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THE RAID ON
MISS BULLIVANT’S STUDY!

Whalever the consequences, Babs
simply had to have that picture.
(A dramatic incident from this

week's grand complete story of
CIiff House School.)
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take the trail of mystery in this

Powerful Long Complete story. That lovable duffer, plump Bessie Bunter, plays a

Strange Agitation of a Mistress !

113 TUT-TELL you,”
plump Bessie Bun-

ter stuttered ex-
citedly, “the old
captain’s study 1is
haunted !”
“And I tell you, old
chump, that you're just

imagining things!” Barbara Redfern
said severely.

“But T heard—"

“We know. And you saw a great
shining dragon with flaming teeth!”
Mabel Lynn chuckled. Chuck it, old
Bess; we're busy. Now the question
s 4

Bessie Bunter, face red and shiny,
glowered at her two unconcerned
chums in Study No. 4 at Clifi House.
Bessie, for once, looked earnest and
excited, and Bessie, of course, meant
Barbara Redfern and Mabel Lynn to
look excited, too.

“But look here, Babs

' spluttered

the duffer of the Fourth Form,
“Can't! Other things to do, old

Bess,” Barbara briefly said. *“We're

just discussing the old girls’ reunion.

Which reminds me that we’ve got yon
down for a ventriloquial turn.
Now—— Oh, hallo, chump; come in!"”
she added resignedly as a knock came
at the study door.

It was the untidy-haired Tomboy of
the Fourth who answered that invita-
tion—Clara Trevlyn, She, too, looked
excited.

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

big part, too.
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“1 say, Babs, ha\e you heard about
the old captain’s = study? It’s
haunted !”

“There, now, what did I tell you?”

Bessie crowed trmmplnntlv

And Babs and Mabs did pause at
that, directing upon the Tomboy from
Study No. 7 a very peculiar and
searching look indeed.

What Bessie said was always open to
question—for Bessie had such romantic
and imaginative noticns at all umeﬂ
But Clara, if a Tomboy, was essenti-
ally practical and level-headed, and it
was not Clara’s way to spread stories
and rumours without foundation.

“Look here, this isn't a joke?” Babs
asked.

“Not unless it's the giddy ghost
playing one,” Clara said. “I dis-
tinctly saw something vague about

five minutes ago in the old captain’s
study.”

“Yes, rather, you know! AIILI 1
saw a face,” Bessie put in. “A gig-
girl’s face! I sus-say, we ought to do
something! - We might all be mur-
dered in our beds!”

Babs frowned. Mabs smiled ~]|ghth

They both knew the old captain’s
study—Babs particularly—for it con-
tained  rather  tenderly childish

memories for her. Once upon a time,
when Babs had been a small girl in
CLff House’s Second Form, she had
fagged for the then captain of the
school—May Gloucester—and her con-
tacts with that study had been many
and intimate.

But those days were over now. Seo
were the days of the old study. The
whole and ancient wing in which the
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been con-

had
demned, and was fast falling to ruin.

Since the great Fielding Bequest two

study was siiuated

years ago, a new wing ! sprung up
in its place, and had it not been for
the outbreak of war, the old captain’s
wing would now have been demolished,
together with various other unwanted
and out-of-date portions of the ancient
school. As it was, the captain’s study
stood barred and shutter , behind the
laboratory—just awaiting "its turn to
be pulled down with the rest of the
rooms which formed the condemued
“]_n

\Toglect and age had made it danger-
ous. Ceilings and walls were erum-
bling. Because of its tumbledown con-
dition, it was forbidden ground to the
school.

Nobody now was rticularly inter-
ested in it, and the old captain’s study,
which held such tender memories for
Babs, was merely an old lumber-room,
the lumber to be cleared away with the
rest of the stuff when demolition took

place.

But this—

* Exeiting, eh?” Clara asked.
“Rummy, too. I was showing vour
yvoung sister, Doris, the volley behind

the gym, and Doris biffed the ball to-
wards the old captain’s study. I went
after it. Well, the ba“ stopped dead
under the \\mdm\
“And then you
Bessie asked.
“No, not exactly,” Clara grinned.
“But I heard something, or somebody,
moving about. 1 stood there for a
moment, looking up at the window,
and then I'm sure I saw a figure flit

saw the ghost?”
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across the room. After that {liere was
a thud, as if something had been

dropped.”

"IX.);d that,” Bessie said scriously,
“was the ghost disappearing through
a tut-trapdoor, or something, you
know. But saw her face,” she
added. "

“0Oh, gammon!” Mabel Lynn cried.
_“Well, I did, you know! Not so
long ago. I happened to—to be look-
ing round, you know—""

“You mean,” Mabs grinned, “you
were on your way to the Jarder to see
what you could snaffle?”

“QOh, really!” Bessie looked indig-
nant. “That’s an insult, Mabs! In
any case, who's worrying about
grubbins when there’'s a tut-treasure
at stake—" And then Bessie, realis-
ing she had let a cat out of the bag,
turned a fiery crimson. “Oh, really,
1 didn’t say anything about treasure!”

Three pairs of eyes fastened upon
her. Babs frowned.

“Treasure, Bess? TIs that the latest
little game? My hat, I've noticed
vou ambling off a lot lately! Have
you been going to the old wing?”

Bessie looked more confused than
ever.

“0Oh crumbs! Oh really!” she stut-
tered. “ [—I—I—thuth—that

well, why shouldn’t there
treasure {” she added defiantly. “If I
find it I shall %ve ou some! Any-
way, I did sce the ghost! It was the
ghost of a girl, peering at me through

the window "
Mabs _and Babs_ glanced at each

be

other, interest quickening in their
faces. Adventure at once glimmered
in Babs' eyes; mischief in Mabs'.

Ghost or no ghost in the old captain’s
study, it certainly seemed that there
was something—and something unusual
and strange at that, though Bessie's
fabled treasure they mentally dis-
counted at once—Bessie was always
ggtting some funny little bee in her
nnet.

“] say, let's go and have a look!”
Babs eagerly suggested.

“PBut what about the old girls’ re-
union programme?” Mabs asked.
“Miss Skinner was asking me to-day
how things were going on.”

“0Oh, was she?” said Babs, without
enthusiasm.

Babs did not particularly like Miss
Skinner, the thin-fa mistress who
had been at Clif House when Babs had
been in the Becond Form. At the
moment she was staying at the school
again, having been given the tem-
porary job of helping Miss Bullivant

while she was waiting for a_new
lfpomtment at a school in the North
of England.

As far as Babs could make out, Miss
Skinner was acting almost in a purely

rivate capacity, and had, more or
ess, the status of a paid guest at the
school. Certainly she had no authority
over the girls.

“Well, we can go into the pro-
gramme afterwards,” said Babs "E‘he
ghost first| Bessie, get torches, there’s
a dear.”

“But how are we to get in?"” Clara
Treviyn wanted to know.

Babs paused, momentarily checked.
She hadn’t thought of that.

Bessie, however, broke into a fat
smirk.

“He, he! That's easy!” she giggled.

“What price the old door in the
hborat—or&?“ q

“But that's locked, chump!” Babs
argu

ed. .
‘Maybe!” Bessie
superiorly. “Bat locks have keys, you

know, and jolly clever girls like me
can find keys to it them! As
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of fact, T happen to know that the
coal-cellar key fits the lab door per-
fectly, you know!”

Babs stared.

“You mean, you've tried it?” she
breathed.

“Well—ahem—well, of course! I
—1 dud-don’t mind you knowing now,
but a girl can’t find a treasure in the
old wing if she can't get into the old
wing, can she? I've been there heaps
of times, you know—and I'm none the
wiser | Look here—"

She broke off there as there sounded
a tap on the door again. This time it
was Sophie, one of the maids, who ap-
peared. She smiled uncertainly at the
group.

“Please, Miss Redfern, Miss Bulli-
vant told me she would like to sce you
in her study!”

“Dash! Right-ho, Sophie; be along
at once,” Babs said, and the maid
withdrew. “Mabs, will you nip down
and get the key while I'm away?
Clara, think Janet and Leila would

*Ell
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ike to come into this, too?”
“Betcher !” Clara chuckled.

fetch thein, shall 147

“Right-ho! Bess, you get torches.
Don’t go until I come back, though.”

And Babs, knowing a sense of irrita- a

tion because Miss Bullivant should have
broken in upon her adventure, flew off
at once. he mathematics mistress’
door was ajar when she arrived there,
and inside the room Babs could see
Miss Bullivant and Miss Skinner. Miss
Bullivant, tall, angular, pince-nezed,
and sharp-featured; Mliss 8kinner,
much younger, but far from Fretty.
looking very much a small replica of
her superior, especially as sge also
wore spectacles.

They were both staring at an old
photograph on the wall of the room—a
photograph of the prefects and mis-
tresses of the period when May
Gloucester was captain of Clif House.

Babs tapped on the door.

“No, my dear Miss 8kinner, vou have
not_altered much,” Miss Bullivant was
;aymg. “and ncither—ahem !—have

“Except, Miss Bullivant,
better,” Miss Skinner sim
Miss Bullivant flushed wit leasure.
“1 think you're ever so much better-
looking now than you were then—
ahem | she adde sharply, and
swivelled from the photograph as she
saw Babs" form on the threshold.
“Here is Barbara, Miss Bullivant !”

“Oh, yes! Why didn’t yon knock,
Barbara?” Miss Bullivant said sternly.

* Please, Miss Bullivant, I did.” Babs
returned meekly. “I don’t think you
muéd have heard. Did you wast to see
met”

for the
red, and

mystery
the condemned study. Threat of
expulsion does not deter them.
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“Yes. Barbara. T want to tell yon
that the new history books will be used
in the Fourth Form to-morrow moru-
ing. They are in the cupboard in the
clasz-room. Will you see that they are
ready on the girls’ desks before
lessons "

“Yes, Miss Bullivant,” Babs nodded.
These Form captain’s duties of hers
were many and various.

“That is all, Barbara, thank yvou!”

Out trotted Babs. She reached
Study No. 4, to find her chums rein-
forced by Leila Carroll, the American
girl, and Janet Jordan, Clara’s chum
from Study No. 7. They were all
armed with torches. o

“0.K.,” Babs grinned. “Bull didu't
wanut to slaughter me, or anything.
Got the key, Bess? Thanks!l Now
keep the torches out of sight for good-
ness’ sake, and move warily ! Ready !

They all were, cager and anxious for
the adventure now.

“Right! Then follow me!”

Babs led the way out. In pairs the
chums followed her. Down the corridor
they went, descending the stairs and
branching off towards the laboratorx.
The door of the laboratory—one of the
old and ancient parts of Cliff House—
was unlocked.

“Careful !” breathed Babs. 2

She pushed the door open, taking a
guick look down the long work-table.
Nobody was there.

Aimp:'ery girl in the old, forbidden

the school, a girl whose

wing.
ttr:nge activities intrigue Babs &
Co. Sta

ggering shock comes when

they learn the identity of that girl !
The last person in the world they

would have there! But
breaking rules in and
again, they determine to help the

rl unravel the secret of

“Come on. Last girl close the door,”
she whispered.

Janet Jordan, as last girl, closed the
oor. Keyed up now, they all tramped
along the room to the far wall. Herve
stood one of the great doors which was
a Cliff House pride and joy—a stoutly
made oak door of Gothic pattern,
tightly locked. Into the lock Babs
fitted the key; with an effort turned it.
There was a squeak of rusty hinges.

“Gee, we're in!” Leila joyed. “ Lead
on, Babs!”

Babs flashed her torch as she passed
through the doorway. Owing to the
boardmg—up of most of the windows in
the condemned wing it was dark here—
almost blackly dark.

In front of them ran the long
corridor, its bare boards, which had
onte resounded to the tread of busy
feet, grimed and splintered now, and
which, even in this moment, brought
back a sense of the familiar to Babs.
How long since she had trodden these
boards as May Gloucester's diminutive
fag?

“Wait a minute—danger!” she mut-
tered, and stopped, flashing her torch
at the coiling, from which a great mass
of plaster had fallen, revealing the
broken lathes it had left behind. Even
as she paused, another chunk, about six
inches square, dropped with a soft plop
among the debris at her feet.

“Oh crumbs! I sussay, it—its fuf-
frightfully dangerous!” Bessie

uwivered. “It did that to me yester-

ay. I was almost stut-stunned, you
know I™
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But nobedy was taking notice of

Bessie.

Torch in hand, Babs went on, now
and again flashing the light on study
doors, some still carrying, in faded
letters, the names of their former
prefect owners.  All were locked ; some,
mdeed, clamped.

The captain’s siudy, however, was,

nearly at the end of the corridor. Care-
fully they went on. No sound yet, no
sign of life or any movement, except
now and again a flutter of plaster dust
as the vibrating floor forced some un-
scen hole in wall or ceiling to disgorge
the fine particles within it.

Now Babs could see captain’s study,
fen - yards away. All at once she
stopped. .

“Hush !” she hade.

Tense, electrified, they all bunched
together.

“Wuw-what is
Bessie, ;

Suddenly the door of the old eap-
tain’s study opened. - Out stepped a
fizure. Babs had a vague glimpse of
it before it occurred to her to switch
off her torch—the figure of a young
woman or a tall girl, of height and
build of Miss Charmant, the mistress of
the Fourth. And in the same moment
that she saw the figure, the figure must
have seen her light, for, with a little
cry,. it sped away. Babs flashed on the
torch again. e .

“Come on, after her!” she cried.

She raced forward, thrilling now.
Nao ghost, after all,  But what was. that
girl doing here? Like the wind she
was speeding, making for the stairs at
the end of the old corridor, and the
chums, abandoning all pretence of
secrecy, pelted headlong in  pursuit.
But alas for them ! x ;

A pile of fallen plaster in Babs' path
hrought her to grief with a crash.
I[argl before ‘'she had made contact
with the floor, Clara sprawled over her,
and on top of Clara, Mabel Then
Leila, unable to stop herself, added
herself to the pile, and in a welter of
white dust they all rolled on ihe floor.

“Ow! Wow!”

“ My hat—" ' .

“Hey, that's my hand you're tread-
ing on, Janet!” 5

“Quickly, after her!” Babs ecried.
“She's gone down the stairs! Oh, my
hat! Where's my torch?”

Luckily her hand closed on the torch
even as she said that. In a moment
she was on her feet, only to come a
terrific. purler over Bessie, who had also

that?” stuttered

tripped. - Bessie yelled.

“Help, help! I'm stunned! I'm
dead ! ?‘m_'k:ﬂed 1

“Qh, my bat, shut up!” Clara

asped. “I believe I.can hear someone
in the laboratory !’ b 3
ere was a hush .at that, but a little
too late. The laboratory door. opened
with a crash, and ihrough the darkness
came,a_voice they dreaded.

“W is there 7% |

“The—the Bull !
Jordan. ‘“We're canght!”

Caught they were. No doubt -about
that.- gMim Baullivant's footsteps, accom-
panied by others, could be heard coming
along the passage now. Babs, rising,
flashed a “torch as the mistress ap-
proachad. With her was Miss Skinner.

“Barbara |” Miss Bullivant cried.

“Oh crumbs ! gasped Babs.

“Give me that torch, girl!”  She
flashed the torch inio six dismayed
faces. “I thought you girls understood
that enirance to these dangerous pre-
mises was forbidden 7"

“Well, we—we ‘saw somcone ! Babs
blurted. Wi

“What 1"

“Some—some girl—an oldish girl.

stuttered Janet

She was coming out of the old eaptain’s
study.”

“Nonsense |” Miss Skinner cup in’

sharply. g
“But we all saw her!” expostulated
ara, :
“ Nonsense ! Miss Skinner repeated;

and Babs wondered even: in that
moment at the sharply alarmed agita-
tion which betrayed itself in _her
features, “Absurd! Ridiculous! How

}:ou!(‘lwa strange girl obtain entrance
1ere ? ‘

“Well, we .j-jolly well saw her!”
Bessie glowered.

“Barbara, you are sure $” Miss Bulli-
vant asked,

“Quite sure, Miss Bullivant.”

“It is merely a fabrication to cover
up their delinquencies,” Miss Skinner
declared; and the chums glared, an-
noyed at having their story disputed,
hotly resentful that a woman who had
no authority in the school should dare
to_dictate as if she were the head-
mistress herself. “1 suggest it is
false.”

Miss Bullivant gazed at her. -

“Thank you, Miss Skinner, but I am
capable of handling this,” she said
stiffly. “ Barbara, you assert this is
true ¥

“Yes, Miss Bullivant.”

“Then,” Miss Bullivant decided, “ we
will first investigate the story. Let us
go to the old captain’s study.”

“PBut——" Mis=s Skinner objected.

“Let us go,” Miss Bullivant repeated
rather snappily.

And she strede ahead, while the
chums, with sickly glances at each
other, followed her; and Miss Skinner,
biting her lips, fell behind.

The door of the old captiin’s study
was opened when they reached it.
Babs, behind Miss Bullivant, curiously
peered in. It was the very first time
she had scen that study since the old
wing’s condemmnation; she suffered a
little sense of shock.

Here and there the wallpaper had
peeled off. “ Three or four grimy
windows were smashed, or boarded up.
A great section of the plaster-of-paris
moulding on the ceiling had fallen,
Torn books and papers littered the

oor.

Miss Bullivant frowned.

“Well, there is certainly no one here
now,” she observed. “Nor does it
seem Eossible to judge whether the
room has been used. Let us take a
look at the stairs.”’ '

They took a look at the stairs. They
even climbed them on to the next floor,
given up to other ancient studies and
barred-up cupbodrds:” But of the mys-
terious fugitive they found no trace.
Miss Bullivant’s face hardendd a, little.

“Either,” she gave her verdict, “you
imagined. what you saw, Barbara—"

“Which,” Miss Skinner. quickly put
in, “is most obviously the case—=""

“But_all of us couldn’t be wrong!”
Clara hotly protested.

“Either that, or your story is merely
to excuse your presence in this. for-
bidden" wing,” iss Bullivant con-
tinued. “I shall report each of you to
Miss Primrose; and, in the meantime,
just to keep you out of further mischief,
you will each go to your study and
write one hundred times ‘I must not
trespass again in the condemned wing.”
Barbara, take this torch of yours.”

Babs took the torch. - Quickly she
nodded to her chums. Again’ she led
the way—this time in reircat. But as
she passed through the laboratory door
she pulled out the key. That, ghe con-
sidered, - would serve a wuseful purpese
on a future occasion,

I'or by no means had Babs & Co.
seen this thing through.
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A Girl from the Past!

113 LOW [” ~ exclaimed
Barbara Redfern

3 disgustedly, .and
put down her

pen, rubbing her aching

wrist, and glanced across
the table of Study No. 4
at Mabel Lynn. “Have a
breather, Mabs,”” 3

Mabs, like Babs, was engaged in
writing the lines with which Miss Bul-’
livant had burdened them, By no
means averse to that suggestion, she
put down her pen and lolled back in
her chair, §

“Funny,” Babs said thoughtfully.

AMabs grunted.

“If you mean these blessed lines—"

“1 don't mean the lines—no, 1 was
thinking, though, as I was writing, of
Miss Skinner. Notice, Mabs, how
startled she was at the suggestion that
there might have been somcone in ihe
old wingi”

Mabs stared.

“You think that?”’

“Well, don’t you?” .

“Dunno,” Mabs confessed, “T just
thought she was being bossy. " But—
Hey I Mabs exclaimed, staring at the
vacant seat at the table, “Where's old
chuckle-chump got to?”

“Chuckle-chump *’ was one of the
many endearing nicknames fatuous
Bessie Bunter had earned for herseif.

Babs frowned. Like {hemsclves,
Bessie had sat down to her lines; but,
unlike themselves, Bessie had departed
ten minutes after starting, and had not
vet returned. On the table her impos
paper remained, but the merest glance
at that showed that Bessie had not even
written a single line. But she had
written something else—or, raiher;
drawn something else. Im some puezle-
ment, Babs picked up the sheet.

“Oh, great golliwogs!” she breathed.
“2Mabs, look at that!* !

Mabs_took the sheet, then her eycs
widened. : '

On that sheet was a rather weird and
uncertain-looking diagram—a thing of
straggly lines and little squares. Two
parallel lines—one smudged—had becn
labelled by Bessie “Passidge.” Each
of the Iittle squarcs was labelled
“Siudy,” except one, which had been
honoured with the fuller description of
“0ld Captin's Study.” In the middle
of that square was a small circle,
underneath which Bessie had written
“Tressure buried  here?”—that an-
nouncement being followed by a mark

of interrogation.

