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COLOURED ART CARD.
No. 5.—BESSIE BUNTER. -

BESSIE RISES TO THE OCCASION!

(An exciting incident from the magnificent long
complete story of the Girls of Cliff House School,
contained in this issue.)

ALSO IN THIS ISSUE: TWO SPLENDID SERIALS OF SCHOOL LiFE AND MYSTERY.
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THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

All readers who write me and encloss
a stamped envelope may be sure o
receiving a prompt reply by post. A
should E. addressed : 'I'III:
Editor, " The School Friend,” The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street.

Y DEAR. READERS.—1 thiok 1
might, without exaggeration, term
the present number of the ScHooL
FRIEND, in which Bessie Bunter is

the leading figure, a positive triumph for all
coucerned.. Miss Richards has “got " this
popular character to perfection, the “Clff
House Weekly ” is a “scream”™ from start
to finish, the coloured art card of Bessie is a
wonderful piece of work on the part of Mr.
Dodshon, and, as to onr two new serials, this

week's instalmeuts are more exciting thanm
any of the past ones. R
And now, if I were to ask you who is the

gentlest and most  ladylike wember of
the popular Fourth Form, with probahly the
mildest dispositicn of them all, whom would
you choose? Without a doubt it would be

MARJORIE HAZELDENE,

Marjorie i=. indeed, one of the very best
liked of the Fourth Formers, and 1 Enow you
will welcome the

BEAUTIFUL COLOURED ART CARD

of ler which will he presented with next
Thursday's issue of the ScHooL Friexp. It
will make a handsome addition to the five
which you alrcady possess, for Marjorie is
indeed a pretty girl, with her “long-bobhed *
hair, her soft blue e¢yes, and beautifel com-
plexion.

It secms ever such a time now since Mar-
joric Hazeldene took the leading part in &
long story, though she was very prominent in
the serics of stories featuring Grace Kelwyn,
as well as those dealing with Miss Chantrey
and the Fourth Form ballet. But in pext
TTharsday’s magnificent new lonz  complete
story of the girls of Cliff House, entitled:

“MARJORIE HAZELDENZ='S
SACRIFICE!"”
By Hilda Richards,

London, E.C. 4.

and wlat am ever-obiizing maturc is bers. So
when she updertakes to do some delicate
crocheting for the beadmistress, we naturally
vxpect her to fulfil lier task ably and well,
aud within the time she promiscs. Can we
believe that Marjorie deliberately breaks her
promise, and fails to get on with the work!?
The crocheting presents uo real difficulty to
Marjorie, and she could easily have finished
it at once if—— Well, for Marjorie to break
such a promise given to the headmistress
there must he 2 very importapt “if * some-
wiere.  And there is! But what is it?
What can possibly have become between
Marjorie and ber work to cause such an un-
precedented action on her part? Sauffice to
=ay it is somwething that shows the geutle
and sympathetic Marjorie in a finer light than
5 n which we have ever seem her—some-
thiat brings to the fore those generous,
self-sacrificing, and bravely-modest qualities
whiclh we ‘know her to possess,

Very differcnt from the present Special
Bessie Bunter Number of

THE “CLIFF HOUSE WEEKLY "

will be next Thursday's

SPECIAL MARJORIE HAZELDENE

NUMBER.

This, of course, is because Marjorie is such

an entirely different character from the
fat, stopid, but lovabie Bessie. But next
week's fine Special Number is just as

characteristic of Marjorie as the present one
is characteristic of Bessic. In the Special
Marjorie Hazeldene XNumber you will Jearn
the girls" opinions as to whether Marjorie
is too ladylike; you will learn “why she
is glad she is not captain,” her first im-
pressions of Cliff House, ber attitude towards
sports, how Clara Treviyn and Dolly Jobling

vou will agree, are very imteresting and in-
formative, aud serve to place the character
of Marjorie Hazeldene before you in a clearer
and clearer light. And there are other
features as well, of equal juterest.

As to our grand uew serial,

“ FRIENDSHIP FORBIDDEN!"
By Ida Melbourne,

this week's instaiment must leave you with
one great question im  your minds: Wil
Dolores escape? Well, mpext week's en-
thralling instalment will be simply crammed
with exciting ipcidents, and you must take
care net to miss it.

There will also be another absorbing long
instalment of

“THE SIGNALMAN'S DAUGHTER!"
By Gertrude Nelson,

This instalment will be particularly
dramatic on accouut of the affair of the
exam paper that was missing. What will be
the result of its recovery? Will Olive
Walters bave to forfeit her scholarship, or
will her innocence be proved? The latter at
present does not seem improbable, but next
Thursday's instalment of this grand and
popular serial will be full of dramatic sur-
prises.

Apart from pext Thursday's beautiful
card of Marjurie Hazeldene, there are

FOUR MORE BEAUTIFUL FREE
ART CARDS

of vour favourite characters to be presented.
They are of Barbara Rediern, Dolly Johling,

Augusta Anstruther-Browne, and Phyllis
Howell. The pouular girl who is to follow
Marjorie Hazeldene 1 will deal with next
week,

Your Sincere Friend,

fiud lier as their leader and study-mate, and
“resprects in which she Is firm.”  All of these,

VARIGOSE VEINS & RUPTURE

Marjorie takes the lead. We all know what
a fine peedlewoman Marjorie Hazeldene is,

YOUR EDITOR.

30 WOMEN WANTED, join weekly Conducted Parties to Canada.
Assisted passages granted domesticated women selected by Salvation

Army. All denominations welcomed. Work guaranteed. Parlit_lllurs
from Migration llouse. Address: Commissioner Bullard, 3, Upper
Thanies. Street, London, E.C.; 12, Pembroke Place, Liverpool; or Positively Cared by a Marvellous New Method.

203, Hope Street, Glasgow. INSTANT  Call or Write

FREE TEST 5.

T RELIEF. XNOW for- -
ARE YOU NERVOUS, 3. 00000 Pl e BUSINESS HOURS : . Our Consulting and Fitting Rooms arc
BASHFUL, SHY ? L L R ﬁ(‘;’ open daily. Mondays to Thursdays: 9 am. to 530 pm.

FRIDAYS: 9 am. to 8 pm. Satordays: 9 am. to 1 p.m.
Ezxpert Male and Female Attendants.
LE BRASSEUR SURGICAL MANUFACTURING Co.,Ltd.
(Dept. K.D.), 26, Sackville Street, PICCADILLY, LONDON, W.
Manchester Branck : Princes Chambers. 26, PALL MALL.
Head Office : 90, WORCESTER STREET, BIRMINGHAM.
Please state clearly nature of complaint.

of gemuine home
All Saints Road,

pany ? 1f so, write at once for free pan
cure in 7 days. Address: -A. M. Dept.
ST. ANNE'S-ON-SEA.

2/- MONTHLY.

Costumes, Suits, Frocks, Jumpers, Children’s Clothing, Houschold
Linen. Footwear. Jewellery. Catalogues Free. Easy Terms.—
CASTLE SUPPLY Co., Dent. S.F., NORWICH.

LOVELY LEATHER

ALL COLOURS, 11d, sq. ft. MAKE OWN GLOVES, HATS.
DOROTHY BAGS, and save money. Send 2d. stamp full set
patterns,—CATT, Leather Merchant, NORTHAMPTON.

STOP STAMMERING, CURE YOURSELF A1 DID.

Particulars Free.—FRANK A.
HUGHES, 7. SOUTHAMPTON ROW. LONDON. W.C. 1.

CUT THIS OUT

* School Friend." PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send 13 of these coupons with enly 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Flegt Street, London, E.C.4. You will reccive by return a Splendid
British Made 14-ct. dold Nitbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
Medivgn, er Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is 4,9, 24. beipg
allowed for cach extra coupon up to 12, Pocket Clip, 44. extra.) This great
offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the ScHOOL FRIEXD
readers. Satisfacticon guaranteed or eash returned. F gn post cxtra.
Lever Self-Filling Mode!, with Safety Cap, 2 - extra.

Dainty single stone Dress Ring, set with Carbon
Diamend; gnaranteed 5 years. Price only 8d.;
postage 2d.

Genunine 12-ct. gold-filled Signet Ring, guaran-
teed 5 years, hand-engraved with your initials.
Special reduced price in children’s, maids’, and
emall lndies’ sizes, 1/3; postage 2d. Send P.O.
with size of finger to—

SIMS & MAYER (Dept. S.F.),
2.

418-422, STRAND, LONDON,

FOR £1 YOU CAN GET A SAMPLE PARCEL—SI louse,
Hosiery, Camisole, Handkerchiefs. etc. Price List of Housshold
Drayery Free. —H. H. Clegg (Dept. M15), 96, High St., Manchester.
———— e e
BRITISH COLONIAL POSTAGE STAMPS. 39-

ALL GENUINE VARIETIES. Price
W. A. WHITE, 85, Dudley Road, LYE, STOURBRIDGE.
e E——

: Be sure and mention “THE SCHOOL FRIEND™ @@
ﬁﬁ : when replying to Advertisements, et
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AND MYSTERY SERIAL.

OUR_FINE NEW SCHOOL

CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY.

DOLORES KALENZI, a dark-eyed, olive
complexioned, and very attractive Eastern
girl, who, by the orders of her aunt, is
forbidden the friendship of

KITTY CRICHTON, PEARL HARDY & CO.,
the wupright and light-hearted Fourth-
TFormers at Limmershaw High School.

YELMA KALENZI, the aunt of Dolores, who
is really not at all an unkindly woman,
but is under the strict orders of Dolores’
unele.

None of the happy freedom of the Limmer-
shaw. High School girls was allowed Dolores
Kalenzi. Twice a day, at the finish of her
lessons, her aunt called at the school to take
lier home, and on account of this the
Liastern girl npaturally became an.object of
ridicule amongst most of the High School
mirls. She was there to study—nothing more,
said “her ‘aunt, and she was to make no
friends with Kitty Crichton & Co.

Later, a mysterious chalked sign was
noticed both by the Lastern people and by
the Limmershaw girls on a certain tree in
the woods, It caused Dolores' aunt great
alarm, and she kept the Eastern schoelgirl
in even closer captivity.

Peurl Hardy discovered an aucient piece of
parchment between the lgaves of an old book,
which, if it were genuine, told where the
treasure of a certain smuggling “Slippery
Stokes " was hidden. The girls—Dolores, of
course, was pot allowed to accompany them
—followed the trail to a concealed opening
in the cliffs, and thence along a long, secret
passage through the cliff. At the end of
this the light from Kitty's torch {fell upon
en iron-bouod box in the eorner!

(Read on from here)

When the Box was Opened!

" HIE treasure!” cried Pearl Hardy,
excitedly.  “Oh, goodness!”
With Kitty by her side, Pearl

. hurried across the small, dark
apartment, and shone her torch upon the
4ron-bound thest,

Pearl's eyes were shining with excite-
ment, and the others, unable to control
themsélves, rushed into the room.

“The door,” said Kitly, “Keep it
open, someone, we don't want to be
locked in here.”

And sp two of the pariy kept the
heavy stone door open, while the others
examined the box.

“No casks,” said Pearl. “But, my
word, T wonder what this box contains—

© jewels—dozens of fine things, perhaps.™

“But would a smuggler have such
things?” asked Kitty doubtfully.

T %*He y not have been a smuggler,”

adinitted Pear]l, “there is no proof that
he was really. He may have been a
-—a- pirate caplain, and Y]jddan his spoil
here,”

Whiile they were talking, one of the
girls was examining the chest.

f

“1 say,” she murmured suddenly.

p
Z

“This chest—the dust has been removed

recently. And—ond it doesn't look so
very old."”

All eyes were turned upon it then;
and thers was a cursory examination of
the chest’s exterior.

What the girl had said was correct.
The dust upon the box was not the dust
of ages, and in places it had been
disturbed recently.

“That's rather funny,” said Kitty
slowly. *“I—I suppose no one has got
in ahead of us by any chance.”

“They'd hardly have left the ecase,”
said Pearl confidently. ‘Oh, anything
may have happened! See if the lock's
all right."

Kitty examined the lock and nodded.

“Jolly safe lock.” she said. * But—
bul it Jooks to me rather like a Yale.”

The girls looked at one another per-
plexedly,

“A—a Yale?” said one, with a smile.
“My goodness, an up-to-date pirate!
Slippery Sam—or Stokes, whatever his
name was—must have been ahead of his
time. A Yale lock!”

She examined it, and saw that Kitty
had been right. The lock was a Yale,
or at any rate, on the Yale principle.
Not at all the kind of lock one might
expect to find upon an old smuggler's
chest.

“Wait a bit,” said Kitty thoughtfully.
“If someone has been tampering with

-
““This—this footprint wasn't made
by a girl!" Pearl Hardy exclaimed,
#1t's more a woman's foot—a worn-
out shoe, too ! "’

this they musl have come along the
passage. Did anyone see any footprints?
Some of the ground was pretty soft.”
There was a silence, followed by a
shaking of heads.
Apparently no one had noticed fool

marks.

“That's funny,” observed Pearl. “No
one could have come along wilhout
leaving some mark. The stiffness of
that door didn’t indicale that anyone
had beén here.”

Kitty was frowning perplexedly, and
Pearl was looking a trifle dejected.

Kitty Crichton flashed the torch round
the small apartment, esamining the walle
and floor,

“It’s certainly a queer place,” she
said slowly. “But I can’t understand
that Yale lock. 1 wonder——"

“Yeg?” Peurl,
paused.

“Well, 1 was just wondering whelher
some organisation of some sort—soma
criminal, perhaps, had found the trea-
sure, and not spoken about it, but had
used it as a hiding-place for stolen
goods,”

“My hat!”

The suggestion was exciting, and had
possibilities.

“But what about the foot-marks? 1F
that were so, there'd surely be foot-
mmarks of some kind, Kitty.”

“Yes, I supposs thers would. Oh,
well, not much use worrying our heads
about it!”

She tried té move the box, and Pearl
helped her. The box was not really
large, but it was strongly bound in what
they judged to be iron or stcel; and it
was very heavy.

“We'd better get this to the clills,
anyway,” Kitly decided. “With the
rope we can let it down to the beach,
can’t we? And as it isn't so very bulky
it won't be a difficult matter to get it
back to the school.”

“And then what?” Pearl asked., *“Wa
can't keep it; but I suppose there'd be
no harm in examining ir”

“T suppose not, It's treasure {rove,
and some of it belongs to us legally.”

Then they took hold of the bax, and
moved towards the door with it. Thae
two girls who were holding the door
stepped back.

“Now—" Kitty broke off in the middle
of her sentence, and looked in alarm
towards the door, which was swinging
to.

“Oh!’ came an exclamation of fright
from without,

They ran forward, and pushed the door
wide open, and the two girls oulside,
white-faced, came into the room.

“What's the matter?" Kitly asked
quicldy.

Tur Scaoon Faiexp—No. 160.
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asked as her chum
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“Oh, ihere’s someone in the passage!”
excloimed the smaller of the two girls,
her face blanched.

**Someone in the passage!
of the girls,” said Kitty.

They placed the box on the floor, and
Kitty, stepping through the doorway,
flashed her torch along the passage.

“No one there,” she said; “no——
My goodness!”

She almost dropped the torch, but re-

Only one

covered it in time, and fixed its fading

beam wupon a imprint by the
passage wall,

Pearl, flashing on her torch, picked up
the mark and stepped forward. unafraid
and conlident,

“Hulo!” che said, then stooped. She

turned her head, and there was a worried |

look in her eyes.

* This—this footprint wasun’t made by
a girl” she exclaimed. “I¥s more a
woman's fool—a worn-out shoe, too.”

Kitty hurried forward, and the others
gathered round in a group. :

“Perhaps this mark—this may be a
foot-print of the people who hid the
case there.”

But one of the girls who had been
guarding the door shook her head.

“No, no!" sha cried 1ervously.
“There was a woman in the passage—an
old woman. I saw ber”

“An old 1" yeveated Kitty.

; woman ! ) 1y
“ What sort of woman? Did you see?

“She was ragged. And— But I
hadu't time to see move.”
Kitly  looked ~ thoughifully  and

anxicusly at Pearl, who shrngged her
shoulders.

“The sponer we're out ihe better,”
said— Pearl, “‘No sense i wailing.
We've found what we came for.”

They went towards the doorway, and
ihe ‘girls who were therd lifled the hox
through.

In turns they carrvied il along the pas-
sages. To do so was not 2t all easy, for
they had {o sloop to avoid banging their
heads on the logz-bound roof.

Kitty walked ahead, with 1the powerful
torch belonging to Pearl flashing, to see
whether 1he coast were clear, or whether
strangers lurkod ahead.

When Pear! was released from her
turn of carryving she went ahead with
her leader.

“Do you believe ihat about the
woman {7 she whispered. I fancy that
Lena imagined she saw something.

She's awlnily nervons.”

But Kitty shook her head.

“8he's nervous;” she admitted, with a
thoughtful frown. *“ But there 1s one of
those footmuvks—a woman’s [ooliarks
on {olp of those we made in coming.”

“Oh i

“Nothipg. to be alarmed about, of
course. May have been someone just as
cuvions as we. Someone may have seen
the open rock door. A gipsy, perhaps.”

“Oh, yes! But T'd better not say any-
thing to the others. We don't want
them to get panicky.” .

Kitty nodded, and Pearl fell back to
take her turn aguin with the box.

There were enough of them to do the
carrying withool ealling wpon Kitty’s aid
—and she was useful in front. Her eyes
were kecn, and she was the acknowledged
leader.

Now .hey had reached the larger
rocky part, and could- walk upright.
Kitty called a hult, and with Pear! beside
hor went on ahead. .

Suddenly she stopped,
broath in a gasp.

She poiuted to the rock wall, with
trembling finger.

But Pear]l had scen it, as her expres-
sion showed. MHer eyes, fascinated, were
staring at the bright spot on the wall
where the torch’s beam ended.

Tre Scuoon Frrexp— No. 160

calching her

-she said.
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On the wall was a chalked ecircle,
1‘0\1ihly drawn, but unmistakable, and,
in the cirele, was a triangle. A

“(h 1"

“ My goodness I'*

The two girls looked al one another
cuickly, and Kiily suspiciously swung
her torch round. But there was no one
to be seen.

She walked a pace or two ahead, but
all was quiet. She stood quite still for a
moment, Jeaning forward, straining her
eyes ahead., TFainily from beyond came
a metallic ring.

“The door!” she breathed.
one is closing it.”

For a moment neither of them spoke,
their faces sirained with alarm.

“Tt's, all right,” said Kil‘t{. slowly.
“ The door opened easily from the inside.
Tell the others to come forward.” -

Pearl went back and called the other
girls, who came forward willingly. Not|
one of them liked waitng in the lonely
passage.

Kitty slowly walked ahead, and pre-
sently she gave a faint cheer, as through
the crack down the side of the doorway a |
beam of bright daylight showed.

“Listen 1”

Kiity's voice was imperative.

“To what?” came an anxiouns cherus.

But Kitty did not reply for a anoment.

Then she laughed.

“Thought I heard an eleclric bell,”
“Must have been my imagina-

* Some-

tion.”? -

She pushed hard at the door, but did
not lean againet it, knowing the danger
of so doing. The door swung open,
lﬁ_c?ﬁing the cave with brilliant dazzling
dight. - i

The open door gave the cthers heart,
and they simply ran forward with the

x,

“I'll get down and wait for it,” said
Kitty.. “You fix it to the rope round
the box.”

Pearl followed her out on to the ledge,
blinking dazedly in the bright light.

“What a relief to breathe fresh air!™
she sighed. She Jlooked at Iitty.
“You've come off second best,” she
smiled. “ Your hatband's gone 1”7

Kitty put her hand up to her hat.

“0Oh, bother!” she exclaimed. *It
was loose, T know. I remember now; 1
droepped it when we were looking at the

box.”

“Going back for it?” asked Pearl.
But Kitty shook her head, and pointed
out to sea. i

“Tide's coming in,” she said briefly.
“We haven’t any time to waste.”

But the box had been brought out now,
and the rope was being affixed. itty
went along the ledge, and clambered
down to the rocks and sand beneath.

“Heave down ! she called, and slowly
the box was swung over the ,Iedge.

She stared uvpwards, shieldmg her
hands with her eyes, Pearl, in charge
above, divided her altention between
Kitty and the Box.

But suddenly Pearl’s eyes left the box,
and she stared at Kitty. Kitty was
waving her arm excitedly, pointing half-
way down the rock.

Leaning over, Pearl stared down ihe
rock, and then gave a sharp exclama-
tion. .

For, crouching under the sheller of a
neighbouring rock, was an old woman
whose eyes glittered &8s the box
descended.

Pearl stepped badk, and aceidentally
knocked against the girl who held th
rope. That girl loosed her hold, an
down crashed the box. !

“Look out!” called Pearl, in alarm. .

Down hurtled the box, spinning over

and over. Just in tme Kitty slepped
ont of the way.
Crash |

Twopence,

With a deafening repost the box
landed on a2 rock, and burst.

A second later the beach seemed on
fire—jewels of all manner and description
sviu(;i'llatcd briliamly, rolling over in the
sand .

The Cabinet!

OLORES KALENZI sighed. #he
vested her arms on the stone
balcony outside her French win-
dows and sighed again. -

How beautiful the day was; and that
strip of silvery sea, how temptingly it
called to her?

Yet in this room she must remain j-and
not more than a mile or so away were
Kitty, Pearl, and the others enjoying
th ves, free—free as the air.

To remain here and look at that tanta-
lising landscape was imposgible. But
what was there for her to do? BShe
wanted to dance, to shout. If only she
could play tenms or ericket—do some-
thing with other girls!

She wandered to the door of her room,
and opened it %nietﬂy_ Thank goodness
at least that that was unlocked, She

| listened, but the only sound that came

from below was ihe clink of china as
Chileen washed up in the pantry.

There was not a sound of her aunt.
Aunt Yelmarusually did crochet work in
the afterncon—probably she was thus
engaged now. And her uncle? As she
moved farther down the passage she
could hear his snorve.

Uncle was asleep, Aunt Yelma busily
oceupied, Chileen 1n the kitchen,

Dolores was mot thinking of -escape—
not escape from the house; in her room
was a hall— a tennis ball—with which she
had often played m the garden.

She went back and found the ball in
a drawer. Throwing # up, she canght
it, and with it in her band hurried from
the room.

Downstairs there was a long, nawrow
corridor—an excellent ground for mock
tennis. In the stick-rack downstairs was
a small racquet she had used when very
much younger.

On tip-toe she crept along between the
tapestried wall and collected the racquet.

She was smiling now, Her wumcle's
snores were louder, and no sound cama
fram her aunt. Afl was safe, the coast
was clear.

Now she had reachied the corridor, and
was looking along it. But she did not
immediately bang the ball down it. The
corridor was forbidden ground, But why
she did not know.

She had played there before, and on
that occasion the ball had been ton-
fiscated becanse she had tried to-move a
«cabinet behind which it had rolled.

Even now she could vemember her

aunt’s rage, although the jucident had
happened years ago. The reason for the
rage, was still a mystery. She had not
been going to injure the cabinet.
Witﬁ the racquet under her arm she
walked thoughtfully along the passage
to the cabinet, which still stood in its
accustamed place.

Part-way along the corridor was an
alcove, curtained so that the window and
seat in it could mnot be seen. There
Dolores paused, parting the eartain and
taking one brief glimpse at the felds
that could be seen through the window.

The old cabinet was only a few yards
away, and Dolores went towards it.
What a queer-loocking thing it was! It
was strong, but not valuable, surely?
Why had her aunt been se angry?

She stood regarding the eabinef
thoughtiully. Had this anything to do
with the sign of the circle and triangle?

In her time she had read many books;
many long hours had she spent reading, -
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and her imagination pictured many
strange things.

Thoughtfully, Dolores ran her &lim
fingers along the edge of the cabinel,
She fried the door in front, but it would
not open, and a closer examination told
her that the doors were fuked. The line
beside the handle, which should have been
where the two doors met, was merely
a deep cut in the wood, and it did not
divide the front piece into two, as the
the haudle might lead one to suppose.

A cabinet that did not open, with two
doors painted on! How absurd!

Yet the cabinet was kept in good order,
it was dusted, and on it stood a. bow! of

flowers,

“What a dear little bowl!” she
thought. She stroked the flowers, and
smelt them. )

Then she lifted the bowl to examine it
closer.

As she did so, there was a faint click,
and an amazing thing happened. The
cabinet seemed to disappear; the sides
fell outwards.

But what alarmed Dolores more was
the sound of an electric bell that
buzzed and buzzed, a powerful bell that
echoed.

She gazed at the flattened cabinet, and

at the stone slab with its centrally placed

iron ring.

Then, as she heard distant running
foolsteps, she placed the bowl of flowers
on the ground, and darted to the alcove,
hiding fearfully behind the curtain.

The bell had ceased its buzzing, but
now she heard Chileen's voice, calling
out anxiously, in the language she did
not understand. :

Dolores looked about her fearfully.
She could hear her aunt's voice now.

Where could she hide? Suppose Auut
Yelma found her here! She flung up
the window, then changed her mind.

The seat. Was there room under it?
Down on her knees she went, and rolled
under the wide seat, amongst the dust
that had collected there.

How thankful she was, for the width of
that seat!

Chileen was near now. She heard his
angry exclamation and the voice of ker
aunt, as they came nearer, nearer.

They were opposite the alcove now.

She heard a crash of china, and knew
instirretively that the flower-bowl had
been broken, probably by Chileen in his
hurry.

Very cautiously she leaned forward,
and peered through the gap between the
wall and curtain.

She could see her aunt distinelly. And
Aunt Yelma was trembling in agitation.

Chileen was standing back, speaking to
her volubly. -

Then he caught hold of the iron ring,
and tugged at it. It took a good puli of
his strong zrms to raise the stone slab,
and Dolores watched in fascination.

A stone slab in the floor with a ring
to it. What could that mean? Now, in
the floor there showed a black hole, into
which Chileen looked a little nervously.

Aunt Yelma asked him something, and

he shook his head. Then he ran off. A
moment later he was returning, bearing
an electric torch.
" Dolores watched her aunt snatch it
from him impatiently. A heam of light
shot out, and the torch was directed to
show its light through the hole in the
floor.

Aunt Yelma setmed more than ever
nervous,, and Chileen was shaking his
head with apparent nervousness.

