly.

“Well, my dear, help yourself,” Mr.

3 SUPPOSING ’*  Babs

ribbons ? "’

suggested,
The twins blinked.

By Hilda Richards 3

Biggins said. “There’s a ladder. Ii's
perfectly safe.”
Babs, however, looked nervous.
“Oh dear! If—if I dared!” she said.
“Eh?” Bessie blinked in astonish-
ment. To hear Babs, who was one of
the best and the most daring climbers
in CLff House's junior ﬁ(‘]lOOf say that

surprised her into making comment.

“Why, you know jolly well, when \it
comes to climbing—"

“That Babs is terribly afraid!”
hurriedly Mabs (‘lupp{d in.

“0Oh, 1(-'11]\ Mabs{ I wasn't going
!0 w.\—ﬁ

“Remember when she fell off that
cherry-tree 7”7 Mabs interrupted. “No,
Babs couldn’t do it. But Mr. Biggins
could—or Ida,” she added hopefully.
“I'll  bet you're a topping climber,
Ida.”

“Well, I am,” Ida confessed. *But,
daddy, shall 1 have a shot at it?"”

“No, no!” He frowned. *“If there's
climbing to be done, that's my job!
Hold the ladder—and you, Mabel.
Now, which apple would you like?” he
added jokingly, as, falling into Babs’
little trap, he commenced to climb.
“That one with the yellow spot on the

side, eh? Whoa! Hold the ladder!
Steady, there!”

Up he went, climbing carvefully.
Below, Ida craned her neck as she
watched him; but Mabs, guessing
Babs' little wheeze, nodded. Babs
chuckled a little as she quickly

touched Priscilla on the shoulder,
“Buck up—buzz !’ she said. “Get
out of it. Don't ask questions—scoot—
now !”
She nodded quickly
and, without more ado,
the house.

Quickly she reached it, was about fo
dart into the kitchen, when she fell
back as the pugilistic-looking Ains-
worth, carrying a trayful of glasses,
came in. Heart thumping, she fat-
tened herself against the wall until he
had deposited the load on the table,

to the hedge,
sprinted for

““you and Priscilla change hair

‘. And Priscilla,’”’ Babs went on,

“ reports for detention in your place, Ermy ? That would leave you free.
It's the oniy way to see this thing through, you know | "’
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and then went out again, This was her
charice..

In a moment she was in the hitchen
and up ihe stairs.

She reached the door.of the spare
room. She flung it open. As she did
so there came a little gasp from the
wardrobe,' the sound of movement.
Feverishly Babs felt in her pocket, her
heart beating like a sledgehammer
when, in the first frantic search, sie
failed to find the small key. Oh, my
hat! Supposing—

But nol. Thank goodness, here was
the key "' Anxiously she slipped 1t mnto
the wardrobe lock and _turnci Ermyn-
trude, with a face the colour of a beet-
tobt, came reeling out. i

"'iErmyl" Babs gasped. *Poor old

irl 1
g"Oh dedr, oh dear!” Ermyntrude
spiuttered.  “Really I—I feel quite
faint. The atmosphere, you know,” she
added, with a faint smile of apology.

“Just sit and rest a moment,” Babs

counselled. “Tll see if I can get some
water.” 3
“The bathroom’s  next door,”

Ermyntrude said. “Oh déar!”

She passed a shaking hand across her
head. Babs gulped. Poor old Ermy!
It st have been frightfully stuffy in
that confined space. :

Out of the room she darted, into the
next. - Now—oh goodness! » Wasn't
there a glass in'this place? 2

And—and had Priscilla taken the tip
and got away? Would Mabs see to
that?

Her mind was in a turmoil, her
fingers almost shaking as she found a
glass. She filled it, and then rushed
back. But eveén as she pushed the door
open she started.

For another girl was_standing in
front of the recovering Ermyntrude—
a girl whose face was sharp with sus-
picion, The girl was Ida Biggins
herself,

“And how,” she was wanting to
know—*just how is it that, after lfeav-
ling g'.t‘m in the garden, I find you
here ?

Ermyntrude Plays a Lone Hand!
@ T once, however,
was at her com-
mand — more es-
she saw through the
window  Priscilla  and
the act of leading the bewildered
Priscilla to the hedge, If Ida hap-
“Priscilla  lost something, Didn’t
you, Priscilla?” she said quickly. “A
find it, you see, and—and—well, Pris-
cilla was taken by a sudden attack of
drawing Ida’s attention to the water,
“I've brought this.”
puzzledly.
“Well, no. There wasn’t much need’
“Ida, old thing, be a sport and look
around in this corner and see if you

Babs’ quick wit

pecially as at that moment

Mabs in the garden outside, Mabs in
pened to look cut ani see that—

little_brooch. We both came back to

faintness, That's why,” Babs added,

“1 never saw you go,” Ida objected

to tell fou, was there?” Babs asked.

can find a little blue enamel and silver

blrpoc;h. Priscilla, my: dear, drink
this.’ ;

Ermyntrnde stared at her. But
Ermyntrude understood. - While ' she

sipped the fluid Babs tock another
quick glance out of the window. Oh
goodness ! Why would Priscilla stand
there talking with Mabs in full view
of anybody looking out of the window ?
lda looked up. i L

“I can't-sée any brooch——”

“No?” Babs said feverishly, “/Then
—then perhaps it’s dropped here?” she
suggested, leading her to the other side
of the room. :

“But Priscilla wasn’t.at this side of
the room?” Ida objected.

“No, of—of course not!” Babs stut-
tered. “But—but it must be some-
where, mustn’t it? And—and we're
sure it was lost i this room, you see.
What’s that 7’ she asked, pointing to a
spot near the wardrobe, . .

Ida approached it. Babs took the
opportunity to fling another flustered
glance through the window.

Thank ess!  Mabs lash
seemed to have triumphed. Babs
breathed more freely as she saw Pris-
cilla disappear through the hedge.

#This. is only a feather,”. Ida said
crossly, picking up the object Babs had
indicated.  “Bother me if T think you
really lost a brooch! What I'd - like
to know——"

“ Whoops !
delightedly. p

And she made a swift swoop near the
door. Triumphantly she scooped some-
thing uf:. Ida blinked as she saw the
little blue .and enamel brooch—Babs’
own brooch, as a matter of fact, which
Babs had had in her pocket all the
time. £ z :

““There I” she said, with a shaky little
laugh. “There you are, Priscilla—
found at last !’

“Well, I looked there, and I didn't
see it,” Ida glowered. * Still, as you've
found it——" =

“Off we go and finish the fruit pick-
ing,” Babs said happily. * Feel better,
Er—I mean, Prisdi?lg!" .

Ermyntrude did. Babs led the way

back to the garden. She caught a sly
wink from Mabs as she camé up.
. “Well, there we are,”” Mr. Biggins
jovially said. “Baskets full, every-
thing fine. " Though how,” he added,
“you're going to get that stuff back to
school I don’t know.”

“Oh, we can carry it!” Mabs said
cheerily. “In any case,’”” she added,
with a grin at Bessie, who was biting
into her fourth pear, “it looks as
though there won’t be all.that much
to carry by the time we reach school.
We shall be carrying old DBess,
instead.”

“Ha, ha, ha |”

“And now,” Babs said firmly, “we
must go; otherwise, we'll be late for
gates.”

“I see.” Mr. Biggins nodded,
though he gazed at Ermyntrude. “ And
you are sure, my dear, you will not
change your mind 7”

“Eh?” Ermyntrude blinked.
afraid I do not understand.”

“8till keeping it up, eh?” Mr.
Biggins laughed. But 1t was a laugh
which held a rather harsh note. “ Per-
haps,” he suggested gently, “when we
know each other better—eh? When we
are friends? In the meantime, Pris-
cilla, do remember that at all times
you are a welcome guest at Martin's
Nest.” o ik i \

“ And us?” Babs asked,

“What applies to dear Priscilla also
applies to Priscilla’s friends,” Mr.
Biggins said softly, Yo

Babs smiled,

at

There it is1” Babs cried

“I am

rmyntrude ' smiled.
too. All round hands were shaken, and,
carrying the loaded baskets, the chums
moved off. Not until they were well
out of range of the house did anyone
speak.  Then Ermyntrude ‘suddenly
stopped. | : A g
* Barbara, wait'! What about dear
Priscilla 2 | i bl g

“Take it easy,” Mabs. chuckled.
“Priscilla is back’ at school by this.

time, .Had a job to get’the chump
3 2 e

* should have had such a fright.
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away, too,” sho added reflectively.  “ At
first she refused to move when she
heard that you were.in the house. But
come on. I'm rather anxious to see
Priscilla, and hear what the Bigginses
had to say to her.” - .

“Yes, rather! And-I'm jolly anxious
to make a pear pie, you know I’ Bessie
beamed. “Pears make ripping pies!”

The chums grinned. KEasy 1. mind
again, they were all anxious now tu see
Priscilla. A comparison of notes, they -
felt, would clear up, many of the
details  which were, at present, just
mysteries to them. Apart from which,
there was the question of Amy. -

Had Amy thrown ocut that key? If
s0, there could only be one conclusion.
Amy was a prisoner in the hands ‘of
the Bigginses. Ol

But they had no proof of that fact—
the hand they- had seen, after all,
mjght have belonged to anyone, and it
was by no means certain that the writer
of the note attached to the key was
Amy until they had compared her
writing with the specimen which the
twins held. !

One bright suggestion’ "Mabs _did
make—that they should phone Mrs,
Silver at Eastbourne and ask if Am
was with her. But that suggestion fell
rather flat when Ermynuuga told them
that, not yet having heard from Mrs.
Silver, she had not the foggiest idea at
which hotel that good lady was staying.

Much puzzled, they reached the
school. From Marjorie Hazeldene, who
was just coming out of the tuckshop as
they entered through CLff IHouse's
bronze gates, they learned that Priscilla
had just arrived and had gone up to
her own study. )

Eagerly, then, they hurried along to
Study No. in the TFourth Form
corridor, which was shared by the price-
less twins and Sylvia Sirrett. Fortun-
ately, Sylvia Sirrett was not there at
the moment, and Priscilla, just in the
act of discarding her hat, turned with

" a little start as they cama in,

“Oh, Ermyntrude, my dear!”

“Priscilla, my dear!” Ermyntrude
said fondly.

“You—you

?ot away from
horrible  people?”  Priscilla
anxiously.

“I got away,” Ermyntrude replied,
“and I am sorry, dear Priscilla, you
But
tell us now what happened at the
interview which Barbara tells me you
had with the Bigginses!”

And Priscilla told—not that there
really was much to tell. Remembering
Babs’ warning, Priscilla, impressed by
the thought tgat any slip of the tongue
by her might have spelt danger for
Ermyntrude, had done her best to fob
off the Bigginses. The Bigginses, of
course, were after tha key. They
thought she had it. *And seeing that
her best refuge lay in telling the truth,
she had protested that she had not got

it.
“ But—but,”

those
asked

she satd nervously,

“they did not believe me. That I
could see. But, Ermyntrude, what is
the key? Why are they so anxious

about the key?”

“The key's jolly im ortans that’s a
cert,” Babs said; and they told Priscilla
what they knew. “The key obviously
belongs, not to them, bui to I's,
Silver, and, if you ask me, the Biggins
people are playing some frightfull
crooked game.  Ermy, let’s have a loo
at that key. And can you find the eard

" you said you had from Am

’"
Ermyntrude could. Mode]yof tidiness,
orderliness, and neatness, sha produced
the card almost at once. Babs, detach-
ing the label from the key, pored over
the handwriting, -
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“Do you think, Barbara, they are
identical ?” Ermyntrude asked. _
Babs shook her head doubtfully. At

first sight, certainly, there was a simi-
larity between the two writings. But
the card was written very carcfully
the unfinished note attached to the Le\
had obviously been scrawled in great
haste. An expert might have been
able to make a decision right away,
L-ul they were no experts.

“They might be the same,” Babs
said slowly. ““As a matter of fact, I
really lhink they are. On the other
hand, if we're not sure, we can’t accept
this as proof. The one thing that 1s
certain 1s that we've got to look after
this key 1"

\
“Indeed, yes, that is our duty as
Mrs, Silver's  friends,” Ermynirude
nodded qumlcl_v “And,” she added

seriously, *we have also got to find out
about Amv If that poor girl is a
prisoner in the hands np those horrible
people. we have also got to do some-
thing about that!"”

Priscilla blinked admiringly
more courageous sister.

“But—but can't we tell the police?
she asked nervously. “ Barbara——"
she pleaded.

Babs shook her head.

“How can we? We have no proof
of anything. And you can bet your life
that the Bigginses would be ready with
a jo[l\ lausible story. At the same
time, sre added, with a frown, “we
can’'t desert Amy, and jt is up to us,
knowing Mrs, ‘wl]\ﬁr to protect this
key. Time to call in the police when
we're dead sure of our facts—not
before 1”

“Then—then what
faltered Priscilla.

Babs eyed them all in turn, a ecal-
culating expression on her face now
that told them she was taking this
puzzling affair very scriously indeed.

“Go our own way to work,” she
said shrewdly. * Find out first what the
game is, For all we know, the whole
thing may be a hoax—though I don’t

at her

LA

are we to do?

think so; the Biggins people went to
too much trouble to try to get back
the key. One ﬂnng' she added,

glancing at the twins, “Wwe've one big

card up our sleeve. They don't know
there are two _of \nu—;—'

“I should “say not!” Ermyntrude
agreed, with a nod.

Priscillablinked.
“But—hut
“Tt really would be best to keep such

a fact secret from these people, my

dear,” her twin observed.
Priscilla looked a little alarmed.
"Bm Barbara, you don't sug-
gF‘-
*1 hmvjzost." Babs said, *“that as

we've found that fact so wvaluable
already, we go on playing it. There's
just one thing, of course. You and

Frmyntrude mustn’t be seen together by
the Bigginses !’
Priscilla blinked. Alarm immedi-
utf-l}' registered itself upon her features.
“And to-morrow,” Mabs nuggnml
‘we go again to \[.th s Nest?"”

“That’s right.” Babs  nodded.
“ Ermy—"

“ili come,” Ermyutrude nodded
quickly.

So that was agreed upon—only just
in time, sceing that call-over bell was
beginning to rin With a sense of
having accomplis ed something, Babs,
Mabs, and Bessie went off to Big Hall,
leaving the apprehensive Priscilla and

the determined Ermyntrude alone.
Priscilla shook .her head,
“0Oh, Ermy, you—you won't run into

o

any dangor
“Priscilla, my dear, no ! Ermyntrude
replied.  “On” the other hand,” she

added, “ we cannot desert either Amy or
Mrs. Silver. They are our friends,
Priscilla.”

“Yes, Ermyntrude, of—of course!”
Priscilla said hurriedly. “Shall we go
to call -over now? Second bell is ring-

ing.’
And off, primly, to call-over they
went.
Ermyntrude, unlike - Priscilla, could

be very determined when she liked, and
once Ermyntrude had made up her
mind to a certain line of action, she
could also be as stubbornly persistent in
carrying out that action as Tomboy
Clara Treviyn, the games captain of
the Fourth Form and junior school,
who was renowned for her obstinacy.
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While Priscilla was thinking with
nervous apprehension of the palt her
sister had undertaken to play in the
campaign  against the Bigginses,
Ermyntrude was thinking on altogether
different lines. If loyalty to her sister
came first, loyalty to her friends took a
place not far behind it, and Ermyntrude
was thinking of Am\ Mrs. Silyver's
maid. Amy was her friend. Amy was
a girl she had liked, who had done a
great many good turns for herself and
Priscilla.  If Amy was & prisoner at
Martin’s Nest, it was up to her,
Ermyntruds, to do something about it.

By Hilda Richards

And she was going to do something
about it, without informing Babs or
Mabs! To-night, she firmly resolved,
she was going to [ind out. on her own
account, exactly what was happening to
Amy.

But, of course, she said nothing of
that intention to Priscilla. Ermyntrude
knew Priscilla's timidly nervous re-
actions only too well.

She said nothing, indced, to anvone,
but that night, an hour after lights
out, the determined twin crept out of
Lier bed in the Fourth Form dormitory.
Qm(]\h. silently she dressed; with
quiet determination, crept from the
dormitory and let herself out {hrough
the lobby window which adjoined Big
Hall.

So far, so good. With quiet eatisfac-
tion, l'rnulltru(lu picked her way to-
wards the cloisters which led to the
hedge that separated the school grounds
from Lane's Pield.

But, alas, for Ermyntrude! She had
forgotfcn one important thing,

That important thing was that every

Tuesday evening Miss Primrose, Cliff
House's headmistress, played bridge
with her friends, the Fields-Crofts.

Even as she stepp(-d out, there came °
the purr of Miss Primrose's car, and
the sudden flash of sidelights as they
glowed through the darkness which led
to the headmistress’ private house.

Those sidelights were dimmed in
accordance with A.R.P, regulations,
but they were quite bright enough to
reveal Ermyntrude.

“Oh!” she gasped.

She stood still, dismaved. All was
lost now._In consternation she watched
the car approach. With a shudder,
saw Miss Primrose step out of it. The
keadmistiress’ face was like a thunder-
cloud as she approached.

“Girl!” she cried. “Girl,
you Bless my soul,
twins! Priscilla, what
vou doing out of bed*”

“Ahem! Miss Primrose, it is not
Priscilla. It is Ermyntrude,” the girl
confessed. “I am sorry. 1 was merely
~g0mg for a walk.’

how dare
-it is onc of the
on earth are

‘Indeed! And with whose per-
mission 77
“Please, Miss Primrose, I did not

hiave permission.”