Aabs grinned a liitle. ..

¥Seems to have that treasure on her
mind,” she said. * Babs, is—is tha§
where she's Eone, do you t—'f).ink?”

“I don’t think—I'm sure,”” Babs zaid,
and looked worried. i

Better than any girl in CLff House
did Babs know the working of Bessie
Bunter’s muddled mind, and it was
obvious now that her presumed treasure
of the*old wing was the thing which

was preying upon it. :
BaLs didn’t  believe in Bessie's
ireasure; neither did Mabs. Most of

Bessie's pet ideas, though taken with
cnormons seriousness by Bessie herself,
cnded in a laugh, and usually the two
chums were content to leave her to
them.

Babs rose. ;

“Come on,” she said.-- “We've gof
to get the old duffer out of thie. Bup-
posing she’s cavfght. there againl And
ten to one the Bull will be asking for
iheso lines before tea, If Bess hasn’t
done them—well, she’ll.catch it .In
,” Babs added, her eyes glim-

any case
mering, “I'm pretty keen to bave
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another Yook round the haumied wing
myself. Mabs, what about that girl we
saw darting out of the old captain's
study? Where did she get to?”

Mabs whistled.

“You think we might see her?”

“Dunno. But if she didn't get out
of the old wing, she's still in it. And
if she's in it, and old duffer Bess is
blundering about, goodness knows what
might not happen! Come on!”

Mabs nodded, all serious alertness
now.  In rather anxious haste they
passed out of the study, and, reaching
the door in the laboratory, tried the
handle. The door itself was open, as
no key had yet been found to fit it, but
on it was pinned a new notice, in the
precise handwriting of Miss Primrose,
Cliff House’s headmistress:

“This door must remain closed.
Unauthorised visits to the old wing will
be heavily punished.”

Babs pulled a face as she regarded
it. But she did not hesitate. Grip-
ping the handle, she pushed the door
open, and closed it again as soon as
shie and Mabs were on the other side.
For a moment they stood in dark-
ness faintly streaked with grey, blink-
ing their eyes to accustom themselves
to the sudden change of light.
_“Now,” Babs whispered, * where is
.‘,r:“f-,

The question was answered almost
as soon as it had left her lips.

For along the corridor, from the
direction of the old captain’s study,
came a sudden splintering sound, fol-
lowed by a heavy bump and a breath-
less voice.

“Oh crumbs !”

“That's Bess!” Babs breathed.
“Sounds as if she's tearing up floor-
boards.”

Flashing her torch, she hurried
along picking her way over the
debris. In a very few seconds she
had reached the old captain's study,
from which now a glow of light shone
across the floor. True enough, Bessie
was there.

The plump duffer, very puffed, was
kneeling on the floor, peering into a
hole made by the wrenching up of a
floorboard. Into the hole Bessie was
shining her torch. She gave a jump
when she saw Babs and Mabs.

“ Bessie, you chump!” Babs cried.

“ Bessie, you duffer!”

Bessie sheepighly rose.

“Oh, really! {mHook here—"

“What the dickens do you think
you're doing here?” Babs demanded.

“QOh, really, Babs! I—I'm lul-look-
ing for my treasure, you know!”

“And what,” Babs countered, “do
vou think the Bull will be looking for
when she finds you haven't done your
lines, ninny? Come on—out of this!”

“But 1 here, supposing that other
cat finds it?” Bessie cried.

“What other cat?”

“Well, the gig-ghost, you know—I
mean, the girll If you ask me,”
Bessie said seriously, “that girl's after
my treasure, and that's why she was
here. Well, I've just got to find i
first, you know, Look here, you help.”
;hc;fmlded eagerly. “Then I'll give you
nalf 1™

]]?abs grinned a little in spite of her-
e

“And how,” she wanted to know.
“do you know there's treasure here?”

“ Because,” Bessie triumphantly an-
nounced, “I've worked it out, you
know. It takes a jolly clever girl like
me, with a brain like—like—"

“Mud?” Mabs suggested.

- “Oh, really, Mabs! With a brain
like—like an electric dynamo,” Bessie

said impressively. “I read about ii
in.one of the old books in the school
library—about a miser who used to
live here, you know. He wrote in his
diary that he'd hidden the treasure
under the floor of his room, and it
said, as plainly as anything, you know,
that the room was in the old wing.
And so”—but here Bessie broke off
with a sudden blink of alarm. “Oh
crumbs, what's that?” she quavered.

Babs and Mabs tensed. Distinctly,
along the corridor, came a sound. It
was the scund of a stumbling step.

“Caught !” groaned Mabs.

“Hush !” Babs hissed. “That’s not
a mistress. Too cautious!”

She froze, tensely listening. Nearer,
nearer came the footsteps, heading it
seemed, for this very room. Almost
huntedly, her eyes swept round the
room, and then she gave a little gasp.
In one corner, its door yawning wide
as it swivelled on a broken hinge, was
the old study cupboard.

“She’s coming here !” she whispered.
“Get behind the door—there's just a
chance she won't see! Bess, put that
torch out, you idiot!™

But Bessie, for once acting with com-
mendable presence of mind, had
already extinguished the torch. Swiftly,
the chums moved to their hide-out
position.

Outside, the footsteps stopped. They
saw the Eiercing beam of a torch
sweeping the floor. Then they all held
their breaths as the stranger stepped
into the condemned study.

And as they saw her they all thrilled.

For, dim and fleeting as their first
glimpse of this girl had been, they
recognised her instantly.

She was the mysterious fugitive of the
old captain’s study.

At the sight of the hole Bessie had

made the girl had paused. She was
staring at 1it. Then she bent down.
Who was the girl? What had
brought her here again?
Intently, eagerly, the girl stared.
;I‘hc:ll‘ suddenly she plunged down her
hand.

And from Bessie, fearful for the pre-

“(COME on !’ Babs panted.

By Hilda Richards 3

sumed treasure of which she had, as
vet, found no trace, there went up an
involuntary cry.

“Here, dud-don't
treasure, vou thief!”

“ Bessie !” Babs hissed.

But the cat was out of the bag then.
As if she had been shot, the girl spun
round. For a moment Babs caught a
full glimpse of a white, strained, be-
spectacled face, of glistening brown
hair, practically completely covered
with a close-fitting, turban-type hat.

With a gasp, she was on her feet:
with one H‘ig tened look towards the
cupboard, she was starting for the door.

But quickly as the girl moved, Babs
moved quicker, and, sceing that she was
nearest the door, she reached it first.
The girl drew up, panting.

“Please—let me go!” she cried, and
Babs wondered for a moment where
she had heard that voice. It was
vaguely familiar.

“Who are you?” she asked bluntly.
“What are you doing here?”

“Yes, rather, vou know! 'That
treasure’s mine!” Bessie indignantly
said, emerging from “behind the cup-
board door with Mabs. *“And if you
jolly well touch it, "I sha!ll tell the
police, or—or something!” she added
\'a’%uel_\'. “That’s my hole!”

he girl did not seem to understand
Her face was white and desperate,
though it was in shadow now, and could
not clearly be seen. A tall girl, she
was—taller than Dulcia Fairbrother—
and, Babs judged, about twenty-two or
twenty-three.

“Please,” she said again—ever so
quietly, but with almost fierce firm-
ness, “I must go!”

And she caught Babs before that girl
realised what had happened. Too late,
Babs threw her back. With a twirl, the
stranger had pushed her to one side and
had shot into the corridor.

And then, amazingly, she stopped
short, tensed, and suddenly leapt back.

“0Oh, great goodness !  Quick—close
that door!” ghe oried frantically.

“ But—" .

“Quickly,” the girl eried—* quickly !”
And then, as Babs hesitated, she closed

you touch my

R .
T e .

ey

e
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‘“ She went this way ! '’ And she and

Mabs hustled the mistress along, while in the background, Bessie
Bunter started to ventriloquise. Come what may, they had to bluff Miss
Skinner away from the condemned study.
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it lerself, and, dragging a key from
her pocket, locked it. “ Miss Skinner !”
she breathed, *She’s coming along the
passage! Barbara, she musin't see me
—sho mustn’t I*

Babs almost recled. Mabs gasped.
Even Bessie gtared. Who was this girl,
who knew Miss Skinner, CLiff House's
very newest arrival, who knew Babs
by her Christian name? Babs stared,
suddenly aware of a strange, uncanny
stirring, feeling somehow she was in
a world -of unreality. This girl—she
knew her!

“Who—who are you?” she stuttered.

The girl paused, gulping. Abruptly
sho shone her torch full on her own
face, and put a hand to her hat. Off
came the hat, revealing a billowing
mass of brown curls. ff came the
spectacles, revealing a pair of large,
violet-blue eyes. Babs almost shouted.
For, despite the haggard lines, the
older looE, she knew this girl then.

. Ma} 1)) - =

May Gloucester, her old heroine,
who had once been captain of Chff
House, it was|

——

Sticky for Miss Skinner!

[{1 HUSH, lease !

Not so loud!”

May  Gloucester

whispered  anxi-

ously,  “Miss Skinner's

in the corridor. ~ I saw

her come through the

door at the other end.

Barbara, you—you recognise me
now " -

“May !” Babs breathed faintly.

“ And—and, Babs, you—jyou
trust me?”

“May, I never knew—but what—"

“Pabs, listen, please! Don’t ask
questions!” May said urgently.. “I
want your help.” I want it more badly
now than I ever wanted anything
before! Babs, will you help mel”

A glow came into Babs’ checks.

“May, of course!”

“Babs, you—you

still

know I wouldn’t
do anything rotten.” The ex-captain’s
voice broke a little. “You may have
heard—or will hear—something about
me, but please, please, don’t believe
it! I’ve got something to do here.
Something big, Babs—something
which means everything to me—
everything]!  I—I loathe to remind
vou of it, but I did what I could for
yon in the past.” i

“I know, May,” Babs said steadily,
“and now it's my turn. Tell me what
vou want me to do now."

“Just,” May said, “get Miss
Skinner away. Babs, she mustn't see
me—she mustn’t! Get her away, and
leave me here. I've got a way out.
H——"  And then she paused, one
hand involuntarily geing to her chest
“':I there camo a_rap at the door out-
Elde. e

Babs took a griE on herself, She
felt shaken still. But she knew her
cue now. She had promised May she
would stand by her, and she would
stand by her.

And Mabs, although she had had no
experience of May, felt what was
going on in her cimm’s mind, and
nodded grimly. And so,” for that
matter, did Bessie. Babs fights were
always their fights. :

- Now the first task was fo get rid of
Miss Skinner.

Not easy that; but, as always, in
moments of erisis, Babs' brain was
working swiftly.  She stepped for-
ward, turning back. the key, at the
same time nodding frantically to May
to step behind the cupboard door.

EE

And as Miss Skinner's voice, raised
in rather a piercing trcble; dem

“Who is there?” Bibs threw the door

open. . :
- 0Oh," Miss Skinner, did

her?” she asked excitedly. .
“Her?*” Miss~ Skinner looked

amazed. i 3

you ‘see

“Barbara—" ; .
“We thought we saw her’come in
here, but she must have dodged us!™
Babs cried. “Mabs, come on! - Sha
must be in one of the other rooms!
Miss Skinner, hurry!” Raxes
“But —but ——"  Miss  Skinner
gasped. .
“Quickly, otherwise she'll get
away |” Babs cried anxiously: 7 .~
And in the apparent urgency of hér
excitement, she pushed the mistress,
stepping into the e¢orridor with her,
Miss Skinner, amazed and confused,
ave back, wondering for a moment
if she was on her head or her heels,
Even that tiny pause gave Babs a
chance which she was not slow to: use.
Quickly she jerked her head at Béssie.
“Ventriloquise I” she hissed, hoping
almost in agony her fat chum ‘would
understand. | . .
And Bessie, for once, understood in-
stantly what Babs wanted, and Babs
herself set the ball rolling by fugging
at Miss Skinner's sleave, - and ,ﬁmk-
ing her, off along the corridor. abs

took her othér  arm. Miss Skinner
gasped. : A K .
“Barbara, really! T _insist ion
searching ~ that room! I "heard a
voice—"’ e T e
“Come on!” Baba panted. - “She
went this way! Wait a minute |” che
cried, “and frantically. signalled “to
Bessie with her eyes. “Did you hear
anything ?” : ~
“Indeed I did not! Goodness!i”
Miss Skinner_ cried, with a tjump.
For from the other end of the cor-

ridor, near the laboratory door, came
a low moan.

“Come on!” Mabs shouted. “She's
that way! Miss Skinner, hurry!”

Miss Skinner’s face became keen.
Deceived by that voice which, had she
only known it, was the result of
Bessie’s really  superb ventriloquial
powers, she no longer argued or hesi-
tated. Eagerly she plunged on,

In a body the mistress and the three
Fourth Formers tore along the pas-

sage. Near the laboratory, outside
one of the ancient studies, Babs
pausted.

“The voice came from here!” she
breathed.

“Open the door!” DMiss Skinner
cried.

Babs caught the handle and turned,
Shg guessed the door &aa locked, but
she also guessed that the lock .was so
old and rotten that it would snap at
the first onslaught. The fierco push
she gave at the door proved that
theory. It swung in with a harsh
creaking.

*“Shine the torch!” Miss Skinner
quivered, stumbling into the blackness
of the room. ;

“I—I can’t; I've dropped it!”
Babs said. “It’s on the  floor some-
where! Mabs, guard the door! Miss
Skinner, see if you can find it !” .

But Miss Skinner was already
frantically groping in the dark. She
gave a sudden, ringing cry.

“QOh, goodness, I have put my hand
in some wet, sticky stuffi{? .~

“Ha, ha, ha " 4

“Barbara, how dare——" g

“] mean, I—I'm sorry!” Babs

“My hat! The girl's got
She’s dodged through the
!  What—  Oh dear, whai's
that 2" she eried, as there'was a héavy
bump in the darkness. = '
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“I—I don't kmow!” came
Skinner's breathless wail. “But T
have now slipped in the sticky stuff!
Oh dear, 1 fear I am in a terrible
mess |? :

Babs gurgled. She sfooped, picking
uP the torch, upon which she had
placed her foot.  The gurgle almost
became a yell of mirth as she shone it
upon the luckless Miss Skinner, now
bewilderedly sitting in the middle of
the floor, in a pitifal plight indeed.

The sticky stuff to which she re-
ferred was a pile of wet plaster-dust,
which had fallen from the eeiling and
on which she had sat.

Some leaky water cistern above tho
room had gradually drained inio the
room. The whole floor was wet amd
sticky, but wettest and stickiest whera
the unha]ppg Miss Skinner now saf.
It was all the chums could do to stifle
their mirth. =

“Oh, Miss Skinner—"

“ Pleasc—please  help .me!” Miss
Skinner cried. “Whero's tho girl "

“She's got away!” DBabs said
owlishly., ;

Miss Skinner gasped. But her in-
terest in the fugitive was forgotten in
the misery of her own situation. She
struggled up and lim to the
laboratery door, the chums following.

“First, I must clean ‘myself,” she
said dismally. “Afterwards T——"
And then she stopped as Miss Bulli-
vant appeared through the far door.
That mistress had been passing the
laboratory when she had heard the
commotion.

“Miss Skinner!” DMiss Bullivant
cried, in_a quivering, scandalised
voice. “What—what have you been
doing to yourself? And what, pray,
are you girls dolng again in these for-
bidden precincts?” she added angrily.

Babs threw a hopeless look at Mabs,

“ Pip-please, Miss Bullivant, we came
to look for something we had lost.”

“Indeed? And what, pray, had yon
lost 7" ;

“Well, someihing rather valuable,”
Babs said. ‘““At least, valuable to us.
You sece,” she explained gravely, “we
lost our ninny 1" -

“©h, my hat!” Mabs breathed; and
despite the seriousness of the occasion,
almost doubled up.

“You lost your what?” Miss Bulli-
vant asked incredulously.

“Our ninny, please, Miss Bullivant,”
Babs answered seriously.

“Oh!” Miss Bullivant stared at her.
Miss Bullivant had never heard of a
ninny before, and never for a moment
guessed that word applied to Bessio
Bunter. But there were many things
Miss Bullivant did not know, and Miss
Bullivant, aware of her ignorance of
schoolgirl slang, passed. over this one
now.

“Well, I sinzerely hope,” she
answered stiffly, “you have found your
—er—ninny. In any case, you had no
right to return to these dangerous
premises without permission, and you
will each take a further fifty lines!
Miss Skinner, perhaps you had better
explain in my study how you have got
in that state. Now, Barbara, Mabel,
Bessie—go and do those lines at onee !
And if,” she warned threateningly,
“one of you dares to leave your study
until they are done, I will take that
girl to the headmistress1t”

Babs looked at Mabs, desperately
trying to keep her face straight. She
looked &t Bessie, who twas portraying
owlish ~ bewilderment. ' Very glad
indeed they all were to obey that
threat, and standing mnot wupon the
order of their ?'o‘mg, went “at once,
Not, indeed, until they were in Study
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No. 4 did they s
was Bessie who

ak again. Then it
roke the silence.

“I say, we got out of that all right,
didu’'t we?” she said, with a pleas(-(l
chuckle. “And—he, he, he! Didn't
Miss blcmnet look a fright? But I say,
Babs

“Say on, Bessie, sweet thing ! Babs
said screnely.

“What did you mean about going
back into the condemned study to look
for a niony? What ninny ?”

Mabs chuckled. Then cuddenl\ she
caught Bessie by the shoulder, swivel-
ling her round so that she faced the
mirror.

“See that?” she asked. “There's
the answer, old thing!”

And Babs and Mabs
ringing peal of laughter.

Bessie glowered.

“You sus-sillies!” she glowered.
j-jolly well think——"
“Forget it, Bess!
Babs chuckled. She was suddenly
serious.  “Girls,” she said slowly,
“there’s something we've got to dis-
cuss—this amazing business about May

Gloucester 1"

burst into a

Only our fun!™

A Little Too Sweet!

ﬁ'\)“ Y only giddy
aunt, what =a
scoop!" Clara
q evlyn
ch uel:led “Why the
dickens didn’t you let me
into it? I'd love to have
secen the Skinner bird
lm-kmg hLe a paper- Ium er!"”
“Gee, and so would % I guess!”

Leila Carroll rgled. “Sure must
have been a sight for agell eves! But,
Babs, seriously, it was May Gloucester
you saw "

“No doubt about that,” Babs said.

“8till look the same?” Clara asked
eagerly. 3

“Well, yes—with her glasses off.
Older, of course,” Babs said, “and
looking pretty worried, too. But, of
course, yoli _were in the Second Form
at the tmle I was, Clara, and you knew

er

“TI'll say! One of the greatest
skippers Clif House ever had!” Clara
said enthusiastically. “The only time
I've ever felt like pulling your hair
was the day you told me that she'd
made you her fag! Remember the
hundred and ten not-out she made at
cricket against Kenmarsh ?"”

“Yes, ratherl And remember,”
Babs said, “when she scored a hat
trick in each half of the hockey match
against Courtfield Grammar?”

“And remember how she saved that
girl —what was her name? — Dolly
Hamish—from getting the sack?”

“And will you please remembcr.
Janet Jordan severely cut in, “that
this isn’t a society for the admiration
of May Gloucester, ripping =L1mwr
though she might have ']

»

been ! !
laLo all that for granted, if you don t
mind! Seeing that Babs has let us in
for standing by her, it's ways and
means of carrymg out that object we've
got to discuss 1"

Babs flushed a little. Tomboy Clara
grinned sheepishly. In their enthusi-
asm for their old-time captain, it is
to be feared those two had forgotten
that to the rest of the company May
Gloucester was an utter stranger.

It was after tea now, the AR.P.
blinds were drawn, and the light in
Study No. 4 was on. Miss Bullivant's
lines were nearly complete, and in the
Iull of grindiug at those lines the chums
were holding a little informal meeting.

I 3/6.

Great had been the glee and the
laughing jubilation over the defeat of
Miss Skinner, though Bessie, of course,
had claimed all the credit. And Bessie
oE all of them, though supporting Babs

& Co., was the only one still inclined
to be a little suspicious.

“You fnow, I'm jolly sure she was
after my treasure!” she said. “The
way she looked into that hole! And if

T SRS RS B
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she wasn’t after my treasure, what was
she after?”

“Well, yes, what?” Janct Jordan
wanted to know.

But Babs, of course did not know.

“Something—of course!” she sald
rnguelv “But that's her business, isn't
it? There's a lot I don’t understand.
F'rinstance, why didn't she want to
meet Miss Skinner? They knew each
other well enough in the old days.”