What was it her aunt and Chileen ex-
pocted o find? Why had that bell been
arranged? R

To Dolores it was all a mystery. And
yol a mystery to which she knew her
aunt held the solution.
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Another talk in the strange language
between Chileen and her aunt, then
the dusky servant stepped forward
awkwardly, and sat down beside the hole.
He slipped his legs into it, and slowly
disappeared_from view,

Chileen—where was he going?

Dolores" eyes grew round with amaze-
ment.

She heard & sharp exclamation,
muffled, and obviously from Chileen in
the dungeon that must be below.

Aunt Yelma turned suddenly white,
and her hand went to her cheek. She
looked round about her nervously. She
repeated the very word that Chileen had
sald, repeated in alarm and querulously
his statement,

Now Chileen's hands had appeared,
and Aunt Yelma, on her knees, was
helping him get up.

His head could be seen, and Dolores
noted the look of alarm on his dusky
face. His eves rolled so that only the
whites showed.

“Lencha!”
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into the blackness as Chileen had done,
keeping her hand on the stone edge.

But her feet dangled clear of the
ground. She hesitated a minute, then
dropped, rolling over on the stone floor.

Bruised a trifle, she did not move at
first, but, recovering, she fashed the
torch round the small stone room.

Emptly! Nothing to be seen at all.
The room was emply. She realised that
fact with disappointment, Bul her
torch, waving round the room. noted
something else, an unevenness in the
wall.

She crossed to it, and found that it was
a huge slab the height of the room put
in slantwise, This side a piece stuck out,
the other side it was indented slightly.
Struck by a sudden thought, she pushed
at the end by which she stood. But it
did not move.

She stopped, for now she heard foot-
steps ringing along the passage above.

Her aunt was returning. She must
not find her here.

With a deafening crash, the box landed on a rock, and burst. A second later
the beach seemed on fire—jewels of all manner and description scintillated
brilliantly, rolling over in the sand !

He raised his hands in a hopeless
manner, and that word Dolores repeated.

“Lencha!” she said softly. “Gone!”

Obviously something was missing,
something had gone. But what? Chileen
was speaking in the foreign language,
and Aunt Yelma was nodding quickly.

They were moving—and Dolores
;‘ealisod with a sinking feeling—towards

er.

Hurriedly she ducked back again under
the zeat.

Her aunt now stood in the alcove,
parting the curtains. Dolores could see
her feet and those of Chileen.

“Lencha!” exclaimed her aunt again;
and Dolores knew that they had noted
the open window.

There was rapid conversation again,
and the two maved off, leaving the
cabinet dismantled and the torch behind
them.

Dolores listened carefully until their
footsteps had died away, then she crept
to the still open hole in the floor and
peeped down. She picked up the torch
and flashed it in the opening. But she
saw nothing,

A sudden spirit of adventure seized
her, and, looking round.to make sure
that her aunt was not near, she dropped

l

Dolores moved along the slab, and -
pushed hard at the far end of it.

To her delight it swung round, pivoted
so that it stood at right angles to the
wall. Beyond was utter blackness, &he
stared at it with indrawn breath.

The fooisteps above were nearer now
She looked round in alarm. She flashed
the torch through the opening, and saw
a sort of tunnel ahead.

Almost as the footsteps seemied 1o be
on the roof above slie darled through
that black cavity, and, by an effort.
pushed the slab in place. She leaned on
it until it lay quite flat. ~ The torch
flashed upon it, and revealed a rusted
iron ring.

Placing her ear to the slah, she lis-
tened, and heard her aunt’s and Chileen’s
voices sounding strangely metallic as
they vibrated tT'n'ough the rock.

Dolores smiled, and flashed the torch
behind to where the tunnel led on into
darkness.

Then she turned, waving her hand
lightly at the house she was now leaving
behind, and went carefully forward by
the light of the torch, exploring for
freedom !
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Freedom or Imprisonment?
“ Y hat!”

M “ Diamonds "

In the deepest amazement

the Li w girls stared

at the precious stones that lay scattered
on, the sand. .

There werel al'nn;a c;lf ll.ld soKrts, ghttz:
ing temwptingly. Pearl an itly star
at them dumifounded, and the others
‘were equally at a less to know what'to
ay.

From the rock ahove the old woman
peered down at the stones, her presence
almost forgotten by the excited girls.

She leaned forward, and Kitty, looking
up at her, cried out a warning.

“Qh, look out—that rock !”

The woman stovped, tried to recover
as she saw that the rock om which she
was standing was loose and slipping.

But tco late!

There was a grating sound, a shriek,
and the rock tumbled down, slipping the
woman's feet from under her. 5

She clutched frantically in air for
support, and Kitty ran along the beach.

But the woman stood no chance. She
was slipping, sipping, inch by inch.
Saddenly her grip loosened, and over the
edge of the rock she went, lmrﬂing down
in somersaalts to the sand and reck
below.

She reached the sand with an ominous
thud, and there was a silence on the
beach. Even the birds seemed to have
stopped their whining and screaming,
but enly to break forth again a moment
Iat%r m’i,h reinforced vigour.

§ )

Kitty ran to the fallen {igure, and
picked up the ligp form in her arms.

The woman had fallen on sand, missing
a jagged piece of rock by the merest
{raction of an inch.

But she made no movement, and Kitiy
laid her back on the sand.

“ She's alive,” she said, in husky reply
to Pearl’s question, “but stunned.”

Pearl Hardy, breathless from: her
eudden clamber {rom the rock and sprint
to the scene of the accident, nodded.

*Oh, thank goodness!” she murmured.
“What a silly place to—lo have stocd.”

She turned, and saw with relief that
all her parly were now on the sand.

“What shall we do?” she asked Kitiy
anxiously.

The captain of the Fourih pointed to
their boafs, /

“Take her in the boat, I’ll fee if any
bones are broken before we move her.
1i there are we had better leave her
with someone in charge. But the tide
is coming in."”

She stooped over the woman, and was
thankful then for her Guide training and
knowledge of first-aid.”
| “No bones broken,” she pronounced
to the anxions girls, who had gathered

rin & group. “You see, Pearl.”

And Pearl, in her turn, examined the
woman. Her verdict eoincided with
Kitty’s,

“She’s breathing,” she said. * Perhaps
the is only stunned. It may be concus-
sion.”

Kitty looked about her anxiously.
Several of the girls had gathered the
stones together and put them into- the

ox.

To the others Kiity called,

* Bring the boat up—the nearer one!”
the ovdered. “Put the box in the other
?m. then help lift this woman inte the
k"

The crders were quickly oheyed, and
the nearer of the two dinghies brought
forward. ?

Into it, with consummate eare, the
voman was pleced, a pillow being made
Tre Scroor Friexp—No. 160.
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for her head with some soft cloth baver-
sacks.

With the box in the other boat, they
made their way slowly to eg? shore.

It was a saddening to an ex-
pedition that had been so exciting; but
it was fortunate that they had been
present when the aecident occurred.
With the tide up, the woman's plight
would have been perilous.

Pearl, leaning over the woman, placed
a hand on her heart.

"Beatinﬁ all right,” she said: “Now
her pulse,

Pear] rolled back the sleeve, and then
gave an exclamation.

“My hat! The sign!™-

'l'l'l‘he what ?” asked Kitty, ceasing to
pull.
“The sign—on this woman's arm—the
circle and triangle. She was m the cave,
then, and made that sign!™

She looked at Kitty, and Kitty looked
back at her blankly. Pearl shrugged her
shoulders, and Kitty, frowning at the
land that drew steadily nearer, pulled

““Better take her to the Cotlage
Hospital,” s=aid Kitty; “they’ll look
after her there. Say we found her on
the beach—saw her fall.”

And, while Kitty in charge of one

sent word to the Coitage Hospital,
earl waited with the woman on the

“Well,” said Pearl to the girl beside
her, “there’s the j old smugglers’
cave, and there's treasure, ancy
smuﬁ;kn being there a hundred years

! hard and evenly.

i

“Yes. Wonderful, isn't it?” the
other agreed. She craned her head
forward. “Looks as though there’s

someone there now,” she said; “but it’s

sa far off. Thought I saw something

black and white."” ’
The distance was far too great for

anything to be distinguished definitely,

but the girl had keen eyes—keener than
Pearl’s, evidently; for Pearl could sce
nothing but the bare rock of the cliff.

Yet the girl had not been mistaken ;
there was someoie on the rock.

Dolores Kalenzi, staring with wide-
open eves that blinked at the bright sun,
looked down at the sea.

After the darkness of the passage and
cavern the light was blinding.

She siretched out her hands to the
sea, and =i . Free! Free for a
moment! All the nervousness that had
possessed her - during that long walk
threugh the dark tunpe! had gone, and
now she saw only the breaking waves
and the gorgeous sky.

How woumd it all was!

For some minutes she stood there,
regarding all the beauty, lost in con-
templation of it.

en, when the picture of it was
imprinted on her bram, and she seemed
to know every portion of it by heart,
she turned to gaze at the rock.

Below was a strip of sand. Ah, if she
could get down there, and run about as
she pleased! How jolly the sand
seemed |

She was slanding on the rocky ledge,
and now she walked along it, assuring
herself first of all that she had left the
door of the eave open.

Very carefully she elimbed down, and
it seemed to take ages, althon in
reality bul a few seconds elapsed ore
she slood safely on the sand below.

She looked about her; then, raising
ber skirt, ran towards the waves. But
common-sense bade her take off her
stockings and shoes, which she did in an
amazing short space of time.

How she daneed, with her bare feet
and legs in the waves! Laughing de-
lightedly, she ran back from the waves
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.;u;xe breaking im with incr::ési:g
speed, only to go forw as
receded. -

ust for a second she pau Imt'-ml
to reflect on the ngw?ndnéofmuhbiz

freedom.

Oh, if only her aunt and Chileen
would not be about so often, then
haps she could get this freedom :
and learn to swim. How wonderful thas
would het -

Hardly realising it; inch by inch, she
w:l.s forced back—hack-by the incoming
tide.

Not. until she trod on her wet shoes
did she realise that the tide was eoming
in. Even then she imagined at first thes
her' shoes must have slipped forward.
But all doubt fled from her mind when
she saw that the thin strip of sand that
had been against the elifi was now
swamped. i

Looking round, she realited the wafer
level was rising. .

For a moment she was stricken with
alarm, and, picking np her shoes and
stockings, ran along through the
moist sand, the water every mow and
then splashing up to her knees.

She did not mind that, however. Her
sh v, wet feet could not make much
foothold in the grooves of the recks.
But she had no fear then, and was soon

2 watched the big
waves rolling in, swirling and thudding
round the rocky crn?

The sun was still haot, and she placed
her shoes and stockings to dry while she
lay down basking in it.

Lost in the absorbing beauty of her
surroundings, she forgot the rapidity of
the rising L %

But, looking over as sha lay flat, she
saw it nearer and nearer to the ledge.

Then she realised zuicil’y that it might
swamp the ledge, and not only the ledge,
but the cave also. What then? Sup-
pose the cave were level? Suppose even
the tunnel went down hill a little?
Before she had half finished her jonrney
back, she might be wading through two
feet or more of water—up to her neek,
perhaps!

Hastily she pulled on her stockings
and adjusted her shoes. Torch in hend,
she went into the dark cave, shutting
the massive door behind her. .

Flashing her torch, she walked as fast
as she conld along the dismal tunnel.

Presently the torch’s hight picked up
the iron-ringed door. '

Outside the door she waited, listening,
But there was no sound from within.
Her aunt and Chileen were not thexe.
Her secret could remain a secrei! There
could be more stolen outings.

Quietly as she could, she opened thas
massive door by pulling on the iron ring.

The door openéd, and she flashed her
torch round the interior,

Empty! Again she breathed velief.

She closed the stone door cavefully,
then listened again. Bul there was no
sound. '

Dolores gave a soft chuckle, and
flashed her torch to the roof. Rhe moved
the torch guickly, lighting up the whole
roof by degrees.

Her chuckle died away.

For in the roof was no opening. The
slab had been put in place, and even by
standing on tiptoe she was more than a
foot from the roof.

She was a prisoner !

(Here is an unfortunate predicamest!
Poor Dalares’ brief taste of freedom
seems likely to be her last, for whaet elze
can she do bhut to call out te her auat
for pelease? Then once more good-bye
to freedom! Heweger, there may be
another way, and if there is wext week's
instalment of this thrilling story will
tell you.)

that
size
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essie Bunters Task!

Bessie Bunter's Resolve!

o ESSIE BUNTER!"
“Don't bother me!”
“But your preparation, my
dear——"

“I'm fed-up with prep!” said Bessic
Bunter. “It's no good working in this
silly school. No one ever appreciates
it! Everyone's so jealous that a girl
never has a chance. I'm quite happy
as I am!"”

And Bessie Bunter looked it as she
reclined in a cosy and accommodating
armchair in the Fourth Form Common
ToOOm. Bessie appreciated that chair,
particularly on this evening when she
was in the throes of one of her *fed-
up " moods, and rather discontented
with the world in general, and Clff
House School in particular.

It really wasn't Bessie's fault that she
had had bad marks in class that day;
it was the fault of the lessons, which
were harder than .usual. Bessie was
not brilliant when the questions were
casy, although she considered, even in
her less boastful moments, that she was
“much above the average.” It was
rather fortunate for the fat girl's peace
of mind that she considered hersell
clever when, in reality, she was quite
the reverse, because it wasn't Bessie's
fault that she was the reverse.

“You'll have Miss Steel after you if
you don't finish your prep!” said Bar-
bara Redfern patiently. It fell to Babs’
lot, as Bessie's Study-mate in No. 4, to
do _quite a lot of that sort of urging.

Bessie Bunter opened her eyes and
looked at Babs through her thick, round

lasses. There was a greenish shade in
cr eyes which Bessie hersell called
“blue "—*a preity and rather un-

common sort of blue,” was one of her
own descriptions.

“I wish you wouldn't lecture me!”
said Bessie peevishly. “There’s nothing
in the cupboard for me to cock. and
there isn't a decent fire anywhere either,
I'm going to have a nap!”

“But_think of the honocur of the
Form, Bessie. You getting bad marks,
you know !” urged Babs, trying a new

line.

“'.Pluw the Form!" said Bessie. “I
won't move out of this chair until supper
time !”

The Common-room door opened afler
a preliminary tap.

Boker, the school page, appeared in-
side and flourished a letter.

“Miss Bunter, please!”

Contrary to her prophecy, Bessie
Bunter was out of her chair IiEe a shot !

“0h, I say ! Thanks, awfully, Boker!"”
gasped Be:sie, gazing at the envelope.

T R TR T O R TR T P TR
A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale
of the girls of Cliff House School, intro-
ducing Bessie Bunter and Muriel Wills.

By HILDA RICHARDS.
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“Hooray! It's a letter from Aunt
Rebecca, girls! That means another
remittance, I'm sure ! Good old auntie !”

Bessie was very brisk indeed, now!

She tore open the letier with one
sweep of a fat thumb and extracted the
contents. ~These she examined very
carefully indeed, evidently in search of
something more important than the
written lines. She shook the envelope
over the table, and then turned it inside
out.

“Oh, bother !"" said Bessie indignantly.

“Has auntie forgotten to put the
postal order in?" asked Clara Trevlyn,
amused. 3

“Yes. Just like Aunt Rebecca!™ said
Bessie morosely. ““I've often asked her
to have a course of Memory Training,
too!”

“Perhaps she didn’t intend to send
one, Bessie,” suggested Babs smiling.
“It wouldn't be a bad idea for you to
read the letter.”

Bessie Bunter gave a sniff that was
not particularly affectionate and took
up the letter. Bessie was fond of her
Aunt Rebecca in her own way; but
there was no doubt that a postal-order
stimulated that fondne:s.

The girls who were waltching Bessie
Bunter’s face were greatly amused by
what they saw. Bessie was always like
that with a letter. She grinned at one
line and looked very serious at another,
and rolled her head judicially on one
side for a third,

But even for Bessie this leiter created
a record.

After her preliminary grins Bessie
suddenly looked very. serious. She
raised her brows and blinked at the
letters, and then held it tighter. She
gave a series of gasps, such as “Phew !
“Oh, I say!"” and *“Oh, my goodness!”
She frowned and stared and pulled faces,
and having read the letter once, turned
back and read it all through again, a
very unusual thing for Bessie to do.
And, having done that, Bessie dropped
the letier on the table and stared
vacantly round the Common-room.

“Not bad news, is it, Bessie?” said
Babs rather anxiously.

Bessie did not seem to hear until the
question had been twice repeated.

“T don't know whether it is or not,”
she said.

“Eh? But how can that be?”

“It’s an awful responsibility ! said
Bessie absently. ] :

“What is?"

“And I've been chosen for it. But
of course, that’s quite natural! Aunt

R_elbe'(:ra wouldn't choose any of you
girls I”

“Choose ™

“To be completely in my charge!”
mused Bessie. “To be like a mother
to the poor little thing, to guide her
weak and faltering footprints—I ‘mean
footsteps !

“What ever are you talking aboui®”
cried Babs, getting quite anxious.

Bessie Bunter came back to earth
again, as it were, and gave Babs a
severe and searching blink.

“I don't suppose you'd understand,
Barbara,” she said, “never having had
such a responsibility 1"

“Well, whatever has Aunnt
asked you to do?” Babs cried.
the Channel?"

“It's more serious than that!" said
Bessie,

“Well, whatever is it?”

“Some girls might shirk it—I won't
mention names!” said Bessic in a for-
bearing tone. “Clara’s ‘one of them, for
instance. But I'm not that sort. Aunt
Rebecca knows what a sense of responsi
bility I've got. Night and day I shall
be there, to help her, and comfort her,
and guide her, and see that nothing
happens—"

‘“Bessie  Dunter!”
shriek from everyone.

“There’s no need to shout like that.
It won't put me off " said Besiic in-
dignantly.

“Well, what arc you babbling about 7™
cried Clara Treviyn, “You're standing
and looking as though all the cares in
the world had suddenly dropped on you !
What are you trying to tell us®"

Rebecea
“Swim

came a poerfect

“It's about Muriel Wills,” said Bessie
impressively.

“And who on earth is Muriel Wills ™
said Clara.

“She’s a new girl who's coming

here,” said Bessie. and gave the table
a sudden bang avith her fist. “Aunt
Rebecca has put her in my charge!
l'_\'!f”got to look after her, and—and I
Wik .

“Oh, my hat!"” said Clara.

Bessie whirled on her with quite a
theatrical gesture.

“You sha'n’t jolly
Clara !” she exclaimed.

“Bully 7" gasped Clara, “Why, I—

bully her,

well

“I won'l allow anyope to touch her,
so there!”

“But no one wants lo, you goose!’

“Well, you won't get the chance,”
said ssie.. “Not when she's in my
charge! It's an awful responsibility to
be in charge of a girl like this, but I'm
just the sort of girl for the job! Aunt
Rebecca knew that, of course, when-she
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said that 1 was never to Jet her out of
ny sight "’

“ Aunt Rebecca's said all that. aboul
a new girl coming here, Bessie{” gasped
Babs, ‘‘Arve youwr sure

“Tll jolly well read the letter if you
dow't helieve!” said Bessia indignantly.
“1 expect you're going to he jealous!
This in what she says: * Muriel Wills
is coming in a day or two, and will be
in the nd Forrr. She is a nice little
girl, and 1 am very fond of her, so ¥
want you fo promise that you will just
keep an eye on her, a!_tdsowher;t,-

4 u.n.t?ehe feels quite at home, ’

‘Ha, ha, ha!” exploded Clava.

“1f yow ihink yen.can bully her just

hecauce she's smdll, you sha'n't! evied

Hessie,. s
“Ha, ha, ha! You perfect duffer!
pealed Clars. *Why, Aunt Rebecca

daesn't say anything like what you've
been telling vs. She only asks you to
keep an eye on her.”

¥ didn't read that part, 3
said Beseie hurriedly. *“But I_will
Youn listen to thiz! *‘Knowing what a
strong and courageons absolutely
fearless girk yon are, Bessie, I shall rely
upon you te—to protect little Muriel
from—from any wicked persons who
come io kidnap her——""

“You're making it up!” scoffed €lara.
“ Let me sea that part 1

“No fear F* said Bessie. ~ “I—I mean,
it's all here. A=d it goes on to say, ‘I
know you will always protect her, and
show her the ropes, until she feels quite
at heme; and if you are kind to her I
shall increase _your pocket-moumg'—-'},‘
wean, recomnrend you for a medal—

‘‘Ha, ha, hat?’

Bessia was interrupted by a perfect
ghriek of langhter. The genuine part,
and the part that Bessie was “ making
up ! were obvious. )

“You're jealous¥" yelled Bessie
Bunter, thrnsting the letter into Hs en-
velope. Itz & jolly serious responsi-
“bility, and you won't me leiting any-
one hully my poor lttle friend. Se
these! Fm going fo speak to those
Second Form kids now, and tell them to
smrarten things up for when Muriel
comes |7

“But, Bessie—" .

“It's no good arguing! You won'i
make me swerve from my resolution!”
declared Bessie. “Ym going down now,
You can be jealous if you hke; it weon't
malte any difference to me.”

Bang ! went the Common-reom deor,
and Bessio Buntes gone.

TPhe girls exchanged glances. Un.
deubtedly Bessie had taken the leiter in
a [#r more serious spirit tham intended.
Undoubtedly, too, she was very much in
earnest. But there was a very funny
side to it, and from the sound that came
from the Common-room the girls seemed
ta be zeeing it. .

Saved from Connie!

AD!
Bessie  Buuter entered the
Second  Form  Common-room

with her fat little nose tiited in
& maost digified manner.

A cheerful-looking youngster, with
black, bobbed hair and dark brown eyes,
looked up, sawv Bessie, and busst inte a
surothered peal of langhter.

“Oh, I sey! Esn’tughe a funny-looking
gilt” she whispered to one of the three
gixls sittiug wi er. s

~“Hesseh! That's old Bessie!” whis-
pered Pip, otherwise Priscilla Pacey, the
girl addressed.  “We always pull her leg
when she comes down , don’t we?™

“Oh, raiber!” said Bunny and Teddy
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Bear, the other members of the fameus
Seaond Form trio:

“ Hallo, youngsters!™ exclain:ed Bessie
Bunter, m a distinctly patrenising
manner. ‘“I've come dowmw on a very
important matter, T want you to give
me all your attention. Ahem! ‘Fhis
" place isn't looking very tidy.™
*It’s like "your cheek to come and {ell
‘us ¥’ said Pip.

“I want you to be more respectiul to
me, please!” said Bessie, in a digmfied
tone. “Yau're ouly children. Yeou

fre [ don’t understand how serious it is to have

a responsilility, to have to guard some-
toe. Ahem!” There's a new girl coming
here.”

“Go han!” said Bunny & Ce., and
their-companion tittered.

“Blest if I can see anything to grin
Fabond¥® snid Bessie in ignantly., “F
| suppese you think that you'll be spiteful
to her and bully her? You won’t when
I'm about!” )

“Bully?” repeated Bunny, Pip, and
Teddy Bear all together. Their tone
might have sounded aminous. if Bessie
| had: heen listening for such a thing.

“Very likely,” said the fat girl. *Still,
I'm dawn on that sert of thing myself.
I want. you io smaxten up this roomr, and
be an your basi. behaviour. And you
must be very careful-—" e

“Oh, 1say ! Eook at the door, Bessie "
interjecterdt Bumnny. .

Baessie, being inveterately curicus,
looked, a very foelish tling to do when
Bunny told anyone to do it. A hand
 renched. out. at the.same moment and
saized her cable-like plait, and pulled
hard ! s )

“Yarooooh ™’ yelled Bessie, wheeling
reund. ** Wha pulled my hair?”

She. saw thres perfectly grave and
sevious faces, the faces of Bunny & Co.
L The -fourth face was not serious. Bessio
saw twilching lips aud pink cheeks that
ware rapidly grewing redder. :

“1 believe you did it!” she said,
pointing. “I haven't secen you here
before, but——"

“Leak at that pic
yelled Pip.

Bessie Bunter had a second lack reund.
The famous pigtail again flashed into
view, and. was duly puiled.

Tug, tug¥ .

“Yow-wow-wow !’ shrieked Bessie
Bunter, helding both hands to her hair.
“You'lk jolly well pull it out by the
roots?* Her eyes settled on the black-
haired” girl, who-was not quite crimson
b with hottled mirth. * You did that ! ¥l
L jolly well teach you ™

g

ire falling down!™

Second-Former’s shoulders. Bunay, Pip,
and Teddy Bear grabbed her at ence.

“Na bullying "

“Qh, really—" )

 8it her on the floor.” cried Bunny.

Bump * .

Bessie Bunfer sat on the floor and
yelled, which was mot at all a dignified
positten for a girl who had come down
ta *lay down the law " to the members
of the Seeond Form. "

“Ow! Oooaer!” gasped Bessie, in a
botiled voice. “You're at the botiam of
it?" She scrambled up to make a fresh
pushe at. the girl, who was shaking with
mirth. “1T1l jolly well make you sorry
for this! What's your name?” g

“Mu-Mu-Murlel Wille,” said the gixl
feebly.

* Wha-a-a-at?" .

If the new girl had fired a gaun ab
Bessie Bunter the fat girl could not have
looked more surprised. Her hands fell to
her sides. She tried to grin and smoath
ber frock and pat her hair and adjust
her glasses alk at the same

moment.
Bessie had thé uncomieriable feeling that

Bessie's: plump hands descended on the'

Twopence.

]l;er introdu}cLiun {o her “ward " had not
cen exactly as impressive as it might
 have been :

“Er—ol, deax me!” gasped Bessie.
*I—Fm: pleased to meet you, Muriel! Y
~—I didn’t. know you were: even here:
Ahem! Pm Bessie Bunter. I'm going
to protect you, you knew., I know you
didn’'t. pulk my hair ¥

Muriel, evidently a high-spirited but
very good-hearfed youngster, jumped up
fand gave Bessie's plump cheek a kiss.

; — to meet yon I”* she said’, Then:
“And, T say, I think you're awfully
f furmy? T wish you'd say some more
lfmzzi‘" ﬂhm",rwed Be: indi by,

“*Funny ™ g: s«ie indignantly.
 ““Oh, dear, nc! I wasn'i tq:inintu be
fumny then. These little cats were pull
ing my hair, and pr ing: you did it.
kThey re not going to teach you that sort
of trick if I know anything about it
I'm going to protect you )’

"“'Protect me?” said Muriel, in » dazed
voice.