“Dh.t*? Miss Primrose’s lips came
together. “A most um‘lﬂn;{ 1lung‘”
she said, staring at the givh “ Ermyn-
trude, you will go back this instant to
bed, and for this offence you will be
confined lu close bounds to-morrow
afternoon.’

Ermyntrude sighed.  Obviously het
excursion for that night was ruined.
And so, she thought \\lllllll”_\'_ was her
projected plan to accompany Babs on
the morrow. Without another word
she turned, and, returning by the same
way she had come, reached the Fourth
Form dormitory again. The door
squeaked as she pushed it open, and
Babs awoke.

Instantly her eyes hiad fastened on
Prm\ntrmk. fully revealed in the
bright moonbeamn  which filtered
through the dormitory windows,

“Ermy!” she Breathed. “Oh ny
hat! Where have you been ?

“I have been out,” Ermyntrude re-

plied, with a sad shake of the head.
I did not_want to trouble you, Bar-~
bara. but I was aoxious about Amy.

Unfortunately, however, I was caught
by Miss Primrose.”

Bah- whistled.
“Q0Oh, my
Prlmmv say !’

“She hns detained me for to-morrow
afternoon,” Ermyntrude said simply.
“Good-night, Barlmrn ! Please do not
wake the other girls.,”

hat! And what did
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“But—but——" Babs stuttered.

“Good-night 1" Ermyntrude  re-
peated, and walked to her own bed
at_the far end of the dormitory.

Babs watched her in dismay.
Ermyntrude detained! Ermyntrude,
the silly chump—caught in trying to
carry off the campaign on her own
account! Her heart knew a glow of
admiration for the pluck which in-
spired.that action, but she was think-
ing all at once—what of to-morrow’s
projected plan with Ermyntrude, its
principal actor, out of it?

Was that now doomed?
£0, .

But wait a minute, though—there
was another course.  Supposing Pris-
cilla could be persuaded to take Ermyn-
trude’s place?

Would she? )

After breakfast the next morning
Babs called upon the twins, finding
them alone in Study No. 5. Ermyn-
trude was shaking her head, Prisailla
looking almost overwhelmed, for it was
weeks, almost months, since the twins
had earned any form of punishment.
They both turned, however, as Babs
came in,

“Oh, Barbara, have you heard?”
Priscilla faltered. “Poor dear Ermyn-
trude—" . i

“T heard,” Babs stated, with a brief
nod. “That’s what I'm here about.
I think it was jolly plucky of her.”

% s0,” Priscilla breathed, “do L
Oh, Ermyntrude dear—"

“At the same time,” Babs practic-
ally went on, “it completely floors our
little scheme for this afternoon. Un-
less "—and she gazed significantly at
Priscilla, who was recognisable because
she wore Cambridge blue hair ribbons
on her plaits, while Ermy wore Oxford
blue—"“unless,” she added, *you take
her place, Priscilla.”

Priscilla shrank a little. She looked
at_her sister.

Ermyntrude, however,

head.
“Barbara, no,” she said. “I am
sorry, but I couldn’t agree to that.
Priscilla, mJ dear. don’t look wor-
ried,” she added. “I will go.”

“But—but your detention?” Priscilla

It certainly

altered.

“T'Il risk that,” Ermyntrude said.

“But, Ermyntrude, my dear—"

“No, wait a minute,” Babs said
gulckly: “No needd toP Qak_el;] t.heh risk.

upposing you an riscilla change
hail:' ribbons 1" y

The twins blinked.

“And Priscilla,” Babs went on,
“reports for detention in your place,
Ermy? That would leave us free.
It’s the only way to see this thing

you | o

“But—but supposing it was found
out ?” Priscilla nervously asked.

“It won't,” Babs said. “Bother is!
Blessed if 1 can tell either of you
apart! In any case, we can’t do much
without one of you. You're the bait,
as far as the Bigginses are concerned—

and 1 just the small fry. If
they're going to show their hands, it
will be to you, because they think
you've got that key. And Amy’'s fate
depends on it,” she pointed-out mean-
ingly.

“And Amy,” Ermerndo solemnly
stated, “is our friend. Priscilla, Bar-
bara is right. It is the best suggestion.
I go. You take my place.”

“But, Ermyntrude, my dear,” Pris-
cilla faltered, *“is it not rather
daring 1"

* "  Ermyntrude inflexibly
stated. “For the time being, my dear,
on me me, and I become you.

rbara, you may take that as
scttled.”

Babs smiled. Ermynirude's word,
she knew, was always as good as her
bond, and gleefully she hurried off to
tell Mabs. ssie she did not tell, for
Bessie, by common consent, was to
left out of the afterncon’s escapade—
that dear plump duoffer, well-inten-
tioned as she was, could always be
relied upon to make some blunder.

But she did let Clara Trevlyn and
Leila Carroll, the American Fourth
Former, into her confidence. Clara
and Leila were the right sort to have
at one’s side in a ticklish emergency
such as this, ~

And so that anxjous difliculty was
overcome. Immediately after dinner
that day the swapping of hair ribbons
was affected between the twins, and
Priscilla, not without trepidation, went
off to report in her sister’s name to
Myra Browulow, the duty prefect for

the day. Mpyra, proverbially lazy and
unobservant, mnever ecven asked a
question,

“Right-he! Sit down! Write an

essay about—about something,” she
said"\'lg'ucly. “And don't make a

row.

About the last thing Priscilla would
have ever thought of doing was to
make a row—not even if Chff House
had been Hampstead Heath, and the
occasion August Bank Holiday.
Very quietly, very sedately, she sat
down. With a sigh of thankfulness
drew impot sheet and ink towards her,
and then bit her lip gazing
through the window, she saw her twin,
Babs, Mabs, Clara and Leila, going off

in a 3

lndustr{oualy she worked, while
Myra, immersed in a paper-backed
novel, never even looked at her. But
once or twice Priscilla gazed at the
clock; once or twice, very anxiously,
through the window.

Oh dear! How was Ermyntrude
getting on? She did so hope she

shook her #wouldn’t come to any harm. Ermyn-

trude was such a reckless girl in her
own way. How often had Priseilla
been filled with envy because of her
pluck and daring,

The detention progressed. No sign of
Ermyntrude.

“0.K., finish now,” Myra said
casually, as she came to the end of her
book. “You can chuck that essay in
the wastepaper-basket and beat it ”—
and she yawned. “Aind you leave
your desk tidy.”

Priscilla tidied her pens and paper;
with gladness in her heart, she scam-
pered from the room.

“1 must remember to change my bows
back,” she murmured, glancing down at
her plaits, and then dashed off to her
study, hopini with all her heart that
Ermyntrude had put in an unobserved
appearance,

She orened the door of Study No. 5,
and a glad cry welled to her lips as she
saw the figure of a girl rising in the
chair, her back towards her.

“Ermy—-" she eried.

The figure turned, rose and
straightened, resolving itself into—

Jda Biggins!

Clara Comes a Cropper !

{3 HOA! Look at

g that ! breathed
Barbara Red-
fern.

Five girls halted with

sudden tenseness in a

lane outside Martin’s Nest.

The five were Barbara, Mabel Lynn,
Ermyntrude Terraine, Clara Trevlyn,
and Leila Carroll. They had ap-
proached the house from the CLff
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House side. On that side was the
heavily curtained window which had
excited the interest of Babs and Mabs
yesterday, and natorally, seeing that
window was the focus point of their
attention, they had paused to look at
it before opening the garden gate. And
as they paused, the curtain at one side
was disturbed. A hand appeared.

The hand, plainly «xisible for a
moment, held a small handbag mirror.
“She’s signalling |’ breathed Mabs.
Signalling the hand with the mirror
was. The glass caught the rays of the

sun, flashed, faded, flashed again.

“* Babs, yoa know Morse code!” Clara
whispered. “What's it say?”

Flash,  flash, flash, the signal went on.
Babs puckered her forehead as she
tensely concentrated. Then suddenly
the hand disappeared abruptly.

“Babs, what was it?” Leila cried.

“I don’'t know.” Babs shook her
head. “Somebody was signalling right
enough—or trying to. But that some-
body, whoever she was, knew nothing
of any code She was just flashing
that mirror to attract attention.”

Ermyntrude looked serious.

“Undoubtedly Amy !’ she said.

*“It—it might have been just an acci-
dent, I guess,” Leila Carroll muttered
cautiously. .

“It might—but it's funny. That’s the
socond time we've seen the hand,” Babs
said. “If we could only make sure who
it belonged to! If-—" and then she

paused. “Wait a minute! I've got ar
idea.”
“What ?”

“See the ladder near the window?”

“Well

“Suppose we divert the Bigginses at-
tentions? While four of us go into the
house and keep them engaged in con-
versation, what about the fifth sneaking
up the ladder and getting into that
room? Ermy, not you—of course, We
shall want you as our decoy.”

Clara Trevlyn chuckled.

“And not,” she said, “you or Mabs.
They already know you and will be ex-
pecting to see you. This is a little job
for me.”

“Or me,” Leila said.

“Stuff! I spoke first.
Babs—"

Babs grinned.

“0.K. You've asked for it.,” she
said, and was taking into consideration
the fact that Tomboy Clara was the
best all-round athlete of Cliff House's
junior school “Yes, that would be
the best plan, I think. Wait a minute,
though. You stand outside here until
we get into the house. Once we dis-
appear—then's your chance. If I were

Bags it!

you I'd make my way the fence
at the other side of the en; you'll
b'? screened from view of the house
there

Clara nodded again as she chuckled.
This was a job after her own tomboyish
heart.

“Meantime,” Babs whispered, “we'll
just behave as though we know nothing
1s happening. Clara, you'll be careful,
won't you1?” .

“Trust me,” Clara retorted.

At that they left her, starting up the
drive which led to the entrance of
Martin’s Nest. The front door was
closed, but immediately Babs rang
Ainsworth appeared.

“Why, Miss Priscilla, come in,” he
said; but he paused as he looked at
Babs & Co. *“And you, too, I sup-
pose?” he said less cordially “TI'll tell
Mr, and Mrs. Biggins that you've
called.”

He held the door open. Together
they stepped into the lounge hall. The
stocky Ainsworth disappeared, whilo
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the chums gazed &t each other. Then
suddenly the door was flung open and
Mr. Biggins, his face one big, beaming
smile, came striding forward.

“Well, welll” he said. “What a
grand surprise. Sit down, Priscilla, sit
down, And your friends,” he added.
“Mother’s upstairs changing, but she
won't be a minute.”

“And Ida?” Babs asked.

“Ida’s ort—don’t know where. Gone
to post a letwer to Mrs. Silver in Court-
field, I think. Well, get home all right
with your fruit?” he asked genially.
“Hallo, h~re's mother,” he added, as
Mrs. Biggins came down the staircase.

Mrs. Biggins greeted them very
sweetly, and Babs was struck for a
moment by misgivings. Was it possible,
after all, that these people were play-
ing the mysteriously unknown game she
judged them of playing? They really
did seem most extraordinarily nice.

“And, of course, you'll have tea, my
dears 7" Mrs. Biggins was saying. “I've
got some spechﬁ tarts whichi know
you'll adore. Priscilla, you like tarts,
don’t you?”

“0h, thank you very much indeed
Ermyntrude murmured.

“And if you still don’t feel ill after
vesterday, you can pick more fruit,”
Mr. Biggins said genially. “I'm sure
there must be & hundredweight or two
of new windfalls. By the way, Pris-
cilla, have you heard from Mrs. Silver
vet ¥ he asked.

“No, indeed, I have not,” Ermyn-
trude answered seriously. “I would
very much like to get in touch with her.
Perhaps you will give me her address?”

He paused. 'Then, ruefully, he
shrugged,

“I'm sorry, but I haven't got it,” he
said. “As soon as I hear I'll let you
know. Nice day,” he added. as if to
avoid the subject. “Miss Redfern, you
look worried about something.”

“D-do 17" Babs stuttered, and she
hastily collected herself and smiled.
But at the same time all her suspicions
flooded back Gone at once were those
litile uneasy forebodings she had ex-
perienced, for Mr. Biggins, in that
reply, had comntradicted himself. He
had said plainly that Ida had gone to
Courtfield to post a letter to Mrs.
Silver, How, then, could Ida post a
letter to Mrs. Silver if they did not
know Mrs. Silver’s address?

Meantime, how was Clara getting
on?

The question was answered
giddenness that was sensational.

For as they paused, there came a
crash from outside. It was a crash of
breaking glasss. In a moment Mr.
Biggins was on his feet.

“My goodness, what's that?”

“Oh, my hat! Clara!” gasped Babs.
“Mr. Biggins—"

But Mr. Biggins was already racing
for the front door. Out from the
kitchen came Ainsworth. Babs looked
quickly at her chums.

“Oh, my hat, we might have ex-

[

with a

pected something like this! Come
oni” she muttered. .
* But—but——"" Mrs. Biggins

objected,

Babs was already sprinting for the
door. The rest followed her outside just
as Mr. Biggins gave a furious cry.

“A Ciiﬂg%'louse girl! What are you
doing there 1"

Babs halted, gasping.

For Clara, as she expected, it was
—but Clara, in such a predicament!
Reared against the curtained window
was a ladder, but the ladder, old and
rickety, had three of its wooden rungs
I‘ltis.ii!!g‘. smashed beneath Clara's
eet.

Bencath the curtained window “was
another window, one of its pancs show-
ing a huge hole. Desperately clinging
to the sill of that window was tomboy
Clara Trevlyn.

Fasy to see what had happened.
Clara, unaware of the rottenness of the
ladder’s rungs, *had shot clean through
them on her climb to the curtained
window., In the fall her foot must
have gone through the lower window.
Now there she hung.

“Help I” she gasped.

“ Ainsworth, you fool!” roared Mr.

Biggins “Don’t stare like a dolt!
Get her down!”

Ainsworth, however, was already
approaching the rotten ladder. Before

he could move it inte paosition, Clara
gn‘\"cils.né)ther yell. i
ngers are slipping——
Heryclm:gna’ hearts Ix;tloocl still.  Sud-
denly she fell, dropping the full fifteen
feet which separated her from the
ground. Lucky for Clara that she was
such a fine athlete; lucky for her, in-

"

By Hilda Richards

instinctively collected round their chum,

“leave this house at once! If this
is the manner in which you treat
hospitality, never come back here
again |”

“ But, Mr. Biggins——" cried Ermyn:
trude.

“Ahem! That—that really does not
apply to you, Priscilla,” he said
hurriedly. *“At the same time, even

you cannot accept the disgraceful con
duct of these friends of yours. I am
sorry, I—1 am very upset! Gol”

“But, please——" Bahs pleaded.

“Will you go?”

The chums looked at each other hope-
lessly. Certainly, their host had some
excuse for annoyance considering the
damage that had been done, but the
distinct impression they all recejved
was that, for the time being, he waz
scared out of his wits.

::gmzlw ;m 1" ”Biim sﬁ_id. : "

n ease, r. Biggins rapped,
“do notpcome back ! g’iiscilln,pl}ou
may, of course—as often as you wish

i
! o \>

PRISCILLA burst into her study with a glad cry. She thought her sister
had returned. But when she saw the girl in the armchair, she halted

in terror.

It was Ida Biggins, the twins’ enemy—and nervous Priscilla

had to face her alone !

deed, that she knew exactly how to
take a fall like the one in store for
her then. As lightly as possible, she
hit the ground and rolled over.

At once Babs was at her side.

“My hat, Clara! Are you hurt?”

“N-no, I don’t think so!” Clara
breathlessly scrambled up. “Babs, I'm
sorry.”

“A friend of yours, eh?” Mr. Biggins
cried. A figure of quivering fury, he
was towering over them now. But
Babs noticed his anxious glance towards
the curtained window. “What were
you doing up that ladder, girl?”

Clara gulped.

“Oh crumbs, I'm sorry!
only having a bit of fun!”

“¥Fun! You were spying!”
Biggins accused.

Clara flushed.

“1 tell you—"

“You tell me nothing !” Mr. Biggins
quivered. *“ Ainsworth, you fool, put
that ladder away! And, please,” he
added, glaring at Babs & Co., who had

I—I was

Mr.

But please—please do not bring these
girls here again! Show them out,
Ainsworth.” .

“And put a jerk in it,” Ainsworth
scowled.

Without more ado, Babs led the way
across the lawn. The grim-faced Ains-
worth slammed the gate behind them
when they had passed out.

“That's the end of that,” Leila mur-

mured. *“Clara, youn idiot—"

“QOh, rats!” Clara snap{rcd. “ How
was I to know the beastly ladder weuld
give way 1"

“You—you saw mnothing?” Babs

asked.
“No,” Clara growled.

“But.” Mabs said, “old man Biggins
was scared stiff in case you had. Gosh,
what a rage that man was in? Ques-
tion is—what do we do now?”

That wasn't much of a question
really, Obviously, the one thing they
couldn’t do was to return to Martin's
Nest. There, definitely, the gate had
been closed against them—all except



10 “The Triumph of the Twins!”

the twins—but every suspicion they had
ever ententained came rushing back with
" renewed force.

They  proceeded into Friardale
village. There, at Babs’' suggestion,
they popped in at the Hathaway Tea
Rooms to discuss the situation over a
cup of tea. Ermyntrude forlornly shook
her head.