“And what was old Skinnygogs
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doing, snoopiug !‘Ouﬂd. anyway ?
Mabs asked keenly. “She lad no
more right to be in the forbidden w ing
than we hadi{”

“Sure, that's a point,”

* Leila Carroll

nodded. “She—— Hallo, Babs, some-
body at the door!” she added, as o tap
came.

“The Bull, I expect,” Babs muttered.
“ Quickly, pretend we re finishing lines.
Yes, come in, please!

The door opened. But it was not
Miss Bullivant who accepted that invi-
tation. It was Aliss Skinner, washed
and changed. She blinked at Babs,
Mabs, and Bessie feverishly seribbling
lines; she looked hard at Clara, Leila,
and Janet. Rather uncertainly, she
smiled.

“Oh, Barbara, can you spare me a
few minutes—in my room? I—I'd
rather like to have a word with you!”

“But I've got to finish these lines,
Miss Skinner! Miss Bullivant said we
weren't to leave the study until they
were done !

“Oh!” Miss Skinner said, and
paused. “Well, don't worry, Barbara;
that will be all right. I'll explain to
Miss Bullivant. © Will you come now,

please?”

Babs rose, mtrigued, curious. Cer-
tainly Miss Skinner seemed very
anxious—very friendly, too. With a
swift grimace at her chums, she

followed the mistress out. Once in her
room, Miss Skinner smiled again.

“Sit down, Barbara, please!” "she
said. “Have a chocolate, will you?
Or there is some fruit here if you
prefer it. Do please help vourseli!
You know, I have been longing for a
little talk with you. You are one of
the few girls I remember most during
the time I was a mistress here !

“Yes, Miss Skinner,’ Babs said
meekly, helping herself to a chocolate.
“These are nice!"

“I've bought them specially—
And Ih(-n Miss Skinner ;-nllul herself
up. *“Yes, they are, aren't they? Do
have another one, Barbara—or porhapa
one of these ap;-lc= Well, as T was
saying—dear me, what was I saying?—
oh, about the ruins—"

Babs looked up, on her guard at
once. What was coming?

“You know, Barbara. they are
frightfully dnnfnrr»us and it would be
dreadful, wouldn’t ii, if you were
caught in those old buildings w hon
there was a collapse, or something ?”

“Hallo,” Babs thought, *“she's trying
to warn me off I Aloud, she agreed:

“Frightfully dreadful, Miss Skinner 1"

“So please, Barbara, do try (o keep
away from theni,” Miss Skinner said
breathlessly. * Apart from the danger,
I should hate to sce you get into fresh
trouble. And—and thiere's also the girl.
Barbara, you are surc you saw a girl in
the rains this afternoon 7™

“Oh, yes, Miss Skinuer!”

“What was she like:™

Babs knew a sense of iinglin

»

g excite-

ment. Miss Skinner was (rying to pump
her!
“Well, of course, if was so dark 1

' she said, speak-
“ But—but

“ Nothing. rx(‘(‘pt " Miss Skinner
eaid severely, “that the girl is a tres-
passer.  Was she tall?

“Well, tallish,” admitted Babs.

“H'm! Well, how was she dressed ?”

Deeper and keerer became Babs'
sense of intrigue. Miss Skinner seemed
most anxious about that figure.

“Well, as I didu't se her face
clearly,. I could hardly be expected to
notice her clothes, could 1% she asked
vaguely. “I think she was dressed in

didn’t see her clearly,’
ing with perfect truth.
why—"
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darkish clothes, though.  I'm afraid,”
Bahs added hasiily, “I couldn’t tell
you anything more about her.”

Miss Skinner sighed. It sounded like
a sigh of vexation.

“1 sce. Of—of course not,” she said.
“Well, thank you for what you have
told me, Barbara.”

I may go nowi” Babs

““Yes, of course.”

Babs went, puzzled and intrigued.
Miss S8kinner was obviously upset by the

resence of an unknown stranger in the

aunted wing, but not for one minute
did Babs belicve that that upset was
cansed by her concern for the school.
Thoughtfully she strolled off to return
to her chums, only to mcet Sophie, the
maid.
“Miss Redfern, Miss Primrose wants
to see you,” Sophie announced.

Babs retraced bLer steps. She went,
instead, io Miss Primrose’s study. That
elderly lady was looking very severe.

“] have sent for you, Barbara, be-
cause Miss Bullivant has reported that,
l'g :p::lo of my nqucf:, you have been in
the old wing again.”

Babs flushed.

“J—I'm sorry, Miss Primrose. I—I
told Miss Bullivant why. We went back
to Jook for—for something.”

“1 am aware of that,” Miss Primrose
said, “I am also aware that Miss
Bullivant has punished you. But I do
feel, Barbara, that another personal
warning from me is necessary. If the
wing was in a decent state of repair
thero would be no objection whatever
to your using it. But the wing is not.
The wing, in fact, is in a highly
dangerous condition. You must under-
stand that.” i

. “Y-yes, Miss Primrose.”

“So please,” Miss Primrose said, “do
not use it again. If I find you doing so
I shall punish you with the utmost
severity. You may go.”

Babs went, cars tingling, for a
moment hrought up against sober
realitics. What Primmy said was true,
of course. X

And yet—— Babs stiffened. There
was May. May obviously needed help.
Babs was ready to give that help. But
it was only right, of course, t her
chums should be warned.

And as soon as the reached Study
No. 4 again the first thing she told them
was Primmy’s warning, adding :

= Primm}l right, of course; the place
is rous, the other h I'm
going to help May all I can. But that’s
uot your i of course, and so if
yon iids-tl.nt to out—""

“Leaving you to handle it, I guess?”
Leila asked doubtfully.

“Well, Clara and myself. After all,
wo were friends of May—"

“Rats!"” broke in Mabs warmly, loyal
as ever to Babs. “I'm in this, tool
There's a risk, of course, but we've
taken risks before, haven’t we? Count
me in 17

Aud there was a chorus of agreement
from the others, They were standing
by Babs.

“In the meantime,” Mabs said,
“what about the Skinner-bird? What
did she want to see you about, Babs1”
__**Just fishing,” Babs said. *Blessed
if I can make her out, you know !”

And she told them, very briefly, what
had taken llqlaca in Guest Room No. 1
and what Miss Skinner had said. There
was a gentle shaking of heads, however,
as they tried to sort it out.

“Two things are plain,” Babs said.
“One is, that Miss Skinner's scared of
n3 going into the ruins. The second
thing is, that she’s more than a bit un-
casy about the girl in the ruins., Apart
from that,” Bahs added, *“‘the only

thing we've got to go on is the {right
which got hold of ﬁay when she saw
Miss Skinner in the ruine.”

“Sure sound like a Chinecse
puzzle,” Leila opined.

Chinese puzzle it certainly was—at the
present.  As Babs said, the only girl

who could give them any ible sort
of clue was May Gloucester herself.
Certainly

But where was May now?
not in the mianvious]y she would
haveo bolted after that scare with Miss
Skinner,

“She may try to get in touch with us,”
?ab.! ;;.id. “3 remell:ber, lwblen I was her
ag, May used to leave little messages
about things pinned to the cuphoard.
She might think again of that system

and leave a message to-morrow. Any- f,

way, we'll go and see.”
“To-morrow " Clara questioned.
“To-morrow morning before rising
bell,” Babs said.
And with that the meeiing broke up.

Bessie Steals 2 March!

““ LL here?” Babs
Bessi “thwgh;

essie,
She got up with
the rest of us. In fact, she
was first up. Some miracle,

that I

It was next morning—very carly next
morning, as a matter of fact—and the
chums, bound once again for the for-
l{idden wing, had congregated in Study
No. 4.

But of Bessie, who had left the
dormitory first, thero was no sign.

“She did say something about going
to the library,” Clara said—"said
something about an old book she
wanted. Still keen on her old trcasuro
stunt,” she chuckled. “Apyway, never
mind old Fattikins—let's gol”

Babs nodded. Perhaps she felt
rather relieved that Bessio was not
there; on trips like these Bessio was
always rather meoro inclined to prove
herself a liability than an asset
n“Eml 1 she asked. “Good-ie!

ight I

off they went, thrillin
But alas! there were unseen cles
in store. Approaching the laboratory,
they halted, owing to the fact that
Piper, the porter, and a servant, were
engaged upon their early morning
clearing-up in that apartment. Rather
hastily, they retired to the store-room
just near.

And it was a iull half an Lour before
they found thcmselves free, at last, to

they still had plenty of
to be sure, there was

Tho wmis-
up, and the

now.

progress,
Fortunntelr,
time, though,
slightly more risk now.
tresses would be gettin \
prefects, and in an hour’s time the
school would be swarming with life.
Quickly Babs led the way to the
laboratory door. She opened it.
Then they all stood and listened.
There was no scund in the forbidden

She led the waiyi forward, glancing
round her just a littlo api ively,
her mind now sharply alert to Miss
Primrose’s warning. Certainly, the old
wing was in a dangerous condition, and
cortainly it was no place in whieh to
spend any more time than necessary.

“Phew! Talk about being as safe
as houses!” Clara muttered. -“This
one looks—— Hallo I she added, dodg-
ing nimbly as there came a crack above
her, and a rain of white plaster rushed
down. “Phew, get on!”

They got on, a hittle. more hurriedly.
Nearing the old captein’s study, Babs
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paused again. Here, as in several other
places along the corridor, the floor was
thinly covered in & new fall of white
powder from the cciling, and plainly
visible in that fall were two sets oi
footprints, both fresh, and both lead-
ing to and from the door.

“Whea! Wait a minute!® Babs
breathed.

She stared at the prints—two eom-
pletd and different sets. One was a
small, shapely foot—how well ghe
remembered the small, beautiful feet of
May Gloucester—the other waa longer
and flatter in the sole, like the feect
of—of—well, who? Babs, an admirer
of shapely f’eet, unconsciously stored up
in her mind a mental picture of people’s
cet, and now it came home to her with
a rush—why, yes, these prints might
have belonged to Miss Skinner her-
self! If so, she must have been here
reeently,. Why?

She pomtud’ out that fact to her
chums. They all looked exciied, bLut
rather flabbergasted.

“And that means,” Babs said, “that
she is jolly well interested in this wing
on_her own_account. That means, in
spite of Primmy’s orders, she's doing
a bit of encoping around, too. Tlali
a ticklet, we'll make sure! Mabs, have
you ’got your folding pocket scissors on
you ¥*

“Yes; but—"

“Hand ’em over, please!”

Mabs fished for the scissors. While
5];o_dnl s0, Bnl.-sfdmwhs folded picce
of impot paper from her gocke: and
smoothed 1]: out. As her golden-haired
chum handed her the scissors, she
stooped down, and, carcfully tracing
the print on to the paper, cut it out.

“Just as well to make sure of things,”
she said. *“Thanks for the scissors. As
soon as we can, we'll check up ihis
print with Miss Skinner's gwn shoe.
Now for the old study.”

Towards the condemned stady c<he
groped her way. Though light shone
through the cracked broken
windows, it showed up a drearily drab
apartment in the s and Bessic
Bunter’s treasure-hole was half-6lled

with litter. Babs moved towards the
cupboard door.
Knd her cyes gleamed. For, surely

enough, as in the old days, a note was
pinned to that door.
“It's here!” sho cried.
“Oh goodie! Let’s read ii!” Mabs
i

cried.

They gathcred round as Babs un-
pi.nnej the mnpote and breathlessly
smoothed it out. It was printed in
careful black capitals, and contained
no signature. What it said was:

“I hope you will remember the old
days and find this. Meantime, ¥ can-
not tell you how grateful I any for what
you did for me, and should like to have
a talk with you. Perhaps you counid
help me further. If it is possible,
could yon mect me here to-night, about
10.307  If not, don’t worry! And for
goodness’ saks don’t risk any sort of
trouble for wy sake!”

They looked at cach other.

“Well, are we coming 7" Babs asked.

“You bet!” said Tomboy Clara
firmly. “Now, let’s get back before
wao're collared !”

“ And, meantime,” Babs said, “Jdon’t
forget Miss Skinner's shoe-print.”

They got back, fortunately without
incident. Rising-bell was rm‘in% in
the school then, and the chums, feel-
ing they reallf bad achieved something,
enthusiastically accepted Bahs® invita-
tion to a pre-breakfast cup of chocolate
and biseuits in Study No. 4. But ss
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Babs pushed the door open, she stood
still in astonishment.

“ Bessie !” she cried.

Bessia was there, and she was behnv-
ing as strangely as ever Babs had secn
Ler behave. In Bessie’s hand was a
forked twig; on the table, an ancient
book. In the middle of the earpet were
threo pennios, and, eyes closed, twig
in hand, Bessio was approaching those
coins with the tautened intent of tho
hunter about to close with his prer.

Babs stared,

“ Bessie, you idiot!”

Tlessie jumped round.

“0Oh, really, Babs— 5

“What's the giddy idea?” Clara
demanded.  “This a new game?”’

Bessie glared.

“Now you've broken the spell!” sha

1]

declared. “It’s not a game, so there,
Anyway, go away! This is jolly im-
portant,” she said. “I'm divimng !”
“What ?” gasped Mabhs.
“Divining—finding  {reasure, = yon
know. There's the treasure ”—and

Bessie pointed to the three pennies. “Of
course, I'm not supposed to Lnow it's
there 1"

Thoe chums chuckled.

““And when I get over it with this
—thia rod, you know, the rod gives a
jerk,” Bessie said. “It dives towards
tho treasure!”

“1 see  And then picks it np and
spends it, I guess?” Leila Carroll
asked dryly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Pessie sniffed. If nobody else was in
earnest, Bessie was. Having failed to
find the fabled tfreasure of the coui-
demned wing in other ways, Bessie was
now resorting to more subtle methods.

“And who,” Babs wanted to know,
“put you up to this stunt?”

. “ Nobody put me up to it,” Dessie said
indignantly, “A jolly clever girl, with
a keen brain like mine, doesn’t need
putting up to stunts. This book tells
vou all about finding hidden water and
gold by.using twigs, you know, and
Ui jolly sure that I've got the gifr,
because we Bunters have most of the
gifts. 'Now shut up, please, while I

combinate 1"

“Concentrate, Bessie,” Babs cor-
rected.  “Anyway, go ahead; this looks
like being fun.”

Dessio sniffed, not deigning to reply.
She screwed up her eyes. Clara grinned
as she reucher? for a reel of cotton on
the table, and, breaking off a piece,
swiftly tied a loop round one end.
Slowly Bessie waddled forward, and the
churns_gtifled their laughtor as Clara
slipped the cotton loop over the end of
the twig. deftly secooped up the peinies,
and elipped them into Bessie’s pocket.

Now Dessie was nearing the spot
where the pennies had been. Clara
grinned, and suddenly gave a pull on
the cotton, Up in the air jumped
Bessic's twig, and Bessie, her face sud-
denly red with excitement, gave a howl
of triumph, Her eyes opened and
blinked rapidly behind her thick
spectacles,

“1 sus-say, did you see?
jumped, you know!”

“1Ia, ha, ha|” yelled the chums.

“I'm o diviner!” Bessio cried ex-
citedly. “I can find any old buried
treasure now "

“Ila, ha, hal” :

“Blessed 1f I sce anything to laugh
atl I— Ob crumbs!” And Bessia
jumped again—in amazement this time
—as she gazed at the vacant spot on the
carpet.  “Mum-my hat! The tut-
treasure’s gone 1"

“Disappeared before the majesty 6f
a Bunter, I guess)” Leila Carroll
murmured.

It juju-

“IDO please help yourself, Barbara,” beamed Miss Skinner. Babs
did so, but she wasn't deceived by this sudden amiable change

in the mistress.
Babs.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bus where—where——" And then
Beszie hit her hand against her pocket.
With her face full of utter mystification,
she plunged her hand into it, and then
jumnped at the sight of the three
pennies “Oh crumbs! Oh, gig-goodness
gracious !” she stuttered. “ Look, you
girls! The tut-tut-twig picked them up
for me 1" .

“Ha, ha, fia!” shrieked the chums.

“Well, blessed if I see anything to
langh at!” Bessie glowered.

*“Loolk in the mirror !" hooted Mabs.

“ But—but——"

“Poor old Bessiel!” Babs wept.
“ How marvellously you do let your leg
be pulled! Tt's not fair, really. Have
another look at that twig, old Bess!”

Bessie blinked.  She looked at the
twig, and she found the .cotton. It
dawned upon her fot mind then that she
had been the viclim of a jape.

“You—you grinning cats!” she splut-

tered.

“Hsn, ha, hal”

“ Look here—"

“Sorry, Bessie!” Clara chuckled,
“Just a little high-spirited fun. Didn’t
mean anything, of course. Now do it
again, and we'll all stand as still as
mics !”

Bessie glared.

“Please dud-don’t tallt to me!” she
said, with stiff disdain. “I know you're
all jealous of my wonderful powers, but
that’s no reason why you should try to
be so jolly funny. Anyway, never mind.
I'll try it on real tut-treasure, you
krow. and won’t you all look sick and
green when I come back staggering
with the chest full of gold, and so on.
Babs, look after that stick; it's pup-
precious,” she added. “That stick's
goicg to earn me a4 fortune as the
world's most wonderful woman metal
diviper, you know "

“Bure guoss a pickaxe would be more
useful,” Leila said dryly. * Anyway,
cuckoo, where have you been all this
time?” And then the American junior
whistled as she gazed at Bessie’s shoes,
showing telitale traces of white dust.

Miss Skinner wasn’t being pleasant because she liked
She was up to something,

““Bessie, you've been in the forbidden
wing " she accuszed.

Bessie crimsoned.

“Well, what if I have?” she asked
defiantly. *“J—I had to go and look for
my treasure, didn’t 1? And it's a jolly
good job I did, too,” she added wrath-
fully, “otherwise that other girl might
have found it. I caught her, you
kknow 1”

“You—you caught her?
May Gloucester t7 Bab= said.

“Yes, rather! She waz in the old
captain’s study.”

“When ?” Babs asked.

“0Oh, a_long time ago. Be-before
Piper and the servanta went in, you
koow. I nearly ran into Piper when I
came out, but he didn't spot me. Only
Sophie did, and she wouldn't say any-
thing, of course. But May Gloucester
was there,” Bessio added scriously,
“looking behind an old picture which
still hung on the wall.”

Babs frowned.

“An old picture?
doing that for?”

*To fuf-find the treasure, of course,”
Bessie explained. * But she gave it up
like anything when sle saw me, you
know, and tut-told me to tell you that
she was looking forward to secing you
to-night, Babs."”

Babs blinked. i

“And you were there an hour ago?”
she eaid. “Then—oh, my hat, was it
your footprint we spotted !’ Then Babs
shook her head, gazing down at Bessie’s
plump little feet. “No, not yours, Bess,
You must have dodged the dust.”

“TLooks ns though it may have been
Skinnergogs, after all, eh?” Mabs put

You mean

What was she

in.

“Yes, and we're going to check up on
that,” Babs nodded = determinedly.
“No-v the question is: How do we get
her out of her roomi”

“Well,” Mabs suggested, “how did
we trick Miss Skinner in the old
wing? Bessie's ventriloquism! Wait a
minute; Pve got it| She'll be dressing
now Bess, game for the jobt”

Bessie looked lofty.
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“Well, of course, if you cats can’t
get on without me——"’

““Bessie, we can’t!” Mabs confessed
solemnly. “ Without you, old thing,
we’d be helpless. © Anyway, here’s the
little wheeze. Knock on Skinnygog’s
door and imitate Miss Bullivant’s
voice. - Tell 8kinny to go along and see
the Bull as soon as she’s ready. Then
once she nips out——"

“We nip in!” Clara
“Good schemel Come on;
and put it into action

And put it into action without delay
the chums did. At once they made
their way -to the guests’ corridor.
There they hid while Bessie, tripping
up the corridor, gave a very “ Miss
Bullivant ” tap at the door of Room

frinned.
et’s go

No. 1, and in Miss Bullivant’s own
rousing and acrid tones, called out:
“All right, Miss Skinner, please

don’t hurry. When you have finished
dressing, please come along and see
me.”

“(Good old Bessie!” breathed Babs

gleefully, as Miss Skinner’s reply
came back. E p
“Yes, Miss Bullivant; be there in

two minutes,” it said silkily.

The Editor says:
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newsagents will only stock those copies they are sure of selling,
and so, unless you have placed an order, you may find it impossible

Fill in this form and hand it to your ¢
newsagent to-day.”

to obtain your copy.