“Yes. Didn't Aunt Rebecca tell you
that you'd be under my care when you
cama here®’

“1 know Miss Rebecca Bunier,” said
Muriel Wills. “Bat—but sarely vow're
—you're not. her niece?”

“Rather '* said Bessie, beaming.
“Didn't expeet to see such a well-built
and imfluential girl-2eh? Especially as
aunt’s so skinny herself. Oh, really, you
three! You might have some manners !

Bunny, Pip, and Teddy Bear were
squealing with illsuppressed mirth,

“Yow're going to look afier me,
Bessie 1 said Muriel, sfill in a dazed
voice, :

“That’s right |” said Bessie. “ When- .
| ever you're in danger yow've just got to
:all for me, and 1 shall come rushing to
your side to protect you! I'm that sort
of girl, you know! You come with me
now. and [ll show you vonnd the scheol.
Yeou'll find that ' as brave as a lion—
althongh, of course, Fms not a boastful
sort of gith You come this way }”’

Bessie Bunter teok held of the mew
girl’s arm in quite a metherly way, and
led her to the door.

“T say, Bessie—"" began Bumny.

Bessie Bunier turned and gave the
three Second-Formers a very severe and
dignified look.

-*“ Heneeforward. Muriel is vader my
charge and will come to no harm ¥’ said
the fat girl, in a lofty voice. “I shall be
like a mather to her! I may even forbid
her to speak teo you three—for her own
sake, of course !'” :

Bunny, Pip, and Teddy Bear shrieked
with merriment. Bessie would have
stayed to argne, but even Bessie saw
that it was i sible. She led Muriel
hurriedly into the pussage aud closed the

“I'm most influential, you know,
Murtel,” she =aid confidently. “¥You're
really awfully lucky to have me to lock
after you! {\'benevm‘—” :

Bessie Banter hroke off as Connie Jack-
son of the Sixth Form: eame along the
passage. Connie had lately been rein-
stated as a monitress, and was once mere
her usual bumptious self. Her eyes
settled on Muriel.

“Ah! So you're the new girk?* said
Connie. ‘‘I've been locking for yow. 1
want you in my study to do a ]:'ttge' dust-
ing, and you may as welf nuke & good

beginning. Come with e at ones,
Murie! Wills !+
“I—I—I—I  sus-sua-say!”  gasped

Bessie, going very red. ;

“Am I supposed to do Justing here,
Bessie ¥"* exclaimed Muriel

“You'll come with me at once! T am
a2 momnitress ™ said Connie sharply. “I
allow no argument! This way, please!"

Bessie Bunter’s knees shook., It was
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rather unfortunate that Ler ceurage
should have been tested so carly—and
especially by illtempered Conmie. It
was even more slighting for her very
presence o be ignored, as Connie was
ignoring it.

“Come this way!" said Counie, ard
tosk Muriel's arm in a sharp grip.

Bessie Bunter's courage boiled up as
Connie turned her back. Connie did not
look half =o fierce from the back as she
did from the front. Besides, what was
the good of being in charge of a gif if
you couldu'i save her from a bullying
monitress who was exceeding her power
in “fagging ” a new girl so soon? With
quite remarkable recklessnpess Bessie
Bunter grabbed a handiul of Connie
Jackson's hair and held her back,

“Oh!” shrieked Counnie, sounding as
surprised as though a calerpillar had
turned and  bitten her. “Wha-a-a-nt?
You—you dare to touch me like that,
Bessia?"

“Ti-t-fgin’l j jolly well right!™ chat-
terdd Bessic, torn beiween boldness and
fright. “Mum-mum-my friend Mu-Mu-
Muriel—

“T'll teach you!" said Connie.

She released Murw!, and scized Dessie
Bunter by her showlders.

“Goodness gracious! Wha! are you

doing, Constance Jackson ™ cried Miss
Steel’s voice. .

Connie  Jackson = relcased  Bessioo
abraptly, and flooked guiltily at the

Fourth Form nmistress.
“ She—she was insolent—""
“Connic’s been j-j-jolly well trying lo
fag my 1llittle friend, Miss Steel!”
burst out Bedsie.

“Your friend?” said Miss Steel
“Dear ma! Why, it is the litile new
girl, Mariel. Surely, Constance, yon
had mnot called on her to work in your
study #"

“Only—only for a few mainntes” fal-
tered Conuie.

* Absolulaly against the school rules!”
said Miss S‘.Peel angrily. “And you at-
tempted to proteet this liitle girl, Bessie?
1 am most gratified to see you take such
a thoughtful interest in any girl, Bessie
—especially a youngster new to the
school. Constance, I am heartily
ashamed to have found you altempting
to bully Bessie, and I Liope I shall never
have to speak about such a thing again.
Bessic, ihose lines I gave you this morn-
ing are forgiven! T am wery pleased to
see this change in you!"”

And Miss Steel walked awav as quiclly
as she had appeared.

“8o you thiuk it’s something to grin
about, Bessie Buuter ¥ muttered Connie
Jackson.

“Grin?" gasped Bessie. *“Oh dear,
no! J-jjust a little jeke 1 thought
about——"'

“You'll have a betier one to think
about soon!” sid Conwnic savagely.
“You—protecting & new girl! Because
she's got more money than senve, 1 ex-

m! I'll make you for your ful=e-
s before you're

clder 1™’
And Connie walked away, leaving

Bessie feeling cold with apprehension.

“T say, Bessie!" said Muriel, in quile
a ch voice. “¥=] thirk it was
awfuly nice for yon (o save e from that
gird 17

*“Nice?" ga:.?ed Bessic, pulling her-
relf together. “Oh dear?! It's nun-nna-
nothing {6 me, you know. I—I'm always
baving rows with mum-mum-

momniiresses. Still, you come along, and
T'll introduce you 1o my frends!™

“ Beware!™
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VERYONE at Cliff House kuew of

E the great joke at bed-time that

night. They had seen the new

girl, Muriel Wills, and they had

seen her “‘chaperon,” Bessie Bunter.

Thanks to Marcia Loftus and Nancy

Bell, full details had been supplied to
every Form.

Groups had gathered to walch Bessie,
ieading Muriel by the hand, at every
corner, Those” who were artistic had
tried to commit to paper the lofiy tilt of
Bessie Bunter's nose. Those who were
not_artistic had merely chuckled.

There couldn't be a shadow of doubt
that Bessie was taking the whole business
with the utmost gravity.

Even at bed-time l{(\s&ie Bunter was
absent from the Fourth Form dormitory,
causing quite a considerable amount of
speculation amongst her c¢humeg, who
seemed, for the time being. in danger of
beiug “ frozen out.™

= sl
= [I:l!i
7 i
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Crash!
“Dooooer I came a recdy and indig-
nant shout from the passage. “Don’t
you dare to touch me again !

“Sounds as th the gentle Fatima
is on the way at last!” chuckled Clara
Trevlyn. “Here she is!. Hail, smiling
Bessie 1"

But Bessie was not smiling. She

entared the dormitory looking red, and
ruffled, and with an unusual number of
feathers adhering to her dress. Babs
asked where slm%‘md been

“They're very ignorant in the Second
Form!™ said s3ie eevishly, *“It
really 1sn’t a nice Form for a pew girl fo
be put in at all. That horrid little Pip
has been jollv well going for me with a

pillow !
“Have you
asked Clara. ’
“0Of course!™ said Bessie indignantly.
“1 went to tack Muriel up. And just
because 1 borrowed Pip’s pilicw so that

to Lheir dorm?"

i een

HELPING MURIEL !

sarth

Lynn's fountain pen, and there was
ink on the table where Bessie had over-filled the ink-well.
1" gasped Barbara Redforn. |

Babs’ bost writing pad was there, and Mabal '
a

Bvnat on

“Have you seen Bessic 7" asked Babs,
of her chum, Mabs, *“The last 1 saw of
her was when she was buzzing vound in
a state of great excitement, looking for
Muriel after supper te know whether she
had had erough to eat.”

“She went and complaivced io cook
after that that the Second-Formers
weren't fed properly—no, cheese for
them " grinned Clara.

“And then she was asking malron for
a hot-water botile for Muwicl's bed!”
chuckled Dolly Jobling. *T heard what
the matron said about girls who sug-
gested that she'd think of putting anyone
into damp sheets!"”

“Did Bessie Tike it?" asked Phyllis
Howell.

“No,” said Dolly, with a reminiscent
smmile. l“Shl.t went up the stmirs rather
hurriedly !"

, ha, ha{”
1 wish she'd buck wp, anyway !™ snid

Babs, inning to look shihily worried.
“Auu?ﬁem should bhave Thought
what she was saying hefore she seul soch
a letter. Realiy—"

Muriel conld have two ihey all went for
me. 1 didn't snatch it, either!™

“ila, ha, ha!" chaockled the Fouarth-
Formers. ‘They understood the feathess
and Bessie’s ruffled appearance.

“That’s it—cackle!” snilfed Bessie.
“You're gelting quite as jealous as you
used te be. Just because vou've rever
becn trusted to look zfier a young girl,
too!” y

Bessic Bunier tmrned in in the dark,
owing to her late appcuratce in the
dormitory, and her temper did not
improve when she trod on a bairbrash
that Dolly Jobling had rather carolessir
dropped  beside her  bed. Possiblx
through fatigne she was, i spite of
threats to the contrary, as lale as ever 4r
rising the following morning. But when
Bessie did awake fthere was no holding
bert

Clara Trevlyn was displaced
rush that ewept her away from
stand just when she out lrer
washing water. Dolly Jobling’s clothes,
having become mixed with Bassie’s, weni
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n swift
the wash:
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u-'hizzi'nq to the other end of the dormi-
tory. Peggy Preston’s hairbrush only

escaped doing duty on Bessie’s boots
through Peggy’s own promptitude.

They were very glad indeed to see
Bessie leave the dormitory at last to see
wbﬁther Muriel Wills was awake and
well,

“It's jolly good of Bessie, anyway,”
said Babs, with a tolerant smile. ** When
you come to think of it, she's never felt
any responsibility before. 1 know
Bessie's making herself an awful
nuisance, but she means jolly well.”

“And isn't thinking about the exira
pocket-money from Aunt Rebecca at
all!” sneered Marcia Loftus. X

*“Oh, that isn't the only thought in
Bessie’s mind !” said Babs sharply.

“Of course not!" said Marcia.
“ Another honour for famous Study
No. 4.—Thoughtful - Little Bessie!
Ha, ha, ha!” )

Bessie Bunter was not seen again until
breakfast-time,

When she was seen it was in the
dining-room, and Bessie was in the midst
of another scrimmage with the members
of the Second Form. Ina Tinn, who was
watching the fray from a distance with
considerable amusement, explained.

“It's bloaters for breakfast,” said
“Bardines” of the Second. * Bessie
got to our table first, and she's been try-
g to find the biggest one for Muriel!
She took the one given to Bunny, and
Bunny didn't like 1t!"™

The appearance of the duty mistress
fortunately quelled the disturbance, but
Bessie was in a very discontented frame
of mind when she arrived at her own
table. )

“I won't have those kids interfering
with everything I do!" she said, 7in a
very serious voice, ‘“‘Stands to reason
that if Fm going to seesgaat. Mouriel gets
a good figure like mine she’s got to haxe
enough grub. She’ll be as skinny as all
of thema if 1 don’t lock out!”

Babs was wize enough not to debate
the point, and watched Bessie sail away
after breakfast. She chatted with Mabs
for a few miuutes, and then went to
Study No. 4 to complete prepm'.ntion that
was not quite finished. 'lhei opened
the door to receive a considerable shock.

The table had been cleared of their
things—utterly!

Books that gud been left open at special
places had been closed and stacked none
too tidily on the floor. There was a
qqlodge of ink where Bessie had been re-
filling the inkwell and caused it to “swim
over.” Barbara’s best writing-pad was
there, and Mabel Lynn’s fountain-pen,
and Muriel Wills seemed to be concoctin,
a letter with the aid of a very thoughtfu
and worried-looking Bessie.

* What the dickens—" gasped Babs.

,\llu};iel looked ulp gervousl_v. -

“1 hope you girls don’t mind me bein,
here " che .'.nig.l , .

“Oh, that's quite all right,” said
Bessie. ““You write your letter, Muriel.
Never mind about Babs and Mabs!”

“But—och, my pen!"” gasped Mabs.
“You'll smash (he nib, Bessie, jabbing
it on the table like that!"

“8illy thing won't write, anyway,”
said Bessie. “'It's out of order, and I'm
irying to put it right. Anyway, you
mustn’t interrupt! Muriel and 1 have
yot to be busy. She’s forgotten a most
imiportant thing.”

“* And that?” said Babs dazedly.

“ Writing to Aunt Rebecca to tell her
that I'm looking after her,” said Bessie
very seriously. “Poor aunt will be
awfully worried. You carry on writing
that letter so that it catches the post,
Muriel, and just mention my remittance
tactfully.”

Babs and Mabs began to gather up
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their books and steer for the Common-
room, which seemed the only thing to be

domii! “d 1
* How o ou  spe ‘ request,’
Bessie?” asked Muriel, “Is it r—e—q—
—e—a—41" k

“That’s good enocugh for a Second
Form kid,” said Bessie. *But 1 hope

ou’re not going to be a bad speller,
uriel ! I shall have to give you a few
lessons,”

** Lessons 2" Muriel.

“Oh, I don’t mind a little thing like
that—work’s never any trouble to me, I
always— Hallo, Clara! What do you
wacnlt!" . & 2

ara gazed into the study.

“My giddy hat!” she uij.

“Clara!” cried Bessie Bunter. “None
of that here!”

“None of what?” said Clara.

Bessie gave her a fierce and forbidding
frown.

*“ Your slang expressions !" said Bessie,
“Can’t stand it myself. I'm jolly well
going to see that Muriel doesn’t learn
that sort of thing from you! Muriel,
don't you lister to Clara when she
speaks! She’s far too slangy!"

*“You — you —you ——"  spluitered
Clara, going very red.

“Don’t hsten, Muriel!” said Bessie
firmly.

Clara Trevilyn disappeared abruptly.

*“I—I'm taking up an awful lot of your
time !”* gurgled Muriel, unable entirely
to suppress her mirth,

“Oh, I enjoy it, I'm sure!” said
Bessie heroically.  “I've got such a
sense of respomsibility. Flave you put
that bit about my remittance? Like LEis

ou know: ‘And now, dear Auntie

ebecea, I am glad to say that Bessie is

quite well, and has been reading in the

er t a lot of remittances get lost

in the-post.’ See? That's what you

call being tactful! T'm always that;

and, of course, a girl like myself has to
keep up her figure!” .

Muriel escaped just before school-time.
She found Bunny & Co. in the Second
Form Common-room. Muriel’s descrip-
tion of Bessie's attention was explosive,
and punctuated by much laughter.

“She's so funny that I didn't know
where to look !” Muriel confided. I
wish I hadn’t wanted to laugh so much
because I'm sure she’s trying to be jolly
kind to me!”

“She shouldn’t try and boss Second-
Formers,” said Bunny, aged nine, shak-
mﬁeggr head with the gravity of ninety.
o ides, Marcia Loftus is spreading a
yarn that she's doing it all to get more
money out of her aunt,”

“Well, Bessie must want it, being so
awfully fat!” said Muriel,

*1 believe you like her!™ said Bunny,
a twinkle in her eye.

“¥ do,” confessed Muriel. “But she’s
s0 awfully funny! I want to laugh when-
ever I see her. And she does say such
queer things! I'm sure I'm going to
have a jolly time here with her iooiing
after me like this!”

“Yes,” said Banny. Then: “ Ahem!
We—we've been talking over a little
scheme while you've been out. It seems
a shame that Bessie should put herself
out for so much trouble over nothing.
It would be far more exciting if some-
thing happened.”

“1f what?’ said Muriel excitedly.

Bunny told her, and sent her into
shrieks of laughter.

“But would it be quite fair!” the new
girl demurred.

“0h, rather!” said Bunny. “We're
always pulling Bessie's leg. She really
likes you to take a bit of notice of her,
you know !”

Bessia Bunter was blissfully unaware
of that conversation.. She was dwelling
ou other matters, Miss Steel found her
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tuore inatientive than usual in class,
Miss Bullivant stood her in the cormer
with a book on her head. But even there
in those uninspiring surroundings Bessie
dwelt upon her great “ responsibility,”
“Anything might happen to Muriel,
I'm sure—anything!” she murmured io
herself at dinner-time. “I'll just up
to Study No. 4 to get a clean hmer-
chief, and then I’Ifesee Muriel gets a
good dinner,”
She went into Study No. 4 and stared

at a large piece of paper on the table.
It was printed in huge and straggling
characters and a to her, i

read it with goggling eyes,

‘ Bessie Bunter! Beware! It is no
you protecti Muriel Wills,
because we are after her, and will have
her just the same.
** (Sined)
DeTERMANED RaSCLES.™

**Oh dear !" gasped Bessie, rubbing her
eyes. “Three determined rascals! I
knew it all the time! 1 jolly well knew
they'd try and kidnap Munriel! That's.
why ,.fha” been put in my charge, I'm
sure!” -

. She looked anxiously under the table,
in case one of the determined rascals was
hiding there, and seemed far more
courageous when none of the persons in
question were to be seen,

“I knew there’d be something like
this!” Bessie declared in a hoarse
whisper. *‘But now they’ll jolly well find
out what I'm like when I'm roused!
Three determined rascals! Oh dear! I
wish it was only two—or even one! Still,
I'll be a match for them! I won't say a
word to anyone! It's a jolly good thing
I've found this out, so that I can be on
my guard }”

She crumpled the paper and threw it
into the waste-paper basket, The sight
of the paper-basket gave Bessie an idea.
Supposing she regarded that as one of
the rascals—just for the time bainﬁt )

Going to the corner, Bessie picked up:
a hockey-stick and struck with greaf de-
termination at the paper-basket. Owing
to an error of judgment it was the ink-
pot that suffered—severely ! Bessie gazed
at the spreading pool in great dismay.

“Doesn’t matter! It would have hit
one of the other rascals, anyway!” she

muttered.
And Bessie, cheerfully heedless of the
tudy No. 4 and

“

shaitered inkpot, left
started down to dinner, with an expres-
sion of solemnity that a general sendi
his troops into battle might have envied.
After all, one couldn’t worry about spilé
ink when there were three determined
rascals writing that sort of thing!

Not so Funny; after alli!
“ RMS upward—bend! Bessie
A Bunter]”

Miss Bullivant spoke angrily,

and not without justification.
Twenty-two of her scholars were stand-
ing with arms rigidly raised. The twenty-
third member of the drill class, Bessia
Bunter, was holding her arms down-
wards at her sides, Considering that.
Bessie had done the same sort of thing
about a dozen times before. it was really

not remarkable that Miss Bullivant
objected.
“Bessie! 1 do not wish to have any

more inattention!’ exclaimed the mis-
tress sharply. “Raise your hands!
Arms downward stretch ! ssie !

Bessie was still standing with arms
raised !

“Fifty lines, you stupid girl!” thun-
dered Miss Bullivant. * Perhaps that
will te you, Bessie! Why are you
not attending {2



Every Thursday.

“I—1 was thinking of
S iond ratous! In drill leson?
“G i ! In drill lesson?"

“I—1 wish we couid have some differ-
ent exegcises, Miss Ballivant,” said
Bessie Bunter. “Something with clabs
~—to bring my nurscles up!”

“What an ex inary requesl from
you!™ gasped Miss Biflivant. “Why do
you say such a thing?”

“You'll never know when you'l need
your strength,” said Bessie mysteriously.
“‘Supposing three determined Taseals
rushed in the reom now and grabbed
you—-:

“Bessie!  Cease this stupid chatter
instanfly ! Continue with the same exer-
cise three Limes!”

Bessie Bunter, somewhal subdued, did
s0 by following the movements of all the
others ubout three seconds late,
doubtedly there was something
matter with Bessie.

Migs Bullivant tried io keep her eyes
from Bessie's figure. “There were times

something

the

when even Miss' Bullivant felt that
Bessie was ess,
“Oh dear! Don't!”

It was a childish voice, and not loud,
that sent that sound floafing into the
hall where the girls were drilling.

1t sgpmed to electrify Bessie Bunter.

“Muriel Wills!™ she gasped. “Oh
dear! They're here!”

To Miss Ballivanis horror, Bessie
Bunter rushed across to the rack on
which the Indian clabs were hung.

“ Bessie ™

“1 knew it !” gasped Bessie. “‘They've
come here at last! I knew they wonld ™

“Girl " eried Miss Buollivani. “ Have
vou taken leave of vour senses com-
pletely? Do you realise—— Bless iny
soul! Come here!™

But Bessic Bunter did nothing of the
sort.

Grasping n heavy Indian club in her
hand, she ran to the swing-doors and
disappeared into the passage.

Miss Bullivant went in pursunit, fol-
lowed, it may be said, by quite half of
her scl rs. They were as alarmed as
the mistress. They had never seen Bessie
do anything quite like that before!

Single-minded * Bessie, however, was
dwelimg on other matters> ‘The three
determined rascals had evidenily come for
Muriel—that was the cause of ithe gasp-
ing little ery that had reached her ears.
What Bessie would actually do when she
came upon such desperate daylight kid-
nappers was not at all clear. Fortunately,
however, the need did not arise.

In the passage she came on Muriel
Wills, held by one hand by the cruel

riphof bullying Connie Jackson of the
Sixth.

“T'Il teach you to disobey me again,
and make faces at me!” Connie was mut-
tering. “T don’t stand that sort of thing
from Second-Form kids, I can tell you!”

Bessie Bunter pulled up abruptly as she
understood. She meant to give Connie a
dramatic and challenging cry, but it did
not exactly come up to requirements.
What Besuie actually said was:

“0Oh, 1 sus-sus-say ! Sus-sus-stop !”

It was not dramatic, but it cansed
Connie to whirl about.

“YWhat! Bessie again®” Connie ejaen-
lated. “Bessie, what are you doing
bhere, when——""

And there Connie broke off as Miss
Bullivant appeared, followed by most of
the members of her elass. Connie was
facing them; Bessie was nol., She did
rot know that they were there.

“You—you were trying to bib-bib-
bully Murniel again ! said Bessie, trying
to pluck p all her courage. “1—1 won't
have it, and—and ii’s no good making
those dreadful f-ffaces at me,. either!
I'll j-j-jolly well—"

* Bessie ™ cried Miss Bullivant.

Un-1
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Bessie leapt round as though Miss
Ballivant had fired a shot.

*“Oh dear! I-I1—"

“Why have you left my class in this
manner?” exclaimed the Bull. “And
what were you saying to Constance *

“Nun-nun-nothmg at all, Miss Balii-
vant!” stammered Bessie. “I'm not a
girl to sneak—not that sort at all. I—I
wasn't going for her because she was
twisting Muriel's wrist at all—""

“Constance ! Is it true that you were
hurting this young girl #” exclaimed Miss
Ballivant.

“1 was just speaking to her!™ mut-
tered Connie, with glowing eyes.

“Now I think of 1t, I remember hear-
ing her ery out, Constance !"

‘‘8he—she imagined——"

“And Miss Steel has spoken o me
‘mbout this very girl, t00.” went an the
Bull, in a grimmer tone. “Why are you
out of your class, Muriel ¥”

“Please, miss, I was sent lo felch a
book,” said Muriel.

“And you met her, Constance? Is

Twopencg- i23

** Muriel couldn’t have got a betier pro-
tector than me, could she!” she
remarked proudly to Babs at iea-time.

“Bult what are you protecting her
from?” Babs said, in amazement. ““You
didn’t know that Connie was in the
passage.”

“There arc more serious things!" said
Bessie gravely. *“ Rascals, for iustance —

erhaps half a dozen might come to hold
Muriel to ransom!”

“My hat!” was all Babs could say in
answer to that mysterious assurance.

Presently Bunny detached herself from
the party and went into the school. It
was ten minutes before she reappeared.
When she had joined the party again
they took two or three turns up and
down the quadrangle, and then came
towards the school. DBessie Bunter
stopped them, and gave Muriel an affec-
ionate smile.

“Where are you
yvoungster " she inquired.

“To—to do some work in the class-

going now,

¥

Qo

furlously at Connie Jackson.

THE CHAMPICH OF THE WEAK!

“ You're tut—tut—tirying to bib—bib—bully
Muﬂol again !" she exclaimed. ‘]1—1 wuw—wuw—won't have it!"

Bessle Bunter, gr ng the
indian, slub blinked

e

there any reason why you should be
speaking to her?”

Connie Jackson said nothing.

“] see!” rumbled the dnl-mistress.
“I am very annoyed with yeu, Constance
—~very annoyed indeed. You have
caused Bessie to absolately interrupt my
class, althongh it is, perhaps, as well
under the circumstances, I hope I shall
not liave to speak to you about such a
thing again! Girls, back to the Hall at
once !”

Connie Jackson hissed in Bessic's car:

“I'H teach you to sneak again!”

“0Oh, really!” gasped Baessie; but
Conmie was already hacying away.
Babs, for the sake of peace and quiet-
ness, took the club from Bessie and led
her back to the Halll Miss Bullivant
was waiting for a few more words with
DBessie.

The discovery of Connie, however, had
directed Aliss Bullivant’s justifiable wrath
away from Bessie. It was a lalking-to
on the subject of stupidity that Bessie
received, but nothing more. Bessie

lccoptod' that with great cheerfulness,

room with Miss Scott,” said Muriel, in a
muflled sort of voice.

“Abem ! Yes; I—I dare say you'll be

safe there,” said Bessie thoughtfully.
“There's one thing, Muviel. You'd
better tell Miss Scott to keep the door
locked—just give her the message from
me, and say I've good reason. She'll
understand !”
. Muriel went on, her face rapidly grow-
ing redder and redder. Bessie watched
her unsuspicionsly to thé¢ end of the
passage, and then turned and went
lhoua'ttfui!y up the stairs. She was far
too preoccupied to see that Bunny, Pip,
and Teddy Bear were following her.

Study No. 4 was empiy when Bessio
reached it, but almost at once a sheet of
paper lying on the table altracted her
attention. ‘The fat girl looked at it,
gasped, and looked again:

It was another message from her um-
secn foes:

“Bessie Bunter,” it read—""Beware!
We are here at last, hideing under the
THE ScHoor Friexp—Neo. 150.
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tabel. Do not move, or we chall take
you insted of Muriel.

“(Sined) " -

*'T'uree DeETERMANER RAsCELS.”

