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THE SCHOOLGIRL

Back at Cliff House for a new term with ali your old favourites—and an unusual
Meet Thalia Pascoe in this Grand Long Complete story.

new girl.

Here's

A New Term Push!
" o B A B 8!
Babs !
How did you

l.]]_][)y your holiday ?”

‘Babs, old .thing! I
.bay—-”
‘Imb: EE]

Barbara Redfern breathlessly

laughed.
" Whoops' Let a girl get out of the
bus I ghe cried as she stepped from
the vehicle, surveying the excited

crowd of Cliff House schoolgirls who
were thronging round it—most of those
girls, like herself, looked tanned and
brown and spa.rklmg with good health
-derived from the long summer vaca-

tion. *“Phoo! What a welcomel
Hallo, Gwen! Hallo, Di! Hallo,
Rosa! And there are the old twins
- again !” shc\ added, her blue eyes
dancing. “ Cheerio, twins!”

“Oh, Barbara, how do you do?”

pregise Priscilla and earnest Ermyn-

trude Terraine simpered. “We had a
lovel time! Did you?” )
opping !"”  Babs said. “ Still,

jolly glad to be back again. I say,
1(’. s fun secing you all 1’ she dimpled.
~"But gangway for Mabs and Bessie
and Claffa I"—as Bessie Bunter, beam-
ing plumply, and golden-haired Mabel
Lynn, and Clara Trevlyn, more unruly
haired and tomboyish than ever,
stepped down after her.  “Well, here
we arel’” she laughed, * First da.y of
term and all the old faces back again!
I say, what .price celebrating in the
tuckshop?”

(All rights of this publicati
and rewroduction is strict.

o reserved
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BABS COULD

Lome
vou

Bu—ale cheered.,
My treat,

“Hurrah !
ever vbody !
know !

Babs laughed gaily, Everybody
laughed. Everybody, in spite of the
fact that the summer holidays were
over and they had all arrived back for
a new term of work at Cliff House
School, seemed bubblingly happy and
in the greatest of good spirits.

Glad they might be at the end of
term to get away from school, but
there was no thrill, somehow, like get-
ting back to ~chool to see all the old
faces once again.

Quite 2 crowd of girls had collected
to welcome Barbara Redfern & Co., for
Babs, captain of the Fourth Form and
junior school, was easily the most
popular girl in the junior scheol
And her study-mates, Bessie and Mabs,
and - Clara from 8tudy No. 7, werc
great favourites, too. The others who
had been on holtda.y with them had
already arrived.

Excitedly mow a crowd of Feurth
Formers swrrounded Babs & €Co. And
the tuckshop, when they. reached i,
was thronged with other happy girls
A fresh cry went up as Babs was
51ghtu]

‘Babs; you old washout, so hme you
are !” Margot Lantham cried. *Come
m and have semething! My treat!”

“ No, my treat,” ancther gul
protesta dark-hau‘ed., rather
sallow-faced girl who, though not very
much taller than Babs, was a Sixth
Former, and not enly a senior but a

refect_inta the bargain, for she was

Rona Fox, the vice-captain ef the
Chﬁ Home senior ericket eleven.

“Y'm in the chair,” she said heartily.
“Mv Uncle Gem'ge gave me a Pver

10 blue before 1 left him at South-
ampton, so I'm going to blue  it.
What is it, Barbara? Crape-fruit
with ice-cream 77

“Well, thanks, Rona,” Babs said,

with a warm flush of pleasure, nnd
smiled gemallf for if this was goin
to be a sample df Rona Fox threug
the new term things were starting with

an auspicious bang. Not often was it

they found'the usually =ly Rena so
ainiable.
“What's come over her? Mabel

Lynn (.hun:kledt

Nobody knew. But it was nice to
get a welcome from & girl like, Rona
Fox. Only one girl, indeed, seemed
not to share in the gema.] ghdness that
attended Babs & Co.’s arrtval.