But by that time Miss Skinner had
reached Miss PBullivant’s study, -and
Miss Bullivant, never at her very besi
thing in the morning, glared a little
as she came in.

“Good-morning !”  she said rum-
blingly. “It is rather early, isn't it?
I have not yet had breakfast.”

Miss Skinner blinked,

"Bu,E you asked me to come along

e 1.dig e

“Yes, indeed! About two minutes
ago you knocked on my door.”

“I did?” Miss Bullivant repeated,
with surprise,

“Definitely | You asked me to come
along as soon as I was ready.”

Miss Bullivant stared at her. It was
on the tip of her tongue to dismiss
Miss Skinner with a curt word about
a too-vivid imagination, when sud-
denly she paused. Miss Bullivant, in
company with everybody else at Cliff
House, {md heard of a certain girl who
possessed ventriloguial powers.

“I see,” she said slowly. “I assure
you, Miss Skinner, that you have been
deceived. I will not make the accusa-
tion until I am sure, but perhaps you

In future,
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Bessie smirked as she rejoined the
waiting chums, A minute they waited,
Babs fingering the paper pattern of
the footprint. Then suddenly the
door of Room No. 1came open, and
very primly Miss Skinner trotted off
along the corridor.

“Meredith, we're inl” giggled
Janet Jordan. “Now's the day, and
now's the giddy minute! Forward,

the troops”

In a moment they had darted from
their hiding-places, all except DBessie,
who, anxions to get on with her
“treasure divining,” while there was
no likelihood of interruption, ambled
off, leaving them to it. In a breath-
less group they plunged into Miss
Skinner's room, Babs closing the door
behind her.

The guest’s room was built on the
principle of - the mistress’ studies—a
small  bed-room adjoining a . sitting-
room. Clertainly there wera no shoes
in the sitting-room, and when they
went into the bed-room there was, at
fivst, no sign there. It was not until
Mahbs investigated the wardrobe, in-
deed, that Miss Skinner’s shoes were
found.  Then they discovered half a
dozen pairs of them.

‘the room,

do not know that Bessie Bunter of the
Fourth Form is an expert ventrilo-
quist, and this certainly sounds like
one of her ruses to get you out of
your room. If that is the case, there
must be another motive behind it—
El'ohably inspired by Barbara Redfern.

ome, Miss Skinner! Let us go back
to your room.”

Miss Skinner stared.

“ Miss Bullivant, what was that you
said—this girl Bunter ventriloquises?”

“She does. It is the one thing,
apart from cooking, which she-can do
remarkably well,  But why do you
look so startled 7"

Miss Skinner did not reply to the
question. But she was thinking of her
last experience with the chums in the
forbidden wing, and the awful sus-
})zcmn was dawning upon her that per-
1aps she had been a victim of Bessie's
ventriloquism then.

Miss Bullivant did not wait for a
reply. She swept majestically out of
Miss Skinner agitatedly
tripping at _her heels. With frowning
brow Miss Bullivant marched along to
Guest-room No. 1, and flung the door
open. As she did so, Babs and Mabhs
emerged from the bed-room, one of
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Miss Skinner’s shoes in Babs’ hand.
They stopped dead.

“Barbara |” Miss Skinner cried.

“Miss Skinner, please! I will deal
with this! And so,” Miss Bullivant
said heavily, “I was right. You de-
coyed Miss Skinner from this room
in order to play a trick. Barbara,
what have you been doing 7"

“Nun-nothing, Miss Bullivant.”

“Do not tell stories, Barbara | What
is that shoe you have in your hand 7’

Babs dropped the shoe. But Miss
Skinner turned white as she recog-
nised that shoe as one of the pair she
had worn in the ruins.

“I—I'm sus-sorry |” Babs stuttered.
“I—I just picked 1t up.”

"Pici:ed it upl” Miss Skinner
flamed. “Picked it up! Miss Bulli-
vant, the gir]l is lying ! That shoe was
in my wardrobe! 'They have been
searching my rooms |”

“Barbara !"” exclaimed Misa Bulli-
vant; and then her eyebrows raised as
Clara Trevlyn, Leila Carroll, and
Janet Jordan drifted in rather sheep-

ishly from the bed-room. *“So yon
are in this, too? Where is Bessie
Bunter 77 i

“Please, Miss Bullivant, she’s not

here,” Babs faltered.

“No? But she was,” Miss Bullivant
accused.  “You used Bessie Bunter's
ventriloquism to decoy Miss Skinner
out of the room in order, I presume,
to play some wretched sort of practical
joke on her. Barbara, you will come
with me! All of you will come with
me! I am going to report you all to
Miss Primrose.”

The chums exchanged fechle, sickly
glances. But one thing, at least, they
had established—that the sole of that
shoe fitted Babs’ print perfectly, prov-
ing without any doubt that Miss
Skinner had been the unknown prowler
in the ruins that morning. Perhaps
that discovery in some measure com-
pensated them for the penalty they
now had to face.

They did not find Miss Primrose in

her most lenient mood.
. “1 am rather tired of these senscless
pranks,” she declared herself, when Misa
Bullivant had given her report, “and
you will all do an extra hour’s deten-
tion. Barbara, as captain of the Fourth
Form and a leader who is supposed to
be an example to the rest, I must say
Iam sul}n’ised. You will do the deten-
tion, and you will also write an essay
on your duties as captain to remind you
of them. And please,” she added almost
fiercely, “do not offend again. If any
of you girls are reported to me within
the next three days, I shall send home
a specml report |”

They left, feeling a little crushed, a
little subdued.

“I guess,” Leila Carroll said, when
they reached Study No. 4 again, where
Bessie was immersed in her book on
metal divining, “we’ve got to tread
sort of careful. Primmy’s getting fed-
up. Question is now, where do we
stand? You know, thinking it over,
l’ﬁ)? gob a sort of hunch we're no better
off 19

“We are,” Babs said.

“And how ?”

“Well, put two and two together!”
And Babs glanced keenly at her chums.
“What’s the conclusion? It’s pretty
safe, I think, to-assumo now that May
keeps visiting her old study to search
for something:

“Yes. rather! My tut-treasure!”
Bessie said indignantly. “If you want
to know——"

“We don’t 1 Babs said. “Pipe down,
old Bess! Whatever May is after is"
in that study—and if you ask me, Miss
Skinner knows it, and Miss Skinner has
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got the wind up because of if. She's
got the idea, I'm sure, that May's in
the habit of visiting those ruins, and
for some reason she doesn’t like the
idea. Why?” '

 “Shucks! You're asking the ques-
tions: answer them,” Leila said.

“Remember,” Babs said, “DMiss
Skiuner and May were at school
together, Well, we know May's true
bite. We know that whatever she's
doing’ in the condemned wing is being
done with & good object. But what
about Skinnygegs? She's got wind of
that, She's anxious fo scotch whatever
it is May is trying to do.,”

_The chwums nodded. That, also, was
simple reasoning.

“But what,” Mabs asked, with the
faintest touch of irritation, *is May
searching for? And why should Miss
Skinner be trying to mess her schemes
u l?" That's what I can’t get the hang
o

*And neither,” Babs said, “can L
We've got to work to find that out.
And to-might we will find it out,
becanse I'm going to ask May, when
we meet her, to tell us the whole story
point blank. Meantime,” she added
grimly, “keep an eye on Skinny.”

Miss Skinner Keeps Waich !

UT there was no
need to keep an eye
on Miss Skinner, as
it happened. For

it became very apparent
before long that Miss
Skinner was keeping an
eve upon them,

No doubt now that Miss Skinner was
both euspicious and - nervous of Babs
& C(o.—strengthening all the theories
that Babs held.

After lessons, when - Babs  walked
down to the tuckshop with Mabs aud
Jean Cartwright, the lanky Scots
junior, Miss Skinner followed them.
After dinner, when Babs, with Clara
and Marjorio Hazeldene and Christine
Wilmer, eycled into Friardale Village,
Miss Skinner also followed.

That evening, before bed, on two
oceasions Miss Skinner looked into
Study No. 4 on the flimsiest of pre-
texts.

“Uneasy in her mind about us”
Babs said. “She thinks, obviously,
that we are still making contact with
May. Not a bad idea to-night, when
we go off to meet May, to turn the
key 1n the lock of her door while we
are away. We can casily unlock it on
our refurn journey.”

A good idea that. And accordingly,
when they crept from their dormitory
through the 1inky-black corridors of
Cliff House that night, they made &
special detour to pass Miss Skinner’s
room. With & quiet chuckle Babs
turned the key—Janet Jordan already
hiaving made certain that the ke
should be on the outside of the lock
for that purpose.

Without incident the chums—all
except Bessie, whom they had left
behind—reached the laboratory. Torch
in hand, Babs stepped through the
door into the forbidden wing. She
switched the torch ‘on.

“May |” she breathed.

¢ (Oh, Babs!” came a relieved voice
holm !;.he darkness. “ Everything all
right? 3

*“Right as rain!” Babs cheerily an-
swered, “Whoa, close the door there!l
you wanted to sée us?” she
ed, stepping forward.

“I did.” lay Gloucester nodded.
16 the torch-light her face showed
white, strained, anxious. *You wera

bricks to come to my rcscue as you
did, . and—and—— Oh, Babs, I'm in
fearful trouble, and if you and your
friends could help me——"

“Just say how,” Babs answered
quietly, “We're all on your side,
May, But, tell us first, how iz Miss
Skinner mixed up in_all this?”

The old captain gulped,

“I want to tell you that; I feel you
are entitled to know., Miss Skinner ”
—and here a note of bitterness crepf
into May's voice—*“is the biggest
rotter I know, Babs! You remember,
when at school, she and I were quite
good friends?”

€ YE ”

1 trusted her, I was sorry for her,
We helped each other in a good many
ways—and I thought she was true-
blue ! But sho always had one danger-
ous fault—her lack
was concerned,

of control where

moiiey Just before 1

By Hilda Richards '*

thought nothing further about it until
the very week she was leaving.

Miss Primrose, at that time, had
been called away to a conference.
Jefore May had actually left, Miss

Skirner had visited her, showing her
a typewritten letter which the head-
mistress had sent, and in which she,
Miss Primrose, had suggested that as
gshe would not be able to return to
Cliff House before May's departure,
May should hand over the Longmore
testimonial fund to Miss Skinner.
May, of course, had been glad to do

50.

“But I insisted first—just a pure
formality, of course—that  Miss
Skinner should give me a written
acknowledgment in return for the
money and the books I handed over.
It did not strike me at the time how
reluctant she was to do that; but when

Y
e

HE chums stared and grinned at Bessie. Bessie was convinced that

hidden- treasure was the secret
plump duffer was trying out a new

left echool, Babs, she was up to her
ears in debt, Perhaps you remember
at that time that the school was collect-
ing money for the Longmore testi-
monial? Perhaps you remember, too,
that I was the treasurer of that fund?”

“Yes,” Babs said. Vaguely, she did
remember that. f

“And perhaps you remember that
the testimonial had amounted to some-
thing like twenty-five pounds?”

“PBut what has this to do—"" Clara
broke in.

“I'm coming to that. At that timo
Miss Skinner was frantic for money.
I lent her what I could—but that was
a mere drop in the ocean, She said she
must have ten pounds,”

And then she went on to give the
rest of ‘the story. How Miss Skinner,
in her desperation, had hinted that as
the testimonial money would not be
required for some_time, she should lend
her the ten pounds out of that, May,
soul ‘of honour” that she was, had re-
fused—had’ not even taken the request
seriously, imagining that the sigges-
tion was only put forward as some-
thitig in the nature’ of a' joke, She had

of the condemned study, and the
method for finding that treasure !

I insisted it was merely a formality,
she did it. I remember I was framing
o photograph when she brought the
acknowledgment in.”

“ And—and then?” Babs said.

] don't know. From that moment
I never saw the acknowledgment
again,” May confessed. “1I thought
afterwards—but, anyway, I'll come to
that. Well, in due course I left the
school. I went abroad for a year, and
in that time, travelling from place to
place in ‘order to learn my father’s
business, I had forgotten all about
the testirmonial and everything else.
Imagine my surprise when, returning
to England, I found a nine-months’ old
letter from Miss Primrose !”

“About the fund?” Babs guessed,
8he began to understand now.

“ About that—yes, Apparently, when
the fund had been audited, a  ten-
pound deficit had been found, Miss
Primrose’s letter mentioned nothing
about her instructions to hand over the
fund to Miss Skinner, but Miss Prim-
rose said she was so deeply grieved
to feel that I had made use of the

(Continued on page 14)



’I‘I-UH winter is going to be a season of
hobbies, I'm thinking.
Don’t
Patricia ?

Before very long there won't be one of
us who isn’t quite an expert at something
or other which we were no good at before.

I look like becomi quite a track
eyelist, for one thing. used not to be
very keen on ** biking "—much preferring
10 travel by bus or in the family car for
iy distance,

But now the buses are few and far
hetween—and very crowded. And the
family car is alone and forgotten in some
mysterious garage, where we shall never
seo it again.

All gorts of hobbies are being taken up,
I've discovered, some of them very
scnsible, and some of them just amusing.
But it doesn’t matter—as long as it’s a
hobby, something to pass the long evenings
enjoyably.

@ With Malchboxes

Take matchboxes, for instance. What
a lot of things you can do with them !

If you've got a good imagination—
and some sticky stuff, and a few drawing-
pins—it's amazing what charming dolly’s
furniture you can produce to delight the
young fo (An(r
for that matter.)

A doll's chest of drawers made of six
matchboxes all covered in wallpaper or
other pretty paper, and with beads or
«lrawi|1g-1)itla for handles, is a perfect boon
in a doll's house.

You can make musie stools, with padded
tops, divan beds, kitchen dresser—in fact,
there's no end to the furniture just or-
dinary matchboxes make.

Or you can make little trinket boxes
for yourself, for holding, pins, hairpins,
** grips,” and so on.

T'hey look so dainty on your very own
dressing-table, especially if you counld find
some scraps of silk or other pretty material
with which to cover the boxes, instead of
paper.

CUollecting things, too, haa become one 6f
the latest crazes. I read in the papers of
someone, the other day, who actually
collected old pencil stuba |
_ Then thero was another person whose
joy in lifo was to collect the odd cards
from packets of playing cards, and try to
make up complete packs with odd cards.

And to make one pack, apparently,
took him years }

Oh  well, there certainly are some
amusing hobbies around. But as long as

you agree with your

the older ones, too,.
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* OuT OF ScHooL
HOURS

Week by week your friend PATRICIA writes to
you. She tells you all her own news, about things
to talk about and things to make—all in that
cheery, chummy way so typical of her. No
wonder all scheolgirls have taken PATRICIA
to their hearts and wouldn’t miss her weekly

pages for anything.

they give pleasure—that’s the main thing,
isn't it ?

® Another Hobby

This reminds me that I wanted to say
how glad T am you like the puzzies I've
been digging up for you.

As you'll see, I'm giving you a bit of
a rest from them this week. But you shall
have some more next Saturdey. Mean-
while, it’s not a bad idea to save these,
pasting them in a book—with the
answera at the back—for use when that
“ What shall we do now ? " mood comes
over the family,

Incidentally, that sounds almost like
another hobby for you, doesn’t it ?

@ Under Your Coat

You'll probably smile at this jerkin in
the picture here, and say * what is it ¥
or * goodness, I couldn't wear a thing
like that !

But couldn’t you just !

If you were to any soldier, or any
land-girl how they'd like a wind-proof
jerkin to wear under a coat on the chilly

» i‘matg days—why,
they'd just bubble
over with enthu-

siasm.

Quite seriously,
these jerkins are one
of the latest notious.

For girls whose
winter coat isn't
fur-lined or any-

thing luxurious like
that, they're a per-
feet boon.

You see, by
covering chest-box
and back as they
do, they keep out
piercing winds from
the rather cold-
catching parts of
the body. Also, being so slim-fitting,
they’re not bulky, and so don’t spoil the
line of your coat when it is fastened on
top.

}(])na of the best materials you could
make this jerkin of is wash-.leather—you
know, the sort you use for cleaning
windows. But if that’s too dear, then a
good imitation leather, or thick woollen
{abric is the next best thing.

Ouly a yard is required, cut into two

icces, measuring about 16 inches across
Ey 16 or 18 down.

Shape it slightly for the armholes and
for the neck (as shown in the diagram).
Then bind each piece with bias binding or
tape and join en the shoulders.

Join the sides with tape fastenings, and
there you have one of the most practical
garments for extra cold days that has
yet been invented.

@ Funny Child

T asked my small brother, Heath (whose
full name 18 Heatherington) the other
day what on earth he was going to do with
all the conkers we've collected lately.

“Well!” He wrinkled his forehead.
* We can’t roast them and pretend they're
chestnuts, can we 7™

“ No,” I agreed.

“ An’ I offered them to mummy to
trim her hat with—but she didn't wani
them,” said Heath patiently.

* I'm not surprised,” I muttered.

* So,” Heath' continued, “ I think I'll
jus’ keep them ! ‘

And that was that ! I thought at least
he waa going to plant them to make a
forest of trees in our garden, or offer them
to our First-aid Post near by for filling
sandbags. But no—he's just going to
keep them.

* You're nothing but a little hoarder !
I told him cuttingly.

@® With a Motio

This needle-case in the picture is rather
unusual in design, isn’t it ? It would be
lovely made in leather, or leatherette. A
strip cut from an old belt would do
beautifully.

Cut off a piece about 8 or 9 inches long.
Fold in half, and then cut off the corners
at the ends to make
a point.

A small piece of
the belt is then sewn
on to the back
piece, inside, to
make a pocket, and
o piece of flannel is
stitched just above,
to hold needles and
pins. The bar at
the top is made from
a pipe-cleaner
curled up at the
ends, and through
the curls is looped a

ieco of cord for
anging.

If you stitch or paint the words " A
Stiteh in Time Saves Nine ” on the front,
your needle.case will look just like a
banner with a motto on it and be jolly
useful, too!

Take care of your }'o'ung selves—and
keep cheery, won't_you

. K4 Yoyu.r friend, ’
PATRICIA,
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HERE’S the very cap to wear on chilly
days. It can be perched on the

back of your hair to look frisky, or
pulled well down over your ears if you'd
rather be just plain warm.

But you must be able to crochet, if
you'd make it. (If you ecan’t, perhaj
there’'s someone in the family who'd
help.)

First you must make a circle of double
crochet. Start with a loop of chain, and
then work round and round until your
circle measures about 5 inches across.
Fasten off.

Now start again with some chain
measuring about 3 inches. Work in
double crochet along it, and increase one
stitch at each end. Continue like this
for about 5 ineches, or until your work has
grown from 3 inches to 6} in width.
‘Then fasten off.

Work three more panels like this, then
join the narrow ends to the circle you made.
Now join all the side seams together.

You can do this in one of two ways,
according to your choice.

Some girls may prefer to thread a

A Cosy Cap:
To Make

Just the thing for frosty days—and so‘T
easy-to-wear. :

derning-needle with the wool, and over-;
sew tho pieces of the eap together, using:
fairly close stitches. :

Other girls may be clever enough to do;
this with a crochet hook and wool. I.
think perhaps the darning-necdle way
is a spot easier—though the other way is;
stronger and makes a more even join. [

You eonld, if you like, use contrasting:
coloured wool for the joining. Sayitisa;
brown cap you are making, joins of green:
wool or yellow would look very gay.

There—and now the hat is ready to put;
= :

n.
It can be worn as close as a seull-cap, !
or slightly ruffled, as shown in the picture. ;
Wear it with an air, pulling it this way:
and that until it really suits you—and:
you'll be thrilled with it, I promise you. :

I need hardly mention, that if you ean:
manage to find enough ‘‘ bunny wool ”
to make it, it would look even prettier:
than ordinary wool. ButIleave thattoyou.:

CROCHET STITCHES :

Just for the sake of those of you who'd
like to do a bit of crochet, but aren’t quite :
sure how to begin, or who'd like to have .
your memories refreshed, here are the;
details of the stitches for this hat. -

CHAIN.—You always start with this.!
Make a loop first. Slip the hook through, ;
and pull the wool arranged over your left |
fingers fromthe back to the front of the loop. |

DOUBLE CROCHET.—There's a loop :
over your hook. You dig the hook into:
the chain, and pull through the wool over ;
your finger. Then hook the wool again, !
and bring it through both the loops on the ;
hook together. :
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A PRreTTY
DECORATION

LOWERS are very scarce these days,
aren't they ? N
So if you see some of those
colourful Cape gooseberries or Chineso
lanterns on sale for a few pence, do buy
some.