Bessie Bunter read the message
through three times. Then she turned.
Even to Bessie’s mind it seemed rather
stupid to hide under the table, but her
first thought was to get to a convenient
distance to.test the truth of the state-
ment. She whirled open the door and
dazhed through.

Crash ! :

Three grinning youngsters saw Bessie
Bunter—too late! There was no time
to get out of the way. Bunny, Pip, and

Teddy Bear sat violently in the passage
and I’)essie sprawled on top of them.
“0ooover ! gasped "Bunuy. “M-my

head! I—I'm sure—

Bessie, heedless of the youngsters who
had broken her fall, was scrambling to
her feet again.

“They're in there—three of them
she gasped. “Look out!”

And with that breathless gasp of warn-
ing Bessie was on her feet again and
streaking along the passage. °

It was only whemnshe reached the lower
landing that the fat girl paused for
thought. _

The three of them?  All gathered in
Study No. 47 Bessie began to see possi-
bilities that had not been apparent

,before. At least she could have a look
at them!

Feeling exceedingly bold, she com-
menced {o ascend the stairs again. She
heard voices coming from Study No. 4,
but they were young voices, When she
peeped lo the room she saw that Bunny

]

was holding aloft a sheet of paper, the.

ink of which was still wet., And this
time Bessie read a message that could
not possibly deceive her:

“ Bessie Bunter,—We have dissided to
kidnapp someone else, as we are afraid
of vou, and shall not come here again.

*(Sined),
“THREE DEFEETED Rascrrs.”

« Uttering a yell of great wrath, Bessie
Bunter dashed into Study No. 4.

“(Got you, you three! " I knew it all
the time! You've been pretending to
jolly. well scare me! Tl make you
sorry !

“Run
Barlow,

The three Second-Formers attempted
to do so, but it was not as easy as it
might have been. Bessie, even though
she claimed to have known about~it all
-the time, was in a very vengeful mood,
She grappled with Bunny, and had given
her quite a hearty shaking before Pip
and Teddy Bear managed to rescue her.

“T'll teach you!” puffed Bessie,

The three bright lights of the Second
had already been taught. Before this
dhey had regarded Bessie as a particu-
larly suitable young lady for bright japes.
They were rapidly changing their minds.
They fled into the corridor and streaked
for safety, with Bessie in hot-but breath-
less pursuit. Tt was only the appearance
of Connie Jackson that saved them.

“Bessie ! Come here—instantly !”
C'onnie cried, in a voice of undisguised
trinmph.  “What are you doing?
Chasing girls in the Second Form? Oh,
there is no need for you to explain! You
will write a hundred lines—unless you
wish me to take you to your Form-
mistress !

Bessie tried to explain, but tried fruit-
lessly. That should have n obvious
to the fat girl, Connie had reason for
exerfing her maximum power at such
a fortunate ‘‘capture.” .

But Bessic very soon cheered up when

for it!” shrieked Beatrice

THE SCHOOL FRIEND

she reflected on the matter. They had
been tryinf to jape her, but she was
too jolly clever for that sort of thing!
Oh, rather! The spiteful gleam 1n
Connie’s eyes that should have told
Bessie that those lines were only the
start of a few punishments that the ill-
tempered monitress hoped to administer
had not daunted her. She retailed the
story in the Fourth that evening with
greal glee, being far too pleased with
erself to heed any of the leg-pulling
that followed her disclosures.

Connie's Spitefulness!
“ OME in, Muriel! Hurry up!”

‘ It was after tea on the follow-

evening when Muriel Wills, the

new girl in the Second Form,
followed Bessie Bunter into Study No, 4.
Muriel carried a fluffy and strugghn
kitten in her arms, which, when place
upon the table, immediately started to
“ Sharpen its claws ™ on the tablecloth.
It was just as well for the peace of mind
of Barbara Redfern and Mabel Lynn
that they had complied with the fat
girl's request for *“five minutes alone
with Muriel,” and gone to chat with
Peggy Preston.

* That's the way!"” said Bessie approv-
ingly, *‘He's only playing the planc—
all cats do that, youn know. I'm joll
glad you've brought a pet to school wit
you. All nice girls have pets. Of
course, I've got the best one in the
school—dear old Polly, there! I wouldn't
part with Polly for anything!”

Muriel Wills glanced at the evil-eyed
and mopy-looking parrot that Bessie
indicated, and wondered how she kept
from laughing.

It was certainly an ordeal for Muriel
to come up and have this very serions
rinten—icw with Bessie on the subject of

pets.

“Polly's a fine bird!" said Bessie,
with great and condescending pride.
“ He can talk, you know, and that’s far
more than Barbarg's horrid little monkey
can do, or Clara’s hedgehog. Tell
Muriel my name, Polly dear!” S

Polly closed one eye at Muriel and
said, very gravely:

“Sack of flour!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!" exploded Muriel help-
lessly.

Bessie  Bunter - glared
“ward "’ to her pet.

“ Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle about!” she exclaimed indig-
nantly. “ Polly’s a very naughty bird to
say such a thing. I'm surprised at yon
laughing, Muriel. Now, Polly, what's
my name?”

“8illy duffer!” said Polly promptly.

“ Wha-a-at ¥’ .

‘““ He, he, he!” chuckled Muriel.

“ Don’t laugh, Muriel—don't laugh!”
gasped Bessie. ‘“ It only encourages him
to say these naughty things! Polly,
you're a little beast, and you sha’n’t have
a lump of sugar for saying that! You
used to call me Beautiful Bessie!"

“In the dark!”’ said the parret, and
chuckled. )

Muriel Wills shook with mirth. Bessie
Bunter glared at her, and shook her fist
at Polly. Muriel tried to contrel herself,
but it seemed to be very difficult.

“ Someone’s been teaching Polly to say
these horrid things, that's what it is!’
hooted Bessie Bunter. ‘‘He doesn’t
really understand what he's saying!
Don't take any notice of him, Muriel,
and then he’ll know he’s in disgrace. I
suppose you know how to look after a
cat?”’

 J—I think so!” said Muriel feebly.

frem  her

Bessie Bunter surveyed the kitten with
a judicial eye.

Twopence.

“I'm not really fond of cats, yon
know,” she said. * Still, let every girl
have her own taste. Let me sea!
promised I'd make Polly and your
kitten friends, didu't 17 Said I’deintro-
duce them—eh?”

*“ Oh, if you can!” said Muriel.

‘‘ BEasy thing for me!’ said Bessie.
“TI've got a wonderful way with pets,
i‘ou know. They understand every word

say to them.”

- ‘““ Polly won't hurt puss, will he ?"” =aid
Muriel, n sudden alarm.

*““ Hurt 7’ scoffed Bessie. “ Polly's as
gentle as—as a dove! I've taught him
to be like that, you know. I've trained
Polly to do all sorts of things. Come on,
Polly !’ ) :

The fat girl rose, took the parrot-cage

Hirom the wall, and placed it on the table.

Clank!

. "'Bes-s-s-8!1" said Puss, arching his back
instantly.

‘“ Little beast!” said Polly maliciously.

Muriel shivered.

““ Oh dear! I—I say, Bessie! I think
ou’d better hang the cage up again.
'm sure they won't agree!”’

*“ You leave it to me!” said Bessie,

complacently. *‘ That's just looking at
each other for the first time—probably

their way of beinf friendly, you %now.
I've read heaps of books abont animals
and birds. Perhaps you didn't know

that a ecrocodile can climb into a f{ree
and growl?”’

** GGood gracious, no!"” gasped Muriel.

“It’s quite right—at least, I think it -
was a crocodile!” said Bessie hastily.
‘“ Anyway, I know all about cats and
parrots.  There, I° believe they're
smiling at each other. You just want to
put them together and they’{l be friends
m no time; that’s what my book said.
It's the influence of human beings; a
strong -mind like mine makes them feel
friendly.”

“I don’t think it's safe,”” said Muriel
apprehensively.

** That's because you don’t understand!
But you'll soon see how chummy they
are! Nothing like making them all
friends; that's always my motto. Come
au, Polly, out you come! That's it,

and on the t{able and say something nice
to puss!”

Polly stood on the table and gave the
cal a startling shriek of defiance.

Squawk !

“Owl” yelled Bessie, as the kitten
immediately leapt on her shoulder,
“ Muriel! He's sticking his claws in!
Ow-wow-wow ! Help!”

Bessie Bunter jumped up.

At the same moment the kitten leapt
back to the table, arched his back, and
struck at Polly. Polly dodged and seized
the kitten’s tail in his beak. The cat
streaked for the door, with Polly hang-

ing grimly.
cried Muriel.  “ Polly's

¥
“ Help !’
after puss!"”

“Polly! Polly! Leave go!’ shouted
Bessie frgntically. ** You'll be killed!”

Neither Polly nor puss reappeared.
Bessie and her *“ ward ' fled from Study
No. 4 in hot pursuit. They could see
puss in the distance, with Polly still hold-
mg to his tail. Evidently Polly was in
a very playful mood!

“ Stop!” yelled Bessio Bunter.

They turned a corner and pulled up
abruptly at the sight of a tall girl who
held a kitten in Eer arms, Pally was
near, fluttering about and uttering dis-
contented threats about ** pulling the old
cat's hair.” The girl who held the
kitten was Connie Jackson! .

“ Oh, I sus-sus-say !’ gasped Bessie, in
dismay.

Connie Jackson’s eyes glea_med.

“Yes,” she said. *“I've caught you
this time. I gwessed you were at the

(Continued on page 129.)
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it herseif—that.

ESSIE DBUNTER AP AN A,
is, beyond all
n, the ¢
most distinotive §
girl at €l House. ¢
There is no girl in any g

Form remotely resemb-
ling = her—in appear-
ance. And yet, has she
not shown that, at
heart, she is one of the
hest—in ? =

Bessie—u lbu ally § esseesssses
¥ ) ¢
Trevlyn by the name of
Fatima—is the fattest girl at ClLif House,
and shares Study Ne. 4 with Mabel Lynn
and myself. She has greenish-coloured, hut
not unpleasant eves, wears large, thick,
round glasses, and dark hair twisted into a
long, thick, and cable-like plait, which, I
believe, she values more than anything else
in the world—with the possible exception
of her parrot!

Her ehief hobby appears to be the assimila-
tion of feed. She is immensely fond of
eating, though, we hove noticed, nothing like
so gluttonous as she was at one time. To
put the case more clearly, instead of eating
being the -only thing that matters, she has
now put mony more worthy interests before
it—or, at least, they are equals to her!
Nevertheless, Bessie Bunter’s appetite is still
a thing to marvel at.

One of Bessie's mast striking eharacteris-
tics is her extraordimary vanity. She con-
lidently imagines she is thoroughly first-class
at every kind of sport, at singing, at lessons,
at acting, and apy other subject—art or sport
—she may fancy. As a matter of fact, she iz
a complete duffer at all the things mentioned,
s0 much so0, that it is perhaps as well she
doesn’t realise it!

The most peruliar fact, however, is that the
very two things about which she is least
inclined to “blow her own trumpet * are the
two solitary respects in which she soars above

General

By Barbara Redfern (The

( every obher girl at Clif House—ccokery and

ventriloquism! She is a past-mistress of the
art of cookery. Everything she makes, con-
fectionery or solid foods, is a real treat to
eat. She ‘has a positive genius for the
bvusiness, and many studies wonld be only too
willing to shelter her purely on account of her
powers in this ‘direetion,

The rare gift ef ventriloquism is hers to a
marked degree. She ean mimic any type of
voice or sound perfectly. and she can throw
her’ voice—either her natural voice or a
mimicked one—to appear to come from any
part of a room. Apnd I have kmown ber, in
the open., make a faint calling voice appear
to sound from the other side of the Close.

At everything apart from ecookery and
ventriloquism, however, I must admit that
Bessie is a hopeless duffer. Among other
things, she imagines she is a fine writer of
stories, and considers that her weird style of
spelling is right, whilst thet favoured by the
dietionaries is wrong! For Bessie, as you may
have noticed, believes in spelling words more
or less as they are pronounced. Such a word
as “United,” for instance, she would probably
spell “Yewnited.” And for such a words as
“talk,” she usuually writes “tork.” 1 doubt
whether the compilers of dictionaries will ever
avail themselves of her example !

Bessie has many sterling qualities, but there
is no denying the fact—however much she

Information-concerning

BESSIE. BUNTER.

her outstanding quality
is  laughter-proveking
Bessic has been a
source of pe al
merriment ever Smee
she came, hut in the
early days she was not
by - any means the
likeable amd popular
girl she is mow.

She was, to be quite
blunt, ome of the
meanest, most selfich
of the Fourth-Formers,

and far and away the mest gluttenous, Sbe
was despised by every girl who Knew anything
af ber, for nothing at all mattered to the old

Bes#®e apart from food, and she did not
scruple about her methods of obtaining it.
I Any girl leaving her cupboard unlocked would
be almost certain to find it “raided,” and

Bessie never felt qualms ahut telling lies to
eseape the blame. Even when caught red-

handed, Bessie would promptly fix the biame
en to some “w-w-wicked old kik-kik-eat'™

which, unlike any cat I've cver heard of,
appeared to have an cmaivorous appetite for

Jam-terts. i

But nowadays we never find our cupboards

| raided. We never hear Bessie denouncing

wicked old eats. We can leave our cupboards
open and® crammed with food, and we miss
none of it—unless Bessie asks, which she docs
many times and oft!

Best of all, we never hear Bessie tell down
right falsehoods now. Though on account of
her admitted fatuousness, Bessie will probhably
mever have the strict regavd for the truth
that most of us have, what equivocations she
still makes are never of a serious emough
aature to be termed lies. They are more the
rezult of stupidity than anythiug else.

Nothing ever gave Mabel Lynn and mysell
more pleasure than to see the old insufferable
Bessie Bunter change into the sterling fat

AAANA AN AN AN AL AN,
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Editress.)

chum and study-mate we now value,

ABOWT THIS SPESHUL
NUMBER !

BESSIE BUNTER.

By

T larst, deer reeders! At larst, ariter leoking forward to
it for years and years—eor, rather, weaks and weaks—your
graitful and delited eyes at larst alite on your Bessie
Bunter Number! Are vou mot glad mow that yon, have

konkered your impayshunce all thesc years—these weaks, that is—
and that yon bave steddily kept up your spirrit looking forward
to the grait day—to-day?

There is but ome fault to find with this grait namber, deer
reeders. Amd, alass, as says, it was a greevous fanit!
Remembering that first great Speshul Number of mine that
appeered, you will say: “ Where are those fine riters that Dessie
gecured for that issne—Elizabeth Gertrude, Gertrude Elizabeth,
Elizabeth 6. B., etc.? Why aren’'t they inklooded in this second
wunderful Speshul Bessic Bunter Number?”

The sad, sorrerful fact, deer reeders, is—they have been crowded
out! Those fwmons tallentesl orthers, deer reeders, have been
crowded out! It is hard to beleeve, but it is troe. Owing to
the jellusey and selfishness of gerls whose names I skorn to mention,
those grait riters have bad, in the peetick werds of Milton, to
take a back seet.

I admit that the gerls have dome their best to make this number
as compleet as possible. But the fact is, their best is nothing

FOCOTCOOOCOOTTOCTTTOOTOOTO0

They don't know how to sei abewt an
importunt number like this. Akkording to them, this number tells
you all there is to be known abowt Bessie Bunter—that's me. But
where have they made memshun of the number of lives I' have
saved from fires, floods, wrecks, thimderstorms, red indiuns, and all
kinds of things? There is no menshun, deer reeders, and they call
this Speshul Bessie Bunter Number compleet!

The fact is, deer reeders, they have yewsed all their spaice
riting abowt tryfuls, carsting dowt on my assershuns censerniug
that wikked old cat who yewsed to steel tarts, and abowt Bunter
Court, and showing their jellussy, as vewsyewal, by implying that
I am not the finest-figgered gerl in the Fourth Form, and that
I am no good at sports, and all that sort of rubbish.

All this, deer reeders, is reely a warning to you. You must not
taik for granted all that the geris say this number. Do not run
away with the idear that they are telling untruths. In Barbarer's
“ Jenneral Informashun,” which you perseceve abeve, there is very
little that is troo. But this does not meen that Babs is wilfully
telling untruths.

Hear is the trooth, deer reeders. The gerls, one and all, lack
one thing, and that is JUDGMENT! They cannot tell a ferst
rait, fine-figgered gerl whem they see ome. They canpot tell a good
sportswummon when they see one, a good singer when they heer
one, mor a good riter when they reed ome. Their jndgment of
bewty and branes is orlso well off the mark. Thus, when you recd
that I am opot good at any partickyewlar thing, you will under-
stand that that reely meens that I am good at it. Compreuney
voo?—as we said in Bongpare.

So, having prepaired von for this Speshu! Bessie Bunter Number,
and shown you how to dror conklooshuns, I will leeve you to make
the best of the feechers that are not by the gifted pen of

Your luving fremd,

BESSIE BUNTER.
Tae Scmoor Friexp—Na. 160.
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% i character which is apt to

ONE ﬂlds it hard to associate the Bessie

Bunter who arrived at Clit House

with the Bessie Bunter with whom

we are more familiar. They are both
yery fat, they both wear the same glasses.
"‘f same thick plait; and both are vain to
a Tatuous extent ; and yet—what a difference
there is!

Clif House has wronght wonders with

@ Bunter. Under the influence of ster-

g ‘Iﬂl the better side of ber character
as at last come forward, and the meaner
side has dwindled into iusignificance. The
reedy voice is not =0 reedy, the vanity is
morg habitual than anything else, and, when
she strays from the strict path of veracity,
one might put it down more to the freedom
of & whimsical imagination than to aoy
Intention of deceiving.

She Indulges In her flowery word-pictures
of Bunter Court more because she likes to
beiieve in them herself than with any real
idea of Inducing her chums to believe in them.
The truth ls, Bessie Bunter has a decidedly
more simple mind than the average Fourth-
Former, and must not be judged by quite
the same standard. 2

Such a vast npumber of parts—chiefiy
humorous—has Bessie played that each eme
can only be lightly bandled in this small
-apace, and the legser ones must be left out
altogether, When Bessie arrived at Cliff
House—greedy, sélfish, and conceited—she
was not eagerly welcomed as a study-mate.
From Study No. 4 she drifted to Study No.
7, whence Clara Trevlyn, in a monner quite
her own, swiftly induced Besgic to return to
lBtm't:n‘nn Redfern and Mabel Lynn in Study

0. 4

Immediately following that, she was the
dividing factor in an election for a Fourth
Form captain. Barbara Redfern had eight
votes, and Marjorie Hazeldene had eight
votes. The vote of plump Bessie Bunter was
to declde the issue—for the Fourth Form was
emaller In those days. Bessie almost voted
for Marjorie, but didn't, and Babs won the
captainey !

And after that Bessie was always to be
found In some droll situation or other. No
matter what dramatic happening was taking
place, Bessie was always at hand to serve
up the neccessary *funny” element. On
one memorahle occasion, on account of her

Bessie Bunter has been “in the limelight " more times than has any
Clif House girl. Though her roles
nearly always of the humorous - variety, she has
able dramatic paris, and on these

THE CLIFF HOUSE WEEHKLY.

STORY OF BESSIE
BUNTER.

have been very
played one or two
occasions has shown a side of her
be hidden by her laughter-raising procedure.

inaptitude at lessons, she was moved down
into the Third Form for a period. Bessie will
pever forget the time she had among the
“kittens,” as she called them.

And then later came the historic occasion
on which Bessie Bunter fell in love! Bessle
Bunter—in love! .The youth who had cap-
tured Bessie’s plump heart bore the romantie
patronymic of Marmaduke Bi‘m and was
the nephew of Uncle Clegg, w shop he
minded. But the romantic epie came to ap
abrupt and uwugraceful conclusion. It trans-
pired that Marmaduke, who read burglar
stories, had wild ideas of burgling Clift House,
and cultivated Bessie's affections as a likely
means of getting into the building. After
that Bessie resolved, in her own words, to be
“a man-hater.”

Bessie next caused a sensation by suddenly
reformipg. A reformed Bessic Bunter was
something almost impossible to realise in
those days. But Bessie “reformed " for a
purpose. Her Aunt Rebecca wished to take
her for a week's holiday, but Miss Primrose.
on account of comglaint.l from Miss Bullivanot,
refused to allow the [at girl to go unless she
were of exceedingly good behaviour during the
preceding week. Hence Bessic’s reformation
—for one week only.

There is no den,vin; the fact that, for that
solitary week, Bessie’s reformation was really
sincere. She showed the better side of her
character, which we know so well nowadays.
Nevertheless, the girls found the reformed
Bessie even worse than the Bessic they were
accustomed to. Sbe insisted on playing
games with them, and apy game with Bessie
in it could pever be much more than a
farce. She mended Clara's black stockiugs
with green wool, and wrought grievous
damage ‘to the headmistress’ luwn with the
mower. Finally, however, she took, for the
first time in her life, the part of a heroine,
and rescued Miss Bullivant from the River
Sark.” That settled it—Bessie gained her
holiday !

Humotous and even ludicrous as these
exploits of Bessie's were, they showed that
even at that time Hessie, with a fixed pur-
pos¢ in her miud, could be a girl of firm
determination.

_The next really great surprise in connec-
tion with Bessie Bunter came when she was

elected captain of the Fourth Form in

place of Barbara Redfern! As the cause and
results of this were described in the “ Brief
History of Clara Trevlyn,” there is no meed
to go into this again, Suffice tQ remark
Bessie, as well as everybody else, was glad
when her brief reign ended.

Then came the subtle change in the nature
of Bessie Bunter. All this while, it will be
seen, she had been steadily improviag.
Qualities which were nmot noticeable im her
at first were steadily coining to the fore—
sympathy, cohsideration for others, and
occasional heroine-like deeds,

It was unfortupate for at least ome Clff
House girl that Bessie Bunter should have
altered her ways. Mildred Tampling, the
speak of the Fifth, bad a grudge against the
Fourth-Formers for not falling with a
mean plan of hers. She went to Study No. 4
later with the intention of doing damage, but
found Bessie Bunter there, cooking. Mildred
caused trouble, and eventually even caused
the study to catch fire, But Bessie, for one
of the first times in her career, forbore to
snecak about Mildred—when, indeed, she was
perfectly justified in telling everything.

Far from being thankful, Mildred trans-
ferred her grudge to Bessie, and performed a.
series of spiteful actions in such a way as to
cause Bessie to be held responsible. Apart
from the business of the fire, Bessle was
blamed for tearing flowers out of Miss Steel's
window-box, lighting a fire when forbidden,
and deliberately swaggering about in the hat
and coat of a visitor of the mistress, .

This was too mueh for poor, plotted-against
Bessie. She fled from Miss Steel, and hid her-
self in a cupboard. The back of the cup-
board gave, and Bessie found hersel!{ among
ramiflcations of hitherto undiscovercd
passages. She was hidden from the school!
And whilst Bessie hid, her .chums, who
helieved in her innocence implicitly, worked
desperately to clear her—and succeeded!

Bessie’s next great part is quite recent,
coming when a firm of manufacturers offercd
twenty-five pounds as a prize for the best
griginal recipe for a sweﬂﬂ at by schoolgirl
cooks, Owing to Nancy Bell, Bessie had had
a eycling mishap, ruining fifteen pounds-worth
of eggs belonging to an old hawker. Besgie
resolved to win the recipe prize and pay the
poor old man for the damage.

Bessie was at her best then, When she
found that the old man was workless, and
nearly starving, her sympathy knew no
bounds. She ipvented a really wonderful
recipe, and won the prize, Nancy Bell first
of all got the prize and the credit for the
recipe, but she was shown up very quickly,
and credit went where credit was due. Thus
once again did Bessie Bunter's determination
bring her through with flying colours.

Bessie Bunter pever has beenm, and prob-
ably never will be, quite the same as other
girls, but she is droll and amusing, and
always means well in her own funny way.
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THE BEST EVER!

¥ By BESSIE BUNTER.

(8pclling gorrected all througk. This is quite bad enough without
bad spelling.—ED.)

Much have I travelled in the realms of food,
And mavny goodly feeds and banquets seen;

At many well-stocked tables have I been,

To which I need not here allude.

Nut the greatest feed my eyes did e'er behold—
A feed which fired the blood within my veins—
Was after a game of cricket with the Danes,
When Barbara Redfern spake out loud and bold:

“Girls! We've won this hard-Tought match with
Danesford Hall,

Though how, withont Bessie Bunter, beats me quite!

S0 away to Study 4, girls, one and all,

And see the spread that'll Al you with delight!”

And off we dashed—'twas I who got there first;
With one great wrench I opened wide the door.
And then upon my vision there did burst
The kind of spread I'd never seem before!

1 rubbed wy eyes, and, blinking, looked once more.
A feed like this would startle anyone.

Straight for the nearest vacant chair I tore,
And then, one second later, 1'd begun!
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WHEN 1 AM GROAN
UP!
By BESSIE BUNTER.

HEN I am groan up, deer rceders, I shall live in stile,
and don't you forget it! 1 shall be at Bunter Court
akting as hoastess, and I shall perform this funkshun
as it ort to be performed, not make a hatch of it as

Hettic Henden does. You will see me on the dorestep of Bunter
Court, hushering in dutchesses and marshonesses and erlesses and
vikingesses and barronetesses. I shall be in my elliment, deer
reeders.

But when I am the leeding figger in Sosyitty life, T will not
forget Klif Howse. I will not forget that there are such things
as gerls with fine figgers starving in skools, and I will gather
arownd me Sositty ladies of my own hart, and we will form a
leegue—a leegue for sceing that starving skoolgerls with good
figgers are getting suffishunt nurrishment.

Then we wiil go rownd in a boddy to all the gerls’ schools in
the kingdum, and see how the pore, fine-figgered gerls are being
treeted. We will see that all kinds of riforms are made, too, .
such as increesing the number of meals and the kwontity of food
to eech meel. We'll see that skinney gerls like Aggy White are
made to eet a good deel more than they do, for feer they should
set a bad egesampol to the other gerls. And we will orlso see
that more tukshops are bilt adjoyning the skools, and that a free
spack tabul is to be seen, well stokked, in evvery korridor at the
skool.

That iz what I wil do whem I am groan up—and a good deel
more!
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(EpiTRess’ Note.—We Lnow for a fact that
Bunter Court does not really exist outside
Bessie’s fancy. Bessie lives in a fairly well-
to-do suburd of London, but she would not
be Bessie Bunter if she did not eraggerate
in this case as in every other. Bessie loves
10 weave fancy stories about heér home, her
plump figure, her parrot, and anything else
she might be proud of. So when you read
the following, you are reading what Bessie
likes to Dbelieve, not what really is!—
BARBARA REDFERN.)