That girl was sipping a lemonade
aloofly In a corner. Her sallow face
wore iis usual mid-term scowl, though
to be sure her dfess was as immagu-
lately expensive as ever. She also
wore ‘a suspicion of powder on her
face and more than a sus
polish on her nails. Bhe smrﬁd left.lly
nt Bubs as Babs grinned at her.

! ave a good time?”

Lydia Cressendale
drawled. “Better thu.n you, I expect.
1 wen+ to Egypt, not a vhmp holiday
cam

'Wluch," Clara Travl{w_

“is a knock at us, eh? " We went to
a bohdly camp, and & ﬁne tlme
we had there, too! xhd
Lydia hasn’t changed. It would he
simply too stagge if we found he
in a good humour for once, wotildnt
it? I say, here’s the Charmer!” she
added enthusiastically.

“Charmer, Clara?”  And - the ex-
ceodingly pretty mlstrea! of M Mﬂl

grinned,
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Form who entered at that moment
gazed questioningly at the incautious
Tomboy. *“Who 18 that?” :

“0Oh crumbs! I—I didn't mean to
say that, Miss Charmant,” Clara stut-
tered. “At least,” she added, I
didn’t intend you to hear it. But—
Well, that’s your nickname, you
know [’

“Qh!” Miss Charmant said, and
smiled, for “Charmer " was hardly a
nickname abt which she could take
offence. “Thank you for the compli-
ment,” she said. “Bo glad to see you
all again. And if,” she added, “any-
body is standing drinks, I'll have .a
home-made lemonade! “Thalia, my

‘dear, will you step this way? I want

to introduce you.

“Hallo—new girl?” Babs asked.
“Aunty Jones” —to the tuckshop
keeper—"a lemonade for Miss Char-
mant, please. Hallo!” she added
frankly te the gir] who mnow stood
before her.

“Hallo 1’ that girl answered. And
Babs eyed her curiously. —For this
girl, eyes ashine, with jet black hair,
was rather striking. “Are you
Barbara Redferni” she added eagerly.
“Miss Primrose told me such heaps
about you. I'm Thalia Pascoe.”

“My .hat, what a namel” Lydia
Crossendale gurgled.

Thalia Pascoe turned upon her,
and for 2 moment Babs was surptised
to see the stormy look which came into
her dark features. But Miss Char-
mant spoke first.

“Lydia was hardly kind,” she said.
“VYes, Thalia, this is Barbara,” she
added, *and I do hope that you and
she are going to be good friends |

Thalia’s dark eyes sparkled.

“Well, I'm sure if Barbara will have
me for a friend—" she said.

“Of course!” Babs dimpled at her.
Such & startling-looking girl, so
marvellously self-possessed, and yet for
all that looking diffident and uneasy
somehow. “We'll get along fine!”

“PBarbara, may I have a fow words

with you outside ?” Miss Charmant put
in then. *It's rather important.
Clara, please would you look after
Thalia?”

She stepped outside, and Babs,
puzzled, followed hes.

“Rarbara, I could hardly speak to
you among such & crowd,” the mistress
said. “But this newcomer, Thalia.
She is really a gipsy gitl. and a
protegee of Miss Primrose.”

Babs looked a little surprised.

“Miss Primrose apparently met her
at some entertainment which was given
at one of her charitable homes during
the holidays,” Mise Charmant went on.
“Thalia’s  foster-mother died just a
Iittle while ago, and in_consequence
Thalia was rather adrift. She did some

ood turn for Miss Primrose, and Miss

rimrose, discovering how marvellously
she could do certain things, had the
idea of putting her in charge of one of
the working sections of her London
home for orphans.” .

“Oh1” ?bs said, @nd nodded
interestedly, for, like everyone else, she
was very well acquaiated with the head-
mistress’ charital le activities, and had,
in fact, helped in more than one of
them in the g'nt. “And Thalia, she
likes the iden?” she guestioned.
- %Thalia,” Miss Charmant smiled,
“is just wild with excitement at the
rmlpeos. I'm afraid, Barbara, she's a

tile wild in other directions, too; but
M

I ]
B to that. As it happens, the
vw%h Primrosge gntended
Thalia 1op !

ss Primrose, for the time being,

5O
;.. Hias allowed her to come to0' the school.”