They should be hung up, head down-
wards for the first week or so, until they
have lost their leaves and are thoroughly
dried off.

After that they can be used for decora-
tion in any way you like.

They can be stood in a_vase—with no
water. Or they could be placed in a
flower-pot, which you have filled with
stones, pebbles, or even pretty shells.

The flower-pot should be painted to
look gay, of course. Blue would make a
perfect colour contrast to the vivid orange
of the lanterns.

Dust them lightly now and again with a
soft dusting brush, and they’ll remain
bright and cheerful all through the
winter days.

This Week:

MARJORIE HAZELDENE.

THINK everyone knows what Marjorie
Hazeldene's hobby is. But actually
she has two just now.

Still first, comes sewing and all sorts of
handicrafts., Knitting, crochet, embroidery
—NMarjorie loves all these. She is also very
keen on first-aid—and really is a splendid
little nurse.

It’s difficult to say which of all the forms
of handicraft Marjorie likes best of all.

She certainly does a lot of knitting, and
docs it beautifully. Marjorie says she
likes doing this because you don’t have to
concentrate very hard on knitting, and
can talk and listen and even read at the
game time, :

Hosgies AT CLIFF HOUSE

MiSS HILDA RICHARDS and PATRICIA have planned this new series of
articles for you, to tell you about the hobbies of some of the. best-known
characters at Cliff House School.

But when she is on her own, Marjorie can
often be found doing the most intricate
embroidery. This 18 close work, and
requires every ounce of her attention.

Clara is the wearer of more than one of
Marjorie’s knitted pull-overs. “ They're
better than shop,” says Clara stoutly.
(Though I don’t think she really notices
—or cares—what ghe’s wearing !)

The children and aged people of the
parish where Marjorie’s father is rector
are also proud of the garments they wear,
made by *“ Miss Marjorie, from the
rectory.” There are wee socks. jackets,
ond bonnets, romper suits, bed-jackets,
and shawls. .

Just now Marjorie is again busy at
knitting—when her first-aid classes give
her the time—making winter woollies
for the evacuated children who have been
billeted in Friardale.

She still manages to find time to make
novelties for bazaars ‘as well, though.
Cliff House’s own annual bazaar is very
promd of its M. Hazeldene's contributions.

Last year Marjorie embroidered o fire-

sereen in wool “ petit point.” It really
was a lovely thing. And to her pleasure
it was bought by Lady Courtfield for no
less than eight guineas—a grand sum for
the Cliff House charities.

This year she is making more useful
things. Those cosy knitted hoods are all
the rage at the moment, and Marjorie is
making them as fast as she ean, in every
colour. They should sell well, too, for the
cost of the wool is only about eightpence,
and people will gladly pay two-and-six
for them—or one and six, without scarf
attached. 3

A great number of girls at Cliff House
have taken up knitting with great industry
this autumn. Socks are a favourite, and
Marjorie spends much precious time,
patiently ex?luining. both to the ** babies ™
and some of the older girls, the secret of
heel-turning.

Marjorie’s hobby, which was once
considered a little *‘ homely,” has now
become all the rage—quite a fashionable
hobby.in fact—Dbringing the quiet Marjorie
right lmto the limelight |




4 "“The Secret of the Condemned Study!”

(Continued from page 11)

money. OF course, I wrote at once—
rather late, as you will guess. ~ Miss
P'rimrose, rather curtly, wrote back
telling me that she had seen Miss
Skinner, who had denied absolutely
that she had taken over the fund, and
the matter was now closed. That
vear,” May added, biting her lips.
" my name was struck off the Old Girls’
Club.” -

*“QOh, May!” Babs breathed.

*And then—then— Oh, 1 don't
know ! Bat, somehow, it all got back
to my. father. My father was in a
terrible state about it. He went to the
school. He saw Miss Primrose—Miss
Skinner having loft, then—and Miss
Primrose made it plain that I had
taken ten pounds from that cash. Ho
traced Miss Skinner and saw her, and
she, I-mgo like the hypocrite she is,
actually told my father that she knew
I had had the use of the money and
Lind_ spent it. My father was in a
terrible fury when he returned. He
felt T had besmirched the family name.
Well, we had a row,” May said, with
a weary eigh—“a dreadful zow.
And—and I left home. Things haven't
been so since then,”

Her voice broke a little.

“ And—and now ?” Babs asked, aficr
a pausec.

*Now,” May said almost fiercely,
“I'm doing the one thing I can—find
the proof that I handed over that fund
to Miss Skinner. The ono thing, and
the only thing, which will prove it is
that acknowledgment I received from
Miss Bkinner. I left that in my old
study. I know I did. And I have an
idea—— Oh!"” she broke off, with a
startled gasp.

And they all wheecled in niter con-
sternation and dismay as the laboratory
door slammed open suddenly and a
bright torch beam cut through the
darkness.

“Oh .crumbs!” Clara gasped in
Lorror. “Primmy—and Miss Skinner !”
_¥or ClLiff House's headmistress and
the temporary assistant mistress it was!

—

Bessie Brings a Clue!

00 late May stepped
back. In a moment
Miss Skioner, rush-

ing forward, had

caught her by the shoulder,

4 “Let me go |” May cried.
“No, no! Miss Prim-

rose, help!”" And Miss Skinner

struggled with her. “This—this i= the
girlt This—" And she stopped then,
as Miss Primrose_shore the torch full
in the ex-captain’s face, at the same
moment giving an  exclamation of
amazement. “This is the girl who was
in my room!” Miss Skinner cried.

“In what?” Babs gasped.

“In my room! Miss Primrose, I
told you, didn't I? 1 was awakened
not so long ago by an intruder—rifling
things from my desk—but when I called
out she flew away. Miss Primrose, this
is she !" ¢

“Why, good gracious, it iz May
Gloucester!” Miss DPrimrose cried.
- Mag, what—"

“Wait a minute, Miss Primrose!”
Babs burst out. “There’s some mistake
here. May wasn't in Miss Skinner's
room—couldn’t have been in_Miss
Skinner's room, because—well, 1 sup-

se 1 had better own up now—we
ocked Miss Skinner in her room "’

“Indeed 1” Miss Primrose said coldly.
“Then how do you account for the fact
that Miss Skinner is here now "

Babs blinked. That certainly was a

facer, She_did not guess in that
moment that Miss Skinner had not been
in her rcom when they had locked it;
that actually the mistress had been on
the watch near the Fourth Form dormi-
tory and had followed the chums down-
stairs. She had heard them lock her
door. When they had gone she had
unlocked it, and then, having made
sure where they were going, had
fetched the headmistress. : )

Without friendliness Miss Primrosc’s
eves fastened upon May.

“May, what are you doing here:”

(]

“It’s plain what she is doing here
Miss Skinner cried triumphantly. “Up
to her old tricks, of course! Miss

Primrose, a small wad of pourd notes,
tied with a rubber band, is missing
from my desk; also a gold bracelet
with my initials on it. No doubt Ma
Las made this old wing her head-
quarters in order to make raids upon
the valuables of—"" .

“Why, you—" cried May in fury.

“Tt's not true, Miss Primrose " Babs
flashed out. ) :

“Then what is this?” Miss Skinner
vicionsly cried, and before anybody
could move she had darted at May.
Into May’s coat pocket she plunged her
hand, and then, with a triumphant
little cry, drew forth iwo objects—a
small wad-of Treasury notes fastencd
with @ rubber band, and a gold brooch
contaning the initials “E. E. 8.”
*Misz Primrose, docs that prove any-
thing %" she cried.

The chums goggled. Tor a moment
%ven Babs looked staggered. But from
May came a ringing cry.

“Miss Primrose, don’t believe her!”
sho, eried. “She’s lyingl It's false!
She had those things in her hand when
she groped in my pocket—" :

The headmistress interrupted angrily.

“Really, May, you can hardly éxpect
me lo credit that! Tt is apparent that
Miss Skinner had grounds for her ac-
cusation. - You will come with me,
May.. In the morning, since you are
no longer under my jurisdiction, you
shall cx?lnin yourself to thedpolme."

ell ra

May back, her face ining of
. colour.

“The police! Miss Primrose, please
~—please—"

“The police!” Miss Primrose re-
peated. “I cannot forget, May, that
when you left this school you had
already used ten pounds of the school
money. I hushed up that matter—
wrongly, as I now perceive.”

“ But—but—"' gasped Babs. “DMiss
Primrose, you can't—you can’'t! May
isn't guilty—" X

“Barbara, bo silent ! Miss Primrose
snapped. “It is perfectly obvious that
this girl has deceived you all and
bluffed you into helping her. I might
overlook your foolishness in that direc-
tion, but 1 can’t overlook the fact that
vou have dared to come to these for-
bidden premises again. I shall see you
all in the morning; but, meantime,”
she added, her voice stnkmg its ha_rsh-
est and most warning note—" meantime,
if I catch :miv one of you in these ruins
again I shall have no hesitation in ex-
pelling that girl instantly! Now gol”

. But__ ut___l’

“(Go!” Miss Primrose_thundered.

“Yes, please, girls.” May entreated.
"'Don't—50n’t get into any trouble for
my sake—please! I—I'll clear this up
somehow.”

Brave words. But how hopeless a
job, they all felt that was! Babs was
desperate. s g

“Well, we've got to do something.’
she said, when the crestfallen ny
arrived . be in. tho Fourth Form
dormitory, all stepping quietly lest
they should disturb any of the sleeping
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girls. “We've got to! Ouce let the
police comg—"

“Which means,” Mabs said, “we've

ot to do it before to-morrow morning,

ut what——"

“Only one thing,” Babs breathed.

“The one thing which will prove May's
innocence is that letter which she
fancies is hidden among the rubbish in
the old captain’s study. Well, she can't
find it now, that's a cert. But I can.”
_ “Rats! If you're going, we're com-
ing !” Clara said warmly.
*And all get expelled®” Babs asked.
“And keep your voices low, for good-
ness’ sake! We don’t want to awaken
the others.”

“Weli, if you're willing to risk ex-
pulsion—" 3

“No. Wait a minute 1” It was Janet
Jordan who spoke. “We're.all talking
rot. How can we all go? Dabs 1s
right. The best thing is for one of us
to go—and one only. Less chance of
being caught. But we're all in this, so
we'll all take an equal chance.”

“How do you mean ?” breathed Babs.

“We draw lots to see which one
goes,” explained Janet, “I've got a
box of dominoes in my locker. Highest
wc'ifher goes.” siid A

at, again, was a g suggestion—
sensible, too.. A candle “'aagl(;t, and
the box of dominoes was found. On
the floor of the dormitory the dominoes

were placed  face downwards and
shuffled round. KEach girl drew one.
In the light of the candle they dis-
played their choice. Leila  smiled
tensely,

“Guess I've drawn a double six!

Say, can you beat that?”

Obviously nobody could. The job
was Leila’s, and, with the whispered
good wishes of her chums in her ears,
she crept off, armed with a torch.

The chums anxiously climbed into
their beds. But nobody even thought of
sleep. Hearts and minds were all with
Leila. Each one of them was burning
with the hope that Leila would bring
back that all-important letter, and eacl
of them knew agonies of suspense as
the time ticked away.

Eleven chimed from the clock tower:

after that, twelve; after that, half-
past. Babs groaned.
“QOh crumbs! Where is she? Look

,

here, I'm poing to search——'

“8hush ! hissed Mabs. * Somebody
coming !"

They all tensed. Tootsteps plainly
were to be heard along the corridor.
Then suddenly the dormitory door
came open; the voice of Miss Prim-
rose, quivering with wrath, cut through
the darkness.

“ And to-morrow morning, Leila, you
will be expelled! Now go to bed!”

The chums went cold with horror.

They heard Leila slipping off lLer
dressing-gown. As soon as Miss P'rim-
rose had gone, Babs sat up.

“Leila!” she breathed. “You were
caught, then?  What happened? Did
—did you find the—the letter?”

“1 guess mot!”

“Then how—-" v

“While I was scarching, that awful
Skinner woman came snooping.. Guess
that woman is mighty scared of what
might be found in the old captain's
study. Anyhow, she carted me off to
Primmy, authority or no authority,
telling Primmy that she'd followed me
into the ruins. That was a whopper,
if you like, because I'd becn there over
an hour when she came ba along.
Guess I'm for it now, 1” gha
added .quietly, a slight tremor in her
voice. .

Leila was. No doubt about that
Leils had tried and failed. Once
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more Miss Skinner had been irinmph-
ant. Desperately glum indeed were the
chums then—with May due to be
handed over to the polico to-morrow
morning, with one of their own chums
booked for expulsion.

Trouble was added to trouble the
following morning when, immediately
after rising bell, they were all, barring
Leila, summoned before the szevere-
looking Miss Primrose.

“You know what has happened to
Leila1” she said. “For her wilful dis-
obedience and her flouting of orders
she is to be expelled to-day. You can
each consider yourselves fortunate that
you have not been dealt with in the
same way. As it is, you are detained
each half-holiday for the rest of the
month, and I shall dispatch a special
report to your parents to-day !”

“And—and May?” Babs asked.

“May,” Miss Primorse flintily in-
formed them, “is being held in custody
until the arrival of the police. I for-
bid any of you to have any communi-

cation with her whatsoever. DPlease
BO "
They went, heavy-hearted, thinking

of Leila, of May. By common consent
they made their way back to Study No.
4, picking up Leila on the way. - In
Study No. 4 they found Bessie Bunter
studying a photograpl

“Hallo, Bess, that?” Babs
asked listlessly.

“1 durno!” Bessie frowned. “You
know, I think it’s a bit thick! T went

to the old wing this morning—and what
do you think? Grace Camperhill is on
guard there, and she gave me a
hundred lines for even sticking my nose
near the place!”

“But the photograph?” Bahs asked.

“Well, May threw this out of the
window, you know !”

“May ?"" Babs asked quickly.

“Yes, rather! When I was coming
back from the old wing I passed the
window mnext to Miss Bullivant's,
That’s where May is being held, you

know. May was at the wmdow, and
she just said: ‘Catch, Bessia! Give
this to Babs!” and then darted in

again. But blessed if I can see what
she meant by it!” Bessie said, ponder-
ously frowning. “There’'s no message
or anything on it, you know! Perhaps
it’s a photograph of the hiding-place
of the treasure!” added. “And
now the police are coming for her, she
wants me to have it!”

Babs took the photograph from her.
It was a snapshot—obviously one of
May's own—and a very good one at
that—for Babs remembered how inter-
ested and keen May always had been
on photography. It was a landscape,
but most certainly not a landscape of
any of the country surrounding CLiff
House. Babs frowned puzzledly.

“Well, I'm bothered if I can see——""
ghe began, and stared again at the
photograph. *Aly hat, wait a minute 1”
she breathed. “This is the clue|”

“Clue?” Aabs questioned blankly.

“Yes. Don’t you see?” And Babs’
eyes lit up.© “Alay didn’t have time to
tell us her idea of searching in the old
captain’s study; she was hauled off
before she could do that. My hat, I
begin to see now!” Babs cried ex-
citedly. “Remember when Bessie
spotted May the other morning? She
was looking behind an old photo-
graph on the wall of the captain’s
study. Remember what she eaid last
night—that when Skinny handed her
that acknowledgment she was framing
a Ehotograph. This morning she

itched this photograph at Bessie.

she

Why!
“ilis.a Leila, Miss Primrose wants

you,” Sophie, the maid, said, peering

in at the door. *“She says you are
to pack your things and then go to
her study.”

“Oh, my hat!
Mabs faltered.

“Right-ho, old thing!” Leila
answered nonchalantly -but she went a
little white. “Peckers up, sisters—
don’t worry about little Leila!”

* But—Dbut 2

“’Bye !” Leila said briefly.

And perhaps to hide the tears she
felt springing to her eyes, she bolted.

Babs gulped.

“Oh, my hat!” she cried. “Girls,
we've got to de something! Wait a
minute I  And then she gave another
jump. “Look!” she muttered, point-
towards the window. “The police!”

The chums’ hearts all seemed to turn
to stone as they saw Inspector Winter
and a constable, of the Courtficld
Division, come striding up the drive.

That means—"

'
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Supposing,” Babs cried—" supposing
that by accident—or on purpose—when
she was framing the picture she used
Skinny’'s letter of acknowledgment as
part of the packing? It's a thing that
might easily have been done.”

They stared, feeling the possible truth
in- that statement, but feeling also the
desperate wildness of it

“It’s a chance,” cried Babs, “and
even half a chance has got to bhe taken
at this moment! Once we find that
acknowledgment we'va got Skinny
bottled up, and once Skinny's bottled
up, she's bowled out for the_fibber and
the schemer she is! And May's cleared,
and they can’t very well expel Leila
for helping to prove her innocence.
I'm going !”

“ But, Babs—" Mabs cried.

Babs, however, was already out of the
study. Time was short. Ten minutes,
and the assembly at which Leila was
duo to be expelled would be called.
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s GUESS I've drawn a double six,”” said Leila Carroll, holding up a

domino.

The others caught their breaths.

This meant that the

American junior was the one who would have to take the risk of entering

the condemned study once more.

If Leila were caught—she would be

expelled.

“Babs, what can do?” Mabs
asked despairingly.

“ Something — something !” Babs
spoke almost fiercely, *Oh, wait a
minute |” she cried desperately. *“Let
me get this thing worked out. The
photograph—that’s the cluel This is
May’s way of telling us it’s the clue!
This photograph doesn’t mean any-
thing except as a hint that we've got
to look for a photograph—some other
photograph—some photograph, obvi-
ously, which once hung in May’s study.
And—whoopee ! she cried, her face
suddenly Haming with fierce excite-
ment.

They all eyed her.

“I've got it—or I think I have!”
Babs choked. “Remember that photo
]mngmi in Miss -Bullivant’s room—the
one taken when May was captain of
the school? Remember that May isn't
in that photograph—which means that
she took it. ~And if she took it
wouldn’t she be the one to frame it?
In that case, it probably once hung in
May's study, and has been taken down,
and that's the one May is searching for.

we

May already was being interrogated by
the pelice. Like a mad thing, Babs
rushed down the stairs and, almost
withont stopping to knock, burst into
Miss Bullivant’s study.

That mistress jumped up.

“What—what! Barbara, how dare
»

you

“Miss Bullivant,” Babs ecried, her

eyes going at once to the photograph on
Miss Bullivant’s wall, * will you pleasa
give me that photograph 1”°

“What? Indeed, I will not!” Miss
Ballivant glared. “Barbara, are you
also taking leave of your senses? May
Gloucester has téld an extraordinary
story about a letter from Miss Skinner
being hidden in the Back of a photo-
graph——"

Babs’ eyes flamed.

“She did 1

“(ertainly she did. But o

“Miss Bullivant,” Babs cried, “ please
—please tell me! Miss Bullivant, this
—this is desperate! Where did you get
that photograph ?”

. have not,” Miss Pullivant said
flintily, “the faintest ides. -1 think—
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but 1 only think—it came out of the
old wing. Now, please, Barbara, do
not persist in wasting my time. You
cannot have the photograph, and I am
extremely busy. Barbara, what arc you
doing {” she added, almost with in-
credulity in her voice.

For Babs, quivering suddenly, had
made a plunge at the photograph. She
caught it, tugged at 1t. OH the rail
with a jerk came the photograph.

“Barbara!” Miss Bullivant splut-
tered. “Goodness me! Barbara, come
back 1” she shouted.

But Babs thén was out of the study.
She slammed the door behind her,
tearing with her fingers at the back of
the photograph as she went. How she
hoped to goodness her guess was right !

Dashing up to the Head’s study, she
heard Miss Bullivant coming in pursuit.

“Barbara! Stop!”

Along the Head's corridor Babs
panted. A hasty tap at the door, then
she whisked it open The five people
within jumped round. There were
Miss Primrose, May Gloucester, Miss
Skinner, and the police.

“Miss Primrose—" Dabs cried; but
before she could say more Miss Bulli-
vant lurriedly entered.

“Mi:s Primrose, this girl has dared

t

“Wait!” Babs cried.
wait 1" -

With a last desperate effort, she tore
the cardboard back from the framed
photograph. As she did so, several
sheets of paper fell out, and with them
a blue piece of notepaper. Miss Skinner
gave a strangled cry.

On to that piece of paper Babs
pounced. Even in that moment she saw
the signature, and she knew, from the
ghostly pallor of Miss Skinner's face,
that her hunch had been right. As Miss
Skinner made a grab, she whisked the
paper at Miss Primrose.

Please réad that!” she cried.

“Why, bless my soul I” Miss Primrose
cried, 1n astonishment, staring dazedly
at the-rather faded writing.