VVERYBODDY is jellus of Bunter
Court, the hoam of my farther and
mother, Mr. and Mrs. Bunter, the
notible dissendents of the notible Sir

Bunter de Bunter, who came over with
William the Konkerer, to fite the Battle of
Kesthorne.

There are jellus cats who beleeve that
Bunter Court does ‘not reely egsist, but their
oppinions are beneeth kontemt. 1 diskribed
wy palayshul hoam in ome of the erliest
uumbers of the *“ Klif Howse Weakly,” and
orltho 1 know you would like me to fill too
or three pages of this Speshul Number with a
full diskripshun of Bunter Court, you must
he sattisfide this time by being told of some
of my pets there.

I was only abel to bring one pet to KIif
Howse with me, and that one is the deerest
of them orl--Polley, my bewtiful parrit. But
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Bessie Bunter.
A Self-

Krittisizzum !
By Bessie Bunter.

SELF-ERITTISIZZUM, deer reeders,
neads careful handling. Peeple who
are konsceted orlways flatter them-
selves too much in a self-kritti-
sizzum. People who are moddist on the
other hand, do not do themselves propper
justiss. 1 belong .to the latter sort.

Yes, deer reeders, I am afrade I am too
moddist to do mysell justiss in a self-kritti-
sizzum. 1 did think of letting Baba rite this
for me, but on second thorts I reelized that
Babs is inklined to be inappreeshiative of
such things as a fine figger, a powerful brane,
and sewperb sportswummanship. So
disgided to rite it myself. But reeders must
remember that, in this sell-krittisizzum, I
am too moddist to do myself anything like
propper justiss.

The finest-figgered gerl, the best all-round
atherleet and sportswumman, the shining
lite at eclasses, and the plukkiest gerl at
Clif House is—Bessie Bunter. There is no
getting away from it, deer reeders. If 1
were not riting this sclf-krittisizzum myself,
1 could, of course, say more. As it is, I must
meerly say that I am the best all-round gerl
at Clif House.

1 will now let reeders into a dark sekret
by letting them know that I have a liking
for food. Yes, deer rceders, one of my
cheel mottoes is, “When in dowt, eet food
—and plenty of it!"” No growing gerl could
have a betfer motto than that. This is the
motto which ennabuls me to keep up such
a fine figger, to be the best all-ronnd
atherlect and sportswummon, the shining
lite at classes, and the plukkiest gerl at
Clif Honze. i

Everybody knows what a jolly fine ventri-
lokwist and cook I am, but even these grate
powers of mine fade into insignifferkance
beside my geenius at singing, dancing, riting,
speling, and many other things. But, as I
have said, T cannot do myself anything like
propper  justiss in a self-krittisizzom, so I
must leeve you all to imagin how reelly
akkomplished I am. But remember this,
deer rceders—that the only krittisizzum in
this number that comes anywhere neer the
trooth is this “ Seif-Krittisizzum,” by Bessle
Bunter.

MY PETS AT BUNTER COURT!

By BESSIE - BUNTER.

I Iuv the other pets at Bunter Court orimost
as much as T luv Polley.

BEWSEFFERLUS, THE HORSE.

Bewsefferlus is the bewtiful, fine-figgered
horse which pulls our trap—I should say, our
gilded carridge, which we zometimes yewse
when we are tiered of the moter-cars.
Bewsefferlus, as you will see, is named arfter
the horse of Alegsander the Grate, but he is
a much better horse altogether. Farther says
he named our horse arfter the old Bewsefler-
lus, becos it would take a man like Alegsander
the Grate to konker him, But that is only
farther’s joak. He has called our horse
Bewsefferlus becos he is such an admirabhul,
fine-figgered horse. 4

KLARENCE, THE DOG.
Klarence is the hewtiful, fine-fizgered
mastif who gards Bunter Court., We

wouldn’t part with him for werlds! Orl the
herglars who have their eyes on Bunter Court
have herd of Klarence, our loyal Bulldog, and
that is why they never brake in. Klarence's
kennel is dekerated with medles which he has
one at Spanniel shows, and ever so many dog
finansiers have told us that Klarence is the
hest Newfoundland they have ever seen. He
has done me orl kinds of good turns. Wunce,
when my hat biew off and fell in the Tems,
Klarence, being a retreever, dived in and

HERE was wunce a time, decr reeders,
when food—in large kwontities—used
to disapeer from gerls’ studdies.
The gerls would go to the playing-

ficlds, leeving their cubberds chock full with
eetabbuls, but when they returned they
would find like the old wummon who lived in
a shoo, that the cubberd was bare!

Who was the kulprit, deer reeders? Whose
was the gilty hand? 1 will tell you. It was
the niffeiryus werk of none other than THE
KITCHEN CAT! He was the kulprit! His
was the gilty hand—I should say, paw!

The kitchin cat was at wunce the greediest,
and most dishonniest cat 1 have ever known,
He was without prinssipples. e had not
been brort up properly. But heer is the
drammatick part, deer reeders—the part
which will make you eksklame in koarus:
* Booo, kitehin eat! Brarvo, Bessie Bunter!™
You will hardly be abel to beleeve your eers
when you reed these werds. A

The kitechin ecat was just as kunnoing as
he was greedy and dishonnist. He was a
skeemer of the klevverest kind. He was a
marster krimminul in feeline form. Some-
times, if a gerl had missed a lot of jam,
and fownd me asleep in a chare with jammy
marks on my face, she would kry: *Bessie
Bunter. you have been raiding my cubberd
agene!” And then she would proseed from
werds to akshuns which I need not diskribe.

Now, deer reeders, that is just what the
kitchin ~cat has skeemed for. Taking
advarntidge of my innersent slumber, he
had rubhbed some of the jam across my face
with his dishonnist paw, and everything
had werked out akkording to his wikked
plan. How he mannidged to open sardeen
and sammon tins, 1 don't know. But he
must have dona it somehow, for the open
tins were left behind after many of his dis-
honnist depridashuns. 1 orphen advized the
gerls to call in detektives to follow up these
kloos but there invariabbul reply was in-
sulting in its implikashun: “Your too yuung
yet to go to prizzon, Bessie!” But I think
a -drommafik titel for a ditektive kase
would be: “The Klue of the Opened Sardeen
Tins!™

The kitchin cat was orlways at his werst
where jom-tarts were komsermed. He had a
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brort it back Yo me. Klarence Is not an
ordinnery dog, and I wish 1 had him with me
at Klif Howse!

HORACE, THE TORTUSS.

Horace is my bewtiful fortuss, 1Il¢.is
hundreds of years old, and no Bunter of any
time can remember him ever being out of the
fammily. We think he must have come over
with Sir Bunter de Bunter, It is romantik
to think that Sir Bunter might have crosced
the Channel on the back of Horace. Horace's
only fault is that farther keeps falling over
him. Horace makes free with Bunter Court,
and goes up and down all the stares. If he
happens to be on the stares, and farther puts
his foot on him, then farther orlways falls all
the way to the bottom. Farther does not
like Horace, but, next to Polley, he is my
faiverit pet.

SAMUEL, THE SWON.

Samuel is the most bewtiful of the hundreds
of swons that swim in our laiks at Bunter
Court. We have sevveral laiks; of course, and
cech one is full of swons. Samuel was named
arfter my ugly and greedy younger brother
Sammy, but that is all there is to be =aid
against my pet swon.

RANDOLF, THE KROKERDILE.

Randolf is one of our bewtiful krokerdiles
which swim in the laiks with the swons. Al
the krokerdiles are very fond of all the swons,
and they orphen play hide-and-seek together.
Randolf is the most affekshunate of the lot.
1 am thinking of bringing him to Kiif Howse
one day. -

1 have ever =0 many more pets, of course,
such as ellifants, hedgehogs, jirraffs, rahbits,
tame tigers, and prize bheetles, among many
othérs. But I must see if 1 cannot rite abowt
them some other time,

AT G L e e T T

A RIFFORMED KARAKTER—THE
KITCHIN

By BESSIE BUNTER:

CATI

simply , omnivverous appitite for jam-tarts,
Any jam-tarts that were mnot behind lock
and kee crlways dissapeered, and I, as
yewsyewall, was given the blaim.

But pow 1 have joyfull news for those
readers who have given up hope for the
kitchin ecat. The kitchin cat no longer
steels tarts and opens sardeen and sammon
tines and smeers jam across an iunersent
gerl’s face to give her the blaim! No, deer
reeders! The kitchin kat is a riformed
karukter! He has turned over a new leef!

1 have tride to prove to the gerls thai
the kitehin kat, though he wunce had a
pashon for tarts, is now an altered karakter.
He came into the erowded Commen roem .
the other eveuing, and ITPut a blg jam-
tart belonging to Clarer Trevverlin before
him. He sniffed at it, and then, seeing that
it belonged to somebody else, he rizisted the
big temtashun to divower it, and worked out
of the room with his nose in the air,

As I eksplained to the gerls, this proved
praktikkally and lodgikally, that the kitchin
cat was wunce a glutton for tarts, but now
that he has rifformed he will not cet what
does not belong to him. But the gerls ouly
larf, and cannot see my line of reezoning.

Clarer Trevverlin did not éven attemt to
be lodgikal. When I cried: * Duz not this
proove, beyond dispewt, that the kitchin cat
is a rifformed karrakter?” she replide:
“ What abowt my tart? How can I eet it
arfter this old cat has been sniffing at it?”
To proove that the tart could be eetem, 1
immeediyately seezed it, and partook of a
large mowthful,

So annoid was Clarer at being beeten in
lodgikal and praktikal argewment that she-
ruffly nokked the bewtiful tart owt of my
hands. It went up Into the air, turned a
summersalt, and came down upon my head!
Then, just to change the subjekt becaunse I
was beeting thém in the argewment, the girls
pretended to be amewsed by Clarer’s foolery s
and, though I told them that I was blessed
if I could see anything to eakkle at in that,
they kept on cakkling like higheeners, So
1 skornfully swept away to the barth-room,
having prooved beyond dispewt that the
kitchin cat is a riflormed karakter.
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SOUND ADVICE.- TO
NEW GIRLS!

p——

By BESSIE BUNTER.

F you beve a good #gger, deer mew gerls, beware! You will

find yourself among a geed many rarther skinney gerls, and,
orltho they may mot mean it, they can’t help being jellus
of you. This i= one of the echeal things you must be

I

prepared for.

¥OUR PARRITT.

Perhaps you might be forchupate enuf! to have a bewtiful parritt
for a pet, and you will bring it to skool with you. But a lass!
You are sertain to find yourself among gerls who camnmot appree-
shyate vour Bewtiful parritp, and they will say tihat its Mvverly
voyse is like skraping tin om glarss, and parsty things like that.
But you muyst taik no motiss of all this, and keep on luvving yaur
bt'tinl parritt. )

IF YOU ARE A VENTRILOKEWIST.

I you have the yewsful gift of ventrilokwizaum, deer new gerl,
you will find that this, like your parritt, is not appreeshiated. M
you are and you throe your voyse, and make it scem
that there is a lyom under the tabel, or a tyger in the kubberd,
or a dog under the chare, or mice in the tabel drorer, the gerls
¥You are praktissing on will, when they find it is. you, turm very
violent and unreesonabbul. Therefore. when you are praktissing
your splendid gift, it i= advizabbul to keep very meer the dore.

IF YOU ARE BEESPERTING A REMITTUNCE.

If yon are ekspekting a remittunce, deer new gerl, and it js
being delaid in the poast, you must be prepaired to have your
staitments met by disbeleef from those abowt you. Partikyewlerly
strong will be the dishel®f that comes from the suspishus laidy
behind your skool tukshop kownter. But you will get yewsed to
all this when your remittunce has been delaid long enufl, and your
korrekt attitewd towards it should bhe one of diggernifide skorn and
kontemt.

THE SUBJEKT OF PFOOD. .

Havipg a fine figger, yon will nacherally want plenty of food
to keep wourself perfekt. You will then he the objekt of dirrishon
among the pore skinuey gerls abowt you. Pore things! They
cannot understand yow having a fine figger, and .wanting plenty
of food for it. So be kind, and treat these gerls with simperthy
on akkownt of their iggerance, .and let your attitewd towards food
remane unaltered. Let good food, and plenty of it, be your
macksim, and you will find that seven meels a day, not inklooding
snaks, will meet with your rekwirements.

e

IF BESSIE WERE
THE SECOND'!

By “PIP "—Priscilla Ivy Pacey
(Second Form.)
(Spelling specially corrected Ehroughout—ED.)

IN

Y word! We would have some larks if Bessie were one of
us in the Seeond! I have heard Miss Bullivant say she is
so stupid that she ought to be in the Second, and we
only wish she were, too! Everything she does is Tunny,

M

and it would be like spending our whole time at,a rippivg
pantomime !

First of all, we'd see how muck she really could eat.
together aud invest all our meney in doughnuts, and lock Bessic

We'd elub
in a room, and not let her out until she'd finished the lot! And 1
can believe she'd eat all we gave her, too!

We'd play all kinds of ripping japes on her, too! We'd put
pepper in her jam-tarts, and watch her face as she eats them! And
we'd put vinegar in her cherry eider, and watch her face again!
And tie::e'd put salt in her tea, and keep en watching her face!
Ha, bha, g

Somctimes we'd lock her in ome of the box-roems during the
dinner-bour, and whem we'd finished our meal we'd go up to her
and deseribe through the Leyhole what a lovely dinner we'd had.
I'm sure it wonld do her gead to miss a few meals. Say,. a day or
two locked in the vaunlts with a jug of water and hall a loal would
be just the thing for her! We'd try it, anyway !

We have just borrowed a thick plank from old Piper, and a
barrel from Ephraim Penuyfarthing, and we have started a seesaw
in the Close. Oh, wouldn't Bessie be useful here! Three of us
could sit on each end, and, with Bessie standing on the middie
part and shifting her weight from ope side to the other, we could
see-saw without any effort at all!

We'd play all kinds of jokes en her at might. As soon as she'd
got info bed, we'd tell her we'd seem a smake crawl under the
clothe=! Then when she was asleep we'd steal all her blankefs, and
pretend to be all asleep, and that 2 ghost had done it! Then m
the morning we'd wake bher up by emptyiug the water-jug over her!
We don’t have slackers in the Second Form!
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BESSIE'S FUNNIEST
DOING THIS WEEK!

A few accounts obtained by '
PHILIPPA DERWENT.

in

& &"A_-.

to
ledge, that P ecan hardly seitle on which is the funniest.
think this was when she got an alarm that Miss Bullivant’s

know-
should
study
was omn fire, and she dashed im with the fire-extinguisher, and
tarned it full on the Buil, who was koeeling by the fireplace
invisible in & cloud of smoke. It turned out that some japer had
closed the register, and this sccounted for the smoke. Neither
Bessie nor the Bull saw the funmy side of the doings, I might
mention ! ]
CLAEA TREVLYN.—M¥ending old Ephreim Pennyfarthing's
watering-can. This was Bessie's idea of doing the gardener a good
turn. | don't kmow whether she managed to mend the original
hole, but I know she managed to make ever so many more! And
sa did Ephraim; for Bessie, apart from stopping up the proper
ones al the emd, made a few new ones in the side, too, with the
result that peor eild Ephraim watered himseif !
FREDA FOOTE.—To my mind, her funniest doing thi=s week was
a wonderful jape of hers in the form of * Haunting CH House!”

BARBARA REDFERN.—She’s been S0 MAany, m{

* Giwen Cook was her intended victim, and Bessie tried to make bher

believe that * mysterious and ghostly " strains of music were to
be beard ip the Great Hall. Gwen is always ready to&'re credence
to such yarus, and weni straighftaway to the Great IL ta listen.
Meanwhile, Bessie went through the secret passage om to the
rafters, taking with her the bBest instrument she could find for the
purpose of making “ mysterious and ghostly ™ strains of music.
But she had pot been ahle to find an{thing better than an old
and disused trombone thut had once belonged to Frances Barreti.
Unluckily for Bessie, Miss Bullivant happened to be giving a lecture
to Fifth-Formers in the Great Hall at the moment, The musical
accompaniment, in the form of ear-splitting sounds from the trom-
hone, did pot seem to help the lecture a bit. She soon had Bessie
out, and it was only the fat duffer’s explanation that saved her
a caning.

STELLA STONE.—Bessie has been busy in our Sixth Form
quarters this week, Frapces Barrett invited a number of her
friends to a high tea, and, knowing Bessie's famous powers as
a cook, she mentioned to Agnes’ White that Bessie's gervices would
be gratefully received. By the time Agnes had found Bessie, her
bad memory had beeu at work again, amd she told Bessie that
Frances had invited: her to a feast which, on account ef lier
cooking powers, was in Bessie's honour! Bessic promptly went,
cooked the various things, and had eaten three parts of t by
the time Frances and her guests came in! 1 don't koow bhow
Bessie fared, but I believe things were not pleasapt for her or

Agnes!
e
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JAPES WE PLAY ON
BESSIE !

By MADGE STEVENS
(Third Form.)

E can't think of Bessie Bunter—Booby Bunter, as we call
her—without thinking of the numberless japes we play
on her. Bessie is simply born to be japed.

Of course, we're always making her Bagged Beatrice
or 2at-on Sally, but there are much fumnier japes we play on her.
Ouce just lately we collected as many envelopes of different sizes
as we could find, and in the smallest we put a postal-order for
sixpence, with a sheet of paper pinmed to it: *“* With the best of
love from Aunt Madge (Stevens).” Then we put that envelope
inside a shade bigger envelope, and that inside a bigger, until
something like a dozen separated the smallest envelope from the
largest,

Then we suggested to Bessie that her Aunt Madge bad left a
remittance for her in the rack. Bessie did not care who her Aunt
Madge might be, but she cared shout the remittance! Her face,
as she opened envelope after envelope, was simply a scream. And
when she eame to the sizpenny order, and saw who it was from,
you ean imagine Low she chased ws! But she was soom in the
tuckshop with the small P.0O., make no mistake!

It is always easy to jape Bessie by flattering her. It is the
easiest thing in the world to jape her with fattery. We told her
she was a fine actress the other day, and then asked her to beip
us with a Puneh-and-Judy show of ours! And Bessie was guile
willing to take the part of Judy! If you have ever seen a Punch.
and-Judy show, you will remember how Punch whacks Judy with
the big stick. Well, I took the part of Punch, and withh a Bard
roll of brown paper began tie show. Of course, Bessie [cit inclined
to give up after each whack from the paper, but the girSs around
kept on yelling that she was acting idly. So, what with
the plensyre of being fattered and the indignity of being whacked
with the paper, Bessie was in a peculiar fix! She stood it for
a long time, and then she suddenly hooted “Cats!” and tove
away.

There are 1315 amonnt of jape:m'eetﬂas OGIB-.‘:Ai: dasdafbt;;- gév
They are usu etty simple, b two I mentioned, ¥
nnl’e us mo en’;’;t fun and merriment. Life would pet be the

' same without Bessie to japel
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BESSIE BUNTER'S TASK!

(Continued from page 124.)

bottom of this, Bessie Bunter. So you've
been setting your parrot at this unfortun-
ate kitten, Bessie?”

“J—1 didn’t!” quavered Dessie. “I—
I tried to make them friends. Poor old
Pip-Pip-Polly didn’t understand.”

“1 consider it deliberate and malicious
cruelty !” said Connie gloatingly.

“PBessie wasn’t cruel!” cried Muriel.
“You don’t understand! T'm sure she
thought—"

“Gilence, Muriel, unless you wish to
‘receive the same punishment as Bessie!
Bessie, come with me !

Muriel was mutinous.  Bessio herself
could seo that. The fat girl did not
want to see her in any scrape from which
the could escape, so she drew Muricl
nervously aside.

“It’s—it’s quite all right, Muriel,” she
whispered. *I—I don’t mind it at all—
in fact, I rather lul-lul-like it I'm as
tough as nails, and—and fearfully brave,
you know! I—I'm used to this sort qf
thing, too! You lul-lulleave it to me!”

Muriel did so, but very reluctantly.
She could understand the triumphant
smile on Connie’s face as she led Bessie
away. It scared Muriel exceedingly,
being only a youngster and new to
school.

“Come in!” said Connie, al the door
of her study. She surveyed the trembling
fat girl wiﬂvl glittering eyés. ‘8o you're
the girl who protects a youngster in the
Second Form, ¢h? FPve a jolly good
mind to take you to Miss Primrose!”

LII"_I__’I

“Hold out your hand!” said Connie
grimly. “I'm going to cane you!”

“ Kik-kik-cane me?” gasped Bessie.
“Oh, really! I—I'd really rather let the
whole matter drop. I don’t tkink you're
{rying to be spiteful at all! Ii isn’t be-
cause Miss Steel jolly well told you off
when you deserved it——"

“Hold out your hand!” gritted
Connie, colouring suddenly. *‘ Very well,
I will help you!”

Swish !

A light cane descended on the fat palm
that Connie had herself raised with her
left hand to receive punishment.

“Yaroooooh! Ow-wow-wow !”’ yelled
Bessie Bunter, clapping her hand to her
mouth, “Oh, you cat! Ooocoer!
Qooooh !

“Let it be a lesson to you!” snarled
Connie, thrusting the fat girl toward the
door. “And1 ia]l watch how you con-
tinue to ‘protect’ Muriel Wills
future! Now get away!”

Bessio Bunter rolled lack to the
Fourth Form quarters sucking her fat
hand and making exiraordinary noises.
She ;net Babs and Mabs cutside Study
No. 4.

in

“Qocoer! Ow-wow-wow !
“Bessie! What ever’s the matter:”
exclaimed Babs sympathetically.

“Have you hurt your hand?”

“Ow! Kik-Kik-Connie’s been lam-
ming - me!” gasped Bessie. (Sniff!)
“8till, I—I ain't gomf; to blub, you
know !” (Sniff ) “I—I'm as tough as
nails—always have to stand this s-s-gort
of thing when yow’re pip-pip-protecting
2 girl! Oococcer! Oh dear! Ow-wow-
wow 1"

And Bessie Bunter went into Study
No. 4 and continued to give vent to
dolorous and unhappy noises.
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A Little Too Clever !
MURIEL WILLS was not getting

on well.
A jape organised by Bunny
and the cheerful members of
the Second had gone wrong, and Muriel,
the ‘“’prentice innd ” at that sort of
thing, had received far more than her
share of blame from Miss Scott.

On top of that, a Second Form ex-
amination had been held, and Muriel—
pessibly through nervousness—had occu-
pied ithe glorions position usually held by
Bessie Bunter in the Fourth, bottom of
the list. It caused Bessio to give very
grave consideration to the manner in
which she was fulfilling the “trust”
that Aunt Rebecca had placed in her.

The fact of the matter was that Bessie,
for a day or so, had been neglecting
Muriel. The combined persuasion of
Babs and Mabs that Bessie was taking
Aunt Rebecca too seriously, and the
disastrous results that had followed
Bessie’s first efforts to lock after Muriel,
were chiefly responsible.  But Bessie’s
old enthusiasm was returning to her as
she sat pondering deeply In Study No. 4.

“There's nothing else for it—1'll have
to watch her night and day !’ Bessie told
herself, shaking her head gravely. “ Un-
less I'm always there, she’ll go from bad
to worse, I'm sure. Fancy her finishing
up by being expelled—just because I
didn’t keep my eye on her!”

It was just the sort of way that Bessie
always looked at things.

Rising suddenly, Bessie had a quick
ook round the study and did a little
“straightening up "—which was fortun-
ately not a long jJob, as they were chiefly
the things of %abs and Mabs that she
“straightened,” and Babs and Mabs
were away from the study.

Having done that, Bessie sailed down
to the Second Form Common-room, and
“commandeered ” Muriel.

“I’m going to take you in hand,
Muriel,” said Bessie gravely, as she led
the youngster to Study No. 4. *“You're
very bad at your work, aren’t you?
That’s dreadful, you know. Of course, I
don’t get very high in exams myself, but
that’s because of jealousy. There’s no

jealousy in the Second.”

“I—I think I'll get «n all right,
thanks,” said Muriel, tryng to keep
serious.

“It’s help you want—and I'm the girl
for that!” Bessie declared. * Someone
who really knows what’s what—that’s
what you need. TI'll just give you half
an hour’s coaching, and you'll be amazed
to see how much you learn. Ilere we
are |

Bessie Buuter led the way into Study
No. 4, and beckoned Munel to follow
her. She glanced around with an ap-
proving eye, and plumped herself in the
rocking-chair, Muriel was invited to sit
at the table.

“Now, lemme see!” =aid Bessie
thoughtfully. *“ Your worsl subject was
history, wasn't it? I'd better teach you
a bit of history first. Who was King
Alfred 77 -

Muriel was suddenly so tickled by the
ponderous gravity of Bessie’s words that
she dared not trust herself to speech,

“You don’t know?’l said Bessie, in
surprise. ‘“‘Well, that’s very bad; but
don’t be upset, Muriel, if I'm a little
sharp with you! Just my way, yon
know. I don’t mean to be angry!
Don’t go so red !”

Muriel was going red from other
reasons. ;
‘“Alired the Confectioner—used to

bake cakes, yon know,” eaid Dessie.
“Every girl ought to know that. He
burnt them all because he was thinkng
about having a battle. You know the
poem? Cannon to right of him, cannon
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to left of him, cannon on top of him, and
cannon underneath him! It's a ripping
pocm.” ;

“Did they hurt him?"” murmured
Muriel. She had come fully prepared to
give Bessie a patient hearing, but her
sense of humour was tqo great for her.
“Hurt him? Well, I—I expect they
did,” said Bessie. “The poem says he.
never smiled again, you know. But
you'd better start writing. this down.
Take a sheet of paper—ﬁmt‘siliy old
poem by ‘Clara will do. Write down
Alfred. Do you know how to spell it %™

“A-lfr-e-d?” asked Muriel.

“Dreadful—dreadful I* said Bessie
1'eprovmg!ﬁ'. “1l can see you haven't
been taught properly. It's A-ll-fr.e-d.”

“Not A-l-f-r-e-a-d 7" questioned Muriel.

“That's another way, of course,” said
Bessio vaguely. ‘It varies a bit. They
couldn’t spell very well in those days.
Still, you write it down. Alfred the
C-o-n-f-e-k-s-h-o-n-e-r? Got that? Now
1 think—— Oh dear! What do you
want, Babs?"