“And to think,” she said sadly, “that
dear Priscilla took my detention task
on to her own shoulders for this! Dear
Priscillat She will be most horribly
disa;pointed that everything has ended
50 mnatrous]{‘."

Babs paid the bill, and in a thought-
ful body they set off towards Cliff House
again. Ome thing, as Babs pointed out
—they still had their tromp card up
their sleeve.  Not vet had the Bigginses
discovered the dual identity of the girl
they believed to be Priscilla Terraine.
A the twins, at least, still had an
open sesame to Martin’s Nest.

“Which means,” Ermyntrude said
stiffly, “I am going to take full advan-
tage of that loophole. But, Barbara,
please do not worry Priscilla herself
too much with what we do. You know
that she is not a strong girl, and she
is most frightfully worried about all
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In the Enemy’s Hands!

HILE Priscilla—
The very last per-
son she had ever ex-
to see at Cliff

House wad Ida Biggins.
Caonfused, dismayed,

frantically pulling herself
together, she stared at that girl as she
entered her study after detention,
realising with a sudden sick pang of
dismay that she had already given the
ame away by inadvertentily blurting
srmyntrude’s name. Ida's face, how-
ﬁver. was radiant as she came towards

er,

“Priscilla,” she cooed. “Oh, I'm
so glad to see you! Quite a surprise,
isn't it? But as I had nothing else
to do I thou, I'd just ‘)op alon,
As a matter of fact, I've only just this
moment arrived. But who is Ermy?”
she added curiously.

Priscilla gulped, fiercely pulling her-
self together, though she wi to
goodness at that moment she was a
thousand miles away.

But she’d got to be careful—careful
foE Ermy’s sake, careful for Amy's
sake.

Please Note !

this already. But here are the gates,”
she beamed. *No doubt we shall find
dear Priscilla waiting for us.”

They turned in through the school
gates, But no Priscilla was there. As
they stepped in to the drive, however,
Muriel nd, of the Fourth Form,
came strolling out of the tuckshop, a
glass of lemonade in her hand. She
stared at Ermyntrude, looked at the
bows on her plaits, and gave such a
start that the glass slipped from her
fingers,

“My hat! How on earth did you
get back so quickly?” she eried.

“Quickly 1 Ermyntrade blinked. “I
am afraid I do not understand.”

“But I thought you'd just gone out
—with that Ida Biggins girl? It was
you, of course—I noticed your dark
hair ribbons!”

Babs jumped.

“Ida? You—you don’'t mean to say
the’s been here?”

“She has,” Muriel nodded. “They
said something about going to Martin's
Nest—"

*Oh, good gracious!” Ermyntrude
muttered faintly, and in sudden alarm
the chums stared at each other.

What on earth were they to do now,
with the nervous twin in the power of
the cnemy?

“Ermg?"_ihe ulped. “She—she is
one of the girls who shares this study.”
That, at least, was the truth, she re-
flected—for Priscilla shrank from telling
even the tiniest of fibs. *I—I thought
for a moment you were she.”

“Oh!” Ida laughed. “I see. And
instead it's little me? Pleased to see
me, Priscilla?”

*1 am very, very surprised,” Priscilla
stated truthfully, “I—I hope your
ankle is better.”

“Oh, yes, fine!” Ida smiled. *“It
guts. weak now and again, you know,

ut it’s not worrying me now. Priscilla,
sit down,” she added. *I’'m dying to
have just a little chat with you on my
own. We're friends now, of course—"

“Oh, certainly!” Priscilla nervously
admitted.

“Now, Priscilla, as a friend, I waunt
to talk very seriously to you. About
that key -

Priscilla winced.

*“You know, Priscilla, you have rather
fried to pull the wool over our eyes,”
Ida reproachfully went on. *“You did
find that key, and, of course, you've got
it now. Mind you, I don’t blame you,”
she added cunmingly. “After all, we
might not even be the right poopfe to
hand the key back to, and—and—well,
it was natural for you to be cautious, I
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suppose. But now you know us. We're
friends. You know, too, that we're
relatives of Mps. Silver, and, of course,
we’re responsible for the key. Priscilla,
won’t you hand 1t over?” .

Priscilla gul She felt hunted.

* But—but haven't got it!” she
weakly protested. 3

“Now, old thing—" Ida objected,
with a_ pout.

“T—I haven't!”

Ida frowned.

“ Priscilla—"

“It's true!”

“ Priscilla—please !”  Ida looked im-
patient. “ Anyone can see that you're
fibbing !”—at which Priscilla went a
deep scarlet. “Why not be honest?”
Ida pleaded. “You know that Mrs.
Silver will want that key when she
comes back. You 'know that she's
entrusted us with it, and—and—well,
we don’t want her to feel we've let her
down by losing it. Come on, now !”

Priscilla stared wildly, longingly to-
wards the door. What could she say?

“I—I tell you I—I haven’t got it!"
she stuttered.

Ida stared at her penetratingly. The
wheedling look went from her face.
She saw Priscilla’s eyes on the door—on
the desk near the door—and suddenly
she had an idea

“All right,” she said. *Don’t—don’t
look worried, my dear. Naturally I
can't make you give up the key, but—
but—— Oh dear !”” she added, suddenly
wincing,  “This—this awful foot of
mine! It’s started again!”

Priscilla looked alarmed.

“Oh, goodness! Can I do anything 7"

“Oh, please!” Ida said. *Priscilla,
if you have a picce of bandage and—
and a little zin¢e ointment—that seems
to do it most good! Perhaps the
school matron has some?”

“Yes, of course I—I'll go now and
ask her,” Priscilla immediately and
cagerly volunteered; and, glad at any
price to escape from the situation,
gratefully rose. “I won't be more
than five minutes.”

*Oh, don’t hurry!”

And as Priscilla rapidly disappeared,
Ida rose. She went to the desk.

“Awful lying little cat! T'll bet she’s
got it hidden in here !"” she told herself.

She flung open the top drawer, fum-
bling among the tidy papers which were
in it. Evidently it was pot there. She
drew open the next, feverishly rummag-
ing through a neat pile of small books
and oddments which the twins had
collected. Bother it, not there, either!
She dragged open the third drawer.

And then, with a gasp, she wheeled
as the door came open. Another girl
wered into the room. It was Muriel

ond.

“Oh, hallo!” Muriel said curiously.
“Is Priscilla in? Who are you?” she
added suspiciously.

“I—I'm a friend of Priscilla’s " Ida
gulped. “Ida Biggins, I dare say
Priscilla has mentioned ma to you.”

“Priscilla,” Muriel said, ‘‘has not.”
Again she loocked at the girl. *“Did
Priscilla give you permission to look
through her drawers?”

Ida turned scarlet.

“Well, no—not exactly,” she said.
“You see, Priscilla has mislaid some-
thing. I—I'm trying to help her find
it.”
“Then don’t you think it would be a

idea to wait until she comes in?"
Ida bit her lip.
“Yes, per-perhaps so,” she said.
“I'm sorry, I—I didn’t think of that!"”

And while Muriel still watched her
with obvious suspicion, she.closed the
drawer, and then, remembering that her
foot was supposed to be hurting again,
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limped back to her seat. For a moment
Muriel paused, themr she went out.

Half & minute later Priscilla herself,
all unaware of what had happened,-and
with ointment and bandages, came in,
tofind Ida sitting in the chair, her face
screwed up with pain. At- once she
forgot all her own nervous fears. Even
an enemy in pain bad the effett of
rousing every tiny compassion in
Priscilla’s tender heart.

But when. she approached Ida, Ida
waved her .'u\a_'r.

“Please—no! Give me the baudugos
—and the ointment. I'll attend to it,
ehe said; and twisting round from the
twin so that Priscilla should not see her
ankle as she peeled ‘down her stocking,
she dabbed ointment on her ankle and
ticd a portion of the bandage round it.
“ Ok de AT it=it’s awful!” she whim-
pered. “I—I ought really to go home !

“Then \\ln not go?” Priscilla hope-
f.ui\ aslced.

“Bur su pposing I—I 1()1].11)‘1-(1 or—or
something ¥ Ida asked “Wait a
minute, though ! Priscilla, you wouldn’t

would you?”
She didn’t relish

mind lf'pmg me home,
Priscilla drew back.
that prospect:

“Ermy—oh, your study pal?” Ida
said.

“Yes."

Muriel nodded. Together the pair
went - off, Ida limping, Priscilla

nervously supporting her. In twenty
minutes they ?md come to the door of

Martin’s Nest, which Mr. Biggins him-
self, having spotted them walking up
the drive, came to open. Priscilla
smiled norrous]y as a swift, significant
look passed between daughtr-r and
Iathpr.

“Why, Priscilla!” Mr. Biggins cried.
“F.mcv seeing you #0 soon again!
Come in!” -

“Please, I—I have to get back
Priscilla faltered.

“But not,” Mr. Biggins said, “for a
moment, surely? I've been longing to
see you ever eince I packed your
friends off. Now, please, do come in,”
he added coaxingly, and - before the
alarmed Priscilla realised what was
happening, he had caught her arm.
“Just,” he urged, “for a cup of tea
and a chat. "Please I”

And, whether the alarmed Priscilla
willed it or not, she found herself
sturnbling over the threshold.

"

Biggins girl.

o [l

I'viscilla, please! You—you couldn’t
leave me to go back on my own like
this*" Ida urged; and {ur a moment
tears stood in ﬁrr eves. “ Priscilla, for
—for our friends lnp s sake!”

Priscilla gulped. She didn’t want
that friendship, but it was impossible,
nervous and fearful as she was, to
resist such an appeal. In any case, it
would be one good way of getting rid
of Ida. All she need do was to deposit
her at the door of \larlm~ Nest and
n firmly insist that she had to get
ack. Yes, that was it.

Aund having made up her mind, she
fl-lf more relieved and happy somehow.

ut she must first tell someone where
she was going so that dear Ermyntrude
would know,

She fetched her hat and coat. With
Ida leaning on her arm, she went out.
In" Big Hall she met '\I.n'c-l Bond, who
gazed at the pmr u:nou sly.

“Oh, ' Muriel I” she said. “I—I'm
taking' Ida home to Martin's Nest, you
know. She’s hurt her foot. If Ermy
lhqulrp- after me, would you mind

informing her I won't be long?”

It was you, of course.
Co. stared in alarm at Muriel.

* BUT I thought you'd just gone out !’ gasped Muriel Bond in blank amazement.

This meant that Priscilla was in

The door shut behind her. Ida,
;\'lthum any trace of a limp, looked at
1er,

“And sﬂmg dear Priscilla,” she said
mockingly, “you are h( re, you can now
hand over that key!”

The Accusation Falls Flat!

111 NLY one thing we

O can do—and must

do,” Babs said

determinedly.

“That is to rescue Pris-

cilla before those rotters

make her so frightened

that she’ll tell everything. And that
means—""

- \\e go back at once to Martin’s
Nest,” Ermyntrude said ‘determinedly.
“Poor, poor dear Priscilla |” she added
worriedly. “She will be frightened out
of her life !

On th.-ut point’ thé whole party was
agreed. Not for nothing had the cun-
ning Ida decoyed Priscilla back to her
house, “From what ‘Muriel 'had told

‘that point.

I noticed your dark hair ribbons ! »’

By Hilda Richards "
them it was pretty certain now that Ida
had come to Cliff House with one idea
in mind—to get that key.

Priscilla, of course, hadn’t got the
key; Ermvntrude still retained posses-
sion of that. But it seemed pretty
plain that the Bigginses 'were getting
desperate. They could only have one
motive in decoying Priscilla back to the
house.

No hesitation had any of them on
In a moment all plans were

changed At once they turned ‘right

‘about, hurrying back the way they had

come. In ten minutes they hud reached
Martin's Nest again.

“Now, careful,” Babs ' v\nrned
“Don’t ‘IIOW yourselves until we know
what's going on. Can’t see anything
from the front,” she added, peering
through the hedgt‘.”

“Well, let’s get round. the back,”
Clarca impatiently suggested. “ Perhaps
we can see something from the

orchard ”

Taking advantage of the hedge which
bordered the ground of Martin's Nest,
they crept into the orchard. And there
Babs, peering through the trees, gave
a start. Twenty yards away was a

‘“ With that Ida
Ermyntrude and Babs &
the hands of the enemy.

window, and in front of that window,
with Mr. Biggins and Ida confronting
her, sat white-faced Priscilla.

Mr. Biggins was shaking his fist. It
was obvious that Priscilla was haviug
a dreadful time.

“My hat!” Babs murmured. “I—"
And then she gave back as Ermyn-
trude, her face dead white, thrust up
beside her. * Ermy——-7"

“ Priscilla !” Ermyntrude ctied. *“Bar-
bara, I'm going !” .

“No, no! Wait a minute!” Babs
cried frantically. “If you barge in
you'll spoi' everything !”

“But I cannot wait here and see dear
Priscilla bullied !” Ermyniroade;. pro-
tested.

“No,” Babs agreed, “ but—hang on!”
she cried. “I've an idea! 1i we can
only get them out of the house, you can
dash in and take Priscilla’s . place!
Golly, I've got it! Ermy, work your
way to ihe door and dodge behind that
barrel there! Leave the rest to'us”

Ermyntrude looked ounce- agaim to-

(Continued on page 14)
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HEN this Patricia of yours said
that knitting was going to he
hobby Number One again this

winter, I littlo realised HOW popular it
was going to be !

Everyone in our district is Lnitting
away like fury. They're knitting socks
and bootees, pullovers and jumpers, caps
and scarves, vests and panties.  In fact,
everything you can think of.

All  this work is for the jyoung
“ Evaeuees ” (isn't it a difficult. word ?)
you see. Actually, our district is a
Neutral Area, so there are no ‘' evacuated”
mothers or children here. But the Safety
Zone is quite close to us, and, of course,
we are all helping.

I'm knitting for a young family of three
bhoys—the youngest of which is a bhaby,
the next one about my young brother’s
ago and height, and the eldest one about
eight.

Already the baby is proudly wearing a
bonnet I've made in rabbit wool, and a
knicker-suit in emerald green. Now I'm
engaged on a manly-locking pullover for
the small boy in the middle—the one who
i the same size and age as Heath. (Just
in ease you've forgotten, Heath is my
brother, whose full name is Heatherington,)

These three boys are staying with a
great friend of ours, as o matter of fact—
Mrs. Blake. She and her husband have
no children of their own, and they simply
adore their three '* adopteds.”

I must confess they were a hit anxious
at first, before they linew just what sort
of children would arrive. But now they
all got on together famously.

They’re coming over to tea with us
to-morrow, go I must think up some high
jinks to appeal to four high-spirited young
urchins !

@ A Neat Roll

Now I have a apecial tip for you all—
that is actually from Miss Richards
herself.

It econcerns rolling of bandages—at
which she says she is go expert now, she
ig quite sure she could roll them in her
sleop.

Many people find that to roll the bandage
round a pencil is one of the best ways of
doing it quickly aned neatly.

But—here's Miss Richards’ tip—she
says shoe's found that to use one of those
* keys,” such as you use for opening large
tins of gardines, is even simpler to use.

Once you make a good start, you just

pain
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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 anythI‘ng.

twirl away like anything, and a
very neat, swiftly rolled bandage
is the result.

It’s worth remembering
home usa, or to pass on
gomcone clse, isn't 1t ?

@ Our New Fealure

Oh, T must just drow your attention
to the * Hobbies at Cliff House * feature,
on the opposite page.

You remember 1 promised you another
Cliff House idea—worked out by Miss
Richards and myself—some time ago.
Owing to all the many happenings lately,
this has been rather delayed, I'm atraid,

But here it is.at last, and we both hope
you'll like it—as you have the other ideas
on the sameo lines, bless you !

for
to

@® A New Look

Winter clothes—especially new ones—
are always a big expense, aren’t they ?
And this year, particularly, none of us
wants to run up lots of expense for mothers
or anyone.

So it certainly looks as if you'll have to
“ make-do ”* with last year's winter coat,
for a start.

But this needn’t be any
It’s surprising what
a good brushing and
pressing will do to
a tired-looking coat.
Buttons that are
loose should be sewn
on, and any split-
ting seams, or torn
edges of pockets
should be attended
to. Don’t forget
the lining while you
are about it, will
you ?

Perhaps after all
that you'll decide
that  your coat
could do with just
a Sl’]()tn more cheer-
ing up. (For wo
can siill be cheerful, as long as we're not
extravagant, can’t we ?)

If it’s after the style of the one in the
picture, then I don’t think you could perk
1t up more prettily than in the way shown
there. A new collar has been made from
velvet or velveteen (very cheap indeed
to buy—if you haven't any around to
spare) and the buttons covered to mateh.

Quite a “model ™ look it has now,
hasn’t it ?

® Just Looking Round

Here are some things I've
around. I wonder if you have,

hardship.

noticed
too !

All the young—and older—womenfolk
are springing into trousers. No amount
of lecturing from husbands, big sons—onr
even daughters—will make them give up
their ** glacks " now.

Pergonally, I'm all for them. Thev
really are comfy, there's no doubt about
that. Theyre jolly warm—and they’ve trimn.

I've also noticed that some peopla
manage to sling their' gas-mask cases
around them so that they look quite
snappy—and others do it any-old-how.

To lock nice, your case shouldn’t have
too long a string, and if it euts you across
your °*front,”’ then do try wearing it
over one shoulder only.

{This reminds me that I'm busy sketch-
ing out a cover for you to make yourselves
for the winter. Look out for it.)