“Miss Primrose—"

“Please waitl* Miss Primrose said.
Her eyes were very wide. “Bless my
soull Bless my—— Dear me, how 1
am repeating myself | May, then—then
your story is true! Here is that letter
of acknowledgment you spoke of—in
Miss Skinner’s hkandwriting!  Miss
Skinner— Why, bless my soul !”—as
Miss Skinner swayed and Miss Bulli-
vant hurriedly stepped to steady her.
“Barbara, get some water, please!
Miss 8kinner has fainted 1

“And I don't,” Babs
“wonder at it |*

She darted out. She got the water,
returning to find Miss Primrose holding
May by the hand, the two police officers
smiling, and Miss Skinner in a chair,
with Miss Bullivant beside her. Miss
Primrose was shaking her head.

“And to think, May, all the years T
have thought this of you——"

“And would,” May eaid, -langhing,
“be thinking it still had it not been
for Barbara here! Oh, Babs—Babs,
how ever can I thank you” :

“Just,” Babs said, “by asking Miss
Primrose a favour. 1 say, what about
Miss Skinner 7”

“DMiss Bullivant, please try to revive
Miss Skinner!” Miss Primrose said.
“Barbara, what is the favour?”

_“The favour,” Babs said breathlessly,
“is to let Leila off | Oh, please! She

“Oh, please

muttered,

was only in the old wing to help prove )

May’s innocence 1”
iss Primrose nodded slowly.
“Yes, of course! 1 realise that now,”
she said.  “Dear me, what amazing
events! ‘Do not fear, Barbara. Leila

is freely forgiven, and—and—well, con-
sidering all the circumstances, I can do
no more than to let you and your
friends off their punishments at the
gsame time! What an extraordinary
morning I she murmured. “What a
fluster I am in! But, Barbara, thank
vou—thank vou a thousand times for all
you have done! I—I am glad, my dear,
for once that vou disobeyed !”

Inspector Winter rose. :

“ And, meantime,” he asked, looking
at May, “what do we do about Miss
Skinner? Do you wish to charge her?”

May smiled.

“Thapk you—no,” she said. “All I
want is a confession from her in her
own writing to show to my father.
And I don't think,” she added happily,
“1 shall have much difficulty in getting
that. In the meantime, Miss Primrose,
I wonder if you'd mind if I took Bar-
bara and her friends to the tuckshop?”

“By all means,” Miss Primrose said
pleasantly. “And I shall be pleased,
May, if you would consider yourself a
guest at the school for the next few
days. I feel that we can mever do
enough now to make up to you for our
misjudgment of you in the past. As
for Miss Skinmer—" and she locked
at the slowly stirring mistress in the
chair.

“H'm, perhaps we—we could leave
Miss Skinner to you, Miss Primrose?”
said Babs, and as the Head nodded :
“Come on, May !"

And in triumph che led her out of the
study. They ran into Leila Carroll
almost immediately—Leila coming to
report to the Head. What joy then to
break the good news to the American
junior! What cheers of triumph there
were when they hurried on to Study
No. 4 and_told the whole wonderful
story over again.

Then victoriously they marched in a
body to the tuckshop. All was happi-
ness, all was riotous excitement. One
point Babs wanted cleared up, however.
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above the

She called across to
hubbub of cheery voices,

“It’s pretty obvious, May, that Miss
Skiuner had a suspicion that it might
be you snooping about the ruined wing.
But why did she? After all, she had
no reason to suspect you were anywhere
about.”

May moved to Babs' side, shaking
her head.

“You're wrong, Babs” she said
quietly. “ As a matter of fact I realise
now that Miss Skinner did see me! It
was a few days ago in Friardale. I had
just arrived; she was shoppin% I
spotted lier and dodged away, but I had
tEe feeling then that she may have re-
cognised me.”

“Oh!” said Babs, and nodded.
“That's it, then. Obviously she wasn't
sure it was you, but became suspicious
when she Leard there was a stranger in
the wing. That was why she tried to
F_ﬁmp me as to what the stranger was
ike.”

“But tried

in vain,” May said

warmly.,  “Good old Babs, Come on,
have another cake! And you other
girls, too!” .

At that moment Bessie Bunler

wandered in, and the plump junior was
looking utterly . down in the mouth.
She blinked as Clara Loisterously
slapped her on the shoulder.

“811 dud-dear, the tut-treasure, you
know |7

“What? You've
Bessie ?” Babs cried.

“No.” Bessie shook her head., “ And
I nun-never shall find it, you know,
because I've just found that the old
wing I thought was the forbidden wing
was pulled down a hundred years ago—
there was ancther blessed old wing in
the school! Oh, really! -I sus-say,
what are you cats laughing at?” she
added indignantly.

But the “cats” were not merely
laughing. They were almost hysterical!

END OF THIS WEEK'@ STORY.

never found it

NEXT WEEK'S SUPERB CLIFF HOUSE SCHOOL STORY

Never has Barbara Redfern, popular
captain of the Fourth Form at
Cliff House School, been lacking in
courage. And so she did not hesitate
to play a most audacious role in
order to help another girl. It meant
impersonating the girl at a fair-
ground ; it meant danger and
difficulty. Alone, Babs might have
failed, but there was Jimmy
Richmond, her boy chum of Friar-
dale School, to back her up whole-
heartedly. Never has Hilda
Richards written such an en-
thralling yarn as this. You simply
must not fail to read it.

ORDER YOUR “SCHOOLGIRL”

WELL IN ADVANCE
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Another delightful Romantic story of the 18th Century, featuring—

.\__

Her Hero Captured!
€€ 7 F I can but be in time -
Jess  Reynolds,  breathless
with running, weighed down
by a man's heavy winter coat,
stumbled throngh the darkness of the
forest towards where a path ran.
'he ground was hard underfoot, and
the air was ice-cold, so that her cheeks
felt numbed even though she had been
out but a few minutes.

Only a short while ago she had becn
a3 warm as toast, cosy and snug in the
hall of her father’s immn, the Rising
Sun, the light of which she could see
when now and again she looked back
over her shoulder. In the inn a roar-
ing fire : blazed,  before which four
travellers from the London coach had
toasted themselves before resuming
their journey. )

Those travellers had been in jovial

mood, and did not seem the least bit
alarmed of the fact that ahead of them
lay Highwayman’s Heath, with per-
haps Highwayman Jack ready with his
vistols,
: But there was good reason why they
were - not nervous—the same reason that
had sent Jess hurrying to the fringe of
the forest. The soldiers were on the
lieath again, lying in wait for High-
wayman Jack !

It was news that had cheered the
travellers—reassuring  them—but to
Jess, it was a knell of doom.

Highwayman Jack was her friend.
Others might dread him, thinking that
he was just a robber, a pest; but Jess
knew better. He was a gallant of the
road, harming no one—and, strange
though it seemed, taking only what
was his own. But the soldiers hunted
him night and day as if he were a
rascal, and Jess knew that, if he were
caught, then the gallows at the cross-
roads might be his fate.

That was why Jess hurried now—
with the hope of meeting him on#his
way to the heath. Yet the hope was
faint; for if he meant to stop the
London coach, then he was by this time
ab his hiding-place awaiting it.

ess, reaching the ‘path that ran
through the trees, halted. With hand

to her heart, which thumped madly,
she tried to regain her breath so that
she could listen intently.

To the left, from the direction of tha
Lieath, came the clopping of galloping
hoofs, and a rider came, dimly scen,
a mere shadowy figure.

“Hallo, there!” called Jess huskily,

The rider reined up, and Jess, uot
sure yet that it was li’mr highwayman

friend, prepared for instant flight
should it be a stranger.

The rider, walking his horse, called
out:

“ Jess1?

It was Highwayman Jack's clear

musical voice, and Jess' heart leaped.
“Yes—Jess|” che answered.

e laughed, and she echoed his

IDA MELBOURNE

shining through the black mask that
covered his face. “1 am proud of thar
tunic, and the tear would mar it sadly.
Your skilled fingers will make it like
new again. There! And to-morrow?
Will it be ready then1”

“To-morrow for certain! TI'll meu.l
it to-night,” promised Jess, “and leave
it. in the hollow oak in the forest. At
the end of this same path, and to the
left.” she said. “You must know it.”

“I know it well, my dear,” agreed
Highwayman Jack, “To-morrow as
I ride along, I will seek it there!”

Then, leaning down, he patted her
cheek, bade her good-night, and, not
caring to loiter much longer in case
soldiers were on his track, waved to
her, and rode off. <

Jess folded the jacket carefully under
her ceat, and at slow speed picged her
way back towards thé inn, the lighis
of which glowed yellow in the dark-
ness,

Tn the seclusion of her own little
bed-room at the inn ten minutes later,
she examined the torn jacket, The
sleeve had been badly gashed; but
long though it was, Jess’ needle could
mend it; and she vowed that it would

Because she repaired Highwayman Jack’s tunic, Jess caused
an innocent youth to be arrested—so that she had to save him
as well as her outlaw friend !

laugh in relief, glad that he was safe,
and free from the soldiers,

“They have not caught you, then?”
she breathed. “I came to warn you of

the soldiers on the heath. They are
lurking there !”
Highwayman Jack rode nearer,

then smiled down at her.

“] saw some soldiers,” he said softly,
with a laugh. *“But they didn’t see
me! But, look!” And the young
highwayman looked more serious, “In
evading them I gashed this red velvet
tunic of mine on an overhanging
bough. A matter of small account, but
I must crave the loan of a needle ”

Jess was immensely relieved that he
was unharmed himself. The tear was
unl?_hiug; she could mend it easily her-
self.

“Let me but have the jacket and the
tear shall be mended neatly and
swiftly,” she said eagerly.

Highwayman Jack hesitated for a
moment as though unwilling to give
her so much trouble, but as she insisted,
he presently slipped his cloak, took off
the jacket, and gave it to her.

“¥ou are kindness and sweetness
itzelf, little friend,” he said, his eyes

be so well dene, that no one wounld
ever guess that it had been torn at all.

For the moment, however, she tucked
it out of sight in her bed under the
coverlet; for it would not have done
to run the risk of her stepmother
peeping into the room while she had
the jacket in full view,

There would be time and opportunity
to mend it when the inn was closed for
the night, and everyone else was ahed.

Jess went downstairs to the hall,
from which came the murmur of
voices. Her father's, her stepmother’s,
the squire’s—and several others that she
did not recognise. Pausing on the
landing, she looked Jdown.

In the bright firelight she saw the
gaudy apparel of the squire.

“T’ll never rest until that scoundrel
of a highwayman's caught!” he was
snarling. “He's escaped the soldiers
again 1"

What if he could seo the red jacket
hidden in her room upstairs?

Jess busied herself getting the food
and drink they orderm.f. and as she did
so she heard snatches of eonversation.
While she seurried about, the inn door
opened, and the captain of the soldicrs
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came .in, and the squire "began con-

versing with him about Highwayman®

Jack.

“"[is that girl who befriends him!”
he said, thumping the table viciously.
“Bertha, ne -aa!Fs her; but they say
there's no Bertha hereabouts.”

But never once did anyone turn a
suspicious eye on Jess; for she was far
too_well known, and did not seem the
kind of girl likely to befriend highway-
men.

“T'lc captain of the ' soldiers, a tall
man Wi white wig and
uniform, was talking to Jess' father,
and_as.she drew near she heard his
words.

“He caught his sleeve on the bough
of a tree when flecing from my men
and tore it. And I'll wager that the
girl Bertha is mending it now. Let a
girl but be scen with a red jacket to
mend, and her days are numbered.”

Jess caught her breath and warily
moved away from him, but he did not
give her even a glance.

Later Jess, - feigning tiredness,
vawned, bade her father and her step-
inother good-night, went to bed.

But she did not go to sleep. Instead,
when the inn was quiet, she lighted a
candle and got busy with the torn
jacket. Her quick fingers, skilled with
the needle and silk, soon repaired that

slit; but not until she was satisfied that

1 L=
MY DEAR READERS,—Quite a
lot of things to chat about this
week ; first, some words about
your friends and TuE Scrmoorcirr;

then *“ Mickey's Fun Fair”; then
next week's Cliff House School story ;
and finally, news of a wonderful new
serial.

I'd better deal with them in that
order, I think, hadn’t I ?

Well, now—your friends and TaE
ScroorcirL. It's all connected with
the need these days, as I've been ex-
plaining for some weeks, to order your
favourite paper well in advance if you
want to make quite sure of obtaining it.

I know there’s no need for me to
repeat the advice to you. But what
of those friends of yours who oceca-
sionally buy Tue Scuooveiry, or who,
not having yet done so, are likely to
in the near future ¥  They'll be faced
with exactly the samo difficulty as
you. Unless they have also ordered
their copy in good time they may be
disappointed, so do try to persuade
them to take the only real precaution,
won't you? Another Order Form
appears on page 10, by the way.

That’s No. 1 on the agenda dealt
with! So on to the next item—
“Mickey’'s Fuan Fair.” Everybedy
loves an exciting game, don’t they?
And everybody loves a card game that
can be played by both grown-ups and
younger ones. Well, “ Mickey's Fun
Fair " is exciting, it's a card gama,
and it will appeal to young and old
alike.

It costs half-n-erown, and can be
bought at all large stationers and
bookstalls, as well as & number of

splendid .

it hdrdly showed, except under close
scrutiny, was she satisfied.

At an early hour in the morning,
when she arose to take her father his
morning tea, Jess slipped out of the
inn,

In her basket was the tunic, and
covering it an old frock which she in-
tended giving to a poor girl in the
village who went about nearly in rags.

There was no one else about at such
an hour; but Jess looked about her
carefully, all the same, as she hurried
thi'(ough the wood towards the hollow
oak,

" 8he heard no one, she saw no one;

nevertheless, her heart pumped madly
as she slipped the red jacket, wrapped
in rags to protect it from damp and
dirt, into the hollow oak.

A sigh of relief escaped her when at
last it was safely there out of sight,
and, without waste of another moment,
she raced back to the inn.

She did not look back, and her run-
ning steps prevented her hearing the
rustle of the thicket as a youth who had
been in hiding stepped out.

So far as Jess knew, she had been
unobserved, and it was without the
slightest qualms that she got on with
her work.

There were floors to sweep, water to
take to visitors, breakfast to prepare,
and beds to make.

toy-shops. Just the thing for the
long, winter evenings !

And now we come to next Saturday’s
Hilda Richards story—

“THE QUEST OF BABS AND
JIMMY [

Jimmy Richmond, of Friardale
Boys’ Bchool, is almost as popular
with. you as Babs & Co. themselves,
I know, so you'll find double pleasure
in this great story starring two of your
favourites.

And what & dramatic, exciting story
it is, too. .

To help another girl who is faced
with serious trouble, Barbara Redfern
impersonates her at a circus and fun
fair, with the aid of loyal, resourceful
Jimmy. And it is just as well that
Jimmy is such a reliable chum, for
Babs very soon finds herself involved
in the most sensational—and by no
means comfortable—adventures.

But that is not all. Owing to their
joint activities, Babs and Jimmy
mnocently affect a most important
hockey match which Cliff House
School and Friardale Boys’ School
have arranged to play. (A very novel
idea, this, for the girls and boys are
to be mixed to form one team—a
sort of Co-ed eleven !)

There is fresh trouble for Babs and
Jimmy, and a great deal of un-
pleasantness. Don’t miss this mag-
nificent tale whatever you do!

Finally, we come to the new serial
I referred to. It is some little way
off, as a matter of fact, though I knew
{gu'd love to have a hint about it,

cause—it will feature Valerie Drew
and Flash! Lovely, isn't it? Do
keep your eyes open for further news.

As wusual, next SBaturday's pro-
gramme will include ancther delightful
Jess and Highwayman Jack story,
further thrilling developments in
“Valerie Drew’s Holiday Mystery,”
and more of Patricia's Useful and
Interesting Pages, with, of course, a
further tiny contribution from—
Your sincere friend,

THE EDITOR.
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At eight o'clock Jess carried a loaded
iray to the dining-room, where already
three travellers were at their tables.

But she did not get farther than the
door; which she was just kicking open,
when from the hall came an excited
shout. .

An ostler ran in, hurling the main
door wide open. .

“Hey, there!” he yelled. “There's
tidings—great news! The rascal’s done
for now; they've got him at last!”

Jess swung round to him, and her
face drained of colour.

“The rascal?” she asked, her pulse

quickening.

“Highwayman Jack!” cried the
ostler excitedly. “The soldiers have
him., They've got him ouiside in the
road now, and are bringing him here 1”

Highwayman Jack's Risk !

ESS stood there white-faced for a

moment; then, turning quickly,
she put the tray on a table and
waited.

Staring at the doorway, she heard
the sounds outside—men’s voices, shuf-
fling feet, shouting, and some jeering.

Then into the inn, pushed by two
soldiers, came a youth she had never
seen before in her life—fair haired,
eves wild with fright. He wore no hat,
his breeches were shabby and worn,
his hose wrinkled and about his ankles;
but—but he wore the bright red jacket
of Highwayman Jack,

“Here he is—Highwayman Jack !”

“Caught at last!”

The i‘out-h was hauled forward into
tho hall, and two soldiers with muskets
kept him covered. Never in her life
before had Jess seen anyone so com-
pletely cowed and afraid as he was—
nor, indeed, anyoue with greater
reason.

Her heart went out to him in sym-
pathy, and she wanted to run forward
and cry out in proiest that he was not
Highwayman Jack.

For, whoever he was, he was not‘her
laughing highwayman. His build was
different; he was not so tall; Le had
not his merry, bright eyves.

Jess moved forward and looked at
the lad.

“Why, indeed,” she murmured, “I
should have thought to see somcone
more dashing than he!”

“Huh! They're all
scoffed the sergeant.

But now the youth, straining still to
free bimself, managed to speak. His
tone was frenzied, frantic.

“Highwayman! I'm not a highway-
man!” he cried. “I'm telling you the
truth! I did but find this jackel
"T'was hid n the tree. and I put 1t on—
that’'s all! I'm not a highwayman;
I'm just a lad running away to sea!”

Jeering and mockery came from the
soldiers and from villagers who had
seen him being Lrought to the inn and
had followed, iu the lLope of seeing ex-
citing happenings,  Jess' stepmother,
forgetting the tray, was standing with
arms akimbo glowering at the youth in
scorn.

“Rascal, a sorry sight you look for

the same!”

all your fine red jacket! No more
you'll hide on the heath “and rob
travellers, my lad! Your career is
over!”

Jess stood back, her brain a-whirl
with thoughts: for she knew that the
lad spoke the truth. By some fluke he
had found the jacket she had put in
the tree—and it had been his ill-luck
that he should have been caught wear-
ing it,

A word of explanation from Jess,
and he would have been set free; buk



EVERY SATURDAY,

instantly she herself would have been
arrested—and lhgh\wyuan Jack, too,
for he would easily boe trapped.

At some’ time during l'fl-‘ ‘eobirse of
the day l[lgh“nvmﬂn Jack would go
to the tree. ' If the soldiers knew that
ho was due there, they had Imt to lie
in ambush in mr}m to capture him red-
handed.

The sergeant was examining ihe tunie
the lad wore.

“Why, repaired
mk:“d.

“Repaired ! said the dazed lad.

“Don’t try r]o\\mnr.z ¥ gneeréd the
sergeant, “ ho mended  this tear
Bertha, eh?

The lad ]ookod puzzled for a mome‘l £
then a light of hope -hmu> in his eyes.

“Bertha!” he eried. “ You mean the
girl who put the jacket in the tree |”

Jess fell back in horror, her cheeks
like chalk as she heard this; but no ono
luckily heeded her ‘in the oxcitement
brought by the lad’s words.

“I told you, I told you!” tho lad
inarsicd “I did see a girl bring the
tunie and put it in the iree. ~ Then.
thinking it might be food, why—why I
took out the bundle, and lo! “twas #his
same jacket.”

“And you don’t know what she leoks
like?7” sneered the sergeant. “Not
yvour friend Bertha, who's hclpod you
so often, H1ghwu3man Jack 17

Jess stiffened.  She knew now that
the youth had seen her place the coat
in the tree. Had he secn her face?

“Come, out with it! What's she

already, ¢lhii” he

like 7" thundered the sergeaunt. *“Tall,
fair, short, dark, or what?”
The wretched lad shook his head

miserably.

“Except she was dressed in a thick
coat like a man’s, I did not get sight
of her, for I hid myself. But sha had
some kind of shawl on her head.”