Barbara Redfern had appeared in the
study. Mabel Lynn, Clara Trevlyn, and
threo or four others were behind her.
They were gazing at Bessie in a dazed
sort of way.

*“What—how——"" Babs began.

“I wish you wouldn’t bother me for a
few minutes, please !” said Bessie airily.
“I'm just iving Muriel a little lesson,
and it’s rather important. Lemme see!
We? were getting on with Alfred, weren't
we i

Babs cawme into the study and gazed at
the table, and then at Bessie Bunter,

“What have you done with all the
papers that were here?"” she asked.

" Papers?" said Bessie, “ Oh, I've put
them away! I didn't like them lying
about in the study.”

“My hat!” gasped Babs. “Ii was=the
copy for the ‘Weekly’'! Where have
you put it 1"

“Just out of sight somewhere,” said
Bessie, “8till, don’t worry about it.
T'll write you some articles when
Muriel’'s lesson is over. Now, as
said g

*“Where's the copy?” cried Babs.

“Don’t shout at me!”

“We must have it, you giddy duffer!”
yelled Clara Trevlyn.

“Sssish! Don’t talk like that shen
Muriel’s here!” said Bessie reprovingly.
**I've spoken to you before, Clara, about
that. I don’t want Muriel to learn those
expressions., That’s probably why I pu#
your article in the coal-scuttle.”

“In—in the coal-scuttle ?” stammered
Clara.

“Either there or
board,” said Bessie. “I'm really sur-
prised at Babs for leaving such thingd
abont when Muriel might be coming up
here at any moment. = Why, there was
even an article about ghosts, by Gwen
Cook ! Suppose Muriel had read it and
found out sbout such things? She
might have been quite nervous when I
wasn't with her!”

“Thrown all onr copy away so that—
that Muriel shouldn’t see it?” spluttered
Clara. “ Why, you howling chump|”

“Oh, really! Such an expression——
Yaow! Leggo my hair! Help, help!”
gasped Bessie desperately.  “ Muriel,
rescue ! Your lesson, you know—-"

But Muriel was n.iready outside the
door. A very wise move on Muriel's

art.

B Bessie Bunter followed her at a breaths
less speed that was entirely involuntaryd
She collided with the opposite wall just
as the door of Study No. 4 was slammed
and locked, Bessie Bunter gazed abt it
breathlessly and indignantly.

“There, that’s gratitude for you!" she

behind the cup-
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gasped. “Onl; becnuu ihey're jealous,
too! They're afraid I shall make you
upthm the Sacond Form. My own
ntndy. .and*~— Oh, I'm blessed
if I cansee an mckle at!”
Muriel muﬁ, b wilh the best

inlentions in the uorld, was simiply con-
vulued with laughier.

Bessie Bunter surveyed the closed door
again, and turned away with an indig-
nant snif.

“Im not gmng to be defealed any-
way,” she said.  *You come with me,
Muriel. We'll soon find scmewhere else
where we can work in peace.’

But it seemed easier said than done.-

They found an empty study that seemed
peaceful enough until M’aum Loftus
arrived. They settled in the Cosy Corner
at the end of the passage, but domestic
Ammabel Hichens appeared there with
muddy hoots, and started to brush them
vigorously.

“I'm not going to be defeated, any-
way!” muttered Bessie, in a deterxmned
¥oice. “The Bunters are never beaten,

ou know; we a]ma}a struggle to the

ast! Come on, Muriel!”

Muriel followed obediently, and ihey
came at last to what appeared to be the
very place.  Under the clms in the
guadrangle was a sheltered, shady spot
that seemed the ideal place for the study
‘of Bessie  Bunter’s version of her
countiry’s history. The rustic benches
and comfortable basket-chairs would have
offered -an excellent choice, save for one
thing. They were all oceupied by Madge
Btevens & Co. of ithe Third Form.

*“Oh, dear! Can't go there. Far {oo
much noise,” said Muriel.
But Bessie Bunter grinned, and gave

Muriel a particularly kucumg wink.~

» “That's all ‘right, Muriel; you lea\e
that to me,” she murmured. . “I'll soon
vlear them out of it. They're only
having a stupid old Form meeting out
of doors; quite the wrong place for it.
Besides, we can't allow Third Form kids
to stop your study, you krow.”

Bessie approached nearer. The bright
members ofpwe Third were arguing with
all their customary noise and excitement.
But a voice came suddenly to their ears,
a voice that caused all the hubbub to die
down instantly.

“Madge Stevens—all of you Third
Form girls, 1 yant you!”

No wonder there was a sudden,
startled silence! It was the voice of Miss
Ballivant!

“Where ever is she?” gasped Madge
Stevers, peering in every direction.

“You are making too much noise
there—far too much!” wenl on the voice
ol the unseen speaker. “ You are ali to
come and stand in my study for half an
hour. I hope that will teach you to be
quieter in future!”

“Of all the cheok!” gasped Mad Ch

Stevens, in an explosive voice. 3
though 'we were annoymg the Bull! 1i's
spite, nothing more!

But she started to obey tho order, and
so did the others. Bessie watched them
from the side, grmnlng Muriel Wills
plucked at her sleeve 'as the dejected
vonngs{era trooped past.

“1 s27,” she murmured. ** How funny
that Miss Bullivant should speak like
that just when we waut their seats!™

Bessie gig%::d
That wasn't ithe old

“ He

Pull. She’s gone out for a walk. That

was me! 1 was domg ventriloquism.”
“Yentriloguism 1" repeated 2luriel,

round-eyed awe.
don't you

“Rather! Joly clever,
think?” chickled iess “Theyll all

. gc and stand in the old Bull’s room, and
we can sit here—-""
Tre Scuoor Friexp—No. 160.
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“ Bul Miss Bullivant's m the school—in
her study!” gasped Muriel.
“ Never!"” scoffod Bessie.

“Yes. I saw her come in as we were
coming downstairs. 1 thought you saw
her, toot”

“0Oh, 1 say!” ejaculated Bessie Bunter.

Bhe gamd after the retreating Third-
Formers in sudden alarm. Miss Bulli-
vant in her study already? Bessie began
to shake. She hadn't known that when
shﬁ worked thal clever trick for Muriel’s
suke.

Never before had Bcssle made quite
such a terrible blunder in * throwing her
voice.”

“Muriel, we've got to stop them !” slie

gasped. .

With that breathless cry Bessie Bunier
raxl;“ed‘]fm ui:a:il oL Munelt:’t her hc]el.s

ushing éssly*past the stragglers

of the Third, who were entering the
school door, Bessie pelied along
passage.  She drew level yith Madge
Stevens just as she was approaching Miss
Bullivant’s study.

e SLO |11

\hwgc Stevens stared al her.

“IVs—it’s quite all right, Madge!”
Beasie Bunter gasped. ~*I—I den’t know
where you're going, but I—I want te
speak 1o you all in the quadrangle.”

“Bnt we’re got to go and stand m the
Bull's room,” said Madge.

“I—1 wouldn’t if I were you!”

“Why not?”

“Tt—it's all ughi' chattered Bessie.
#“She—she doésn't really want you. Some
—some girl may have Ivmen japing you.”

“ Japing us?"
“Y-y-yes. Imitated the Bull's voice,
you know. That’s my opinion, anyway.

A D-d-don’t you o in 1he,na Madge.” You
take my word it’s all right,”

“Doris Redfern gave a stariled excla-
mation.

“My hat! Don’i you see, Madge?”
she gasped. "“It's Bessie. She's been
swanking her ventriloquism’ {o this new
kid, aml she's ahald of us giving her
away !”

“Bessie's javed ns!” ejacnlated Mardge

Stevens. “Catch ber, girls! We'll make
her sorry !”
' “Ow! Oh, dear!” shricked Bessie.

The Third-Fermers nuderstood at last,
and were acling as one, ¥ were after
Bessie. They would wani vengeance!
Be“m knew il withont waiting to be

Sho streaked upstairs, with the whole
crowd of them in hot pursuit. * She raced
along a corridor and down the stairs, and
out in the quadrangle. They pursuned
her round the schoo! and out into the
plavmg fields. TBessie musi have spent
quite twenty minutes in breatliess flight
before they finally gave up the chase.

“Asking” for Punishment!

@ 00D old auntie!”

G— Dessie Bunter gave wvent to
that ejaculation as she read the
letter that had arrived for her

on the Wednesday morning. It was in
the handw rithg of Aunt Rebecca, and,
in spite of the fact ihat it conlained no
remittance, was very welcome. Bessie
was 'lookmg ahead.

“T gather from Muriel’s letters that
you have been kind to her, and far more |
thonghtfii! than 1 thought you could be, |
Bessie. I am very gratehﬂ indead, and |
shall not forget

There was an even more exciting para-
graph farther on.

“Some friends of mine in Courifield |
are holding a party on Wednesday, the |
day on which yon will get this Tetter, |
and I want you to gel permi sion fo take
Muriel. I am writing to Miss Pnr;aroca I
about it. You must arrange—"

Twopeace.
Beme lalu the letier down, and her

eyes %lowe
Jolly fine idea!” she e aied.

jacul
| “Not at all bad ha\m,g to look after

Muriel, after all. Of course, Tl take
her to the party, and just see that she
doesn’t overeat, or anything like that.
I.know what these young childven are
like. T'd better go down and speak to
her now. Ishall have to make quite sire
this afternoon that she knows how to
behave, being so young. Bettar have a
sort of rehearsal 17

Bessie explained that to Muriel, walk-
ing with Bunny & Co., in the way that
only Bessie could. Muriel had suffered
cheerfully at Bessie’s hands, but she
really drew the line this time. .. Aunt
Rebecea had written her as well, and she
knew about the party; but that aILamoon
she had arranged to go with Bunny &
Co. on_one of the Second Form Adven
ture Club outings, on \\hxch they all
seemed sp keen.

_Beisie was listened to in breathless
silence.

**So you see,” she finished, * we'll Just
pretend we're havi ing a party; lnd I'll see
ithat your manners are quite all right.
That pari’s fearfully imporfant, you
know.”

“ Hasn’t anvone told you 1'm in deten-
tion this afternoon?” Muriel asked. -~ -

“In deiention !” gasped Bessie. “Oh,
I say! There you are! 1 knew some-
Llung would happen like lha.l.
it's all your fault, Buuny !

“\‘othmg very dreadful in detention.
You've often been there!” said Bununy
cheerfully.

“Oh, really, you shouldn'f tell a young
girl things like that1” protested Bessie.
“I1t might make Muriel quite fond of
getling in detention to know that I—I've
been there somelimes,” through lLittle

I'm sure

accidents and jealousy. Oh, Muriel,
what ever will you do?”
“Don’t ~ you woiry, ™ said

Muriel evasively: “I'll be nll nght i

“There's that funny drawing on the
back of the old well map ihat wants
completing—the one of the Bull sliding
down a hill in the snow,” said Bumny
thoughtfully, *'I started it last time 1
was there. Muriel might finish it!"”

“¥on're not {0 de any drawing in the
detention-room this aliernoon, Muriel !”
exclaimed Bessie. “1 really mean it,
you know! It might be awlully serious
if you were caught, might even stop us
going to that party this evening. Oh,
dear, 1 am annoyed to think thal this
has happened !

And even then Bessie Bunter did not
spem to be decided about the matter.
She went into school with a thoughtful
frown on her forechead. When lessons
started’ there was just a glimmering of
a scheme ‘in her eyes.

“1t’s the only thing !” Bessie muttered.
“Jolly heroic of me, but I'm always hke
that.  T'll be able to train her as well.”

And when DMiss Steel came into the
class she saw a most extraordinary sight.
Bessie, usnally very docile at the eom-
mencement of lessons, was not in” her
seat. She was standing by the-open
window, heedless of the whispers. of her
chums—whistling, or attempting to do
50.

“ Bessie ! gasped Miss Steel.

Bessie turned round, but ouly made a
half-hearted attempt to go to her place.
- “Did you hear me speak?” exclaimed
Miss Steel. “Why are you not in your
place?”

#]1—-1 don't feel like warking this
morning,” said Bessie.
Miss Steel was a lady of aclion. Thatl

mood in Béssie surprised but did not
daunt her. She took the girl by her
plump -shoulders, and ran her to her
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dwxh' Bessie sat down heavily and pain-
fully.
“Ow! Qooocer!” gasped Bessie,

“That’s not fair, I—1 don’t think you
ought to treat me like that, Miss Steel!”
Miss Steel ignored the comment, and
went to the front of the class.
The girls, already amazed al Bessia’s

queer conduct, walched her. Bessie's
behaviour that morning was extra-
ordinary.

The times she turned in her seat
secomed to be legion.

Whenever she was asked a question she
geve an answer that was, even for
Bessie, stupid in the extreme.

Miss Steel grew increasingly angry.

‘Bessie, you are very annoying,
indeed I’ she cried, at last. “I have no
patience with you at all! Come and

stand in the corner! If you are deter-
mined not to attend you shall, at least,
cease to annoy me!"”

“Q.gstand in the corner?” gasped
Bessie Bunter, “Oh, I say, that isn’t
wh-wh-what I want!”

“PBut you will obey me!” said Miss
Steel grimly. * Instantly!”

And Bessie, after what looked like an
inward struggle, did so.

During the interval she was the centre
of amazed comment.

“You’'ll finish u 4
whole afternoon if you're not careful !”
<aid Barbara Redfern, quite angrily.
“I've never seen you like it befare,
Bessie! It'll be detention, nothing
else ! E o

“1 don’t care!” said Bessie, smiling
broadly. “I'm not afraid of the mis-
tresses; I've always told you that! Quite
time I stood up for my rights!™

And the same spirit scemed to animate
Bessie to an even more marked degree
in Miss Bland’s lesson which followed.

Miss Bland spoke to Bessie and shook
her, and stood her in the corner as Miss
Steel had domne,- and finally placed her
outside the door for the rest of the
lesson, Every time it seemed that
Bessie had literally “asked for" her
punishment, hut every time she seemed
to feel ill-used and dissatisfied. Instead
of getting cross, Miss Bland grew quite

worried, and spoke to Miss Bullivant
when she came in to take the last
lesson.

“Now, you'd Dbetter be careful,

Bessie I whispered Babs, when Bessie re-
turned to her place. “The Bull’s got
her eye on you, and she’ll stand no non-
sense af all, What is the matter with
yout”

“I'm fed up with this silly school!”
retorted Bessie, in a discontented and
indignant tone. “Fancy Miss Bland put-
ting me outsida the door. Old Connie
Jackson came along just now, and I was
only just looking at the fire hose to see
how it worked. She's jolly well given
me a _hundred lines because she made me
jump, and caused me to drop the nozzle
on her toe.”

“] can only say you deserve all that!”
Babs returned,

“But I don't want
Bessie.

“Then what do you want?”

“Oh, nothing!” said Bessie, instantly
cautious again. “I shouldn’t tell you
that I want to be put in detention at all.
I'm not that sort of girl!”

** Bessie,” said Miss Bullivant steenly,
‘“you are whispering. I understand that
you have been very {roublesome this
morning, I do not wish to hear you
say a single word."”

Bessie Bunter gave a half-grin, and
then started to go red. Bessie saw a way
of being very defiant indeed, but it
needed some courage, a courage that
Bessia had been  vainly and half-
heartedly trying to screw up all the

lines!" retorted

in - detention for the |
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morning. She made the obvious retort
tremblingly.

i sis-sis-single Miss  Bulli-
vant,” said Bessie.

Miss Bullivant stared.

“What do you mean,
Bunter?”

“You told me not to say a single
word, and I—1"ve said it!” gasped Bessie
Bunter, with far more nervousness than
boldness,

** Bless my soul!” said Miss Bullivant.

She grasped the pointer, and whirled
to Bessie’s desk. The pointer fell on
Bessie Bunter's padgy knuckles.

Crack!

*“Yarooooch !"” yelled Bessie.

word,

Elizabeth

01

say! Ow-wow! That isn’t what T want
at all I”
“You will have it if you are imperti-

nent again!” said the Bull,

And Bessie did receive that punish-
ment—on two more occasions! Those
were the occasions when her courage
was screwed up sufficiently to “cheek "
Miss Bullivant in a very mild form. The
Bull was known as rather a *“tartar,”

’
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“Oh!" was the horrified gasp {haf
came from almost every girl.

Miss Bullivant seemed to quiver with
enger.

““Bessia Bunter,
tion !”” she thundered.

Bessie beamed at last.

“Good gractous! You dare to smile?”
cried the mistress. “Two hours, Bessie
Bunter!” ks

“Thank you, Miss Bullivant!” said
Bessia gralefulfy. “J—1 promise I'll
behave now !

Miss Bullivant was nonpluszed. She
looked at Bessie’s peaceful smile, and
her cheerful air of attemtion, and mar-
velled. Without another word to the fat
girl she went on with the lesson. )

There would have been a crowd around
Bessie after the lesson finished two or
three minutes later, but she did not waif
for that. Rising from her seat, shoe
rushed from the room first of anyone.
In a lower passage she was fortunate
enough to discover Muriel Wills,

“Hooray! Muriel, youw’ll be awfully
pleased !"" beamed Bessie. ‘‘1've done it

one hour's deten-

Cmdalhes

RECKLESS WITH A REASON ! B:e<is Binter hured thg copawed:
Loftus, and a horrified gasp came from almost every girl.
Bunter ! " thundered Miss Bullivant.

‘' Bessie

and intended to stand no nonsense from
Bessie. The fat girl herself became very
painfully aware of the fact. How easy
on other days when she wanted it! To-
day the mistresses were meting out the
very sort of mercy that she was in no
mood to appreciate.

The whole morning had almost gone,
and she still had her afterncon’s liberty.
Only another five minutes, and classes
wonld he dismissed. Bessie began to
grow more restless than ever. She
wanted td be bold, but safely bold—a
very difficult distinction for anyore to
draw.

“Good gracious! Even now you are
not attending, Elizabeth Bunter!”
rapped out Miss Bullivant suddenly, *I
positively will not warn you again,
Unless_you sit quietly, girl, you will be
placed in detention thig afternoon!”

And then Bessie's heart fluttered.

Her chance at last! Could she do it?
On the impulse of the moment the fat
girl acted.

Rising suddenly in her seat, she
screwed her b!otting\-paper into a ball,
and hurled it full at Marecia Loftus,

at last. I've managed to get put in
detention with you this afternocon. JIen't
that mpping?”

‘““Managed {o get in detenlion?”
gasped Muriel, going very red, indeed.
*“Oh. Bessie, you don’t mean that, do

you?”?

“Rather!”

“Oh, dear!” quivered Muriel. “I—I
say, I'm awfully sorry, Bessie! I—I

didn’t know you were going to do this.
I—I was only pulling your leg this morn-
ing—I'm not really mn detention myself.”
“What?” shrieked Bessie Bunter,
“Tt—it was just a little j-)-jape on our
part—I asked you if you had heard that
I was in detention—I didn’t say I was—"
“Oh, you little cat!"’ hooted the fat
irl, “You're not in delention after
all? And I've been trying all morning!

Oh, my goodness! Whatever shall 1
do now?”
“I dido't  th-think you took me

serionsly, really,” said Muriel, anxiously.
“It wasn’t really a fib, but—"
Bessie Bunter had gone again. )
She saw Miss Bullivant at the further
Tae Scmoor Friexp—No. 160.
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end of the passage and ran countritely
to, her side
“Please, Miss B-B-Buliivant I—I'm

awfully sorry!” stammered Bessie.

The mistress gave her an icy smile.

“The f-f-fact of the m-matter is that
1 don't w-w-want to be in delention
now,” said Bessie, nearly in tears.

“(ood gracious!”

“I—1 know 1 was very naughiy, but
I'd mueh rather have the pip-pip-pointer

in!™
“ Bessie !”
“If—if you won’t hit too hard!”

shivered the fat girl

“Perhaps you will explain what you
mean ™ said Miss Bullivant, zcily.

Bessie Bunter did so, very nervously
and very apologetically. She said it was
all a mistake, and she would promise
never to be such a worry again. Miss
Bullivant saw daylight at last, and per-
haps even saw some of the humour of the
situation. But she gave no sign of that
as she replied.

“You were very annmmg indeed,
Bessie.” said' the mistress, “If I (hange
your punishment to two hundred lines
it will be on the distinct underslnndmg
that such a lhmg never happens again.

“Oh, I p;p\pup promise that!” said
Bessie, gratefull [y “I say. thanks
awfully, Miss Ballivant! TUs absolutely

ripping of you! T'll write thnw lines
be:llllfll“‘!—] Il write them all in red
ink !"

Coﬁnie Jackson’s Treachery!

CONTRITE _ Muriel Wills aban-
doned her proposed ocutin with
the members the cond
Form that afternoon, and

‘accompanied Bauw Bunter to Friardale,
listening rather to Hessie Bunter's
views on the dlv telling falsehoods.

Bessie had chosen the village in order
that a}m might properly prepare for that
evening's M{ud The Iat girl, as it
happened, still thres pounds standing
to her credit in the Post Office Savings

Bank—all thal remained from the prize

she once won for inventing a new
sweetmeal. By dint of threats and
cajolerie, she had secured the bank-book
from Babs, its custodian, and was goi

to withdraw one pound. Babs mulg
really not refuse that request now that
she understood the extraordinary
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measures ihat Bessie had been taking
1hnt morning to “look after Muriel.”

“Now mind,” said Bessie, when
Friardale came 1n sight at last. *We’ ‘e
got to think about the parly te-ni
lll tell you just how to go on w en
we're walking back, but we've got to
buy some ribl ion and other things first.
And then—oh, my word! Why didn’t
I think of it before?”

Bessie Bunter had stopprd before a
hair-dressing establishment.

There was a wax head in the window,
and from that head hun !ong \ravmg.
and beautful curls. In the glass,

could see the reflection of her own shlf
and cable-like gzlt Why had she never

thought of it
“I say, Murield It's 3nst the very
idea!” gasped Bessie. “I'm going to

the post office to get my money at once !”

“But—"" Muriel, and then
followed the scudding figure of Bessie
Bunter. It was the only thing to do!

“I want a pound, please. T want

pound—I want a pound!” said Bessic,
meng the post office. *1 say. glo
wrry up! I want a pound out of my
account ! Oh, really you might serve me
next! I'm in an awful hurry. I want
a pound!”

Bessie Bunter was given her pound,
and wenl on her way mjmcmg Again
Muriel had to chase her

“1 say, Bessie! Wlmt are you—"

Bessie did not pause untl she had
managed to rtgl.:in to the managéress.

“1 wanl my hair curled—like that one
in the window!” she said, breathlessly.
“Just like that, you know, only mine
will look better.” Muriel's had hers
bobbed, but you'd better do the best
you can for i, as I'm taking her out
te a party, and she’s so excited—rushing
about everywhere! Do you think it'il
suil me? Oh, rubbish! I'm sure it \ri!l:
I say. shall I unde my plait now?
Muriel’s so excited you Imow to have her

own done! Do buck
“ Really, Bhn——'!li.pn Muriel.

“Don’t talk—don’t get so excited!”
admonished Bessie. “You'll go off
your head with excitement if you're noi
careful. You'll do me mow, ma’am?
Oh, t!nnh a 1 I'm sure it'll look
ripping! Try and be like me, Muriel.
50 e:cibed. and then you'll—

bother the horrid ald mat! Fancy
stlckmg it there!”
Bessie almost pitched headlong into the

hairdressing saloon that waw situated
lmhlnd the shop. ~ Muriel Wills, the

“excited one "—according to Bessie—

stopped making further attempts to
protest. Bessic was already uvmravellmg
lier plait.

It was more than hall an hour before

they emerged from the shop. The change
in Bessie by that time, even if not
particularly attractive. was certainly
striking.

Bessie thonght so herseli. She paused

three times to beam at hersell in the
three mirrors in the shop, and stood
outside the window to caress har hair
with a loving hand and compare it with
the “specimen” in the window. The
femous hair was plaited no lomger: it
hung in curling waves down Bp-sm:
back, and was looped in “ fetching " carls
over her forchead. They must have been
“fetching.” because Bessie was ¢ -onvinced
c;f that hersell when she ordered it to be
(om’!
“Jolly fline, eh?" chuckled * Bessie.
‘Juﬂt the very lhm.g I've wanted for
's a wonder I never
ihol?gt of ii before! Don’t you think
it locks all right, Muriei?’
“Yes,” said Muriel, dubiously. " But
it may not last long, and it’s an awful
lot of money —""
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“Ob, thai's all right—I'm slanding
treat!” said Bessie easily. “ Yours
doesn’t look half bad, but .I'm not
going to praise it up because it might
mal you conceited. It's  awiul
for a you irl to be conceited, yon
know—drea: thing! 1 haven't got
any patience \ulh a girl talking about
her looks—unless she happens to olly
Tod of course ! n't you thing

ey'll say 1 look &piffing?”

Bessie Bunier was quite the pride of
Fnardale as she p

on 1o do her
ﬂplnﬁ'
ey reached CLff House and
in throngh the gates. A titter of
laughter grew to a itive yell as the
eyes of a party of Third Formers fell
on Bessic Bunter's waving curls.

“an are yom about,
Madge Stevens?” Bemo
Bunter indignantly. “I suppose you're

jealons because my hair looks a jolly
sight better than your skinny little fot !
s all T expect from Third Formers,
Come on, Mm-u-l' You follow me, and
treat them as I do!”
Bessie walked on, with her fat little
nose held loftily in the air,
Madge and (o. shricked louder than
ever.
There was a clock just inside the en-
trance door, and Bessie gasped as she
looked at it.

goodness! Past  four,
\Iurml g sie exclaimed. “I say—my
watch must have stopped! We'll only

have tlme to dress and get off, or else
we shall be late! Oh, dear!”

“Well, let's be qu:ck, then.” said
Muriel. “We can just do i, I know.
Hurry up, Bessic, and then we shall be
able—"

The youngster broke off as a figure
sppeared,

Something in the very bearing of
Connie Jackson of the Sixth, who was
a| em, seemed to semnd a

d chill to their hearts.

“Bo you are here at last, Muriel?™
said Connie, in a curiously boneyed tone
that, they kuew, disguised a very dif-
ferent feeling. “ Where have. you bLeen

. all the afternoon?”

“Where ! repeated Muw] instantly
alarmed. *“Why, out with Bessic. Dut
why do Fou want to know?”