I've also noticed that lota of people,
even out of London, bave pasted strips
of paper over their windows.

This is a job that the young folk have
revelled in doing, I suspect. Some
attempts are quite artistic—but others
are distinetly not too hot.

So, if you should be given some pasting-
up of windows to do, measure up carefully
first, won't you ? And at least get the
paper strips straight and regular, even if
you don't worry about elaborate patterns.

@ Easily Made Collar and Cuffs

The collar and euffs worn on the dress
in the picture here, are some of the
daintiest I bave ever seen, and they're
20 easy to mako and keep clean.

You'd require
a perfectly
straight piece of
material — lawn,
chiffon, or silk,
which could be
cut from an old
scarf or frock,
measuring ahout
24 inches by 8
inches. Hem all
the raw edges
lightly, then fold
it in half, long-
ways Make
pleats all round
this folded edge,

with a few

eatch
stitches, and then sew into the neck of

your dress. It'll look so sweet, and wash
in a twinkling. Cuffs can be made to
match, if you like, hy using material that
measures 12 inches by 8 inches before the
pleating.
Bye-bye now, all, until next weclk.
Your friend,
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KEEPING THE

YOUNG

PEOPLE AMUSED

A helpful article for the girl who unexpectedly finds herself
with some small folks to look after.

T'S easier, of course, in the summer
I months to entertain the youngsters.
You all run out of doors with a ball,
and goodness, you find yourselves playing
for hours.

But it’'s a little more difiicult in the
indoor days. It's then that you helpful
schoolgirls have to }Jut on your thinking
caps, and make plans and suggestions
for the young ones’ amusement.

CUTTING OUT

1 always think that * cutling cut”
is one of the most engrossing oeccupaticns
for kiddies—both for boys and girls.

Give them a pair of scissors—with
rounded tips, please—and some maga-
zines, or old eatalogues, and they’ll amuse
themselves for ages.

But don't let them just chop up things
without any idea behind their activity.

For example, say you have two kiddies
to amuse—tell one to cut out ail the
furniture she ean find, because you'ro
going to furnish a lovely big house.

Then the other small girl, or boy, could
ent out all the people that are going to
vigit that house—complete with their
cars and pets. Or perhaps he'd prefer
to make a collection of * picture food ™
that will be eaten there. (There are always
so many delectable pictives of goodies
in the magazines.)

A SCRAP ALBUM
A serap album is also an engrossing
hobby for the young folk, particularly

\ex (1OBBIES_AT 5
' Curr House:

MISS HILDA RICHARDS aond PATRICIA have

planned this new series of articles for you, to tell

you about the hobbies of some of the
characters at Cliff House School.

No. 1.

hobby is Art, with n capital A.

Babs really does love all branches of Art, from drawing maps, to maodelling

animals. Not that she’s good at ** sculpting,” mind you—for that’s rather a separate | tifying.)

{ —LIGHT.

sort of gift.

You must have noticed that many artistic people often have an ambition to do

if it has a little system to it. You don't
them to stick in pie-
Suggest instead that

tures any-old-how.
one page is kept for animals, one for
flowers, one for people—like film stars—
and so on.
Most young folk like ** drawing "—even
if it does look rather like seribbling to you.
I think chalk is perhaps what they like

using best. With this, though, it’s up to
you to gee that it doesn’t get trodden into
carpets or sat into chairs.

Sheets of brown paper can be used for
“ droring,” time and time again, if.they
are wiped over with a duster after each
artistic effort—when the kiddies are in
bed, perhaps, to save tears at sceing any
masterpieces destroyed !

STORY-TIME

I don’t think I know any childven who
don’t like being read aloud to. The only
thing is, you must choose suitable stories.
Generally speaking, boys prefer exciting,
adventure tales, and little girls the more
gentle fairy or animal story.

This is a way of keeping them amused
that’s also very good for you ! If you take
pains to read clearly, to punctuate your
sentences correctly. and to sound each
word with care, it will improve your voice
—and even help you against shyness
(if you are inclined to be that way.)

A WALK—WITH AN OBJECT

Once a day, it’s a good plan for the
kiddies to have a good, straight walk—

t-known

BARBARA REDFERN.

something just a little different from what they have already accomplished. .

Babs is just like this, too.

HER AMBITION

But oh, how Babs would like to paint portraits !
gketches of Mabs’ head—when Mabs hasu’t been looking. She has even had a shot

She has managed several pencil

We

¢ —COAL.
. be carefully sifted and used again the
! next day.
+ will mean less coal is required to keep a
: cheery glow. )

DON'T think there is anyone who doesn’t know that the Fourth Form captain's Eﬁg;ﬂghoﬁrﬁp\:&%:am
i carefully, and use ranwater as much as
i possible.

at painting her in colour. But somehow, Babs has given up, halfway through. :

ally, she’d like Clara to pose for her. For though Clara’s about the last one !
to be aware of it, she has a face that is full of character—one that is * difficult ™
enough to make an artist keen to capture it on paper or canvas. There are * lights ™
in her brown hair, too, that would be an artist’s joy.

But imagine Clara sitting still to have her portrait painted !

*“ Oh, I can’t be fagged, Babs,” she says, when tha subject’s been broached.
don’t even liks lmvinTi my photo taken—let alone having a portrait made, Anyhow, !
why pick on me ? ere are tons of girls much prettier.” :

And, of course, it’s no use Babs trying to explain that it isn’t mere prettiness she
wants to paint, but life, and character. ‘

Lots of people who can * draw * can sketeh a pretty * chocolate box ” face. But !
thire are few indeed who can capture that elusive *‘ something “"—that radiance ;
which ean make a picture live ! Next week :

| —SUGAR.
ogs, anywa,
: And just try your tea with half the usual

Mabel Lynn. H

M N —
(3 'y =
i
W

=t jk:

even if it is raining. Dut do ug to make
this interesting for them. et away
from the rows of houses and shops if you
con, and into the parks or cuumlt'_y.

Let them take some erumbs to feed the
ducka or geese in the park, or some acorns
for a pig you're going to pause to lcok at.

Encourage them to pick berries to bring
homs for a vase. (But be suro they are
safe berries, won't you f) If they have
wellingtons, don’t be too {ussy about their
walking in puddles. It woun't Lurt.

HELPING AT HOME

At home sgain, encourage them to help
you. Small girla just love & piece ol
dough to play with—especially if it can be
cooked for them. §

A small hoy, too, ean be surprisingly
helpful indoors. Give them some dresser-
hooks to serew into the walls, some paper
** gpills ” to make, or some brass or silver
to clean—and he'll make an astonishingly
good job of it.

Just see that children always bave
something to do. Don’t take sides when
there nre any arguments; eee that each
has his own possessions and * tools,”
and they’ll be as good as geld.

I can’t promise there won’t be any
difficulties. But when they do come,
they’ll soon blow over, if you treat them
understandingly and without making
too much fuss. =

MuUsTN'T

WasTE—

All cinders from the fire should
A brick av the back of the fire

mean a loss
So turn all off
it’s beau-

(Remember, also,

If leaving lights on is a habib
of yours, do try to remember to switch off

i every time you leave a room. If it's
she is really very good at pencil and crayon sketches, and also at water-colours, | o 3 o
At design, too, she is one of the best at Cliff House.

that is used, keep it down to a mere flicker.

—MATCHES. Make paper “spills” for
mother for use on the gas-stove, and for
tather’s pipes and cigarettes.

—SHOE-POLISH. We must still clean
our shoes, of course, but remember that a

¢ “little goes a long way,” providing you
: warm the brush slightly, and use lots of
i “elbow grease.”

“y ! —TEA, Remember always to heat the

This makes the tea go Turther.

None for the pets, of eourse,
y-)

pot first.

(It's not good for our

amount once or twice, You'll be sur-
prised how soon yeu'll probably be taking
none at all



¥4 “The Triumph of the Twins!”

(Continued from page 11)

wards the window, and then, as -if
taking a sudden fierce grip upon her-
self, nodded. Bhe slipped away. -

The chums watched as she skirted the

hedge, and negotiating the ground on

the blind side of the house, crouched
behind the great water-butt which had
been placed near the rear door.
“Come on!” Babs cried. “Now!
Pretend we're chasing a dog or some-
thing—but for goodness’ sake make as
much ‘noise as you can! The sight of
us will be like a red rag to a bull to
Mr. Biggins—especially after this after-

noon, ady— .

“Go!” grinmed Clara. “Whoa!
Tally-ho 1
: "_C[r.bme on!” shricked Mabs, “There
it is ¥

“Stop it—stop it 1"

As one, they burst through the hedge
into the orchard. For an imaginary
huat of some imaginary animal the
whole thing was certainly well done.
And just to make things more realistic,
Babs pounced at an imaginary animal
in the grass and nieasured her length.

“Missed him !” she shrieked. “ Mabs,
he's coming towards you! My hat,

they've swallowed the bait!” she cried, | [ I ! 3
' of the owlish twins facing up to a situa-
_tion like this, there was no doubt that

gazing up at the window again.
Swallowed the bait Ida and Mr.

Biggins had. 8o had Ainsworth and ,

Mrs, Biggins, Face purple with rage,
Mr. Biggins came striding out, his wife
and danghter and manservant on his
heels. . He stopped and yelled.

“Hi, you! hat the dickens—"

Babs was watching Ermyntrude then,
fearfully. anxious. She need not have
\\Gﬂ'iedy herself. Ermyntrude had a
cool grip of tle situation. In.a flash
she was up, and while the Bigginses
and Ainsworth wrathfully advanced, she
darted into the house. Priscilla, wlite,
frightened, was standing in the hall

“ Krmy !” she gasped.

“ Priscilla, get out—through the front

door!” Ermyntrude cried. “I'll gee
this through 1”

“But, Ermyntrude dearcst, the
danger ?”

“Never  mind—go! T'll see it

through, I tell you—Babs & Co. are
outside. Hurry, they may come back.”
She gave her sister a push. Priscilla,
with a gulp, turned. While Ermyn-
trude kept an eye on the back door,
Priscilla  bolted through the front.
Ermyntrude saw her hurrying up the
drive, saw her push the gate open and
disappear into the lane. Then calmly
she walked outside, just as Ida rushed
in. She gave a hiss of relief as she saw
the twin. 3
“Oh, so you're still here!” she said.
“I had an idea.you might have tried
to beat it. Pretty clever of your friends
to hunt you up!” she sneered bitterly.
“Yes, isn’t it?” Ermyntrude imper-
turbably replied. “Such loyal girls,
you know, Ida. And won't they,” she
added, “be interested to hear how
you've been treating me !”
For a moment Ida looked uneasy.
“Oh, rats! We haven’t done you any
harm,” she said. “Asking a few ques-
tions isn’t ill-treating you, is it? Any-
way, you.seemed to have found con-
fidence pretty suddenly! You were as
white as a sheet just 2 moment ago.”

Ermyntrude nodded seriously, though:

- perhaps- she hid a smile behind that
solemnly serious exterior she presented.
She - stepped outside, - leaving Ida
glacing.” . ., 0

The chums,  their mission adcom-
1l5h‘édl, stood .sheepishly in front of

Mr.. Biggins and his wife.  Ainsworth
had retired..: Mr. Biggins. was almost

choking with wrath.

‘enter this orchard whenever the

.the bluster died out of his face;

“And so you were chasing a dog—a
dog?” he spluttered. “That is 'your
excus¢ for invading my privacy and
trespassing on my property ?”

“Your property?”
" “Yes ! “Who else?”

“Ahem! . Mr: Biggins—dear ~Mr.
Biggins,”' Ermyntrude said.
Pray exdénse my intervention.” And as
he swooped round to glare at the girl
who had been quivering under the lash
of his tongue a few moments ago,
Ermyntrude gently smiled. “May I
remind you,” she said primly, “that
this is really the property of Mrs.
Silver? And may I,” she added win-
ningly,” “also remind you that these
girls have Mrs." Silver’s permission to

like ?
As we have heard nothing to the con-
trary from Mryrs. Silver, that permission
still stands, doesn’t it?” '
© Mr. Biggins' eyes
stared at her. Obviously, this sudden
coolness on the part of the girl he sup-
Elpsqd to be Priscilla simply staggered

m.

“Doesn’t
seriously.

it?” Ermyntrude pressed

Babs grinned. The chums glowed
their admiration. Impossible as it was
in normal circumstances to visualise one

Ermyntrude was doing her stuff splen-

idly. i :

“And—and if we can be friends,”
Ermyntrude said, with a sigh, “I—I
might forget all about the extremely
unpleasant conversation we have just
been having in the sitting-room.”

Mr. Biggins blinked. Plainly that
conversation was on his mind now that
he found himself surrounded by Ermyn-
trude's friends.

“FEr! Ahem—ahem! Well,” ho stut-
tered, “bother it! I do not want to be
harsh with your friends, Priscilla. Tell
them to go.”

“And Priscilla ?” asked Babs swiftly.

“Well, Priscilla will, of
remain.” He faced Ermyntrude with
a compelling eyve; but, as it was
Frmyntrude, and not Priscilla, it had
little or no effect. “I am just prepar-
ing tea for her.”

*“But Priscilla,” Babs said, “is our
friend. In any case——*

And then suddenly she stopped, and
they all jumped as plainly from the
house came a faint ery. It was a cry
in a girl’s voice:

“Help! I am being——"

It was followed by a thud.

“Pleaso—i}laase go at once!” Mr.
Biggins exclaimed frantically.

“That was Amy,” impetuous Clara
Trevlyn cried fiercely—"*Mrs. Silver's
maid !”

“What! How dare you—

“It was Amy!” Babs cried.

Mr. Biggins was almost quivering.

“You dare hint e

“We're not hinting ; we know !” Clara
spoko up hotly. “Amy is a friend of
ours, and that was her voice! And that
cry came from the room with the
curtained window !”

“Oh, my goodness!” Mrs. Biggins
said faintly. i

Mr.. Biggins paused. He seemed to
be -making an effort. Then suddenly
uite
calmly he looked at the accusing Clara.

“¥ou seem, young lady, to be under
an unusual-delusion that I am a kid-
napper or something,” he said.. “I

+ assuré -vou you have not the slightest

ground for such an absurd suspicion.”
“No? Then why,” Clara glared, “are
vou so keen to kee
that curtained window 7% s ¥
“I have not observed,” Mr. Biggins

P ? p
Clara challenged.

oggled as he’

course,

TuE SCHOOLGIRL

said quietly, “that I have evinced any
keenness to keep anyone away from the
room with the .curtained window.

“There's nothing there, 1 can assure yvou.

“Ahem!

‘people away from -

e added blandly, “you

If you like,”
Please

may examine it for yourselves,
come and do so.”

“Thanks, we will|” Clara sniffed.

‘But the other chums gazed at each
other, uncertain now, experiencing
again ‘a tremor of their old doubts.
Could they be sure, after all, that was
‘Amy’s voice they had heard—that Amy
was a prisoner in this house? Cer-
tainly Mr. Biggins had lost no time in
taking up Clara’s challenge.

“In any case, after vour accusafion I
sho,uld insist4” he said stiffly.’ “Let us

o.”

Rather hesitantly they followed him
as he led the way into the house and
“F the stairs. With firm step he passed
along the corridor, and, pausing at the
door of a room, flung it open. The room
was in semi-darkness by reason of the
thick curtains drawn over the window.
Ida herself occupied the room, looking
just a little nervous.

8he turred as they came in.

“0Oh, daddy,” she gulped, * I—I hope
I didn’t disturb you by yelling out ?”

“You?"” cried Mabs.

“Yes. I—I saw a great, horrible
mouse ! It—it ran there !”

She pointed to the wainscoting. Cer-
tainly there was a hole there. It
seemed to bear out her story.

Mr. Biggins confidently smiled.

“You did certainly scare us,” he said
—“so much so, in fact, that this girl
here accused me of having kidnapped
Mrs. Silver’'s maid, Amy.” He eyed the
chums. “1 hope you are satisfied
now

“Y-yes!” stuttercd Clara weakly.

“And I sincerely hope,” he added,
with a frown, “that you will apologise
for that monstrous accusation!”

“I—I'm sorry!” the Tomboy mut-
tered. ]

“And now,” Mr. Biggins said stiffly,
“if you will kindly go—— Priscill:
my dear, I—I hope our little convers
tion will not deter you from remnain-
ing? I am sorry 1 began to lose
temper ; but you will understund, T am
sure, that I feel a great sense of
responsibility concerning that key.”

rmyntrude eyed him calinly.

“Quite. And so,” she added, “do 1.”

“] sincerely-trust,” he said, “that in
the near future we shall be able to come
to an arrangement nbon‘t that, 1"1'lsc1]‘la.
surely you are mot going to leave with
your friends?” he added in a surprised

voice.
“Which,” Clara =aid, “just shows
how wrong you are! 8he is! This
way, Priscilla!”
And, catching Ermyntrude by the
arm, she led her to the door.

The Twins’ Next Bid!
[{} RISCILLA I cried

Babs. “My hat,
it’s Priscilla her-
self 1

Priscilla Terraine it was,
standing at the end of the
lane which led down from
Martin's Nest into Friar-
dale village. She was trembling slightly
as they came up.

“I—1 had to wait !’ she said ner-
vously. “Oh, Ermyntrude dear, T have
been wretched with the anxiety !”