“Pah! We know all that. We lknow
how this Bertha dresses, and you know
you're giving nothing away by telling
us, you cunning rascal. But dﬂscr}bc her
face, and mayhap—mayhap,” said H‘m
sergeant, in a Fnrgammg tone, “it
might get you prison instead of 105\|u_:;
your life.”

Jess shuddered at the thouglht of tho
inmocent lad losing his life. Nothing
could stop her talking.

“0h, the poor lad might be—might
he taken to the gallows!” :ho gasped,
in dread.

“That’'s the fate for
lass,” said the sergeant,

And then he turned again {o
nml pointed to Jess.

“Was she, say, as tall as this lass—as
fat. or as ihm‘?’

Onca again Jess’ heart began palpi-
tating anew.

“'_I couldn’t rightly
vietim.

Jess breathed more freely; yeb her
heart ached for him, innocent victim
that he was.

“All right, there'll be some way of
making you ta]!c 1” snarled the sergeant.
“ Away with ]nm to the squire’s houseo
to be charged !’

Jess, biting. her lip, watched the lad
being taken from the inn.  He struggled
until a blow in the back from a musket,
and the threat of another, quicted him.

“He must escape,” Jess muitered.
“He must be freed.”

She hurried into the garden of iha
inn, crossed it, and went through th
gate that gave on to the forest.

There seemed to her bub onc way of
freeing this unhappy lad. She had to
see Highwayman Jack and get his aid—
and soon, or it might be too lato.

If he learned that another was being
charged with his offences,
Jess had gravely misjudged hie

Lhighwaymon,

ihe lad

say,” said the

char-

.thc tree,’” said Jess, in agitation.

then, unless |
lad for mel

o HIGHWAYMAN JACK !

the hall.
seemed to stand still with fresh shock.

They've caught him ! '’ came a shout from
A hand to her cheek, Jess turned, and then her heart

Fot it was not her highwayman friend

who had Been caught, but a perfect stranger !

acter, he would not rest until the lad
was freed.

But first Jess had to find him.

Up to the present she had not seen
him in daylight; had never scen him
without his mask, so that if she saw himn
walking in different clothes from thoso
ho wore at night she would not-instantly
have recogmised him without hearing
his well-known voice and Jaugh.

Taking cover amongst the trees, she
stole towards the hollow oak.

She saw it presently, and saw, too, a
figure that loitered ‘thero as though on
guard, a man clad in a long, waisted
mucoat with a fashionable three-tiered
cape and a black tricorn hat ab an
angle on his head. Near at hand &
herse was grazing.

A% that moment the man turned, saw
her, smiled, bowed, and lifted his hat,

But his face Jess could not see; il
was masked. Through the slits of thoe
mask twinkled eyes that ehe knew well,
and in gladness she ran forward.

‘ll’lghwaynmn Jack! Thank good-
:‘wﬁs you've come !” Jess gasped thank-

ully,

Ho replaced his hat and smiled.

‘L'|tL'lc friend, you are exeited, IHava
von lost the ]nckuL" Or,” he added

~“Joes danger threaten you?“

Jess took his strong hands and Iookcd
up at him in appeal.

YA torr;blo thing has happened l * sho
cried. “The jacket has been taken: 2

“What? By the eoldiers?” he ex-
(la'nu.d surprised, and looked "about
him as though fearing that some red-
coats might be lurking even now. '

“No, no. Some lad, on his way to the
coast—running away to sca—found it in
“And
now he has been arrested—arrested as
Laughing Jack the IIlghwn\man, a

.poor harmless lad.”

Highwayman Jack stiffengd, and a

‘slow smile curved his clean-cut lips.

“What, they mistake some harmless
Shame! If is an insult!

“leaving only

Lead me fo them.!” Aud langhter
'tg‘am lefg his lips.

-Jess spoke in gentle reproof.

“It is no langhing matter, The poor
lad may be flung into prison. He may
even—even go to the gallows [?

Langhing Jack was no longer smiling.
He dropped a hand on her shoulde v and
Lpoku gravely.

“Have no fear, kind friend. He sh: x‘l
not coma to harm. 1 will save him.k

He spoke confidently, but Jess shook
her head, for she did not see how the
vescue was 1o be performed when the
lad would be well guarded by soldiers.

“ Not at risk of your life,” sho begged

softly., “There must be somo other
way—writing a letier, perhaps.”
Highway Jack gave a jaunty

an:h at that,

‘La! I shall not risk my, life more
than usual,” he said. “But my
precious ‘red jacket—no one shall take
that froin me. At tho pistol-point the
ihieves shall stand and deliver it !

Jess gave a little cry of apprehension
at that, s
“0Oh, no—please ! “You
would never succeed
He launghed.
"Vr\u' succeed, kind friend?”
“No. They’d capture you——"
“You do not know Laughing Jack
as well as I thought,” was the light-
hearted reply. “I shall be safe.”
With a quick movement he turned.
Before Jess could detain him to ques-
tion him further about his plan, {o
suggest some less hazardous way of
clearing the lad, Illghwuymu.n Jack
was in the saddle of his horso.

£

she ho"gvd

Ho waved to her, and 'laughed
merrily, s 3
“Iave no fear!” he called. “What

is mine I shall regain, and only I shail
-uiiu- fov the supposed wrongs I have
done.”

In moment ho was gond,
the echo of his hovse's

a-ml!mr

hoofs,



20 “Jess and Highwayman Jack!”

The Hold-Up!

i RITHEE, dad! Let me go
with the soldiers to the
squire’s house !” begged Jess.

“You, my lass? But why

should you go?” her father asked, in
surprise. “There is work for you to
do_here.”

Jess bit her lip. She was in fretful,
anxious mood, fearful that the young
lad might be made to suffer when they
tried to extract the truth from him.
And now there was an ever greater
fear gnawing at her heart.

If Highwayman Jack was deter-
mined to regain his red tunic at the
pistol’s point, he must do so at the
squire’s house.

True, he might clear the lad, but
he would be captured himself.

The only end of this dread adventure
that coizld‘ bring happiness to Jess was
that both the lad and Highwayman
Jack should escape. Yet she couldn’t
for the life of her see how.

And she could not see how she could
get there to witness it. It would be too
far to run on foot, and soon the
mounted soldiers and the squire's
clmise would be under way.

“No need for you to go, Jess,” said
her dad again, and turned away in the
hall of the inn where they stood.

Jess bit her lip, moved towards the
door slowly as though about to defy
him, and then heard the squire’s voice
oufside.

The squire had been informed of the
capture, and had come post haste to
the scene. But he was returning to
his house with the prisoner in his
chaise. The necessary papers for an
indictment wére there, and evidence
had to be sworn. The squire was in
a rare jovial mood, as the capture of
the highwayman would throw credit on
himself.

Jess ran to the door, and shouted :

“8quire! One moment, sir!”

“What is it? What is it?” fretted
the squire, as he paused in the act
of entering his chaise, where the
prisoner, well bound, had been placed.
“Hurry! I have no time to waste on
a wench like you1”

“Squire, let me be a witness against
Highwayman Jack,” said Jess artfully.
“For I was held up by him in the
i‘qach, and dare say I can swear against
him.”

The squire hesitated, and reflected
for a moment. Then—

“Here, lass!” he called. “Do you
recognise him? Is he the highwayman
rascal who held you up?” he asked.

Jess approached the chaise, and, with
the squire taking her arm, she pecped
in at the window at the tcrriﬁe(ll) pale-
faced lad.

Jess” heart thumped. She could not
say “ Yes,” but if sEe said “No,” there
would be no reason for her going to the
squire’s house.

And go there she must. Only then
could she possibly aid the daring high-
wayman who was risking his life to
save this innocent young fellow.

“Why, I—I must first see him
masked}: and wearing a tricorn hat,”
she said. “Then doubtless I should
know him.”

“There is fifty pounds’ reward,”
mused the squire, and gave her a sly
wink. *“Methinks perhaps a pound
might go to one who helps identify
him, eh, captain?” he asked.

The captain shrugged, and cast the
squire a look, Which had he but known
it, was filled with contempt. Jess also
eyed him with scorn. {'Iow she de-
epised this rascally evil squire. He did
not care if this was the real highway-
man or not, so long as he was con-

”

victed. The squire would have some
of the reward, and that was all he was
thinking about.

But Jess led him on. At the last
minute she could say definitely that
this was not Highwayman Jack. Until
that moment, it was best to be tactful.

“I can but try,” she murmured.
“Then into the chaise,” said the
squire. “No—" Suddenly . he

realised thar the girl was of lower
station than he, and, therefore, couldn’t
ride with him. “On the box with the
coachman !”

In front of the chaise rode three
mounted soldiers carrying swords, and
three similarly armed were behind—a
fine party for one highwayman to do
battle with.

If Highwayman Jack tried to hold
up this cortege, his fate would surely
be sealed. How could he compete wit
gix mounted swordsmen? It was
iinpossible.

ess shivered with dread expectation
as the chaise reached a narrow lane
along which were high hedges, bushes,
and trees; for the soldiers were look-
ms right and left most warily.

f a sudden the captain gave a mut-
tered ery, and pointed ahead with his
sword. At that same moment Jess
herself saw the tricorn hat above the
hedge, and the muzzle of a pistol
}mld aloft, just round the bend of the
ane.

Highwayman Jack was not fully
concealed.

Only just in time Jess stifled a
scream; and well that she did so, for
it might have implicated herself in all
the trouble.

But the captain had already scen
Highwayman Jack.

“Halt the chaise!” he ordered
tersely. “Draw swords! Forward!”

Then with signals which the men
understood, he directed them—some
over the hedge to the left, others to
the right, in case the highwayman,
sconting danger, should ride off in
either direction.

“We have him now!” yelled the
captain. “As I thought, there are two
of them!”

The squire sprang down from the
coach.

“What—what—another ?” he ecried.

Jess ecrambled down from the box,
pale with agitation, every instinct
urgmg her to run to the highwayman's
aid. But she did not move.

From behind them came a cool, clear
voice.

“8tand and deliver! The first man
who calls out or moves, drops dead
with a bullet in him !’

Jess wheeled; the squire reeled. But
how different their facial expressions as
they saw, not five yards behind them,
astride his black horse, Laughing Jack
a pistol in either hand cocked, an
ready for action.

“If you sh-sh-shoot me, you sh-shall
su-suffer for it!” chattered the squire,
his knees knocking with fright,

He presented a pitiable aifht now.
His hands were up, but shaking like
aspen leaves. His pale face was de-
void of any colour. He stood there,
shivering with utter terror, completely
cowed.

Jess looked at him in scorn, and
then, realising that for one who should
fear the highwayman, she was too
calm, she suddenly clasped her hands,
and gave a piteous cry:

“Oh, spare me, highwayman! Don't *
shoot! Oh, spare me!”
Highwayman Jack’s right eye

twinkled through his velvet mask’; his

left closed in a wink that the squire

was far too agitated to notice. .
“Wench, get you gone where you
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belong 1”  snapped ~ the
“I want no truck with girls!
Face front, coachman, or die!”
- Jess moved away; but moved behind
the coach. There, creeping forward,
she cg)ened the far door, and, putting
her finger to her lips to signify the
peed for silence, she met the wide eyes
of the you

From the inside of her cloak she
took the knife that she had placed
before she left the inn.

ut time was precious. The soldiers
would return soon. With quick slashes
Jess freed the lad’s ankle bonds, and
beckoned him out of the chaise. Then
she pointed to the hedge near by. But
the youth needed little advice or per-
suasion; he bolted, clearing the hedge
at a bound.

Hardly had_ he disappeared, when
Highwayman Jack hailed her in sharp
tones . "

“Girl, take the squire’s big kerchief
from his tail pocket, and tie it tightly
about his mouth! Try to trick me,
and, girl though you are, I shall
shoot !” :

Jess winked at him, and then, doing
as _he bade her, gagged the squire,
doing even more—blindfolding him
with the kerchief. Nothing had evei
given her quite such a complete
satisfaction.

“Drive on!” roared Jack. “I will
ride on the tailboard, and if you call
to the soldiers, I'll shoot !

They did not look round, and, there-
fore, did not know that be had not
carried his threat into execution. Fully
convinced that he was indeed on the
rear of the chaise, they whipped their
horses, and raced off.

Jess did not wait to see the end, but
made for the inn And Laughing
Jack himself paused only long enough
to turn the squire round three or four
times in the road, at the end of which
that old rascal reeled and tottercd
dizzily.

“Keep your hands up!l”
Jack.

Then away he went over the hedge!

It was not until two nights later that
Jess met Highwayman Jack again.
She met him on the fringe of the
forest just before the London coach
was due,

“Oh, but that was brave and daring
and reckless!” she murmured, with
ehining eyes. “You saved that lad.
I only hope he escaped altogether.”

“Why, yes; I set him on the road,”
said Laughing Jack merrily. “On a
horse I rrowed from the squire's
stables. Unhappily the old rascal was
not there to give permission. How-
ever, it served the lad, who thought it
Was my OWn. B{' now he is at sea.
And you—no one has suspected you?”

Jess laughed lightly.

“Good I” said Highwayman Jack,
smiling  “Brave lass, you saved an
innocent youth from prison, And you
saved Highwayman Jack's tunie, and
eaved his reputation. For he would
not care to be thought a reckless lad.
Good-night 1"

“Good-night I” called Jess softly;
and, with shining, admiring eyes,
watched him ride off until he was
swallowed up by the darkness.

Soon, perhaps, they would
again. But—when, when?

END OF THIS WEEK'E8 STORY.
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VALERIE DREW, the famous girl-detective
. and her clever Alsatian dog,

FLASH, are on holiday at Sunnylands Farm,

which is run as an hotel by a hard-working,

likeabla {)ﬂun{‘gul, =

DOROTHY DEAN, with the help of her

UNCLE NATHAN,a well-meaning old muddler,
Dorothy seems to have a secret enemy,
who is_trying to drive guests from the
farm. Mysterious thin ppen and sus-
picion falls upon one of the guests,

JOHNNY JEVONS, a bolsterous young fellow

who is a confirmed practical joker.
Valerie completely clears him, bowever.
ne of the guests leaves because of damage
done to her property, and Valerie bowls
out a maid, who leaves. Later, when a
barn is fired, and part of the cliff is blown
up, she suspects a gipsy woman,

MRS, LOGAN, But this woman-warns Valeric
of an attempt to rob the safe, enabling
Valerie to frustrate it. She later catches
the foe cutting an electric cable near the
farm. He bolts. Valerie is examining

___ the damage when up comes :

CHARLIE 'DEEDS, an interfering guest,
who thinks himself a detective, with
other guests, Charlie demands : “ What
are you up to, Valerie Drew 1

(Now read on.)

Evidence of the Clock-s!

HAT in the world, Charlie,

i«
do you imagine. I'm up

to?” Valerie. Drew ejacu--

lated, in blank amazement,

Sha stood like a girl in a dream, still

holding the vital pair of pliers caro-

fully by their extreme ends, staring

back at the crowd of peoI})Jie who had
rushed so dramatically on her. .

i of their -torches,

The reflections s
round, dimly lit

thrown up by the 14
their faces. She saw Charlie, eager and
accusing, hovering in the forefront.
Close at hand stood freckled Marjorie
and prim little Peter ' Passleighs
Elderly Mr. Weeple had ' hastened
along with Mr. Anthony. Even Uncle
Nathan, fumbling about with a defeec-
tiva torch in his usual nervous, un-
helpful manner, had turned up. ‘It
was quite a relief to see Johnny Jevons’
hot]llcst—, boyish face amongst them as
well.

“What've you been doing with those
pliers 1” demanded Charlie, egged on
by the excited whispers. of the crowd
behind him.

Valerio stared at him in consterna-
tion as she realised what was in- his
mind,

He was apparently so mtterly stupid
that he actually believed she had cut
the eleciric cable herself!

By
ISABEL NORTON

“Don’t be-a bigger ass than you can
help, Charlie!” said: Valerie, stung to
an unusnally epirited retort. I only
got back here a minute ago. You must
have seen me crossing the field.” i

Charlie showed his teeth.

“You won't get away with it so
easily this time,” he darkly vowed.

“Jdiot, I've nothing to get away
with1” Valerie erossly replied.. “I
came here to catch- someone, He got
away too-quickly, but I'd still have had
‘n:'ul1l }.E Flash hadn’t fallen down the old
weall. .

“Poor old Flash! Why, he's still
wringing wet!” Marjorie exclaimed,
immediately sympathetic as she ob-
served Flash’s condition. “Charlie, if
you can't even see when a dog's wet,
you -

“Rats!

He's probably been roliing

A piece of wrapping paper put

Yalerie Drew on the track of the

unknown enemy—and her rival in
terrible peril !

in a pond while Valerie’s been at
work | declared Charie, offhandedly.
“Wa wang the truth from Valerie this
time "

Hands in pockets as usual, still with
tha ghost of an amused grin on_his
good-looking face, Johnny remained
easily the most self-possessed person
thera.

“Bright lot of pals, aren’t they 1" he
commented. “It was old Sherlock’s
idea’that we all got up and trundled
down here like this. But I'm still on
your side, Val.”

“QOh, you are?” said Charlie un-
pleazantly. “ You'd better go back to
school, and wait until someone asks
for your valuable opinion. Firstly,"
he went on, in a determined voice,

““T'll ask you to hand over that pair

of pliers, Valerie Drew "

“Hear, hear!” said Mr.
encouragingly.

Valerie set her -lips as she glanced at
the polished handles on which . the
finger-prints were so plainly visible.
There would be nothing left worth

Weeple

Charlie’s clumsy hands

having once
had grasped them!
“What for?” she asked ominously.

out where they came
" Charlie answered pompously.
’ in touch with the makers,
y'know, and trace them—=-*

Valerio turned her head quickly, It
was no time to argue with a fellow like
Charlie. Luckily, she still had ome
stannch, unfaltering supporter.

“CGot a clean hanky, Johnny1” the
whispered tensely.

“Never any other kind,” Johnny
replied, with a grin, as he pulled cde
from his sleeve.

" “T shall find

“Then catch!” directed  Valerie
swiftly.
Johnny spread the handkerchief

between his. hands, showing immed:-
ately that he had noticed and appred-
aied Valerie’s careful handling of the
phera, s

“Johnnv, don't you dare!” cried
('harlie, his voice rising to a squeak of
excitement. ““Stand back |- Valerie,
givo me those pliers instantly ! Such
valuable evidence— ow I

Neatly Valerie had tossed the pliers
towards the waiting handkerchief.
Charlie, leaping forward to prevess
her, trod unwisely on the very edge of
the excavation. Losing his-balance, he
sprawled ignominiously ' in the pit,
while Johnny caught the pliers in his
handkerchief, and drew the four
cornera together.

“Stop him!” bawled. Charlie, from
the ground. “I say, don’t let him ges
They're frightfully imporiaas

“Ta-ta all!” said Johnny briﬁht!y;
and, turning on his heels, he ran like a
hare back in the direction of the farm-

hons .

“This mecans they’re. both
together!” declared Charlie, scram-
bling furiously to his feet. “He'll
change them for another pair, of
course, Now we’ll never know——"

“We may,” Mr. Weeple sternly put
in, “if Miss Drew will answer a few
questions,” .

“(anght standing-beside a cut elec-
tric mbi‘, with a pair of pliers in her
hand, is not a wusual activity for =
detective,” agreed Mr. Anthony

tartly.
Valerie-stepped up to-the level field.
She had recovered from her shock, and

was guite ready to face her accusers.

in it
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“Perhaps, sir,” she said, looking
fixedly at Mr. Weeple, “I can save you
the bother of asking me questions,
You'd first of-all like to know how I
became interested in this spot. T'll
explain that with pleasure. Charlie
told me about it!”

“Me?” gasped Charlie incredu-
lously, “Why, of all the neck—"

“Charlie explained that, while spy-
ing out for Paizi Logan, he hid under
a hurdle over a hole where the cable
was exposed,” Valerie proceeded, un-
heeding. *“Though he tgought nothing
of his discovery, to me an uncovered
cable seemed highly significant, so I
determined to keep watch to sce if the
person who had  first uncovered it
would return later on to complete the
work of cutting it.”

“How can we believe that?” asked
Mr. Weeple, his expression still hard
and scornful.

Valerie pointed to the trees.

“A tiny mirror is fixed to show a
reflection of a light from here in my
room,” she responded. *I needed that
to tell me when he was back at work.”

“A fine tale!” scoffed Charlie.
“More than—"

“We can see for ourselves if this
mirror exists,” Mr. Weeple interrupted
him. “In my opinion, however, it will
still prove nothing. Is it all you have
to say, Miss Drew?”