“Didn’t you see your name on the
nptice-board for work in my study this
afternoon?” asked Connie.

“No—and it wasn't there, either!™
Muriel burst out. “You've tried io
make me work for you before. + Buun
told me always to look at that bmn{
because you couldn’t fag me without
puktmg my name up.”

“Your name is there,” said Connie, in
a harsh woice.

- youve put it on since 1
looked !™ Muriel could not help eryine.

Connie took her shoulder in a tight

grip.

“What? Yon dare to accuse mie of
doing such a thing against the rules?"”

Muriel shook.

“I_Ef d(;_dn t mean to say that. 1I'm

You will come with me now, any-

way !” said Connie, grimly. “I want
you for an hour. There is a lot of wash-
mg-up and dusting to be done, and no
girl has been near the study to-day.

Oh, say, Connie !” cried Bessio
Bunter. * Muriel can't come with you
now—it's impossible! We're zou:x lo
a party "

You will mind your own bunsmess !
st Connie.
won't—I mean, it iz my business!
You're
=M ils! Come with mel”
Mmiel led foriously. sie

Bunter went hesitatingly to her assist-
ance,
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“T—J—TI'll tell Miss Bullivant if you
don’t let Muriel’ go !** siuttered Bessie.

“Teltf her, ¥ you like!” Connpie re-
torted. ! And' then I'Il explain why I'm
doing this.
ster cut of the school Just because you
think youw can defy me. Every mistress
ih, the school will uphold me when
Muriel’s name is on the list and she has
stayed away, Now come on, youngster,
and no struggling |7

“With her heart palpitaiing queerly
Bessie watched Connie disappear up the
stairs, dragging the reluctant youngster
at her side. )

“TTE jolly well see that cat Connie!”
muttered Bessie suddenly.

She went rushing up the stairs, filled
with that courage that was always most
in. evidencea when her focs were not
present. When Bessie reached the door
of Connie's study she tried unavailingly
to open it. It was locked.

Bang, bang, bang ! went Bessie's foot.
“Wﬁo iz that?™ cried Connie from
inside.

“It's mal? said Bessie, ungrammati-
cally. I say, do let Muriel come oub
agam ! We want to go to the party !”

“If you kick that door agam I shall
come out with a cane!”

Bang went Bessie’'s foot. Buf there
was an almast instant stir in the study,
and Bessie guessed enough. She turned
and fled.

Where? Bessie searched the Fourth
Form passage for someone to advise her.
She could pot discover o single girl.
They had all gone out—probably to the
viver. Whether they would be baek in
time ta have tea in their studies Bessie
did not know, She had net worried
about those matters earler.

She wandered disconsolately up and
down the passage, then went into No. 4
study and dropped into the rocking-
chair, * Bessie Bunter wept from sorrow
and indignation, She was startled, at
length, to hear a step in the passage.

Connie Jackson looked inta the study
and gave her a sneering smile.

“Tva left your friend to finish my
study,” said Connie. “She i3 to stay
there for a full hour. She deesn’t know
that the door is not locked, but I turned
the key again after I had locked it on
coming out. That's just for your know-
tedge—understand 7**

cssie Bunter sniffed dismally.

“¥ou ean go up and speak to her
again at ten past five—not before !”
satd Conuie resoming. “¥F'm going out
now but if you let her out before then
you'll be very sorry. And if my study
s ragged i any way you'll be sorrier
stifl ! q%‘]:un‘a’sr all? Now you can go on
with your crying and you'd better
¢ protect” Muriel better in future!™

With that last sneer Connie disap-
peared from the study. Bessie dried her
eyes and sat gazing at the closed door,

“Connie geing out now !"” muttered
the fat giel suddenly. “Oh; dear I It's
—it’s not so bad after all] T jolly well
risk it—yes I will{”

Bessia went to the deor and peered
into the flassage. It was quite clear.
She hecame more confident than ever as
she walked away from No, 4 study.

Poor Bessie! It was not very difficult
to trick her. Tt did net strike her as
eurigus that Connie should be going ouf
within ten minutes of ‘‘capturing ”
Muriel. She did not think i queer that
Caonmnie should come and tell her so =oon,
either, and rely merely on an empty
threat. As for the idea in her mind
to rag Counie’s study by way of revenge
whﬁ_. Bessie had pot the vaguest idea
in her mind that Connie herself had put
that. thought there|

Deliberately ?

It looked like it. For, as  Bessie

You've dragged this young- |
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Bunter went creeping with quite exagger-
ated caution wp the staivs to the Sixth
Formy quarters, a figure appeared from
the shadows and foHeowed

And on the faee of Connie Jackson
was a smile of complete and perfect
trinmph !

Single-minded Bessie did not look
behind when embarking on auch an im-
portant mission, She reached the Sixth
Form passage and crept along to Connie’s
study. while behind her the monifress
herself lingered, now in no apparent
hurry to overtake the fat givl. Bessio
Taid & quivering hand on the deor knob
and turned it.

“1 say, Muriel, it’s quite A

She broke off, the words seeming te
freeze on her lips. Muxiel was not therve,
but the window was open wide.

And even as Bessiee stood there, the
first dawning horror in her mind, she
heard a vague, senflling sound come from
outside the windaw,

In a moment it
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youngster’s hands clutched the ivy and..
scemed to have a firm grip. It was
terror, rather than actual perik, that
brought these shrill cries from her lips.

“Oh, I sus-sus-say!" chattered Bessie,
almost as scared for the mement as the
youngster. “M-M-Muriel! Oh dear!
How have youw g-g-got there?™

“I—I tried to get to the window of
the next study. Ob, help nte, Bessie!
I shall fall from here ! Olf, please!™

Bessie Bunter quivered like a jelly.
Muriel’s plight was a terrible one—she
could see that. The pitiful, beseeching
cry stirred to its depths the queer affec-
tion and renpensib?ﬁty that Bessie felt
for her ward.

Secared "as she was, she must do some~
thing.

And Bessia did! y

Afterwards the girls wondered how she

‘eould have made herself act in such 2

prempt and efficient manner. Bessie
showed a beldness that she had seldem

C'-—(ﬁ_x_cv"a‘rl«)! r-.l‘

A TRANSFORMED BESSIE

on Bessie Bunter’s profuse curls.

{ A perfect yell of laughter burst from
= the Third Fermers as their eyes fell
But Bessis walked on with Muriel, her
fat little nose held lefiily in the air.

was repeated, more loudly. Then,
almost at that instant, she understead

the canse—the voice of her “ward,”
Muriel Wille, rose in shrill appeal.

“Help—oh, help! Pm. falling!
Help {”

‘““Bravo, Bessie!"

OR the moment Bessie Bunter
stood roated to the spot ~with
horror.

“Help! Oh, T shall fall!"
She heard that pitiful, beseeching voice
again. “Helpi”

It pulled Bessie fogether:  She was not
brave. . The very tone of the voice was
enough {o inspire a. palpitating fear in
her ewn breast. But there was no one
to call on—no one at-all! And the voice
was Muriel’s.

Bessie tottered across to the windaw
and gazed wildly through. She locked
down into the white face of a girl just
below her—Muriel, her young friefrd.

One foot Muriel had on a sort of coping

that ran just beneaih the windows; the
other dangled helplessly in the air, The

shown Defore, and perliaps weould seldom
show again. She leant far—dmmgerously,
in fact—from the window, and gripped
Muriel's wrista.

It steadied the youngsier—gave her
confidence.

Perhaps Bessie was not strong enough
to hold the young girl should she lose all
other support. But the grip of her faf
hands he?ped, and gave the confldence so
badly needed.

Together they raised their voices to
attract the attention of others.

“Help! Helpl*

Bessie Bunter gave the youngster a
wan, but wonderfully brave, smule, and
closed her eyes. The ground below, at
that distance, scemed to ba swimming
about. Her position, leaning so far from
the window, was a really perilous one.
And Bessie was scared—drecadiully
scared !

Was sha going to fall? 8he absolutely
believed, in the dreadful minute that
followed, that she would.

“Help! Help!” they yelled again.

Voices at last answemdﬁ them frem the

TrE Sceoon FrExXD—No. 160.
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nadrangle. She closed her “eyes, felt
ﬂnt she was really slipping, and shrieked
desperate!

¥. .

But hands at last clutched her fat
ankles and held her.

A palpitating voice—Connie Jacks=on's
without & dopbt—whispered hoarsely :

“I's all right, Bessie—I've got you!
I'm holding you! You won’t fall now!”

But Bessie hardly heard the words, and
still less grasped their meaning. That last
shock had been almost too much for her.
She just understood that there was a pair
of trembling young wrists that she must
still hold with all her strength.

She did not see the ladder that grated
suddenly against the wall. A dim voice
as though from a long way, told them
both to hold on.

“I've got you now, Muriel I"

Bessie heard the voice, yet did not
understand. The gasping, shivering vry

that Muriel gave, penetrated her
numbed brain more readily.
“Oh! You—you will lnoﬂ! me tight1”
“Yes! Ii's quite all right now,
Muriel! You can’t possibly fall
Bessie, you can let go now!”
Bessic Bunter hung there. -
That same voice repeated the words,

and shouted them. Her fut bands re-
laxed as though mechanically, but she
istill 'hung there. Bessie had fainted at
ast

“It's-all right—I've got her!™ cried
Connie  Jackson’s  agitated  voice.
“Weo'll got her in!"

There were two or three to hel
Connie row. They pulled the fat girl's
limp dead weight juto the room, and she
swayed in their arms. Stella Stone, lay-
ing her on a settee, splashed cold water
on her pallid fat face.

“Oh! Oh dear!” moaned Bessie, and
her eyes flickered. All of a sudden she
was struggling to_ sit up. *“ But—but,
Muriel—where——  Oh, there you are,
Muriel I

And the iears—real, genuine tears of
reliof, starled to the eyes of Bessie as she
sat up, that fpolish, trembling smile on
her face, and saw Muriel Wills.

Mouriel, white, obviously ghaken, had

sppeared outside the window, on the |

rungs of the ladder that was now plainly
visible. Behind her came Darbara Red-
fern, whose prompt ascent of the ladder
and steady hand had given Muriel the
courage to mount again to safety.

“Come in, youngsler!™ Stella Stone
breathed, and she took a grip of the
Second Form youngster and lifted her
bodily into the room. “Thank goodness
you're safe at last!”

“I—TI'd never have been safe if it
hadn’t been for dear DBessie!” whispered
Muridl, tearfully and hysterically. * Oh,
1 know I'd have fallen if it hadn’t been
for her holding me! Oh, Bessie dear!”

And Muriel tottered to Bessie Bunter’s
side and hugged her in a passionate
embrace that none—including Bessie her-
self—would ever forget.

“You dear—oh, you are a dear old
friend!” choked Muriel, and clung to
Bessie, unable to say more of the words
of gratitude that fought for utterance.

“PBessie! Muriel! Oh, wonderful—
wonderful !

It was almost a shriek that came as the
door opened.

A tall, angular lady, very red-faced,
her hat on the back of her head. her
primn coat Aying behind her, rushed into
the room with an excitement that the

ANSWERg
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girls h‘?h never seonf i:}n] her before, and
ol e pair of of them.
I‘“sgdlooh! Auntie—Auntie Rebecca !”
was all Bessie could gasp.

“Yes, | am here. You did not expect
me. Only decided at last moment!"
said Aunt Rebecca breathlessly. “But I
was just in time to see it-—everyl.hinfl
Thank goodness you are safe, dear little
Muriel ! Aund Bessie—dear me! Never
did T think you could be so brave if you
tried! Oh, I am proud of you—prouder
than ever!”

Aunt Rebecca, usually prim, severe,
critical and autocratic, showed not one
of those traits now. She kissed Bessie,
and she kissed Muriel; and then she
hugged them. Aunt Rebecca, martinet
though she might Le, had received the
shock of her life. She was not slow in
showing her tremendous relief now.

Babs, blushing modestly, came in, of
course, for her full share of praise.

Muriel Wills here broke in. .

“It was my fault, Miss Bunter,”" she
said falteringly. “I—I thought I was
locked in the study, and I'd heard that
girls had—had sometimes climbed out of
the windows, and I tried to get to the
next room—""

“But why locked in!" said Aunt

dazedly.

Stella Stone took oue look at the white,
trembling figure of mean-spirited Connie
Jacl‘t’non of the sixth, and stepped for-
ward,

“That is a matter that only Miss Prim-
rose can find out, Miss Bunter,” said
Stella, in a voice that shook slightly. “1
saw something from the end of the pass-
age, and Connie Jackson has just made
a statement to me that I am bound to
repoit. I-—I believe that Muriel was
driven to this.”

Connie Jackson gave a gasping ery
and dropped to a chair,

“8he was—she was. Oh. T will admit
that before you go further.” groaned the
agitated Sixth-Former. “I was trying
to tease Muriel and Bessie, too, but I've
had my punishment for that in this
dreadful shock. I shall never forget what
a scare this has given me. I was angry
and I wanted to—to make Bessie look
small, but I've had my—my lesson.”
And Connie sank her face in ber hands
and her ehoulders shook.

Miss Rebeocca Bunter laid quite
motherly hands on Bessie and Muriel
and led them towards the door.

“There is evidently something here in
which I should not interfere,” she =aid,
with a touch of her well-known frigidity
in her voice at last. “I am sure that it
will be investigated properly. And now,
perhaps, we can get to some cheerful
place—I suggest No. 4 study in the
Fourth.” She looked at Bessie! What-
ever have you been doing to your
hair?”

“The—the party, you know,
Rebecca—'" Bessie began.

“The party?"” esaid Aunt Rebecca, and
stared again. L

Aunt

“Good gracious!
- . . 3 L]

Connie Jackson, true to all Fourth-
Form predictions, appeared at the door
of No. 4 study before very many minutes
had passed. She was the humblest and
most dejected Connie they had seen for
mauy a month.

“Miss Primrose has told me that I am
to come here and apologise to Bessie
Bunter and Muriel Wills,” Connie
faltered, not raising her eyes. “I wish
to—to do so now. I hope it is accepted.”

“QOh, that's all right!" declared Bessio
Bunter, almost her usval beaming self
again. “I'm not the sort of girl to bear
malice, eh, girls? Under lﬁe circum-
stances 1 shan’t say thal it was just a
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spiteful trick that Connie tried to woid
to keep Muriel and me from going te
the party. Nothing uwforgiving like
that about me, you know!”

The .colour mounted guiltily to
Connie’s cheeks az Bessio revealed in her
blundering way thé very thing she was
“keeping secret.”

& you accept_my apology as well,
Muriel?"" muttered Connie.

“Oh, yes—thanks,” stammered Muriel,

Connie Jackson went away, to the
accompaniment of subdued hisses in the
passage. There would be a strict and
careful eye kept on Connie after this!

But Aunt Rebecca closed the door of
Nbo. 4 study and smiled on her fat niece,

beaming with -nature. .
“Thank goodness that dreadful girl has
gone!” she exclaimed. *The girls have

been telling me, Bessie, how really well
you have Ii)eeu trying lo save Muriel
from the spitefulness of that monilress!
When I wrote, you know, I never ex-
pected you to do so much.”

“You didn’'t?" gasped Bessie, “Oh, I
say! I told them you did!”

“Ahem! DBut I appreciate it greatly!”
Aunt Rebecca hastened to say. “But I
must now tell you my real purpose in

coming here to-day. I am goiug to take
vou both to that party that I wrote about.
If you will hurry up and put on your

party dresses I will go to Miss Primrose
and ask for you to be allowed to stop
until the very end of the party, instead
of coming away early!"”

The excitement of Bessie at that!

She was ready at last, and there was
a purring taxi-cab at the gates to take
the three of them to Courifield. In the
quadrangle a crowd collected to wait for
Bessie, She appeared at last, a dazzling
and most unusual vision of flowing curls,
and all the vanities that Bessie shoted
when bent for a parly. The titters of the
girls were quickly checked as they showed
their real purpose in gathering there,

A genuine cheer of well-deserved salu-
tation rent the air.

“Good old Bessie! Well done!™

And Bessie strutted to the gates, beam-
ing with pleasure. holding her head
proudly. and walking with the walk that
Bessie thought eminently fitted such an
occasion. ey followed her to the
taxi, and gave her a finel yell as she
went away, listening at last fo Aunt
Rebecca’s promisé that lier remittances
certainly should be increased!

What does it matter that, that evening,
Bessie really behaved very much as the
Bessie of old? What does it matter that
she had many and frequent snacks in
addition to a really gigantic supper, and
was the victim of an uncomfortable
attack of indigestion on the following
day?

Those were the litile ways of Bessie
Bunter, and nothing would ever change
them permanently. The girls were ready
to laugh, good-humouredly and toler-
antly. Bessie would always remain
Bessie; but that there could be a better,
if still blundering, §ide to her nature
had been amply proved to all the girls
by the spectacé of how BeSsie Bunter
had performed her tazk of looking after
Murzel !

THE END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.-

(Xext Thursday's izsuc of the ScHOOL
FRIESD will contain * Marjorie Hazel-
dene's - Saerifice!'—a magnificent new
long complete story of the girls of Cliff
House School, a beauliful art card
of Marjorie Hazeldene, free, a special
Marjorig Hazeldene number of 'the
“CLff House Weghly,” and  further
long, absgrbing instalments of ** Friend-
ship Forbidden!' and * The Signal-
man’s Daughter.” Order your copy of
the Scuont Fri=xp in advance.) '
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THE PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS.

OLIVE WALYERS, a pretty, golden-haired
mirl of fourteen, who attends St. Mildred's
Scheol as a day boarder.

TOM WALTERS, Olive’s father, 3 signalman
who was on duty at “Goshridgs Box.”

MR. THEODORE DUKE, a hig financier, and
the father of

SYBIL DUKE, who, with Olive, is 2 member
of the Fifth Form at St. Mildred’s,

Through an, enemy of Mr. Duke tamper-
ing with the levers in Tom Walters® box, a
special train hearing the fluancier was de-
raited, and Mr. Puke was imjured, From
that moment his daughter. Sybil, at Bt.
Mikdred's, was the bitter enemy of Olive,
and took every opporfunity fer scheming
againgt her.

Tom Walters was discharged by the rail-
way company: and, on top of that, the bank
which beld his small savings snspended pay-
ment. Swallowing all her pride, Olive sang
in the streets to earn womey, and was seen
by Sybit Duke, who did not hesitate to turn
it to her own spiteful advantage.

A little later Olive was engaged to sing at
quite an important concert, but a few
minutes before ber turp came a message was
given to her to the effect that her father bad
suddenly met with an accident. fhe dashed
off home; to find that the message had heen
nothing more tham a cruel trick. And
though @live more than suspected that this
-? Sybil Duke’s doing, she was powerless to
act.

And then came the important examination
for the Sir Johm Howard scholarship. Shortly
hefore, the scholarship paper coptaining the
answers to the questions disappeared, and

aw acensation {rom Syhil Duke, Olive
was suspected by many of the theft. Olive
had mo dificulfy in answering the examina-
tion questions, but, if she won, how would
she he treated by her epemies?

(Read on from here.)

Triumph?

EVERAL days elapsed, during
which those who had entered for
the important scholarship lived
throogh @ period of mingled hope,

deombt, and suspense. .

In Olive’s home life there happened
two things that gave her gratification.

Her father obtaimed a couple of days’
work in a warehouse, which promised to
be repeated whenever the works proprie-
tord were busy and needed extra labour.
Then old Simple Sam betoock himself to
a fair in a neighbouring town, and did
magnificently with his enterfainment
with the clever Paddy.

Always, however, thera was a looming
shadow to {rouble Olive—how Winnie
Norris was to be repaid.the tweniy edd
pounds she had loaned her parents.

Altbough Winnie might fare that it
was of no consequence, the debt was ever
present in Olive’s mind, and she felt that
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sho could never he quite happy until
every penny was returned to her gene-
rous friend.

One evening Olive lingered again near
the housa into which she had seen the
train-wrecker go. She saw nathing of
the man, however, and although that
might have been pure chance, the fact
strengthened the girl's idea that the
ruffian who had been mainly respomsible
for her father’s great il-fortune might
have lefi the neighbourhood.

Then at last came the great and

momentons morning—that on which the
result of the examination for the Sir
John Howard Scholarship was due to be
announced !
- Every girl concerned was in her place
in the Fifth Form class-room miputes
before the bell rang bv the bald-headed
Parker made it imperative for her to be
there.

The rest of the class assembled, and
presently Miss Symes made her appear-
ance.

A murmur of excilement ran throngh
the room as it was seen she carried a
paper in her hand—evidently the detailed
result of the examination.

Winnia glanced at Olive, and saw that
the colour was coming and going
agitatedly in her delicate cheeks, that
she was breathing a httle fast, and that
the corners of her mouth were twitching
with nervons exeitement.

“I do not envy her feelings at the
moment,” {hought Winnie, who knew
how much the winning o etherwise of
the scholarship meant to her chum. *“She
must be absolutely thrilling with sns-
pense.™

Miss Symes approached the [ront of
the class.

“ Ahem!” she began, glancing round.
“Ahem! I have to announce the result
of the Sir John Howard Scholarship.®”

At last! There was a quick indraw-
ing of breath, then a deeper zilence than
had prevailed when Miss Symes had first
began to speak.

“The maxiramm number of marks pos-
sible, two hmndred. First—ahem !—
Otive Walters, one hundred and eighty-
seven marks. And [ would like to re-
mark "—Miss Symea beamed with un-
vsual good humour through her pince-
nez—““that both the examiners and

myself -think this a veally brilliant
accomplishment, Oliva Walters, I—
ahem '—heartily congratulate you on
your success. It does you and St
Mildred’s great evedit.™

“ Bravo !

The intpulsive ery burst from Wianie,
and she vigorously elapped Olive npon
the shaulder. But every other girl in the
elass .received the annoumecement of
Olive’s magnificent. performance with a
significant silence.

magnificent new Serial of g
Railway, Home, and School Life,
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Tt surprised Miss Symes. She had
fully expected an uproar of cheering to
break out. She frowned a little, and
dhzopped her eyes again {o the paper she

id

As far Olive, =ne had momentarily
flushed with pleasure, then her face had
gone ashen white, and she sat with her
eves fixed straight before her. Poor
girl! She understood well encugh what
the silence of her schoolfellows meant.

Apart from having decided fo shun
her because of the ploiting of Sybil
Duke, they remembered the missing
scholarship paper and the civcumstantial
evidence—which Sybil had been so ready
to point out—that made it appear as
though she had stolen it.

Miss Symes began to k again.

“Second, Winnie Narres, one hundred
and sixty-two marks,” she announced.
“This is also a very—ahem !—--satisfac-
tory perfermance.

One or iwo girls near Winnie raised o
feeble cheer. Though she was the friend
of & girl they were all against, they could
not forget what a good sori Winnie had
always proved herself, and they were
glad she had done so well.

The girls waited eagerly fo hear the
third and final announcement, and it was
not long in comiug.

“Third—ahem ! Sybil Dulke, ane hun-
dred and thirty marks,” proclaimed Miss
Symes.

Sybil bit her lip. Tt was hard to come
fairly near and then to find that she had
been beaten by one girl whom she hated,
by another she bitterly disliked.

Quite a vousing chéer was raised for
her, but it did little te heal her piqued
feetings. She turned and shot a vindic-
tive and contemptuous glance at Olive,
then, very meaningly, she shrngged her
shoulders and gave a smile in yhich
theve was a bitter smeer.

When the exeitement had died down,
morning school commenced, continuing
without. any uunsmal happening wntil
Parker rang the bell as the signal for
dismissal.

As they reached the quad. a few
seconds latev, Winnie Norrie and Olive
Jound quite a crowd ol girls gathered
about ihem, and Esme Conyers clapped
Winnie upon the shoulder.

“RBravo, Winnie! T was certain you
would win,” she cried.

“Yes, bravo !" exclaimed Hilda Ware.
“@ne hundred and sixty-two against
one hundred and thirty is not so bad!
I, too, am quite ed you won !"

“I did not win! Do net be so ridi-
culous !” - Winnie snapped, not under-
standing, as yet, and taking their con-
graiulations for sareasm; “l.am second,
and you know it.”

“Second! Oh,

I supposc are
Tur Scuoeln }ln’w— Neyo.'rﬂ
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—formally !” sneered Hilda Ware; as
she threw a scornful glance at Olive.

Sybil Duke moved through the little
crowd df girls, .

“This 15 no joking matter, girls,”
she said, with a cruel smile. *I think
you all ought to congratulate Olive
Walters on her wonderful achievement.
Why, she could hardly have done better
if she had seen the majority of the ques-
tions some time before the exam. and
had an opportunity to ‘swot' them
up!” she added mockingly.’

n uproar of jeering followed this vin-
dictive sally.

Winnie began to speak her mind, but
Olive knew 1t would be useless again to
protest her innocence where the missin
scholarship - paper was concerned, and,
with flamin, cEeeks and indignant eyes,
she pushed her way free of the sneering,
mocking throng and strode towards the
gates,

Winnie ran after her and slipped her
arm through hers, as Olive was about to
pass into the road. ’

“Tll never believe what they think—
or pretend to think, Olive, darling,” she
said warmly. -“They are worse than
snobs—I can find no word which would
describe their small-sonled meanness.
know that you beat me fairly and
squarely, and T am proud to congratu-
late a better scholar than myself.”

“Thank you, Winpie,” Olive said
huskily, her eyes bright with tears and
her voice shaking, as she pressed
Winnie's hand. “% shall never forget
what a true friend you are proving to
me.

The Missing Paper Turns Up!

YBIL DUKE was very thoughtful
S during her dinner, as the meal
between morning and afternoon

school was popularly called,

Her mind was very busy, and, as well
ns thinking over the win of the girl she
so Dbitterly hated in the important
scholarship, she also had Miss Agatha
Symes in her mind.

Sybil could be very observant when

she liked, and that morning she  had
particularly noted two characteristics of
the head mistress, which she had been
aware of only subconsciously in the past.
" Though these two little peculiarities of
the mistress may seem quite trivial, the
Fact that they existed was to have very
far reaching results,
_ One habit of Miss Symes, who was
hgain due to instruct the Fifth this after-
noon was to walk a short distance up
and down the gangway between, the
desks, when she warme.({ to the subject
she was dealing with. The other, which
was invariable, was to borrow any book
she needed from the girl who sat at the
end desk in the second row on the right
~—and that girl was Olive Walters.