-~

‘hard]

is not available yet, and
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“ Ciood idea t” Babs nodded.

“Very good—especially,” Miss Char-
mant said, *as Thalia 1s, as 1 hinted,
inclined to be a trifle uncontrolled. All
her life she has lived with gipsies, doing
all the things she wanted to do, saying
all the things she felt like saying, so
utterly different from other girls, be-
cause, I gather, her wery indulgent
foster-mother exercised no restraint
over her and let her go her own way in
everything.

“Well, now, that brings me to the
point,” she added seriously. * Such a
girl, in her present untamed state, is
t the sort Miss Primrose counld
introduce into a position of aulhority
in one of her homes. Her idea, then, is
that Thalia shall scttle down here for a
while in order to absorb the discipline
she has never had.”

“And so,” Babs said, nodding, *fit
her for the more important job? But,
I say, Miss Charmant, suppose she
doesn't settle down?"”

“Then "—and Miss Charmant shook
her head—*1 am afraid she will have

. “Nobody knows.

3

¢ Yon know 1 will, Miss Charmant !
Babs promised earnestly. .

She stepped back into the tuckshop, a
little warm glow at her heart, Nice ol
Primmy to give the gipsy girl a chance
—but nicer still of Primmy to feel that
she could help Thalia so much.

And instinctively she liked Thalia.

Into the tuckshop she made her way,
to find Thatia at the counter, and
%1terestedly talking to her was Rona
Tox.

Rona, for once. scemed almost
friendly. . '

“ And where,” she asked, “were you
born 7"

“I don't know,” Thalia said

You sce, when I was
a baby, about two, my foster-mother
found me in somo wood after a thunder-
storm. That's how I came to bc a
ipsy.

“And you've lived with the gipsics
ever siuc,'.‘e?” Rona asked.

es.

“Making baskets and  mending
chairs, I bet!” Lydia said, with a half
gneer.

“Yes.,” Thalia stared at her. “1
also made pegs and dolls_and carved
wtﬂl and cooked meals. Why do you
ask ”

“(h, nothing!” Lydia said scorn-
fully.  “Bub I must say it's like

« For her own sake, Thalia Pascoe
must make good at Cliff House!"”
That was what Barbara Redfern was
told, and, liking the new girl as she
did, Babs resolved to back her up.
But Thalia had come from a life
amongst the gipsies. She was tempes-

tuous and undisciplined, used to saying and doing what her mood
prompted. She swiftly made an enemy of Lydia Crossendale—

and trouble began.

mysterious gold locket seemed certain to
bring about her downfall.

to go back to bher gipsies, which she
doesn’t want to do now that her foster-
mother is dead. For her own sake
Thalia must make goed at Cliff House—
show that she is ftted for the position
Miss Primrese is ready to confer upon
her. Now, this is why I wanted to
speak to yon, Barbara. Thalia, for the
time being, will go into your Form.
Miss Primrose has expressly asked me
to ask you to look after her, make a
friend of her, and do all you can in
your own way te tame her down a little.
Tn the meantime, I am to give Miss
Primrose a special report of all her
doings and _her actioni when she

returns.” l
“Miss Primrose isn’t back, then?”

Babs asked. -
“Not yet. Nor will she be for a
few days,” Miss Charmant said.

“PBarbara, you can, of course, refuse
this task if you wish.”

“Pll be jolly glad to take it on,”
Babs said instantly. “Thalia looks an
awfully nice girl.”

Miss Charmant’s face cleared.

“I'm delighted to hear you eay that,
Barbara. Will you have her in your
study? I feel it would be better if she
were under your eye all the time.”

#'Mm, rather!” Babs said. *Mabs
and Bessie will get along well with her,
¥'m sure. Then—then that's settled !

“Barbara, thank you, yes. Now,”
Miss Charmant said,~* will you take my
emyl;y %Iass back for me, because I must
g‘{ T'll leave you to g:t to know

halin, shall Tt And, Barbara, you
will do your best for her?”