“And I, Priscilla dear, with worry
because of you!” Ermyntrude said
tenderly. “But tell us—what happencd
in that house ?” - . v . '

- % Could~—could we have tea some-
where 7¥ Priscilla stuttered.: “Really, L
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do not feel equal to the sirain of even
talking until 1 have fortified myself

with some refreshment! Oh dear,
Ermyntrude, I—1 had a dreadful
time 1”

The chums nodded sympathetically.

“Priscilla, my dear, lct us go back
to Hathaway’s,” Lrunyntrude said
gently. « Bariura, you do not object 7

“Object? My hat, I should say not!”
Babs said. “I could swallow a gallon
of tea on my ownsome after that little
lot! And it does seemm to me,” she
added thoughifully, “we have quite a
lot of chuntering to do.”

They had. They were a little unsure
now, all rather vaguely doubtful. Sus-
picion of the Biggises remained, to be
sure, but 1t was a suspicion now tinged
by uneasiness and doubt. Very plausibly
had Mr. Biggins accounted for the
room with the curtein. And Ida’s
acting—if it had been acting in that
room—had been convincing.

Yet—

Babs shook her head. Things weren’t
right. It was uunatural, somehow,
that the Bigginses should have made
such frenzied attempts to get hold of
a key which, after all, was in the safe
keeping of Mrs. Silver’s friends

And DPriscilla’s story, when they
were having tea, scemed to bear them
out,

“I'm sure it was just a {rap to get
me there,” she told them, *because I
noticed, as soon as Ida got into the
house, she could walk very well. And
Mr. Biggins was horrid. He shouted
and shook his fists. 1 was terrified,”
she added quiveringly.

“*Wonder if we did make a mistaks
Clara muttered,

But Babs shook her head.

“1 still think they crooks,” she
said. “Remember, Amy might have
been whisked out of that cartained room
into another before we got up there.

A
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leave
matter until we've heard from Mus.
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“Yes,” Ermyntrude agreed,

Anyway, we

supposing

They left it at that, pondering the
sroblem on their way back to CLff
Touse, which they were lucky to reach
just before “gates.” In the morning,
however, there was another develop-
ment.

It arrived in the shape of a letter
for the twins. In great excitement
Priscilla and Ermyntrude brought it
in to Babs and Mabs after breakfast.

‘“Barbara, it is—all right,” Priscilla
announced.

“We have heard from Amy,”
Ermyatrude nodded, .“and—and’
she looked a little ashamed—*“it does
seem, Barbara dear, .that we have
been doing the Bigginses a great in-
1ub‘licc. Would you like to read the
etter 1
Babs would. With Mabs peering
over her shoulder, she took ita The
writing, sure cnough, appeared to be
Amy’s writing, and: the letter itself
was vwritten on ordinary notepaper,

3

with the address of a well-known East-
bourne hotel written- on the top. It
was not, however, a letter which con-
tained good news. '

For ‘Amy had written to say that
Mrs. Silver was upset because she had
received a complaint from the Bigginses
about their treatment at the hands of
Priscilla and Priscilla’s friends, and
would Priscilla hand back the key to
Mr. Biggins at once?

“Jt—it does seem that we have made
a mistake, doesn’t it?” Ermyntrude
asked doubtfully.

But Babs was staring at the letter
again, filled with the greatest of mis-
givings. Certainly that letter scemed
genuine epough, but—was it? One
thing she immediately noticed—the
address on the notepaper was not em-
bossed as hotel notepaper should have
been, but simply written in the same
hand as the remainder of the missive.
She looked at Priscilla :

“Have you the envelope?” she asked.

“Eh?  No.” Priscilla shook her
head. “I am sorry: I burned that.
But it was all right.”

“Did you notice if the postmark was
Easthourne?” Babs askc(?.

“No, I'm afraid I did not, Barbara.”

Babs was not satisfied. Something
deep down within her seemed to tell
her the letter was a fake, a forgery.

“You—you do think we ought to
give back the key, don’t you,
Barbara?” Priscilla timidly asked.

“No,” Babs said calmly.

“But the letter—"

“The letter,” Bahs said, “is a fake—
I'm sure of it. _ Yesterday, if you’ll
remember, Mr. Biggins didn’t know
the address of Mrs. Silver. Well, sup-
posing he'd found out after we'd gone.
Supposing he’d written to her immedi-
ately %e’d gone! That means to say
that Mrs.,Silver couldn’t possibly have
received this letter until this morning—
in which case Amy would be in the
act of writing this now. Apart from
that,” she added, “what about the
printed addréss of the hotel ?”

“Then—then you
Priscilla faltered.

“] mean we're being hoodwinked,”
Babs grimly declared.  “This letter

mean—"

“COME on | shrieked Mabs.

‘“ Tally-ho ! '’ whooped Clara, and Babs made
a wild dive for an imaginary animal.
putting up a bogus chase to get the Bigginses out of
the house—and it looked like succeeding |

By Hilda Richards '3

was written simply in order to make
you think Amy is perfectly safe and
to worry you into handmg over_ the
key. Well, we can prove i,”> Babs
said calmly, “and if we prove our-
selves to be wrong, then we'll hand
over the key.”

Mabs eyed her keenly.

“How can wo prove it?"

“One way—one easy way,” DBabs
said. She looked directly at the twins.
“It depends upon you—both of you,
perhaps, and 1 don't mind admitting
there’s a bit of risk attached to it
If we can prove that Amy is a
prisoner in that house, then it's pretty
plain that the Bigginses are up to no
good, isn’t it?"

Priscilla gulped, but she nodded.

“Yes, of course.”

“0Of course, dear Barbara,” Ermyn-
trude said. “But how are we to find
that out?”

“TFirst,” Babs said tersely,” get the

““ There it is 1"

They were

Bigginses out of the place. That's
where you come in, Ermy. If you go
along to them and pretend to beliave

in this letter and say that you've lost
the key and will they help you to find
it—that should do the trick, I think.
Meantime, as soon as you've got them
out of the way,” Babs added, “we nip
in, see? Is it agreed?”
Priscilla still looked doubtful.
Ermyntrude nodded at once.
“We take the risk,” she decided.
“Good tor you!” Babs exclaimed
cagerly. “ Anyway, here's the idea, This
afternoon—and thank goodness it’s a
half-holiday—we'll take a boat to the
Fallsweir—you know, that little back-
water in the grounds of the house.
That's where we'll hide. As soon as
we see you, Ermy, trot off with the
Bigginses; then that’s our cue to get
into the house and search. K.
0.K. it was. Ermyntrude nodded.
Clara Trevlyn and Leila Carroll were
then called in. They, too, were in-
formed of the plot afoot, and, veoting
the idea a jolly good one, all prepara-
tions were made.

But
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And that afterncon the four chums,
accompanied
looking white-faced and nervous, but
Ermyntrude, now that she had made
up her mind to go through with it,
calm and resolute—took one of the
school bosts and rowed into the little
backwater in the grounds of Martin's
Nest. There the boat was moored to a
tree.

“Good luck, Ermy!” Babs breathed,
as the twin climbed out.

“Do~—do look after yourself!” Pris-
cilla bade in a trembling voice.

Ermyntrude uodded. uickly
walked up to the house. Through the
water-rushes the chums watched. They
saw | Ermyntrude knock on the front
tioor of Martin’s Nest, then saw Mr.
Biggins come out, and Ermyntrude go
in.

Plainly the scheme was working. For
almost 1mmediately Mr. Biggins, his
wife, and Ida came stepping gcwn the

ath, talking in excited tones to

rmyntrude, They saw Ermyntrude
pause, saw her turning along the path
that led in the opposite direction; and
the lf:ginm followed. Clara's eyes

# Now’s our chance!” she
whispered softly. “Come on, girls!”

She made a movement. But suddenly
there came an exclamation from Babs.

“0Oh golly! Ainsworth!”

Aimwortg. of course, was still in the
house. Most certainly that complicated
matters. In dismay they stared at each
other, -

“Well, and what are we to do now*”
Clara groaned. “No us going
along.”

“No, but Priscilla can!” Babs said
swiftly, and, while Priscilla’s eyes
widened in alarm, she turned to her.
“Priscilla, it's for Ermy’s sake,? she
said auietl_v. “ Ainsworth doesn’t know
the difference between you. If yon
went back he’d think you were Ermg.
“You don't want to spoil everything
Erm¥'9 doing, do you?"

“N-no,” Priscilla agreed in a half-
fainting voice. “What—what do I do?”

“That’s the ticket!” Babs said ap-
provingly. “Go along to Ainsworth.
Tell hum "that Mr, Biggins has sent
you back for a spade. Then head
him off in the opposite direction—don’t
want you meeting with your sister's
party, of course. Once you've got him
\vglluaway you can easily give him the

sl:B.'
iscilla nodded, gulping down a
lump ia her dry throat. Very nervous,
very pale, she looked, and it was
obvious she obeved Babs’ orders only
with a great effort of will. As if to
et the thing over quickly, she almost
rately scrambled out of the boat
and went running towards the house.

“Good old Priscilla!” Mabs
breathed.

“Got pluck, if you like,” Babs
nodded.

They watched tensely. Again they
saw Prisoilla knock, *Ainsworth this

time appesring at the door. They saw
the two *a.k; then Ainsworth nodded,
and, disasppearing for a moment, re-
appeared armed with a spade.

“Worked 1" breathed Babs. “Oh, my
hat! Priscilla deserves a medal for
this! Look! S8he’s leading him off in
the opposite direction, too!”

“Come on!”

With a rush they were out of the
boat; with an anxious glance to right
and left, were plunging across the
ground. Babs reached the door,
breathlessly, flung it open, and upstairs
they rushed.

“Amy I Babs called.

From the door along the

) passage
came a faint ery.

by the twins—Priscilla on

she °

“She's there!” cried Babs. “Come
[’!

In a body they hurled themselves
along the corridor. Babs reached the
door. The key was in the lock on the
outside. She turned it and thrast epen
the door. And then they all let out a
simultaneous ery. )

For Amy, the maid, was there inside,
her face white and strained. She
turned with a jumP as they came in.

“Miss Redfern!”

“Amy !” Babs said. ‘“Oh, my good-
ness! What happened "’

“J—I don't know, but,” Amy gasped,
“some horrible people have taken pos-
session of the house. They have been
keeping me prisoner here. They

wanted the key to Mrs. Silver’s safe!”

“0.K.1 Now we
stand.”” Babs looked excited.
—quickly 1

know  where we
“Clara
8lip downstairs and phone

“BEWARE OF THE WHITE
ELEPHANT !" warned the
mysterious Eastern girl whom
Clara Trevlyn, Tomboy of the
Fourth Form at Cliff House
School, met in the most amazing
circumstances half-way down the
cliffs. She gave Clara a casket to
guard with her life. Thrills,
danger, mystery, it brought to
the resolute Tomboy — but it
was also the cause of a grave
misunderstanding between Clara
and Marjorie Hazeldene which
threatened their age-old friend-
ship. Don’t miss this really

dramatic complete story of your
favourite schoolgirls.

for the police. Amy,” she ecried,
“come with us and tell us all about it.
Into this room. _I think it'll give us a
better view of the grounds. We can
keep a look-out for the Bigginses.”

They went into the room Ida had
described as the spare room, and there,
standing by the window, Amy told her
simple story. Mrs. Silver had gone
away, leaving her in charge of the
house, and entrusting to her the key
of her hidden safe, in which sbc left
her jewellery.
. Then the Bigginses had arrived, say-
mf they had permission from Mrs.
Silver to take over. They demanded
the key of the safe. Amy had been
suspicious, and said she would not
hand over the key, or tell them where
it was, until she had heard from Mrs.
Silver herself.

“And so,” she gulped, “they shut
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me up in that room, telling me to
make up my mind. They've kept me
prisoner all the time, only once moving
me from that room. They didn't know
that I had the key on me. See! But
I was desperate to save it. I saw one
of the Misses Terraine, and threw the
key out. But look I” she cried. “Here
they come !I”

“Phew |” whistled Mabs. “And by
the looks of it they're not pleased.”

They stared through the window.
Stalking across the lawn came the
Biggins family, with Ermyntrude in
tow, and Mr. Biggins was holding
Ermyntrude’s wrist. =

“And look!”  shrieked Leila.
“There’s Priscilla

Prisci it was, her face harassed
with apprehension. From the opposite
side of the wood she came, in the grip
of the burly Ainsworth,

“Come on !” Babs said.

They flew down into the hall, just as
the furious Biggins family came in at
the door. Mr. Biggins jumped at
sight of them.

“You!™ he cried.

“Us,” Babs said calmly. “And
please leave our friend alone.”
“Your friend?” He glared. “This

double-crossing little minx! She's been
trying to bluff us! But I see now!” he
raved, “This was the idea, was it—to
get us out of the house so that you
could get in? And—and—"" Then he
saw Amy, and his jaw dropped. “How
—how did vou get out?” he blustered.
“Where's Ainsworth ”

“Here I am, v'nor,” Ainsworth
said, “and—" e stopped, staring
dazedly at Ermyntrude.

And then Mr. Biggins,
round, saw Priscilla.

The whole family almost fainted as
they stared at the twins.

swivelling

“Tut-two of them!” Mr. Biggins
stuttered,
“We've been fooled!” cried Ida
furiously.

“You have!” said Babs, warily eye-
ing them. “And *” She gave a gasp
of relief. “And you can’t do anything
about it!"”" she cro

Her gaze was directed down the
drive towards where Inspector Winter
and Sergeant Small, of the Courtfield
Division of police, were coming up at
the trot.

“Here they are, inspector!” ecried
Babs, and as the dazed and bewildered
crooks wheeled the policemen arrived
on the scene. = “I think,” she added,
glancing at Amy, “ we've done a good

stroke of work !”

“With the twins as the giddy
heroines ! chuckled Clara. “My hat!
What a showdown! Now,” she added,
as the inspector grasped the arms of
Mr. and Mrs. Biggins, “I think we
might show Mr. Biggins his long-lost
key, don't you? Ermyutrude's got it.
But  which,” Clara grinned, “is
Ermyntrude 7

“I’m Ermyntrude,” that girl smiled,
and held up the key. *“Inspector, I
give you this for Mrs, Silver's safe
keeping. T'm so glad,” she added
softly, *for vour dear sake, Amy, and
for Mrs. Silver’s. And, Priscilla—my
dear, dear Priscilla—what a heroine
vou have been!”

“No, indeed not, dear sister,” Pris-
cilla modestly returned, “It is you
who have been the heroine. But I'm
most sincerely thankful,” she added,
with a breath of heartfelt relief, “that
everything has turned out for the best.
Oh, Mr. Biggins, are you going?”

“Hang you!” hissed Mr. Biggins:
and the chums chuckled triumphantly
as he and his precious little gang were
led away.

END OF THIS WEEK'S BTORY.




EVERY SATURDAY

‘ LAUGHING JACK,"” they called him, as courteous and gallant a

highwayman as ever lived. And Jess Reynolds liked him immensely ;

knew he was no ordinary robber at heart—even after he made the squire
buy back his own watch in order to save a poor woman’s home !

Only He Could Help!

““ RA la, tra lee—oh merry would
I be!”
Jess Reynolds sang light-

heartedly as, with a kerchief

about her hair to guard it from dust,

she swept the broad staircase of her
father's inn, the Rising Sun.

There were no vacuum cleaners in

the eighteenth century, when the events

of this narrative took place; but Jess

did not mind a little hard work. She
had plenty of spirit and plenty of
encrgy.

iler cheeks had a rosy tinge of

colour, and her eyes wgre the brightest
blue—as bright as her working frock
that reached down to her slender
ankles.

But not everyone was
morning.

Below, in the hall of the inn, where
sunlight streaked through latticed win-
dows, stood a grumpy, fat-faced, glint-
eyed man, the squire.

Squire Olding was not the merry
kind—and he disliked even the merri-
ness of others.

Jess heard him cough, and peeped

bright this

over the banisters—just in time to
catch his glittering eye as he looked
up.

“Morning, squire,” she said de-
murely. B

Squire Olding took a grip on his
silver-knobbed, ebony stick, and strode
across the hall,

“8top making that infernal dust!” he
snarled. “You've covered my peruke,
and my jacket, and my shoes!”

Jess, L]rnp{;ing a little curtsy, tried
to suppress her high spirits just for a
moment.

“Oh, beg pardon, squire!” she said.

Another door across the hall opened,
‘.m:;l Jess saw her stepmother bob into
sight.
Joss |

squire ?”

Are you

annoying the
that woman

demanded in a

tone that showed she was not as fond
of her stepdaughter as she should have
been.

“ Why, no, I trust not, stepmother,”
said Jess, “I did but—?>

“Silence. Do not back-chat. If the
squire is embarrassed by the dust, go
elsewhere. There is plenty for you to
do. Go and help Nell with the beds in
the west corridor.”

Jess gave one look back—just to con-
firm her guess that her stepmother was
beaming amiably at the squire—and
then went along to the west corridor.

Reaching it, she called softly for
Nell, the maid who locked after the
bed-chambers.

“0o——o00—Nell!” she called.

There was no reply, so knocking at
the doors in turn, Jess went in search
of her. Rooms Nos. 1, 2 and 3
proved to be empty, and ready for such
guests as might arrive. But outside the
door of Room No. 4 Jess halted,

Inside it someone wds crying.

Jess” bright smile vanished, and she

was solemn and concerned as she
opened the door and tiptoed in,
On the bed, not yet made, sprawled

Nell, weeping bitterly, her head buried
in the crook of her left arm.