For instance, she might wish to refer
to some point in a lesson in which
printed school books played a part. She
would pause by Olive, borrow the book
and study it to note whatever it was she
wanted to see, then return it with a
word of thanks,*nsually punctnated with
her inevitable little cough.

Sybil Duke hurried through dinner
#nd slipped up to her study. She un-
Yocked a writing-case which stood on a
shelf there and took something from it
\-.khirh she slipped into the pocket of her
gkirt.

Now Sybil left the study and made
lher way down the broad staircase. She
turned at its foot and approached the
twing doors of the Fifth Form class-
voom. She hesitated glanced furtively
about her to make sure she was not oh-
served, and then, pushing open one of
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the doors, she glided into the school-
room.

Sybil made sure it was deserted, as
she had expected to find the case. On
tiptoe, as if fearing to make any noise
that would attract the attention of
anyone passing in the corridor without,
she stole to the desk of the girt upon
whom she had vowed revenge, he
tried the lid and smiled grimly as she
found it unlocked.

Sybil seated herself before the desk.
Raising the lid and allowing it to rest |
upon her head, she was engaged for a
few seconds upon some occupation
within the desk itself.

This completed to her satisfaction, she
softly closed the lid of the desk and left
the Fifth Form class-room as -silently
and furtively as she had entered it.

The subject in which Miss Symes was
to give instruction to the Fifth that
afternoon was mathematics.  She was
particularly keen upon these lessons,
which occurred every Thursday after-
noon, and she was sometimes apt to wax
eloquent, when discussing -and explain-
ing some knbtty problem.

he made her appearance the moment
the bell began to ring to summon the
girls to afternoon school, and eyed with
stern mien those who were behind in
settling down in their places.

“Ahem ! Attention, girls!” she said,
as the shufling of feet at length sub-
sided. “‘Attention!” She rapped upon
a desk in the front row with her pointer.
“Let — us — ahem ! — commence — our
studies.”

Most of the girls would far rather
have been excused, as, outside the
school-room windows, the sun was shin-
ing brilliantly, and tennis of boating
would have offered far more appeal tha.n
a somewhat dry lesson. - Howerer, it
was school time and it just had to be.

Olive Walters had been early in her
place, as had Winnie Norris. Winnie
pouted more than once, as she glanced
towards the sunshine and longed to be
out-of-doors, but she was her usual,
don't-care, sunny self and contrasted
sharply with Olive, who was very pale.

But, if Olive was pale and quiet,
another was even more white and sub-
duel, Sybil Duke seemed unable to
pay attention to the lesson in progress,
and more than once earned a stern re-
buke from Miss Symes for allowing her
eyes to wander about the spacious room,
She had the air of a girl who was ex-
pectant, a little uneasy, perhaps. Bhe
seemed to be waiting for something to
happen, and she caught in her breath
and bent her eyes over her work, ns,
presently, the head-mistress moved, as
so often her custom, into the central
gangway between the desks.

Miss Symes was vigorously discussing
some tricky point in one of the problems
she had set the class, and, as luck would
have it,’a girl raised a question which,
for the moment, left the head-mistress
in doubt, learned lady though she was.

“Yes, yes—I follow your argument,
Lily Smith,” she said. *“Dear me! I
must confess that for the moment, I am
not -quite sure.” Then, following her
invariable habit—*Lend me your book
for a moment, if you please,” she re-
quested, turning to Olive.

Olive Walters took up her book of
“ Mathmatics” from her desk and passed
it to the mistress. Miss Symes began
to flick over the pages, and suddenly
something slipped from between them
and fell to the floor—a folded paper.

The headmistress stooped andp picked
it up, and she was about to return it to
its place in the book, when something
about its appearance caused her to
pause. With a frown, she unfolded the
paper, and glanced at its typewritten
contents. And, then, there broke from
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the lips of Miss Symes a hali-horrified,
half-incredulous cry, which caused every
girl in the class to turn and rivet theu
eyes upon her.

Miss Symes stood staring down at the
paper she held with a shocked. and
amazed glance; and her face had
whitened with agitation, as well ‘it

miﬁ‘ht. . g
or the paper that had lain folded in
Olive's book was that which the head.
mistress had missed from her desk a
short while ago, and believed she had
accidentally destroyed, the misging paper
of gquestions to be asked in the Sir John
Howard Scholarship!

Miss Agatha Symes gasped.

She pressed the back of her hand to

her lips, as though she feared she was
going to scream, as she continued to
gaze down at the typewritten paper she
held in her trembling hands.
_ The missing scholarship paper! And
it had come to light-in a book belonging
to the girl who had come out top in the
contest [ :

Thouih‘ sometimes rather short-tem-
pered, Miss Symes was mot unkind at
heart, and she hated to think ill of any
girl in the school she controlled. But she
felt that there was only one inference to

drawn.

Olive Walters must have purloined the
paper of questions on the day she had
gone to her study for her spare pair of
glasses, and thus she had won the
scholarship under false pretences, condi-
tions so false and dishonest that there
would surely be nothing for it but to dis-
qualify her.

. The mistress realised that ever girl
in the class was regarding her askafco,

Never before had the headmistress of
St. Mildred's felt at so great a loss. She

6came even more agitated, flurried, as
she asked herself just what course she
should take.

She took out her handkerchief, and, as
was sometimes her custom when she
wanted time to think, she removed her
pince-nez, and commenced vigorously to
polish the lenses.

Her hands were shaking so badl
however, that the glasses almost s]ippeii
from her fingers. As she made a wild
effort to save them, the folded scho arship
paper fell from her hand on to the desk
before Olive, and Winnie Norris. who sat
next the ex-signalman’s daughter,
glanced al it with a slightly puzzled
expression, .

Although she was not sure, Winnio
Norris, who had witnessed Miss' Symes
bring the paper to light, guessed that it
was the cause of the cry sﬁe had uttered
and her obvious distress of mind.

Winnie wondered what the nature of
the document could be, and as she
allowed her eyes to fall upon it, she saw
that upon its white surface was a greasy,
black mark, which had evidently been
made by someone handling it with an
oily thumb,

The thumb-mark recalled to Winnie's
mind an article she had recently read in
a . well.known magazine, ut she
promptly forgot it as she raised her
glance once again to the face of Miss
Symes, who quickly picked up the paper
and readjusted her nippers upon her
nose.

For Miss Symes was regarding Olive
Waters with a stern, aceusing expression.

“QOlive Walters, did you—ahem—per-
ceive that I came upon this paper T hold
in your book?’ the mistress asked, in
a voice that was unsteady, and in which
there was almost a note of pain.

Olive sat looking up at the mistress
wonderingly, asking herself what_could
have occurred so to upset her.

“I saw it fall from the book, Miss
Symes, the girl answered, nodding.
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“ And you know what it is?”

- Olive shook her hcad, her surprise in-
creasing.

“] have not the least idea, Miss
Symes,” she rephed. *“1 do .not re-
member putting it in the book, though I
suppoze 1 must iam done s0 al some time
in the past.”

Miss -Bymes was silent again ds she
searchingly stndied the girl’s rather pale
face. She must be guilty, she told her-
celf. But she had nerve and, thongh
she must realise she was in a light
corper,’she meant to impudently brazen
the matter out. . ]

“That will do!” Miss Bymes said, very
siernly. “Go 4o my study! I will join
you there immedistely, for there 1= a
serious—a very serions matier I—ahem
~must thrash out with you!”

Olive Tose slowly fo her feet. She was
a irifle nervous and confused, as she
found that the whole class had trans-
ferred its glance from Miss Symes to her.

She was bewildered, a liitle dazed.
What could be the nature of the paper
{hat it should throw the headmistress off
her mental balance, as it had done, and
eause her to turn upon her so menac-
ingly? Olive hesitated, wond._ermﬁl if
she should ask for am explanation then
and there. But she decided that she
would know soon’enough what it all
meant when she reached the study, and
was joined by Miss Symes; and she left
her place, passed out of the gangway,
and walked towards the swing-doors of
the «lass-room. )

Miss Agatha Symes followed the girl
with her eyes, nnconsciously giving a
ead little shake of her head. She was
more distressed even than she had
allowed to be seen at the unpleasant dis-
covery she had made.

She had always admired Olive Walters
as a studious and clever girl, and it hurt
her terribly to think that so promising
a scholar might, instead of leaving the
school with flying colours, have to be
expelled under a cloud.

Miss Symes left ithe class in charge of
the monitress, who chanced to be one of
Olive’s open enemies—Hilda Ware. No
sconer had the mistress vanished through
the swing-doors after Olive than there
broke out a positive uproar that Hilda
could not hope to stem.

“What was ihe matter with Squibs?”

“What was the paper she found in that

k™

“Why did she ery out and look as
though she was going to faint ?”

These and similar qnestions broke from
the many girls in the line upon line of
desks. And from Esme Conyers, another
who Joved to jeer at and make matters
uncomforteble for the unfortunate
Olive.

“ What has thai Council School upslart
beén doing mow, wonder? From
Squibs’ manner 1 guess it is, somelhing
for avhich she is going to eatch it hot,
girls.”

8ybil Duke turned in
sneermg smile on her lips.

*“Io you mean o say, girls, that ycu
bhaven't made 2 good guess mt what the
paper was?” she asked meaningly.

“Guess, Sybil, dear? ‘How should we
guess? We didn't even get as much as
a glimpse of it,” said Agnes Graham,
who occupied the desk beside hers.
“8he had falded the paper before she
ghnost dropped her glasses and let it fall
upon the desk.”

Sybil shrugged her
tossed her head.

“ What short memories some of you
have!” she mocked. “Do you forget so
soon that Olive Walters, who won, or
was supposed io win, the Sir John
Howard Scholarship, was in Miss Symes’
study alone on the afternoon that Squibs
missed the paper of questions?”

her seat, a

shoulders and

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

.Fxcﬁed exclamalions came from all
sides.

“Oh, do you think, Sybil, it was the
paper of questions?” cried Hilda Ware,
quite forgetting that, in"her position as
monitress, she ought to be doing her best
to keep the class silent.

“1 did not see it, but I will pay for
a feed in the dormitory and invite every-
one of you if it was not the paper!”
Sybil reﬁiied, her eyes defiant and scorn-
ful, as they met those of Winnie Norris.
“Did none of you see how pale and
shaky Olive Waliers went when Miss
Symes opened the paper and cried
out?’ she asked, drawing wpom her
unagination.

Winnie Norris sprang io her feet,

She said no word, but, with a Jook of
determination upon her face, she passed
out of the gangway, and started towards
the doors of the class-room,

“Winnie Norris, where
going #”

It was Hilda Ware who sharply called
the demand after Olive's friend. As
monitress, Hilda loved to show her
authority on every possible occasion,
though she had, of course, a petfect
right {0 ask her present question.

“1 am going to Miss Symes' study!”

are you
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of eyes were fixed upon the girl who was '
defying the monitress, no one unoticed
either that or how Sybil's-face went a
trace paler than it had been before.

For the second time Hilda Ware
attem to clutch at Winnie's arm,
but the latter was too quick for her.
Eluding IHilda's outﬁungql‘:lnd, Winnie
hurled herself through-the doors, and
lﬂi:ey closed with a slam im the moniter's

ce.

Hilda looked for a moment as though
she would go in pursuit, then'she turned
back inio the class-room, with a gesture
of indifference.

Bhe felt that Miss Symes would be
not a little angry if her interview with
Olive was interrupted, and, with a
vicious snap of her eyes and a tightey-
ing of her bips, she determined that she
would make a report egainst Winnie ihat
would considerably add to any un-
pleasantness that might be in store for

er,

Meanwhile, Winnie Norris wae speed-
ing up the wide staircase.

She reached the corridor in which
stood Miss Symes’ study, the door of
which she saw was closed.

Winnie hesitated. She was too honest
and open of nature to hke playing the

‘‘Bravo ! '
Clive upon the shoulder.

The impulsive cry burst from Winnie Norris as she clapped
But every other girl received the announcement
Olive's sucoess in {the exam with silence—significant silence !

Winnie Norris retorted coolly, as she
turned.

“You must not! You must remain
here!” Hilda Ware eried, in an imperious
tone. Bul Winnie merely shrugged her
shonlders and moved on towards the
doors.

Ililda Ware ran after her and seized
her by the arm as Winnie was about to
pass through them.

“Remember that I am monitress, and
that you have to obey me when Miss
Symes is absent from {he room !’ Hilda
said angrily. “1 order you to return to
your seat !™

“PDo you, indeed?”’ Winnie relurned,
her nose in the air and her eyebrows
raised with an annoying hint of lofty sur-
prise. “Well, I am Just not going to
return to my seat!” she added, a}miing
the taller and elder girl off. * Olive
Walters is my friend, and behind her
back a wicked accusation has been made
—or, rather, repeated against her. What
that paper was that Miss Symes found T
do not know, but "—and her voice was
raised so that the whole class could hear—
“if 1t was the missing paper of ques-
tions, 1 am going to suggest to Miss
Symes a means by which it can be
proved whether Olive or somebody else
put it in that book.”

Tn her seat, Sybil Duke gave ibe
slightest of starts, though, as every pair

part of eavesdropper, and for a moment
or iwo she was reluctant to steal to the
door and listen to what was passing

Thén she decided that there was
nothing really dishonourable in what she
proposed. It was for Olive's sake that
she wanted to hear what was transpiring
in the study, and if it turned out to be
some mutter not conneeted with the
missing scholarship paper, she could
quietly draw back and listen no more.

So Winnie 1ip-toed to the study door,

and, with indrawn breath, st there
with her head near one of the panels.
_ In the stady, Miss Symes was seated
in the swivel chair by her desk, her eyes
fixed upon Olive, who stood somewhat
timorously before her.

Miss Symes had sat silently regarding
Olive with a pained expression upon her
face for so long that the girl had become
disconcerted, almost frightened.

Tt was only as Winnie Narris took up
her siand outside the door that Miss
Symes held the peper she had found in
the girl's book before Olive's eyes, and
asked eurtly:

“ How do
Walters 7™

Olive looked down at the fypewriiten
document puzzled, until she realised
what it was. Then, if it were possible,

Tiie Scrmoor Friesp—No, 160,

you'nmonnt for this, Olive



138 Everé Thursday.

she turned even more pale, and an
;).rrmzed and horrified cry issued from her
ips.

“One—one of the scholarship Papera.
Miss Symes!"” she faltered dazedly.

“ Precisely. And it was folded and
presumably hidden intentionally in_ the
‘book of mathematics I borrowed from
vou in the classtoom,” the headmistress
said. *1 repeat, how do you account for
its ‘ being there—concealed in a hook
belonging “to you? It is the paper I
missed some time ago from my desk.”

Olive stood like one stunned for a long
moment. Then the colour flooded indig-
vantly into her cheeks as she understood
all that the mistress question implied.

“ Answer me, Olive Walters, please!”
Miss Symes persisted, her voice and
bearing even more sterp,

“I--I. cannot account for it, Miss
Symes,” Olive gasped. “I don’t know
how it—it came in my book. Oh, you
do not think "—with tears rushing .into
her ayesand her lips a-quiver—*‘ that I—
1 stole on that day from your study, and
that I won the scholarship through know-
ing many of the questions that would be
asked 77
. Miss Symes' eyes seemed (o peer into
the girl's very soul. She gave a help-
less shake of her head.

“What am I to think?” she asked,
though not without a touch of regret in
her tone. ““I missed the paper after you
had been to my study and admittedly
opened my desk and—"

“To find vour spare pair of glasses,

Miss Symes,” Olive flashed in a low, |

breathless voice. “If there were any of
the scholarship papers lying there then,
1 did not know. 1f 1 had been so mean
as to study or steal any paper of ques-
tions to do with the scholarship, T counld
not have looked you in the eyes when 1
returned to the schocl-room, much le::

have entered the examination-room and |

sat amongst-girls whom I should have
known I was wickedly cheating. - And is

it likely that, had I been so mean as to

steal the paper, T should have mentioned
that T had opened your desk?”

She tried to say more, but sobs choked
her. To find hersed mistrusted by Miss
Symes as well as her fellow-scholars was
the last straw. She hid her face in her

hands, and for several seconds wept
brokenly. i
Miss Symes sal staring at- her in

mingled distress and doubt. Was the
girl innocent, the victim of c¢ircum-
stances, or some deliberate and despic-
able plot? Or was it that she ' was
merely a clever —actress? the "mistress
asked herself. Tt was a most unpleasant
position for Miss Symes.

“It is useless to cry,” she said, speak-
ing almost roughly because of her own
agitation. *This matter musi be cleared
up forthwith, Olive WaHlers. You say
vou do not know how the papers came
in_your book, which is a denial, of
course, that you yourself placed it there.
Have vou, then, any idea as to how it
could have come there? Have you, for
instance, loaned the hook to one of the
other girls recently "

Olive. removed her hands from before
her face, and perhaps Miss Symes felt
same compassion as she saw the pathetic
tremor of heér white lips and the tears
that glistened upon her dark lashes.

‘*Come, you must answer me, please !”
she said, but less sternly.

. Olive shook her head.

I have not lent the book to anyone,
h(hss Symes,” she replied. “The only
sliggestion I' can make is that someone
placed the paper in the book in my desk
at some time when the school-room was
mnoccupied.”

“Why should they do_ that?" Miss
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Symes asked. And again Olive hesi-
tated and was silent.
. Miss Symes drummed her finger-tips
impatiently upon her desk.

“You make a serious accusation which

involves, if not the whole school, at least’

all those girls who entered for the
scholarship!™ she said sharply. “You
must answer my question, Olive Walters.
Why should any girl place the missing
paper in the book in your desk?”
Silence still.” Olive bit her lip and
clas and unclasped her hands agi-
tatedly. Then there came a startling in-

terruption to the interview between the |

mistress and the persecuted girl.

The door was tapped and flung open, |
and Winnie Norris stood framed upon |

the threshold.

“I can answer that question, Miss
Symes,” she said quietly. “The thing
is possible, because St. Mildred®s houses
many snobs who are against Olive because
she has had the grit and energy to enter
here by winning a scholarship !”

Sykil sea’ed herself before the desk,

raising the lid and allowing it to rest

upon her head as she engaged in

some occupallu‘n .lethin the desk
iself.

Miss Symes’ Eycs are Opened!
i INNIE NORRIS, what is the
—ahem !—meaning of this?"”
Miss Symes had risen

sharply to her feel.

“Can it be that you have been listen-
ing at the kevhole—playing the part of
an eavesdropper !” she demandeéd, with
anger and indignation.

Winnie came into the room, coolly
shutting the door behind her. The eyes
of Olive were wide with surprise as they
rested upon her friend, whilst the gaze
of the headmistress was so austere and
forbidding that any girl might well have
quailed and become nervous beneath it.

Not so madcap Winuie, however.

“] have been listening outside the
door, Miss Symes,” she frankly con-
fessed, “because Olive is my, friend, and
because T am convinced there has been
a wicked plot against her. Then, if you
will forgive my pointing out the fact, 1
am an interested party in what has hap-
pened this afternoon.  If Olive were dis-
qualified for the scholarship il would
revert to me, and I should like to say
at once that on no account would I avail
myself of its advantages! TFor I will
never believe my friend guilty of stealing
the paper of questions !”

“Tut, tut! H the scholarship became
yours and your parents wisged, you
would—ahem !—be compelled to go to
ca!licgo, Winnie Norrig!"” Miss Symes
said,
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““But my parents, when I had told
them the whole truth, would never let
me accept it and so rob a girl less for-
tunate than myself who had fairly beaten
me, Miss Symes!” Winnie declared, her

eyes ing.
“Bless my soul! For a mere child;
I think you presume rather a lot,

Winnie !” Miss Symes said. *“ SBomehow
I cannot be angry with you, though I
really ought to be for listening at my
study door when I am engaged in a
private interview with another echolar.
Your loyalty to your friend does you
credit, however. And, now that you are
here, you will please explain just what
you meant by the egpression you used
against—ahem !—certain other girls here.
Also why you are so convinced that
Olive is blaineless where the paper of
questions “is concerned. Please speak
quite frankly, Winnie. T pride myself
upon always bainﬁ just and fair, and 1
will listen to anything you have to say."”

“Thank you, Miss Symes!" Winnie
answered. “I will be quite frank, and,
firstly, I will explain why I referred to
certain girls at St. Mildretl's as snobs.” -

She stopped to take breath, but only
for a moment. For weeks her indigna-
tion at the abominable treatment at the
school of Dlive had seethed hotly within
her. and now that at last there was an
outlet for it, madcap Winnie was fairly
wound up.

“Nearly every girl in Olive's Form

| comes of wealthy parents who have

been able to pay to send them here to
be educated,” she went on. “'Olive
comes of parents who are not so for-
tunate, and who were obliged to let her
go to a free school, and because she
comes from a Council School these
others look down upon her and try to
make her life here unbearable.”

“Dear me! I can hardly believe

| the girls here could be so small-minded
| and—ahem !—mean !"

Miss
claimed, a little shocked.

“Jt is scarcely believable, but true,
Miss Symes!"” said Winnie warmly.
“There is one girl in particnlar who
dislikes Olive, and who has aimed at
hounding her from the school.”

“Her name?” Miss Symes demanded
quickly, really indignant, and bent upon
seeing fair play. .

But Winnie shook her head.

“No, Miss Symes. To tell you that
would be quite against the code of
honour here,” ehe protested. And Miss
fymes understood. “ But it is mainly
through this certain girl that others have
shunned and jeered at my friend, who,
in my opinion, is worth any dozen of
them. I believe her innocent of taking
the scholarship paper from your desk,
because 1 know her too well to credit
for one moment that she would sink to
so unfair.a trick. 1 think that the real
culprit, after making use of the paper
to try to win the scholarship unfairly,
put it in Olive’s book, in the hope that
it would come to light and make her
appear the thiel. And perhaps there is
a way to prove that, Miss Symes,” she
added quickly.

Miss Symes could not fail to be im-
pressed by the girl's earnestness.

She raised her brows inquiringly, and
Winnie pointed to the scholarship 13
which Miss Symes had laid npon her
desk.

“That oily thumbmark, Miss Symes
—it is almost cerlainly not yours, 1
expeci,” Winnie said.

Miss Symes smiled faintly.

“]1 think not,” she answered. -“1l
should — ahem ! — scarcely sit down lo
work at my desk with unclean fingers.
Besides, Winnie, I doubt if 1 have had
occasion to handle anything whence oil

Symes ex-
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could come since my—ahem !—younger
days, when 1 possessed a bicycle.”

ghe bent over the paper and examined
the oily impression upen it. It was
quite black, and it occurred to Miss
Symes that it had been caused by a
thumb which might have come into
contact with the dust-thickened grease
from a bicycle—from an unclean chain,
perhaps.

“ You attach importance to this thumb-
mark, Winnie " she said, as she looked
up. “How could it either prove Olive
Walters' innocence or convict the guilty
party, however?”

" “[t.might quite easily do so, Miss
Symes,” declared Winnie eagerly.
“Would you mind waiting for a few
moments whilst T run to my study for
something? Then you will understand.”

Miss Symes inclined her head; and,
darting to the door and opening it,
Winnie vanished. A strained and
awkward silence prevailed between the
wistress and Olive until the madcap of
St. Mildred's presently returned like a
whirlwind.

Winnie
monthly . magazine.
a certain article headed * Identification
by Finger-Prints,” which had been
contributed to the journal by a well-
known retired official of the London
police headquarters, Scotland Yard.

“If yom will glance through this
article you will understand the plan that
is in my mind, Miss Symes,” she said,
as she handed the magazine 1o the
mistress.

And as Miss Symes was by no means
slow-witted, she had but to glance at

carried in her hands a
It was opened at
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the title of the article to glean an
inkling of the scheme that had formed
in Winnie Norris' mind.

She nodded.

“Return to the class-room, both of
vou,” she instructed, laying the
magazine opnen upon her llea"f. “ Say
nothing to the other girls of what has
transpired here. [ realise the—ahem !—
possibiiities of your plan, Winnie Norris,
and I think 1 can promise you I shall
put it to the test.”

The two girls quitted the study, and,
outside, and with the door closed upon
Miss Symes, Winnie slipped her arm
svinpathetically about Olive’s shoulders.

“Don't worry, dear,” she whispered.
“Unless I am very much mistaken,
things are coming right for you very
soon now. Just wait till Squibs gets

ing upon the idea I have put mto
er respected noddle. Something
startling 1s going to happen then—take
the word of your Auntie Winnie!"”

“But what is it you have put into
Miss Symes’ mind to do?” Olive asked,
puzzled. “Oh, Winnie, 1 am eo grateful
to you for standing by me and. refusing
to think ill of me, but 1 do not under-
stand how the thumbprint upon the
scholarship paper can prove it was not
I who took it from Miss Symes’ desk.”

“Just wait, dear,” Winnie said again,
smiling mysteriously. “I am not going
to tell you what is going to happen; it
would spoil the swprise of it.” )

They were on their way down the wide
stairease. In amother few seconds they
had enlered the Fifth Form class-room,
and, whilst all the other girls threw
curious glances at Olive, and did not fail
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to note the tell-tale redness of her eyes,
Hilda Ware positively flew at Winnie,

“1 shall report you to Miss Symes far
leaving your class-room, Winnie Norris !
she said. a gleam of maliciousness in her
eyes.

“You will waste your breath, Hilda
dear,” Winnic said sweetly. * Squibs
and I have been having quite a heart to
heart chat, and, believe me, she was most
indebied to me for going to her study. 1
poured certain words of wisdom into her
private ear, you see.”

This was a poser for Ililda Ware. In
puzzled surprise, she stared after Winnie,
as she and Olive returned fo their desks,
Scarcely had they seated ihemselves than
the swing doeors again opened to admit
Miss Agatha.

Miss Symes walked to the front of the
class, the scholarship paper in her hand.

“Girls — ahem ! — aitention, please !”
she ordered, sweeping the ¢lass with her
eyes. “I have something scrious to say
to you!”

(The smartneszs of Winnie Narris has
brought abou! a drametic turn in the
affair of the stolen exam. paper. Hut
for the thuwwmhprint Miss Symes must
have been convineed that Olive was the
culprit. But will the thumbprint enable
them te ge! an the track of the real
girl? Haow will Miss Symes ael, and
what iz she ahout to say now that she is
befare the Fifth Farm?  Further sur-
prising developments will talke pleee in
nex! week's eothralling instalment of
“The Signalwman's Daughter ! Take
care you do nol miss il, by ordering your
copy of the ScHOOL I'RIEND in adraner!)
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