“Wait1” directed Valerie softly, an

altered expression on her face. “I've
|ju5t remembered something, You
know Dorothy’s alarm clock, DMar-
jorie?”

“Why, of course!” DMarjorie

answered, in surprise. “I've often
borrowed it. It's such a marvellous
timekeeper that it doesn’t matter that
the jigger to alter the hands is bust.”

“Just when we were leaving the
room to-night,” Valerie went on, her
tone almost dreamy, “Flash had an
accident. He upset the table with the
clock on it. I heard it stop ticking at

* once, so that’ll tell you the exact time
1 left the building. In the dining-room
there's an electric clock. Tt would stop
at the very moment this cable was cut.
If somcone will be good enough to

examine both clocks before I have a
chance to touch them——"

“Yippee, that's a brain-wave, Val
ejaculated Marjorie. “I'll do that
with pleasure.”

“And TI'll come to make sure you
don’t cheat!” volunteered Peter Pass-
leigh promptly.

“I say! How about me?” demanded
Charlie, in an injured voice, as they
immediately hastened off. “I jolly
well brought you down here—"

“You did, Charlie, and I'm not for-
getting it !” Valerie assured him, in
a voice that suddenly made Charlie
stare. “I'll give you plenty of oppor-
tunity to talk in a few minutes. Are
we quite ready, Mr. Weeple, to return
to the house?”

Mr Weeple exchanged a sharp,
inquiring glance with Mr. Anthony.
Mr. Anthony nodded. Muttering :
“Yes, yes,"” they set off for the house,
followed by Valerie and Flash, and a
watchful but now decidedly puzzled
Charlie, i

There was a candle burning in the
hall. Johnny Jevons, smoking a cigar-
ette, sat in a chair beside it, looking
very cheerful,

“Hallo, S8herlock Cleverdick!” he
greeted Charlie. “Still looking for
that pair of pliers? As I'd hate to
tell you a lie, papa, I have just swal-
lowed them !

Marjorie came running downstairs,
carrying an alarm clock, the face of
which was broken, just as Peter Pass.
leigh emerged from the dining-room.

“One sixteen,” she reported breath-
lessly. “What was the time by the
electric one, Peter ”

“One sixteen exactly I’ said Peter in
astounded tones. “Both eclocks must
have stopped the very same
moment |”

Johnny, who had already heard them
say what they were doing, and its pur-
pose in checking up on Valerie's move-
ments, chuckled delightedly.

“A demonstration of what they call
the long arm of the law, Charlie,” he
explained mischievously. “Valerie
must have reached out of her window
and cut through a cable hali a mile
away 1”

"

at
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Mr. Weeple and Mr. Anthony looked
completely lummoxed.

“It's all a fake!” said Charlie ob-
stinately. “I don’t care even if
Marjorie and Peter are in with Valerie
as well. I'll still get at the truth—"

“Nothing, Charlie, will suit me
better,” Valerie interposed. “We all
want to know the truth, and you're the
one who can help us most.” :

“Me?” said Charlie, amazed at such
a remark from Valerie. *“ Look here,
Val, if ‘_you’rc trying to soft soap me

now—

“Listen!” Valerie directed, her
sternér expression instantly belieing
any such intention. “How did you
know where to look for me, Charlie?”

“Eh? How?” A spot of colour.
leapt to Charlie’s cheeks. “Why, I've
suspected you all the time—"'

“I left my room about a quarter past
one !” said Valerie in clipped tones.
“There was certainly nobody else
awake in the house at the time. The
only person who knew I was out was
the person Flash chased. Yet you,
Charlie, raised an alarm and brought
these other people down to the field.”
Her gaze was stern as she looked into
Charlie’s uneasy eves. “Who told you
I was there, Charlie I” she demanded.

Mr. Weeple stared at crimson-
cheeked Charlie, opened his mouth as
though about to say something, then
abruptly changed his mind.

Charlie himself, toying uncertainly
with his immature brown moustache,
had never appeared so near to being
speechless Lefore.

“I—I—1I absolutely. refuse to be cross-
questioned about my—my methods !” he
managed to stutter at length, turning
away.

Valerie's accusers all realised what a
set-back they had had.

Charlie went upstairs, glowering and
muttering, and Mr. Weeple and his
friend followed his example. Uncle
Nathan, still looking greatly mystified,
shuffled away in silent perplexity, and
Marjorie and Peter returned to their
rooms a few minutes later,

““Wait here,”’ Johnny directed, seeing
the coast clear at last. “Won't be two
ticks, old sleuth. They’ve been in
Charlie’s overcoat all the time—I
guessed he'd never think of looking
there !*

Valerie took the candle into the
lounge, and within a minute Johnny
returned with his handkerchief. He
unfolded it carefully, and Valerie took
up the vital pair of pliers, holding
them as before by the extreme ends.
Johnny, intently silent now, watched as
she dusted the shiny handles with
finger-print powder, carefully blew off
the surplus, and pressed highly glazed
white paper against them.

“Gosh, what a marvellous job of
work, old sleuth !” he admired, grasp-
ing her hand excitedly. “They’re per-
fect finger-prints. You've really got

him at last—”" E
“I'd rather say ‘all but’ got him,
Johnny,”” Valerie softly corrected.

“But to-morrow, with your help, we
ought to know—a lot more |”

—_——

Charlie's Secret!

OROTHY, you've managed
marvellously 1”7 Valerie de-
clared in tones of warm
-admiration, as she stood

within the doorway of the kitchen on

the following morning. “’E\'erythmg
cooked on the range and oil-stoves, an
vet youw're only ten minutes behind the
usual time! ~ Jolly good show, my
dear!” %

Dorothy smiled a trifle uncertainly—
and Valerie understood why.

€
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Two shocks had been awaiting the
girl hostess this morning when she
awoke: for Valerie had had to admit
that the mystery enemy was still at
large, and, as a further consequence of
his ireacherous work. everything elec-
trical would be out of service until they
had the cable repaired during the
morning.

“1 only hope people don’t start com-
plaining, Val,” Dorothy answered, with
a. nervous laugh. “It isn’t by any
means the usual breakfast.”

“It's a jolly good one, Dorothy!”
Valerie warmly insisted, her hand rest-
ing  affectionately on = Dorothy’s
shoulder, “And things can't go on
much longer now. You're doing swell,
dear 17

And off Valerie went, with an en-
couraging smile, to the dining-room.

Sitting at the head of his table,
Johnny Jevons caught her eve and gave
her a broad, significant wink.

“"Morning, Valerie!” said Charlie
Deeds with qoud hravado, as she passed
the spot where he was sitting.

Valerie gave him a quick glance.
Though he obviously wanted to appear
as perky and self-satisfied as usual, she
knew that last night’s events had
shaken his self-confidence considerably.

“Good-morning to vou, Charlie I she
returned sweetly.

And she sat down in her own seat.

Presently in through the doorway
came Uncle Nathan, tottering uncer-
fainly, with a tray laden with hot-water
Jugs.

“Look out, everyone!” Johnny
humorously advised. “Here comes the
fire-water man! Those who don’t want

to find themselves in hot water had
better get under the tgbles!”
Valerie snatched a glance at

Dorothy’s flustery, inefficient relation,

whose chief merit seemed to be that he

always took Johnny's jokes in such
part.

“We've only just got the second lot
of water io boil on the oil-stoves,”
Uncle Nathan explained, as he bumped
the tray down on service table.
“Bome more water for you, Miss Mar-
jorie?” The jug slopped visibly as he
set it on the table. “You, Major
Adams? And Mr. Weeple—"’

Mr. Weeple turned sharply at the
sound of his name, though it seemed to
Valerie he must have been perfectly
well aware that Uncle Nathan was in
the vicinity, :

In a _second there was a collision.

As Mr. Weeple's hand came into
abrupt contact with the hot jug, he
gave a gasp of alarm, and snatched it
hastily away again.

Uncle Nathan, staggering back, gave
a shriek of pain as the water poured
out of the jug over the fingers of both
his hands.

“Oh dear!” gasped Marjorie. “How
terribly clumsy '

“Poor old nunky !” eried Johnny, in
genuine concern, leaping to his feet.

Uncle Nathan, white and shaken,

pressed his hands painfully togetheras

and tried to smile.

“It's all right!” he muttered. “I'll

see Dorothy. It won't take her a
moment to put something on my
fingers.  Accidents will happen. Oh
dear !”

sfiveryone was looking ‘concerned.

.“Let me take you to Dorothy !” in-
%ed little Mrs. Peek, determined to
take charge.

Valerie watched while Uncle Nathan.
still protesting vaguely and apologetic-
ally, was escorted from the room.
When he returned, some ten minutes
later, the fingers of both his hands were
wra’;ﬁcd in bandages.

“That’s one set of finger-prinis we're

not likely to get for a few days, Val!”
Johnny whispered. joining her as soon
as the meal was over. “Luckily, it
doesn’t seem to matter, nunky being the
sort of prizewinner who'd blow himself
up to the moon if he ever tried to cut
an electric cable. But did you notice
old Weeple 1”

“What about him, Johnny?” asked
Valerie, an inquiring gleam in her

eyes.

“Well, if you saw what I saw,’
answered Johnny significantly, “you'll
probably have decided that it was Mr.
Weeple who intended to get the hot
water over his fingers, but his little
stunt went wrong, and uncle caught it
instead. Cigarette, sir 7” Johnny smil-
ingly offered, whipping a shining cigar-
ette-case from his pocket.

He had just observed the very
individual they were discussing stand-
ing only a few feet away !

“Thank you! Very kind of you, my
boy !” answered Mr. Weeple, with an
unusual smile. “The first you've ever
offered me, I believe.”

And, despite Johnny's subtle
endeavour to make him take hold of
the case, Mr. Weeple carefully selected
a cigarette without touching the case
and strolled away.

_ “Foiled!” said Johmny. pulling a
tace.

Valerie had to laugh at his glum
expressiorn.

“You'll get his finger-prints later

on,” she assured him. “Try some of
the others first. 1'll be just inside the
writing-room waiting for you.”
Johuny, agreeing, strolled off into the
winter garden, where. as the morning
was overcast and rain threatened, most
of the guests had already gathered to
chat together. .
Offering his cigavette-case to Mar-
jorie, he allowed one side to sag so that
she had to hold it up as she helped
herself to one. The finger-prints she
unconsciously made on its shiny surface
were perfect. Moving unobtrusively

to where Valerie was waiting, Johnny
watched her dust it with powder and
vital

tranfer the outlines to glazed

paper.

I
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Major Adams and Mrs. Peek fol-
lowed. A few minutes later Peter Pass-
leigh feli an equally innocent victim to
the guileless Johnny. Valerie, waiting
in the writing-room, was just wonder-
ing who would be next when she heard
a loud guffaw of laughter.

‘Can’t take me in, Johnny!* de-
clared.the voice of Charlic Deeds glee-
fully. “T've already guessed what you
and Valerie are up to between you !”

Rising to her feet in instant concern,
Valerie strolled into the winter garden.
There she saw Johnny, his cheeks
slightly flushed with annoyance, still
holding an open cigarétte-case in front
of Charlie

“ Finger-prints—eh 7° asked Charlie,
with a wide grin ‘Don’'t think it
matters this time! Have one of mine
instead, Johnuoy !”

And Charlie, whipping out his awn
case, pressed the catch. To his cou-
sternation, a piece of torn paper lying
Jjust inside it immediately fluttered out
and fell to the ground.

“What's that 7 cried Johnny at once

Charlie, his expression changing
amazingly, made a grab to pick the
paper up again. Valerie, however, had
already stooped towards it, intending to
hand it back. Just as she was picking
1t up she read—her own name printed
on it in capitals! |

“Just a moment. Charlic !’ she ex-
claimed. Tt looks as though this paper
should interest me as well 1™

“You'll give it back to me at once!”
Charlie shouted ar the top of his voice
making a rush towards her.

Johnny moved at the same moment,
wrapping his arms round Charlie’s
waist. Charlic gave a shriek, and
rolled on the ground with Johnny on
top of him.

“1t’s all right, Johnny,” said Valerie
coolly. “You can let Charlie stand up
now. This little piece of paper explains
quite a lot that’s been puzzling me
T'll read it aloud !”

" throbhed

“Yon won't! Charlie,
struggling furiously to escape. “Let
up, Johnny! 'That's a very private
pepar—*

“It reads.” proceeded Valerie. un-
heeding :

. VERY carefully, Valerie played out the

string, while Flash watched her

clever plan to catch the secret foe with

anxious eyes. But someone else was

watching, too — interfering Charlie
Deeds !




?4 “Valerie Drew’s Holiday Mystery!”

“‘LOOK FOR VALERIE DREW
IN LONG FIELD AT ONCE. SHE'S

UP TO MISCHIEF.—A FRIEND.” ”

There was an andible sensation at her
revelation. :

“Golly !” said Johnny blankly. “So
that's how Charlie knew where to find
vou last night! And he told us he'd
been following up his own brilliant
deductions !”

Charlie’s cheeks were erimson with
mortification as he knew every eyve was
turning questioningly on him.

5 was quite justified, as it
happens, anyway !” he stuttered. “We
—we all saw Valeric with the pliers,
and—"

“Who gave you this note?” Valeric
demanded in a tone that made Charlie
jump.

“Nobody I” muttered Charlie. “There
was just a tap on my door; the note
was pushed in underneath——"

“By the very person I was after
Valerie commented bitterly. “A trick
to get you out of the house and put me
in a false position, and you fell for it!”

“Come outside with me, Sherlock,”
suggested Johnny in an almést kindl
tone, “and I'll knock that silly h]oc:lz

1

of yours off before it gets you into any

more trouble I .

Charlie did not accept the offer.
Never in his life had he: felt—and
looked—as completely foolish as he did
at that moment. For Valerie had
really got him; and even Charlie, after
taking so much credit to himself, could
hardly deny that he deserved all he got.

"Alvl right, Miss Clever!” he re-
marked bitterly. “Tell us who did
write that note—if you can!” .

And, hands “in pockets, nose held
defiantly in the air, he marched out of
the winter garden, leaving Valerie with
a tiny spot of colour mantling her
cheeks.

There had been an unkind enough
sting in that last taunt which nobody
could have missed.

Valerie had made many attempis to
unmask the mystery enemy at the farm,
but it was perfectly truc that he still

eluded her!
I upstairs, and Valerie Drew was

now pursuing a keen but lonely
investigation.

The last clue with which Charlie had
so dramatically presented her scemed to
Valerie so full of possibilities that she
had decided that even the further
checking of finger-prints might be
deferred until a more favourable oppor-
tunity.

She was positive that something of
vital importance was to be learnt from
the “warning * note, and the manner
in which Charlie had received it.

What was she to deduce?

Intently she studied the fragment on
which the unknown foe had printed the
warning.

It was the torn-off corner of a piece
of fairly heavy, pale-brown paper,
which must have originally come from
& much larger wrapping sheet.

Indeed, Valerie judged that it had
been torn from the sort of sheet used
in shops for wrapping large parcels.

“He'd be standing just about here,”
she keenly reflected, as she roamed the
passage where Charlie’'s room was

Drama on the Roof!

T was later in the day, when the
maids bad fimshed their work

]

situated. “The nearest flight of stairs
leads up io the little box-room, where
any parcels found lying around the
house are always dumped until they're
claimed. And I noticed two or three
in there only yesterday.”

She went softly up the stairs and
reached the dark little box-room, lit
only by its small, dusty skylight set in
the middle of the flat part of the farm-
house roof.

Scarcely able to eredit her good for-
tune. Valerie remained on the thres-
hold, staring at a biggish parcel lying
against the wall.

One end of the paper was torn.
Holding the vital fragment against it,
Valerie found that it fitted exactly into
position !

For several moments she stood quite
still, thinking hard.

What was to be done now?

One possibility which immediately
came into her mind was that if she
fetched Flash, who was at present
downstairs, he might be able to pick up
the mystery man’s trail at this point.

Second thoughts decided Valerie
against it for the moment. To employ
Flash upstairs would be rather obvious,
and therefore likely to put her enemy
on his guard. &y L

The parcel with the torn end still
fascinated her, ;

How, Valerie asked hLerself, had the
mystery foe known exactly where to find
it in the darkness unless he had seen it
previously—or put it there himself ?

Closing the door behind her, Valerie
noted exactly how the parcel was lying
on the floor. Then, carefully untying
the string, she lowered the paper and
looked inside.

Her eyes opened wider as she saw
what it contained. 3 ;

There _were two packages, ecach
labelléed with the name of a chemical
substance,” ‘which, as Valerie knew,
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blunders he would remain the laughing-
stock of evervone at the holiday farm.

Unable to discover anything for him-
self, Charlic was not above trying to
learn something from Valerie instead.

If only it led him in the right diree-
tion, Charlie would still be prepared to
claim all the honour to himself.

Unaware that Charlie was an unseen
witness of her actions, Valerie attached
the loose end of the silk to the under-
side of the parcel. Then, unreeling the
silk as she went, she led it downstairs,
along the passage to her room, and
under the door. And there, placing tha
reel inside a tin where it would jangle
the moment the thread was pulled by
anyono  touching the parcel, she sat
down {o wait.

Half an hour passed. Downstairs a
darts contest was in progress in the
winter garden. I'rom the kitchen came
the cheerful clink of basins and cooking
implements as the staff prepared the
usual attractive lunch.

Seated at her table, completing details
in her case-book while she waited,
Valerie suddenly thrilled.

he reel of silk in the tin rattled so
violently that the tin fell to the floor.

In a moment Valerie was on her feet.

. Tiptoeing along the passage, she moved

would blaze fiercely and give off dense’

volumes of smoke when mixed together
and placed on a fire.

Her present knowledge of her enemy's
methods of working immediately sug-
gested their intended use at the farm.

Knowing the kitchen range must be
used for cookery until the electric
supply was restored, the enemy’s next
plan was obvious. The moment he had
a suitable opportunity he would climb
to the flat roof and drop the chemical
mixture down the kitchen chimney, to
fill the kitchen with alarming clouds of
smoke.

The panic which might result from
such a dastardly trick could easily be
nnagined. :

Her lips compressed, her violet eyes
reflecting the horror and disgust which
filled her at this further evidence of the
unscrupulous enemy’s resolution to ruin
the farm, Valerie tied up the parcel and
left it exactly as she had found it.

Returning to her room, she took a
recl of very thin, dark silk, and crept
back to the box-room. And. this time,
in her eagerness to complete her work
as soon as possible, and leave the scene
apparently clear for, the enemy to carry
on, she failed to glance back and make
sure ehe was not observed.

Had she done so on this occasion
Valerie would have seen the bright,
eager eyes of Charlie Deeds watching
from behind a curtain on the landing.

For Charlie was really desperate now.
Despite all his efforts to shine as a
detective, he had come badly unstuck.
He knew that uunless he very quickly
ded something to _retrie\'e his latest

with silent stealth up to the bex-room
at the top of the narrow flight.

The skylight was open. A box from
which one could easily climb to the roof
was now standing just underneath.

The chemicals had vanished.

Hastening - across the room, Valerie
sprang to the box, grasped the edges of
the open fanlight, and drew herself up
so that she could peer out on to the
roof. .

-Astounded, she found herself gazing,
not at one, but two figures, only a few
yards away from her |

One, muffled from head to feet in a
clinging black garment, was standing
just beside the smoking kitchen chim-
ney, hastily untying the parcel of
chemicals. The other, creeping eagerly
towards his back, was—Charlie Deeds !

In a flash Valerie realised what had
happened. Charlie had forestalled her
vet again, He had found her telliale
silk and watched it from a spot nearer
to the box-room Probably the fan-
light had been opened unexpectedly
from above, and the hooded enemy had
obtained what he wanted by using a
hooked stick ‘o pick it up. Charlie,
entering a few moments later, had put
the box in position and leapt to the
roof.

“Got you !” yelped Charlie's voice, in
a cry of triumph. “Now we'll see who
you are !”

He rushed forward, and the masked
figure turned at bay at his ery. . Then,
in threc catastrophie seconds, the rest
happened. -

In obvious dismay and terror at being
caught, the masked figure rushed at
Charlie, wildly waving his arms. One
reckless blow caught Charlie .on the
chin, sending him tumbling. ‘helplessly
away across the roof. A cry of startled
warning burst from Valerie's lips just a
moment too late.

Unable to do anything to save him-
self, Charlic gave one shrick and rolled
clean over the edge to the depths
below ! ‘

VW HAT a startling happening this i

On no account miss next Sa
day’s dramatic chapters. Have you
placed a regular order for your
SCHOOLGIRL yet ?
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