Apart from that, a

%’J‘: ¥ el
0 e

Primmy’s check to send you
What else did you dof”

“Well, I looked after stalls at the
fairs,” Thalia said. “I ran the coco-
nut stall mostly !

“What a girl!” Lydia murmured.

“ And sometimes I did a turn in the
circus;” Thalia seriously - went on.
“Trapeze work, you know ("

“And jolly interesting, I should
say,” Babs put in,

“geems,” Clara said heartily, *“ we've
got a candidate in you for the gvm
team, Thalia| Do you jump?” .
_“0Oh, yes, and run |” Thalia added
simply. = “I can ride horseback @and
swim, too, you know !”

“ And blow your own trumpet, ch?”
Lydia sneered.

“No, I can’t do that, but I can play
a bat;l]o,” Thalia said, and blinked sur-
prisedly at the chuckle which went -
round. “I can dance, toe!” sho added
proudly. .

“In fact,” L};rdia. scoffed, “there’s
nothing you can’t do? And knowirg
what gipsies are like, I'll bet you're
just the cat’s pyjamas at inching and
anch‘mgl Ever done a bit of housc-

reaking in your blameless life t"

“Lydia, you cat!” Babs cried, her
face aflame.

Thalia stared at her. Then it scemed.
all at once, she did understand. Dark
the flush which suddenly came into hier
cheeks.

As & chuckle went up from one or
two of the meaner-minded girls she
clenched her hands. .

“I think,” she sald quietly, “you are °
trying to 4nsult me "

here.

v



4 “Only Babs Could Control Her!”

.~ “Just,” Lydia sneered, “impossible!
How can one insult a wonder-worker
kike you?”
“Say, you are sorry |” Thalia rapped.
“What?” : -

“Bay you are sorry!” Thalia
repeated, |

“What a hopé |” Lydia jeered. * My,
what do you think—oh, help!” she

gried frantically, for straight as a die
Thalia’s arm shot out, and her finger
and thumb gripped Lydia’s nose.
“Now will you say—" .,
“Thalia !” Babs cried. * Bteady !“.
She ecaught Thalia’s hand, palling it
back, and Thalia, with a half-puzzled,
balf-grim look, released the other girl.
“Thalia, you must—" Babs began,
and then gasped as Lydia, turning
furiously, caught up her half-empty
glass of lemonade and swished the eon-
tents into Thalia’s features. “Lydia,
you awful thing—-" . .
Back with & splatter went Thalia.
But only for o moment. With an
inarticulate ery, she hurled herself upon
Lydia. Just in- time Babs and Clara
Trevlyn grabbed her.
“Let me get at her !” Thalia cried,

“Lydia, get out!” Babs 'panted.
“Get out, you fooll 'Thalia— Oh,
my hat! ona, give a hand!” she

'er¥ed. for though Clara was very strong,

and Babs herself no weakling,  Thalia,

in her fury, was too much for then
Lydia, fooking scared now, backed

. away.

“Thalia {” Rona snapped, and caught
her. “Don’t be o hooligan, girl!
Lydia, for throwin% that lemonade at
her you will take fifty lines! Thalia,

for attacking Lydia, you will take a

hundred 1” Her amber-colour eyes were
limmering then. The old Rona was
ck! I heliove,” ghe said,-turning

to Babs, “this girl is going to. be in
your charge?” ' "

“Yes, that’s right,” Bahs said, © But,
Rona——" .

“Then,” Rona said, “take her away!
And the first thing you can do is teach
her a few manners 1

“ Lydia asked for it I” Mabs cried.

“And jolly well deserved it !” Clara
put in. i ; 3
¢ “Clara, how dare you! Take twenty
“dines! Mabel, you also take twenty
, lings 1” Rona rapped. “Get that girl
out of it!”

« be fair, Rona!” Dabs ex-
claimed. o v iy
. “Fifty lines for you, Barbara! And
. you don't take that girl away at once,
I’lf doublé your imposition !”