Tiptoeing to the bed, Jess halted a
vard from it; then impulsively she
dropped to her knees, and put her arms
round the forlorn, weeping Nell.

“Nell, dear, what is it?”
whispered.

Nell started up, and her tear-dimmed
eyes were for a moment wide with
fright; but as she saw who it was, she
relaxed.

“Oh, I—TI thought it was your step-
mother,” she faltered.

“Only me,” said Jess. “But, Nel],
what ever's wrong, dear? Is it my
dragon stepmother? Has she been
bullying you again?”

Nell fought her sobs, trying to steady
her breathing, and dabbed at her eyes.

she
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In a minute or two she was able to
speak clearly.

“Qh, Jess, it’s nice of you to—to
worry, but honest, unless you have
money to lend, Jess, which I know you
haven’t, there's nothing you can do for
me, 'cept say kind words as usual.”

Jess smiled wryly at that, for she was
by no means well su]:f!ied with money.
Her stepmother -doled out a coin at a
time, and grumbled if Jess did not
make a penny do the work of six.

“Alas, if it's money that's the
trouble, then I'm but a poor prop in
the hour of need,” she confessed. “ But,
Nell, how comes it that-you are need-
ing money "

Nell, mistress of herself now, dried
her eyes. and explained in short, jerky
sentences,

“Tt—it's the cottage, Mother’s had a
hard fight. She had to borrow money—
from the squire. Mortgage they call
it. She borrowed it on the coltage.
And now—well, seems unless she can
find five «olden sovereigns by the
morrow—-—""

Nell gulped, and could not continue.
Rut she had said enough for Jess to
guess the rest.

“Oh, and so—so if the meney is not
paid, the squire will seize the cottage!”
Jess cried in ringing indignation. * My
word, but isn't that just like him?
Oh, the mean skinflint. I'll wager that
cottage 1s worth more than you owe,
Nell.”

“Ah, yes, much more—but it is in the
squire’s power to sell us up, and he
knows no mercy,” faltered Nell.

Jess junped up, her eyes flashing
with indignation. For nothing rankled
in her more than bullying—and that
was all this really was, The squire was
rich, and he was using his power of
money to drive a very hard bargain
i\'ith people who could not fight him at
aw.

“How grand 'twould be were I a
highwayman, just for a minute, to hold
up the squire

Her words died away, for another
thought had crowded into her mind at
the mention of highwayman. In her
mind’s eyes she saw the heath in the
moonlight, saw the thundering coach,
and then a gallant, cloaked and masked

figure galloping up on a fine bhlack
horse—Highwayman Jack, Laughing
Jack !

“A highwayman,” murmured Nell.

“You were held up on the heath the
other mght, weren’t you, Jess{"”

Jess nodded her head, but did not
answer that question in words, for she
had heard the unmistakable sounds of
her stepmother’s approach.
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“Quick, Neil, we'll talk of this later,”
she exclaimed. “Here comes the old
dragon.”

She gev to work, and hauled at the
bed-clothes. Nell he ped her; and
when the “old dragon ” leoked into the
bed-room, they were both busy making
the bed. :

“Get on with it! Dear me, the time
vou take! I could have done two more
rpoms in this time !’ exclaimed Jess'
stepmother scornfully  “You, Jess,
come down and get on with the stairs.
The squire has gone now.”

She went from the room; and Jess,
grimacing sympathetically at Nell,
followed. But in the doorway Jess
paused.

She had been thinking busily while
helping Nell with the bed, and now
had come to a decision. Not for lack
of five golden soveggigns should the
cottage be lost. Jess had not them
herself, and her father would not lend
them without her stepmother’s sanction
—which would not be given—but there
was someone else she could appeal to.
a new friend.

Highwayman Jack, gallant of the
road, had already proved his kindness
of heart and readiness to help others.
And, what was more, he had made :t
clear that Squire Olding was his enemy.

“Cheer you up, Nell!” she whis-
pered, as she went from the room.

“There's hope yet”

But how slender or how justified that
hope, Jess herself would not know until
she met orce more that very gallant
highwayman, Laughing Jack,

It Seemed in Vain!
]ESS REYNOLDS, once she had set

her mind upon a certain course,

did not draw back from it without

some very good reason; so now,
having decided to meet Highwayman
Jack and ask his aid on Noh's behalf,
the mere fact that there were difficul-
ties ahead did not daunt her,

Yet the difficulties were many. In
the first place, she did not know where
he lived. No¢ one knew that, or he
would have been captured long before
this.
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But if Jess did not know where he
lived, she knew his hunting ground.
A mile or so from: the inn was a widd

heath. A road ran over it, bumpy and
winding, fringed berc and there by
bushes. It was along this road that

Highwayman Jack did his work.

When first Jess had thought of meet-
ing him she had not gone into the
details; it had not occurred to her
that it must mean a night jaunt to the
heath.

Now, with the sun sinking in the
west behind the forest,” its dark red
rays . filtering through the leafless
branches, Jess stood at the window on
the gallery that ran round the inn
hall, her heart-beats quicker than
usual with excitement.

“I'll have nothing to fear, though,”
she told herself. *“ He is my friend.”

But first she had to get to the heath
without her escape from the inn being
noticed by either her father or step-
mother. And that might not be at all
easy.

Jess set her plans carefully, how-
ever, got ahead with her work, and
arranged that Nell should be on hand
should avyone toll a bell.

Then, dressed in her warmest winter
coat, with a cloak wrapped about her,
she slipped out from the back of the
house Eulf an hour before the London
coach was due,

It was inky black, and Jess had to
pick her way carefully to the fringe
of the heath. )

There she halted. A keen wind
whistled across it, and the lights of
the distant town on the far side could
be seen only as twinkling specks.

“But what need 1 fear?” she asked
herself.

On her arm she carried a basket.
There were cakes packed in it—cakes
ahie had baked herself, which Highway-
man Jack, at their last meeting, had
proclaimed delicious.

Jess had not forgotien that, and she
knew that he would be glad of such a
treat as this, especially as the cakes
were hot from the oven,

If Highwayman Jack had been an
ovdinary thief Jess would not have
touched a penny of his money, not even
to lend to Neli for so good a purpose
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as saving the cottage; for it would
have been almost the same thing as
stealing it herself.

But Highwayman. Jack was no
ordinary robber. He had told her, and
she believed him, that he had a special
mission, that he did not steal people’s
money, but was secking something that
was really his, and which sooner or
later would be brought in the London
coach. What it was she did not know,
but it was something that he could not
claim in the ordinary course of events,
even though it was rightly his.

Without the need to rob people, he
had money of his own—and, having
money and also a kind heart, she was
sure he would help.

Presently, when she was on the hard
road over the heath, Jess started to
sing to herself to banish her fear and
loneliness,

Ahead, dimly seen, was the clump of
bush behind which he had hi:(cln-u
before, and she did nor slow her steps
until she reached it,

“Hallo, there!" she called,

Only the moan of the wind answered
her, and Jess, heart in mouth, stepped
forward.

“Hallo, there!
she murmured,

She fancied she. saw a movement in
one of the bushes, and called’ more
boldly.

“Highwayman Jack sce what I have
brought you!”

The bush parted and a dark form
stepped through. Above ‘the wind's
wail she heard the click of a pistol
being cocked. "

“Stand there!” snapped ‘a
“Move at your peril !”

Jess stood quite rigid, and her heart
went cold with fear  For the voice
that addressed her in such threatening
tones was not Highwayvman Jack’s.

Her mouth was dry; her tongue clove
to the roof of her mouth as the dim
figure stole forward towards her,

“Stand, friend of highwaymen!”
went on the stern voice. “It's you we
have been looking for, Highwayman
Jack’s -helper! Don’t run; my mate's
behind you. In the king's name, stand
steady !

Highwayman Jack !”

voice.

We are Bow Strect Runners!”
Jess nearly swooncd
Bow Street Runncrs, agents of the
London magistrates, men sent to the

scene of crimes to chase criminals,
gather evidenge, and repowt, and
arrest !

They had been lurking. as Jess

needed no telling, to scize Highwayman
Jack. Instead, they had caught her!
Clutching her basket, she groaned
inwardly. Too late she kuew that she
had been foolish in coming here—moro
foolish still in calling his name so
loudly, But there was nothing she
could do about it now
o » ghe stammered through
uivering lips.
T \Vhogarcpyml. eh? A friend of the
Lighwayman's for certain. You know
who he is and where he lives, my gel.
You are what we call an accomplice.
And you know what that means, ch?
You know what'll happeén to you?®”
The Bow Street Runner had his thick
coat open, showing the red waistcoat
that was his badge of office, but in the
darkness that colour could not be seen.
All that Jess saw clearly was the large-
bore pistol a few inches from her face.
She turned her head, and quailed as
ghe saw another man just behind her
as heavily armed as the first.
“I—I— It is a mistake!” she
blurted out at last. “I am not a friend
of robbers and thieves You see, 4
“Pah! You called his name.
knew he'd be here. You knew——

You
”
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But the man broke off at a hissing
warning from his comrade.

From the distance came the clatter
of the coach. The sparks of the horses’
hoofs could be seen and the glow of
the side lanterns.

“Hold the coach,” said the man who
stood in front of Jess, “and put- the
girl aboard it. There's a magistrate in
the town: we can charge her.”

Jess clenched her hands and looked
about her desperately. Shooting a look
from one man to the other, she saw that
they were off their guard. With a
quick movement she hurled the basket
ot the pistol that _{JOE]HQ&] at her,
dueked, and ran like the wind.

The pistol roaved, and Jess dropped
flat, her heart pumping as though it
would burst,

Bang ! went (he other pistol, and she
licard the bullet whistle a yard ovev
her head.

“Stand, girl, or we'll shgot again 1™
velled one of the Runners,
under arrest 2

But Jess, leaping up, ran, stumbling,
on. knowing that they were in pursait.

‘“‘Help " she yelled.

‘From the darkness of the heath came
tha soft thud of horses’ hoofs on the
grass, nearer, nearer, and then a clear,
cool voice shouted :

“ Aho, there! Who calls?”

“Highwayman ‘Jack !” shrilled Jess,
in panic.

The Bow Street Runners were loading
again, A pistol roared, spitting flame.

Then through the darkness rode a
horseman at the gallop. His cloak
trailed in the wind, his tricorn hat was
jammed tightly on his wigged head.

Jess could sce him but dimly, yet his
ontline was unmistakable. At the
moment when the coach was due High-
wayman Jack had arrived.

‘Straight for the spot where the pistol-
flash had come he rode, and a rapier
stabbed the darkness—and not only the
darkness, as a howl of pain testified.

“Have at you, rascals!” he shouted.
“Where's the other? There wers two
pistols fired, i’ faith1”

Ho had ridden past the wounded
man, whose arm he had pricked with
the rapier, and now wheeled.

Jess, pelting back, stared into the
darkness, to spot the outline of the
other Bow Street Runner. He was
kneeling, pointing his pistol up, in such
a position that he was hard to strike
but could strike surely himself.

“Here, highwayman 1" he shouted, to
draw Laughing Jack into his line of
fire.

Jess sprang forward, and, hurling
herself at the man even as Highway-
man Jack cantered forward, pushed
Liim forward on to his face.

- His pistol fired, - and bullet
whistled harmlessly into soft
ground.

By the light of the flame Jess
the highwayman, and he her.

“Quick’s the word, lass!” he sdid.
“Mount behind me, for it seems that
the King’s highway is no longer safas
for such honest folk as us.”

His merry laugh rang out then, and
Jess, throwing up her hands for him to
help her mount, laughed herself - in
relief, albeit shakily and breathlessly.

“But wait,” she demurted, as she
saw her basket near by.' “The cakes 1
brought you,.and my basket. If they

the
the

saw

am "

The Londen coach came thundering

along not morve than fifty. yards away. -

The Bow Street Runners; yelling lustily,
ranto stop it ! ;

were. lashings from . the coachman’s
whip, for he took them for footpads.

“You are

i ‘cottage !"
should find that they will know who I
. i - t

: e 4 dhen
But all they received for their pams .-

Snatching up the basket, Jess
mounted the shiny black horse behind
Laughing Jack.

“Cakes, eh?” he laughed. “Why,
you are a true friend to bring me food
while I lie in wait to trap the
travellers! Up, Blackie!” he added to
the horse. i

He did not draw rein until the heath
was well behind and they were at the
edge of the wood, only a quarter-mile
from the inn.

“Well, good young lady,” he mur-
mured. “I must indeed thank you most
gratefully for saving my life. For had
you not been there first I doubt not that
the Bow Street Runners would have
taken better aim at me. I pray ‘that
they did not see you clearly enough to
know you again!”

Jess slipped from Blackie's back.

“Know me again? Have no fear of
that in the inky darkness.”

“ Nevertheless, you did take the risk,
and I thank you deeply.”

* And-I must thank you for coming so
nobly to my rescue,” she answered
softly. “But it was not only to take
you cakes that I went to the heath. I—
I have a favour to ask.” ;

The highwayman looked down at her
and smiled.

“A favour? La, 'twill be a pleasure
to me to grant any favour you may
ask—a pearl necklet, a diamond brace-
let, some share of the spoils?”  he
teased.

“No, no,” said Jess quickly. “I
want nothing for myself. ‘But at the
inn there is a maid, Nell. Her mother’s

‘cottage is mortgaged to the squire, and

now, just because they cannot pay five
sovereigns, he is going to seize the

“The squire, ch?” said Highwayiian
Jack. ‘“Rascal that'he 'i?lg
five sovereigns. Why L .o
His hand went to his jacket, but came
away again at onee, and he shook his
sadly. :
“It is daring of.me to ask.such.a
fa\'ou’r," said Jess guiltily. * Perhaps

Just' for

SULLENLY the squire glared at the gold coins in his hand.

cottage was saved.
basket in which the money had been sent to Nell's mother.’ It was the
basket she had given to Highwayman Jack. Then he was a robber,
after all |

_/,.

Nell’s

But—Jess was filled with horror as she saw the

*“*No, no, you do right,” he assured
her. “Quite right, my little friend. If
I had the five sovereigns with me now
I should give them to vou gladly. But,
alag, I have them not ! ;

Jess fell back a step, disappointed,
but sorry for him begause he had ot
the money, 4

“Then it cannot be helped,” she said
brightly. “Though I do thank you
from my heart for wanting to help.
Good-night, gallant highwayman !”

“But not good-bye, for we shall meet
again,” he said in gay tone. “If, that
13, the Runners do not catch me mean-
while.”

Jess turned; but she wheeled back
instantly when he hailed her. )

“One moment,” he said. *“Your
friend’s battle is not lost yet. Methinks
I might persuade the squire to change

his  mind. "Tis but a matter of
argument.” "4
Jess’ fallen hopes leaped again.
“Oh, you know him, then, well

enough to argue !”

“Well enough indeed. Have no fear.
I shall persuade him. Go to your bed
and sleep well, my dear. But let me
know when he is likely to call at the
inn, and I will have word with him.
He will be there to-morrow 1”?

“Why, yes, although at what hour I
cannot rightly say,” murmured Jess.

“Let me know the hour and leave the
rest to mie. But how shall you tell me?
Some signal must be arranged that I
can see from the security of the wood
behind your inn.”

For a moment Jess pondered the
problem before jumping to a selution.

“The washing ! she exclaimed.  !‘By
ten in the morning I shall know, and I
will put out some clothes to dry—one
for every hour, and one folded for the
half.”

“Tt will serve, clever lass,” he said,
and then. laughed. “’'Pon my honour,
you have a ready wit!”

And with a soft good-night he rode
AWEY, . At 1 nare iy

Jess stood watching him until he was
out of sight, then scampered for the
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inn, not knowing who it might be—as
likely as not someone whom she knew
by sight. Buat he did not give her the
chanee of seeing him.

His Own Property!

[} ESS, you really think that he can
do something "
Nell asked Jess the question
next morning. They had had a
sccret, whispered conversation in the
kitchen while getting the early morning
dishes of tea which fashionable guests
from London always demanded.

Jess had told Nell all she thought she
should know. She had not mentioned
that the helper was Highwayman Jack.
She had only said that he was a good
friend . who™ had influence with the
gquire and was cager to use it.

“Rely on him; he will not fail,” said
Jess confidently
And with that Nell had to be content.

“I hope you are right,” she said
softly. “For by midday the five
sovereigns must be paid.”

It was only half an hour later that
Jess managed to ask her jovial landlord
father at what hour the squire would
be coming to the inn.

_“Why, he will be here at noon pre-
cisely; he is to mect a friend from the

coacl. that comes then,” her father
replied.

At the first moment possible Jess
slipped out to the rear of the inn. The

high clothes-line ecould he seen easily
enough from the wood, and a signal of
teacloths could not be mistaken.

But finding twelve dirty teacloths
would not be at all easy.

At the most, Jess mustered eight, and
cven then she earned a rebuke for
clumsiness by spilling tea on three that
were clean.

“Four more!
ones, and then
mused.

When the old grandfather-clock in
the large hall struck ten, Jess put four
new teacloths on the line with the dirty
ones, and hoped for the best.

At a quarter past ten her stepmother
noticed them.

“Jess—dJess, have you gone crazy!

FUNin the HOME!

It must be four clean
more . trouble ! she

Introduces
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“Jess and Highwayman Jack!”

A dozen teacloths on the lines,” she
cried, “and four ¢f them brand new !”

Jess looked out of the window in the
kitchen. t

“Why, yes!” she agreed meekly.
“'Tis so. 1 must indeed be crazy !”

“ Bring them in at once, stupid girl

Jess could not disobey, and she
hoped anxiously that the highwayman
had had time to see them

“But will he dare to come here at
noon? Shall I see him in daylight ?”
she asked herself.

What manner of man was the gallant
highwayman without his mask? Was
he as handsome as he seemed likely to
be ?

Jess hardly knew how to pass the
time until mudday, and the moment the
clock struck twelve she went to the
door, looking out.

Ten minutes passed, but neither the
squire came nor a handsome stranger
who might be Highwayman Jack.

“The squire is late; the coach is late,
too,” frowned her father, coming out of
the inn behind her.

But at that very moment the squire's
post-chaise came info sight. With
liorses steaming, the chaise pulled up,
and the squire scrambled out.

His wig was on one ear, and his
ebony stick was broken in half. For
all the world he looked as though he
had been in a fight.

“Why, squire,” cried

”

“what ails
Why—why,

P

Jess' father,

“What ails? highway-
men in broad daylight now !” shouted
the squire, his voice shrill with passion,
his face working. *“ Highwayman Jack,
that langhing, mocking rascal! He held
me up and stole my diamond ring !”

Jess looked at his right hand, where
the diamond ring usually flashed, and,
to her amazement, she saw it flashing
there still.

“ But, squire, you have it now !” she
cried.

“Ay, I have it now !” he frothed, in
fury. “For the rascal sold it back to
me—sold my own ring back for twenty
pounds !”

Jess' brain at the moment was in a
whirl, for she had not guessed that this
was what Highwayman Jack meant by
persuasion.  He had persuaded the
squire, not with words, but with a
loaded pistol !

It was a horrible moment for Jess.

Did this mean that all her trust and
faith in Highwayman Jack had been
in vain? Could he have deceived her
all along when he said that he was no
ordinary robber ?

Jess clenched her hands.

There seemed mno answer to that
disturbing  question. than  “Yes.”
Laughing Jack must surely be just like
any other footpad—out to steal for the
sake of wealth.

From the house now Nell came run-
ning, and the squire wheeled upon her.
He was in need of a victim for his
wrath, and here she was.

“ 8o there you are. 'Tis past noon,
and you know the bargain! The cot-
tage is now mine!” he snarled at her.
“Five golden sovereigns by noon "

Nell, breathless with excitement, her
cheeks flushed, interrupted him.

“But you were not here at
sir »

*“And were the sovereigns here?”
sneered.

“Why. yes
cried Nell.

Opening her hand, she showed five
go](inn, shining sovereigns.

Jess blinked as though she had been
dreaming. The squire, speechless with
chagrin, glared at the coins, and then,
muttering to himself, snatched them.

noon,

he

! See, here they arc!”

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“Whom did you rob for these?” he
quavered.

“No one at all, squire. My mother
gent them in thjs basket,” said Noll,
“three minutes ago. And please may
I have the deed returned?”

“It shall be done inside!” snapped
the squire sullenly.

But Jess was first inside, and she tock
Nell's arm.

“Your mother sent the money?
asked, amazed.

“Yes, in a basket covered with leaves
and a cloth,” said Nell—“or so the
messenger said. A very handsome
young man whom 1 have never seen
before—""

“Let me sce the basket!” Jess ex-
claimed.

But she knew before she saw
it was hers—that it was the
which she had packed the cakes
highwayman.

It was he who had sent the basket
back—and the coins, too; five of the
twenty he had received for selling the
squire his own ring !

The squire had been paid back in his
own coin—literally! And, coins in his
palm, he scowled at Nell and Jess,
baffled, almost suspicious

But Jess' heart was heavy, for this
was nothing less than theft. Unwii-
tingly Nell had been made a party to
it, and she, because she had arranged
it all, was an accomplice.

It was a thought that chilled her, and
once again doubts of him seized her—
doubts that he was what he pretended
to be; fears that he was, after all, just
an ordinary robber and thief.

But Nell, who had no such fears,
went about the inn with sparkling eves
and happy . smile, singing gaily. For
the cottage was her mother’s again, and
the black cloud that had hung over
their lives was banished

Jess took the basket back to the
kitchen and tossed the leaves into the
fire. And only when they were in
flames did she notice that amongst them
was a sealed letter.

She snatched it from the flames just
as it started to singe; and, realising
who had sent it, fearful that it might
be seen, she crumpled it in her hand
and hurried away to a quiet place to
read it.

The message was addressed to her,
but was not signed; the handwriting
was elegant and firm:

“I did but sell what was my own
property, strange though this may scem
—strange, but true.”

»

she

it that
one in
for the

Jess crumpled the note, and the
worried look went from her eyes.

“His own property, that ring? Did
the squire originally steal it, then ?” she
mused.

But they were mysteries that no

puzzling could solve. If, indeed, it was
the highwayman’s own ring, he had not
stolen it from the squire. 1t was not
stolen money that had saved Nell.

There was only a highwayman’s word
for it that the ring was his; but the
word of that particular gallant of the
road was enough for Jess, and her heart
was light again. For the rest of the
day both the serving-maids of the
Rising Sun had songs’in their hearts,
and on their lips, too.

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

BE sure to share another thrilling

exploit with Jess and Highway-
man Jack next week—and do tell all
your friends about this grand series,
won't you ?
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Our thrilling and intriguing girl detective story.
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FOR NEW READERS.

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

FLASH, are on holiday at Sunnylands Farm,
which is run as am hotel by a hard-working,
likeable young girl

DOROTHY DEAN, with the help of her

UNCLE NATHAN ,awell-meaning old muddler,
Dorothy seems to have a secret enemy,
who is trying to drive guests from the
farm. Mysterions things happen and sus-
picion falls upon one of the guests,

JOHNNY JEVONS, a boisterous young fellow
who is a confirmed practical joker.
Valerie completely clears him, however.
One of the guests leaves because of damage
done to her property, and Valerie bowls
out a maid, who leaves. Later, when a
bamahh fired, and pg‘t. of the cliff is blown
up, she suspects a gipsy woman, *

MRS. LOGAN, But this woman warns Valerie
of an attempt to rob the safe, and Valerie
calls on Johnny for help. While J ohnny
arranges a game, Valerie tricks the villain
into taking a photo of himself. She is
developing this when in comes

CHARLIE DEEDS, an interfering guest,
who thinks himself a detective.

(Now read on.)

A Lesson for Charlie!

IT by the brilliant ray from

Charlie Deeds’ torch, Valerie

Drew remained staring towards

the doorway where he stood
half-hidden in the shadows.

It was a crushing moment {or
Valerie. In the very instant of
triumph she had been cheated of her
prize| Thanks to Charlie, the photo
of the farm’s unknown enemy had been
ruined.

“You crass young idiot!” breathed
Valerie, unable to check that outburst.

Charlie was astonished.

“What's the matter 7"’ he demanded.
“Why are you staring at me like
that?”? He giggled uncomfortably.
“It wasn't hard to follow you.
simply stuck a bit of crinkly paper on

our frock, and I could hear you rust-
ing about all the time. But what
were you doing in here?”

Making a suprems effort to control
her feelings, Valerie - turned -deliber-
ately back to the developing-dish.

“You've only ruined a, negative I
was particularly anxious to have,” she
told Charlie, over her shoulder. “I
don’t suppose you've ever heard of a
ddrk-room ’ :

“Don't get peeved, Val. Of course,
I have,” Charlie broke in uncomfort-
ably. ‘I say, what.was on the nega-
tive? Why did you have to be in here

By
ISABEL NORTON

developing things, while we're all sup-
posed to ic playing a game?”

Valerie made no reply. She dare
not give Charlie even a hint of the
truth. :

To make it possible for Dorothy to
keep the farm running at all, it was
essential to withhold something from
the ordinary guests. They must neyer
suspect the presence in their midst of
such an enemy as the sinister foe who
had destroyed the steps in the face of
the cliff after setting fire to the dance-
hall roof. And Charlie would soon tell
them if he knew.

('harlie came farther into the room.

“Hang it all 1” he blurted out. “Yon
might, at least, say something to a

NEW GUESTS AT THE FARM-
HOUSE—BUT THE KIND WHO
WOULD DRIVE AWAY ALL THE

OTHERS !
fellow when he's trying to talk to
you 1”
Valerie turned her head. She had
recovergd her poise again. The light

reflected back from the white wall
revealed Charlie’s face with its im-
mature brown moustache, his pointed,
inquisitive nose, and his thickish upper
lip raised in an uncertain grin. She
looked at him keenly.

Had she been mistaken in believin
that Charlie was nothing more formid-
ablo than a young fellow desperately
anxious to be “in ” on everything, and
show how clever he could be?

“I can’t see, Charlie,” said Valerie,
in a toneless voice, ¥ what there is for
us to talk about.”

Charlie’s hesitant grin faded.

“What was on the negative?”™ he
demanded, turning .aggressive.

“Something entirely my own private
affair, Charlie,” Valerie f‘:’igid]y
answered.

Charlie showed his teeth, A streak
of spite in his nature came suddenly
to the surface. He was always easily
affronted. f

“1 believe this is all simply, a trick,
and there was never anything on the

thing at all!” he startlingly declared,
his manner becoming meore trucnlent.
“You know there's something under-
handed going on in this place, and
you’re just wild because you ean’t find

out who's doing it. So you thoughs
vou'd pretend you'd caught someonc!

‘ou try and make out that you'd got
anything on that film and I've spoilt it,
and I'll—TI’ll jolly well tell people what
I know about you!”

And Charlie, turning on his heel,
strode out of the dark-room, with every
appearance of righteous indignation.

He had scarcrf_\' time to reach the
end of the passage when lights began
to spring up in various parts of the
building, and Valerie guessed that,
with Johnny having kept the game of
“fugitive ” going as long as possible,
it was over at last.

Putting the development dishes to
one side, she left the room. Close at
hand, she heard a joyous whoop. With
his boyish face alight with excitement,
his eyes shining expectantly, Johnny
Jevons joined her.

“Got what you wanted, old sleuth?”
he inquired breathlessly. “Did it
wark as we expected——"

He broke off, lips still parted, his
smile fading as he read the truth from
Valerie's downcast manner,

“Charlie mucked everything up,
Valerie confessed.

And while Johnny listened incredu-
lously, she told him how the prize had
been snatched away from her when it
was actually within her grasp.

“I'l knock Charlie’s block off for
this " threatened Johnny furiously.

Smilingly Valerie shook her head,
and rested an affectionate hand on
Johnny's shoulder. She was quite her-
self again now.

“Not the slightest use, old son,” she
soothingly disagreed. “1 know just
how you feel. I've been through it all
myself.  Unfortunately, little though
I {ike Charlie, we've got‘to admit he's
got us this time.”

“Got us?” repeated Johnny, be-
wildered and still wrathful. “How?"”

Valerie explained. To broadcast the
fact that Charlie had ruined the pic-
ture of a sinister, relentless enemy
would be revealing the very thing she
wicthed to avoid.

Johnny leoked dumbstruck as he saw
the force of Valerie's logic.

"
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MY DEAR READERS,—I don't
know whether you have seen
page 10 of this week's issue,
bug if you haven’t you really ought to
turn there as soon as you have read

these notes, It contnins a most im-
portant notice, as you'll realise the
moment you have read it.

In these unusual times it is going
to be extremely difficult for newsagents
to eatisfy casual purchasers—people
who come to them without any warn-
ing and ask for such and such a paper.

Normally, most rs of papers
and periodicals adopt this uirthtlrd, alr:d
the newsagent can general ay his
hands on what they wnnt.y But in
war time thi are very different.

Newsagents cannot afford to get
into stock large numbers of a paper
with the risk of not being able to sell
them all. Many of them will stock
only those copies which they are
CERTAIN of selling.

That is where you, as readers of THE
ScroorcieL, can help your own
particular newsagent—as well as help
vourself, tco. Let him know that
you want TrHE ScHOOLGIRL every
week. Then he will know exaetly
how many ies to take, and you—
well, vou will have done the only
thing to make absolutely sure of your
copy every week.

On page 10 I have printed a special
order form. If you ﬁl{’this in and give
it to your newsagent you need never
be worried by the fear of disappoint-
ment one of these week-ends. - YOUR
copy of Tue Scuoorgmr will be
perfectly safe—for you !

You won't delay, will you?
really is most important.

It

And now I want to tell you some-
thing about next Saturday’s superb
story-programine. .

First on the list of good thinils.
of course, the magnificent .Long
Complete tale of Cliff House School,
which bears the intriguing title :

““CLARA AND THE CASKET OF
PERIL!”

This, undoubtedly, is one of the most

illi and unusual stories Hilda
Ric has ever written. It begins
with Tomboy Clara Trevlyn, out with
the rest of the famous Co., descending
a dangerous cliff in order to pick a
pretty wild-flower for Marjorie Hazel-
dene,

But—~Clara never even reaches that
flower. She gets as far as a cave, and
that's all. For hiding in that cave is
an Kastern girl; an Eastern girl who,
handing Clara a quaint casket, begs
her to guard it with her life, and to
beware of * the white elephant.”

Amazed though she is, ra agrees
to guard the casket, convinced that the
Eastern girl’s story of being in danger
is quite true. And that is the com-
mencement of the most amazing ad-
venture of Clara's career.

Other Eastern people are after the
casket, and another Eastern girl ac-
tually comes to ClLiff House, chummi
up with Babs &  Co. When Clara
suspects the giri’s real motives there
is trouble between her and her own
chums, who are completely deceived.

And finally, Clara is Hli’nnpped!

I won’t tell you any more, but leave
vou to discover for yourselves all the
exciting things which take place in
this grand story.

Next Saturday’s issue will also con-
tain further dramatic develog[mentu in
“ Valerie Drew's Holiday Mystery,”
another delightful romantic story
featuring Jess and Highwayman Jack,
and imore of Patricia’s Bright and
Interesting Pages, so be sure that you
do give that standing order to your
newsagent right away.

With best wishes !

Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR.

“What do you think about it, Val?”
he asked morosely. “Do you think
Charlie's actually in co. with the brute
we're after?”

Valerie did not reply immediately.

“We'll watch him after this,
Johnny,” she decided. “Under cer-
tain circumstances, you may even have
to pretend to be rather nice to him.”

“Gosh, you don't half expect a bloke
to do things!” Johnny protested, with
a humorous grimace.

Valerie laughed. There was some-
thing about Johnny's honest, wholesome
disgust at the prospect which made her
fn-ef better already.

“Do your best, old scout !"” she urged,
her hand on his arm. “We're not
beaten yet. At the very least, we've
given our enemy a pretty nasty shock.
Maybe he'll go a bit more carefully in
the future.”

Johnny sighed with resignation.

“All right, Val—you're giving the
orders now.” He listened intently.
“Gosh, they must be waiting for me to
wind up the game. See vou later.”

He sped off, and Valeric was left
alone, Turning at once, she made her
way to the library. Replacing her
burnt-out flash bulb with the proper
one, she looked keenly around the room
for any evidence her enemy might still
have left behind. Finding none, she

drew the curtains back, opened the
sash, and called to Flash, who was still
on guard outside. He leapt nimbly
through immediately.

“Search, boy!” she dirccted tensely.
She pointed to the spot close to the
switch where the unknown rascal had
been standing when his flashlight
photo was taken. “What can you
find ¥

Flash sniffed hard—and immediately
sneczed prodigiously. With a  deep
sense of dismay Valerie realised what
i* meant. Her enemy, already aware
of Flash’s presence in the house, had
taken the precaution to spray his shoes
with some pungent essence which would
irritate  Flash’s  sensitive  nostrils.
Flash was beaten!

Turning at the sound of a light foot-

fall in the corridor. Valerie saw
Dorothy Dean in the doorway.
“Well?” asked Dorothy, as she

stood with lively, expectant eyes, wait-
ing for Valerie's report.

It was the most poignant moment
Valerie had known since she arrived at
the farm. What a blow it was going
to be for Dorothy !

“I'm sorry, my dear,” she said, with
a_gentle, compassionate smile. “I'
afraid the trap—failed.”

The last word seemed to stick in her
throat and the had to force it out.

”

. mora threatened by each
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Doroth:’s smile fled in an instant.

“QOh, Val!” she murmured, and for
a mom=:t seemed to swayv steadily.
“You mean,” she said. licking her lips,
“that there’s no ho o~

Sympathetically Valerie put an arm
around the other girl's shoulders. It
was doubly hard to a comforter
when she herself felt so dispirited and
beatea But for Dorothy it meant so
much more. She was worried about
her mother’s ill-health. Their liveli-
hood at the farm had been more and
successive
disaster.

“My dear, there's lots of hope,”
Valerie declared, with a confident
smile. “We almost succeeded this
time. And we've scared him, anyway.”

Half-ashamedly Dorothy took a little
handkerchief from her pocket and
dabbed at her eyes.

“Borry to be so silly, Val,” she mur-
mured, t-ryin]g her hardest to smile.
“It was only for the moment. I
know—— But listen, Vall I believe
they're calling out for you. Better see
what's wanted !”

“Val! We—want—Valerie!” rose a
chorus of demand from the raftered
lounge beneath them.

Giving Dorothy’s hand a last encour-
aging squeeze, Valerie ran downstairs.
closely followed by her pet. She found
an animated scene awaiting her. The
guests who had been taking part in
Johnny's game of “Fugitive” were
arguinz nineteen to the dozen among
themselves. o

“Husrah, here's Val!” cried Charlie
Deeds, in an exceedingly cordial voice.
“Val's the girl with all the brains!
As Johnny isn’t allowed to tell us who
the ‘ Fugitive’ was, Val will soon sav
whetha: I'm right or wrong. I say it
was Mrs. Peek!”

Valerie’s eyes dwelt on him for a
moment. It was hard to recognise him
as the same Charlie who had swept out
of the dark-room so recently. For
Charlie had had time to think things
over for himself, and already he was
half-ashamed of the figure he had cut.

“How can_I help?” she asked, with
a polite smile which did not betray
anythiny of her real feeling towards
Charlie.

“Well, the ‘Fugitive’ we still
haven’t discovered is allowed by the
game to tell three lies!” Charlie
eagerly explained. “Passleigh’s just
been questioning Mrs, Peek, but she
insists she wasn’t the ‘ Fugitive.” ” _

Valerio smiled thoughtfully. Charlie
had insisted on taking charge of this
investigation following the game. It
would do him good to be taken dewn
a peg or two.

“8o it’s your definite opinion Mrs.
Peek was the ‘ Fugitive,” Charlie?”
Valerie sweetly asked.

Charlie nodded confidently.

“Yes. I've asked dozens of ques-
tions. You see, I came along and
found everyone in a muddle—"

“Did you ask Peter to help vou in
the questioning?” proceeded Valerie
thoughtfully.

“Well, not exactly,”
Charlie, in surprise.

“Wait a minute !” interposed Valeria
serenely. “A ‘criminal ’ often tries to
escape by fastening the blame on some-
one else. Isn't that so, Peter?” she
smilingly challenged.

Anil Patey Passleigh, bursting into
an unex>>cted peal of laughter, nodded
his hea i

“Oi course, Val!” he agreed, beam-
ing .t astaunded Charlie Deeds. “T
was the ' Fugitive.,! I thought it best
to start asking questions to turn sus-
picion away from me before people

answered
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started questioning me. You've got me

first shot! Bravo, Val!” ’

“What price clever old Charlie
now?” chirruped Johnny Jevons, as
everyone started to clap. “He’s been

so jolly sure of himseli he wouldn’t let
anyone else get a word in edgeways !”

Red with mortification, Charlie stood
i glaring at Valerie as she smilingly
acknewledged the applause.

“7'll bet Johnny iold her
was!” he burst out in a fury;
hands in pockets, strode out of the
room muttering tilinga that were any-
thing but complimentary to Valerie
Brew !

who it
and,

Newcomers !

[ H, Dorothy, what a shock!”
Valerie Drew’s startled ex-
pression reflected her dismay
at the news she had just

heard. “Mrs. Ballantyne and her two

daughters leaving this morning? Can’t

I say a word to them before they go?”

It was just after breakfast on the
following day. Valerie, disturbed by
the anxious expression on Dorothy’s
face, had followed her to her little
office. There Dorothy had glumly con-
fessed why she was looking so worried.
Three of tho nicest and “easiest”
visitors were leaving at once!

“Sorry, Val, but I'm afraid it
wouldn't be any use,” Dorothy sadly

responded, as she shook her head.
“Officially they say that they must
have sea bathing. Unofficially it's

something quite different, You see—"

She broke off uncertainly, but not
before Valerie had read the thought in
her mind.

“Then you think they've guessed—
the truth?” she hazarded.

Darothy nodded grimly.

“They were all for leaving last night.
Of course I felt safe enough then in
asking them to stay just a little longer.
1 told them there’d be & big surprise
for them by the morning.” She swal-
low2d hard. “Doen’t think I'm blaming
vou in any way, Val.” she went on
sincerely.  “Goodness knows you've
tried your hardest.”

It was unnecessary for her to say
any more.

ith her chin cupped in her hands,
her violet eyes mnarrowed, Valerie
turned the problem over in her mind.

Suddenly she looked up again, her
eves bright.

“ Dorothy, it’s Paizi Logan we've got
to look to for the next lead,” she de-
clared, a ring of conviciion in her
voice.

“The gipsy woman?” Domthy's
eyes were startled. “Then you're
really sure that she's a friend 7"

Valerie nodded decisively.

“Yes, Dorothy, she must be. She
warned us of the attempt to burgle
the safe, and that proved genuine
enough. And she seemed remarkably
straightforward when I had a frank
talk with her. You see, Dorothy, it
isn’t at all impossible that our enemy
is Paizi Logan’s enemy as well.”

“Why do ‘you think that?” asked
.Dorothy in greater bewilderment.

“ Because of the ‘clues' we've found
incriminating her,” Valerie answered
quickly. “I'm sure they were left by
someone else to confuse us, and put the
blame on Paizi Logan.”

“Then why,” asked Dorothy, in

deepening puzzlement, “has Miss
Logan been hanging abont the place
so often in secret 7"

“Maybe,” Valerie answered, “she

was simply after that mysterious key
the monkey dropped, and she still
doesn’t know thar I've got it. T we

BURSTING into the newcomers’
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room, Valerie was stricken with

dismay. Water was pouring through the ceiling from the bath-roem
above. The farm’s unknown enemy had struck again.

could be sure it’s rightfully hers, we
might even return it now in exchange
for some valuable information.”

“Quch as?” asked Dorothy tensely.

“Who Paizi Logan believes she saw
starting the fire at the barn, and after-
wards preparing to burgle the safe,”
Valerie responded. s

Rejoiced to find that she had
heartened Dorothy by her disclosures,
Valerie left her and went in search of
Johnny. ,

Her problem now was to get in touch
with Paizi Logan as soon as possible.
For a conviction. was growing in
Valerie’s mind that she might never
solve. the mystery at Sunnylands at all,
unless she had solved the mystery
around the gipsy woman as well

How was it to be done?

Johnny scratched his dark head, and
grinned perplexedly when Valerie ex-
plained her urgent desire to make con-
tact with the mystery woman once
more.

“ Nobody’s reported seeing her in the
district for some time,” he reflected.
“Even if we advertised for her, like
the lawyer johnnies do, saying she'd
hear something to her advantage, I
don’t reckon she'd be likely to show
up. Not unless she came disguised as
Queen Boadicea or something. Reckon
she’s going to go on lying low—if you

29

follow what I mean?

Valerie smiled, but her manner was
abstracted. She had fastened on to
just one word of Johnny's cheerful
chatter. Disguise !

“Johnny, I've gat it!" she said
delightedly.  “You’ve given me the
very idea ! If we can’t get Paizi Logan
to disguise as someone else, we might
induce everyone here to disguise as
Paizi Logan.”

“The dickens!” ejaculated Johnny,
dumbfounded. “You think they
would 1

“For a lark—providing you organise
it,” Valerie told him, her eyes shining.
“The weather’s perfect at present.
\Vh% not a gipsy sing-song in the pad-
dock, with tents and caravans, food
roasted at an enormous fire, and a
tzigane band to liven things up a bit ?”

Johnny whooped with joy as he
appreciated all the fun which could be
got out of Valerie's brain-wave.

“8leuth of my heart, it’s the idea of
a lifetime !” he declared. “They can

all bring out any amount of bright
coloured toggery, and there’s heaps of
brown stain available.” His eyes shone
with enthusiasm. * In such a gathering
old Paizi Logan could toddle around
as large as life, and nobody would ever
guess who -she was. When'g it to be?
They’ll want time to fix up all their
pretties, you know. To-morrow?”
Valerie nodded.
“That’ll do fine !"” she said. “Johnny,
old son, do vour best to make it an
evening they’ll all remember ”  Bhe
hesitated momentarfdy. *“And, much
as I dislike the bounder, we'd better
include Charlie Deeds this time.”
Johnny grimaced agreement.
“Right !”

High with hope, Valerie left the
farm, with Flash troiting at her side,
a few minutes later.

What followed afier ihat, however,

proved to be just one of those tedious,
dispiriting quesis which so often fell
to the lot of a detective. High and
low, Valerie searched for someone who
could give her a clue to Paizi Logan’s
whereabouts.

All morning she pressed on with ber
inquiries, only to draw blank in the
end. The afternoon was well advanced,
and Valerie was nearly beginning to
despair when, all at once, she thought
once more of the helpful girl assistant
at Little Sunworthy Post Office. She
decided to see her immediately.

The girl gave her a pleasant smile
of recognition as Valerie strolled into
the little general shop, but an obvious
touch of caution came into. her manner
as soon as Valerie mentioned Paizi
Logan’s name.

“She doesn’t come Here for letters
any more,” she hastily assured Valerie.

A day of discouragement had
sharpened Valerie's wiis.

She was 'sure she detected a slight
emphasis on the word *“come.”

“0Oh, I'm sorry!” she replied. “I
did so want to send her a letter! Have
you still a way of getting her letters
to her?”

The girl hesitated, colouring slightly,
and Valerie knew in a moment that her
shrewd guess had been correct.

“Honestly, I'm her friend!” she
assured the girl quickly. “T'll promise
not to try to find out how you make
contact with her. If I write the letter
now, will it be all right?”
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Her persuasive smile won the girl
over Il)):shing off a letter which ex-
plained the present position as well as
possible, Valerie sealed it, and handed
it over the counter.

Well satisfied, after all, with the
day's work, she set out for the farm.

Entering the farmyard, she paused
at an amazing sight. - A burly and de-
cidedly -rough-looking man, collarless,
and - with ‘a red, gcated face, was
“ bowling ”* mangold-wurzels to a tall,
grinuing ioul.h. who wielded an impro-
vised cricket bat in front of the chicken
run. A stout woman, and a lanky, un-
tidy girl were bawling instructions to
the two “cricketers” at the tops of
their voices.

“Gaw on! 'Tt 'em! Knock it over
the top of the 'ouse !” cried one.

“You ain't never been trying so
far!” the other added, going off into
a shrill peal of laughter. “If you can’t
’it one of them there turnips, you're
‘opeless 1

alerie stood still in consternation.
Without being anything of a snob, she
was rather shocked by this quartet.
How ever had they got here? ™ *

Hearing a nervous cough, she turned.
Spectacled Uncle Nathan, -blinking
more than usual, and clasping his
hands, stood near by. -

“I do hope I've done right,” he
assured Valerie anxiously.  *L.knew
we must have more guosta to fill" the
empty rooms. I found these people at
the station.
somewhere, =0 I brought them along
here. They—er—do appear a trifle
cxuberant, don’t they!”

They wanted to put up .
one leg to the other,
_knowing how to reply to that.

Valerie smiled wanly.

“If they don’t go,” she glumly
opined, ‘“everyone else will, pretty
soon !”

“And why, ma
voice unexpectantly.
Snoblands Farm in future?

They both turned in ‘astonishment;
there, grinning widely, apparently
amused and delighted to have come
upon them once again without being
observed, stood Charlie Deeds,

“Hallo! Look what's turned up,
Val!” murmured Johnny mischiev-
ously, gazing at Charlio as though he
had never seen him before. “May be
something that’s escaped from one of
their suitcases.”

“Ha, ha! Very funny!” commented
Charlie, his eyes glilterinf. “I sup-
pose you're looking all aloof because
vou feel too good to meet the sort of
people who work for their living!”

In an instant Valerie divined what
was in Charlie’s mind.

He was still chagrined because, .at
their last encounter, Valerie had so
neatly scored off him. Ie had been
waiting for an opportunity to repay

I ask?” inquired a
"‘Going to call it

the grudge he re her; now he
believed it had come his way.
“Not at -all, Charlie,” Valerie

answered, in her pleasantest tones. I
work quite hard at times myself, but
that, doesn’t prevent me liking
manners. Did you want to
anything ¥

Charlie shifted ‘uncomfortably from
evidently not

us

“The Bantrys may be a bit hearty,

Valerie bit her Tip: » but I reckon they're straight, any-
Unecle Nathan had never been of any  way,” he answered defensively
reat use to anyone since Valerie had  Johnny produced a miniature foot-

en at the farm, though so far he had
wlways been quite harinless, ° Now,
while doubtless meaning well, he had
made a terrible blunder. ~.°"

Rowdy, ill-mannered * guests ™ like
this quartet would be likely to empty
Sunnylands Farm in no time !

Charlie’s Clue!

“ 2 RE, I've got an idea,
* "Ariry I” Bob Bautry, the
burly father of the new-

comers, shouted across the

table, when dinner was nearly over that
evening. . “’Ow  about chasing them
chickens for a. lark? All them what
gets caught 'as to lay two eggs to-
niorrow morning for a punishment !”
“Cor, they’d be scrambled eggs!”
cried his equally noisy daughter, going
off into peals of shrill laughter at her

own joke.

Vaferiu compressed her lips. The
uncouth l'nmi{y had taken charge
already, and were making sufficient
noise for three times their number,

What, Valerio asked herself, could
be done about it?

She glanced to the head of her own
table, and, for a sympathetic moment,
her eyes watched Dorothy’s white face.
Then she turned her gaze to Uncle
Nathan. The blunderer who had
caused all the trouble sat, stammering
and embarrassed, beside her, evidently
fully aware of what he had done.

On the faces of the other guesis,
Valeric read expressions ranging from
dismay or mild disgust to positive fury.

“It's a big world, of course, old
sleuth,” Johnny murmured, as he
joined her in the passage, “but 1 do
feel the Bantrys are rather outsizes in

rule from his pocket and offered it to
Charlie with a grin.

“(Go and measure 'em to make sure,
and let us know the result next week,”
he suggested, his eyes twinkling.

“Rats " - answered harlie;
looking anything but pleased by
encounter he strolled away.

To Valerie, the evening which
followed scemed the longest and most
tedious she had spent at the farm. The
Bautrys shouted derisively at each
other while they played darts, and were
even wnoisier at table temmis. Their
rowdy manners shocked everybody.

In bed at last, Valerie lay wide-eyed
and unhappy, staring up at the ceil-
ing as she thought of the stupidity of
blundering Uncle Nathan,

It was quite obvious, of course, that
the Bantrys would have to be asked to
leave in the morning, even though they
might create a scene.

bigger and quite unexpected
problems in_ Valerie's mind, however,
was Uncle Nathan himself.

Quite apart from his folly in bring-
ing the rowdy guartet along as visitors,
his constant apprehension and gloom
was having a decidedly bad effect on
Doroihy herself.

More than once of late Dorothy had
bLeen toying with the idea of selling
the farm. %t seemed to Valerie that 1t
was weak-willed, apprehéensive Uncle
Nathan who was putting the thought
into her mind.

“If we could only get him out of the
way for a few days I'm sure Dorothy
would soon’ be in  better spirits,”
Valerie reasoned. “ Bother the man!”

She fell asleep at last with her
problemn still unsolved. .

Suddenly wide-awake again, less than
an hour later, Valerie sat up in bed

and,
his
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with a start, listening incredulously to
the wild sounds which rang through the
building. X

“Do something, Bob !” a woman was
scrcaming shrilly. “I'm’ wet through
already! Don’t stand there ‘simply
staring at me!” - . e n

“What can I do?” a man’s voice
boomed in reply. “It's pouring down
through the ceiling all the time 1" -

Valerie waited to hear no more. Hot
with apprehension, she leapt out of
bed, div mto  dressing-gown and
sliﬂ:ers. and dashed along the passage.

e door at the far end was wide
open; Mr. and Mrs. Bantry, two of the
rowdy uewcomers, stood just inside-it,
also clad in dressing-gowns, and shout-
ing at the tops of their voices. This
time, alas, there -seemed to be real
justification for the noise they, were
making. Appalled, Valerie ‘glanced
inside their room. The ceiling  was
saturated; water was oozing and drip-
ping down from a dozen different
places all over the room. )

In an instant Valerie knew what it
meant. A bath-rcom was situate imme-
diately above them. Something had

ne wrong in the night, and a fk

ad resulted ahove. .

Turning. without a word, Valerie
dashed upstairs, for clearly the first
ﬂ&ing to be done was fo turn the water
off. s

Jusi as she was half-way up the flight
she glimpsed a fizure moving along the
upper landing. It reached the bath-
room a dozen paces ahead of her. As
the light clicked on she recognised—
Charlie Deeds. ¢ .

Ho was first in the field this time !

Hastening after him, Valerie reached
the bath-room a few moments’ later.
The floor was flooded; the bath, full
to the brim, was overflowing.” Charlie,
his back to her, bent swiftly over it.
Just as Valerie: stared into the room
more water slopped over its edge as he
dived one hand down to the submerged

tngs.
he guessed in a moment what he
had seen.

Something had becn attached to the
open tap so that the water running
from it would fill the bath without
making any splashing sound. the rude
awakening of the Bantry’s below being,
in consequence, the first indication that
anything was wrong.

It could only mean that the floodin
was deliberate—once more Dorothy’s
unseen enemy had struck | 3

“What is 1t. Charlie?” Valerie asked
as, detaching something from the _tap
under water, he withdrew his band
from the bath.

Charlie turned immediately. his eyes
ghitering, his teeth showing in a queer
smile, his hand bheld deliberately
behind his back.

“That's my business, Valerie!” ho
answered, breathing unsteadily in his
excitement. *“It's a clue—and [I've
found it this time If you want to find
out who's done this, yvou'd better take
a look round fer yourself. I'm not
giving up what I've found to anybody.”

SERIOUS as things are owing to the

flood, they will be even worse if
Charlie Deeds discovers the amazing
truth. What can Vailerie do? Don't
miss next week’s dramatic chapters, so
be sure to order your copy well in
advance, because that is the only way
of making really certain of your
SCHOOLGIRL.
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