,..- Thalia stared at her.
. “But "Barbara  hasn’t. done  any-
thing !" she protested. - O

Rona gritted her_teeth, L e

“Btop argumﬁ; I tell you! Do as
you are told! Barbara, if you remain
in this shop another moment—"

“But—" Thalia flamed.

“Thalia, come on !” Babs cried.

And Thalia, tame enough now, but
etill bewildered, suffered herself to be
Jed away when Babs pulled gently at
her arm. iy

o

Generous—but so Impulsive !

- I ELL, : heré . we
are—at ' Btudy

4 No. 4 at'last "
] Barbara Red-

fern announced cheerily,

and glowed with a radiant

sense of pleasure as her

g eyes fondly travelled over
:Ee dear old apartment which had been
lhe home of herself, Bessie Bunter and
Mabel Lynn ever since they had been
+in the Fourth Form together. “Like

' for 'l‘,o’sing my

it, Thalia? This will be 'your study
now, you know.” "' .

“1~I- thiik - it's" lovely!” Thalia
breathed. . .

“But, Babs dear, that Lydia girl—"

“Take fo rotice of Lydia[” Babs
said hastily. “Nor Rona. Nobody
really likes them.” ;

“But, Barbara, those lines—-"

“Well, - what are
laughed. © “1 expect I shall collect a
few ‘bushels before term is ount!
Although,” she added with a frown,
“stecr clear of Lydia, Thalia. She’ll
‘probably have it in for you after thiat

rush up, ' Now sipposing,” DBabs
added, “just while there’s time before
dinner; we get your things into this
study, Thalia?”

“ And—and you do forgive me, Babs,
temper in the tuck-
shop ? :

“0Of course!- Enough to make you
lose it, I should think. "All the same,”
Babs pointed out, “for your own sake,
Thalia, do try to keep it in check.
You know, don’t you, that Miss Char-
mant has got to give Miss Primrose a
report of your conduct, and you know
on that report depends whether you go
to the home or not?”

“Yes,” Thalia said humbly. “I—I'm
sorry,” she said a little uncertainly. “I
say, what a lovely chair!” i

“Yos, rather!’ My favourite, Fou
know,” Bessie beamed. “But you can
sit in it whenever you like! I like you,
you know!” the plump one added
warmly. ’

“And—and I like you—all of yon,”
Thalia said. “But I don't like 'Lydia,
and I don’t like that girl Rona; even
though she was friendly at first.  I've
got my things in the dormitory; Babs,”
she added eagerly.  ‘Shall we go and
get them now ?” .

“Right-ho !” Babs laughed. “This
way.” y

To the Fourth Form dormitory, in

‘which Thalia had already been given

a locker and a bed they went. There,
with a laugh, she opened her locker,
and Babs smiled - as she noticed the
extremie orderliness with which her
things had, been set .out. To be sure,

- there -were. ot imany -treasures for

study use; a few books, a.rather quaint
and pretty ivory ornament -inlaid with
ijade, and a small workbasket of such

"exquisite workmanship that' Babs® eyes

widened. 5 ol B

“QOh, “Thalia, how beautifyl that is!"”
she cried. “Please let me have a look
at it. Wheredid you geb it?”

“I made it,” Thaliarsaid simply.

Babs whistled. - She began to see
now why Miss Primrose had hit upon
the idea of earmarking Thalia for a
Jeader of one’ of her working sections.
Even Marjorie Hazeldene, the sweet-
tempered Fourth . Former who had
done similar work, could not. have
accomplished this. G, - LT

“¥You like it?” Thalia asked. .

“0Oh, Thalia, I think it's wonderfiil !
Babs breathed. - -

“Then,” Thalia said with eager
impulsiveness, :“I give it to you—yes,
Barbara,: please | ou have been so
very kind {0 me that—that I would like
to _make you a little present. 1 can
make another for myself.”

. “But, Thalia, it must take you
days!” ..
Thalia laughed.

‘“‘Barbara, please—you must have it!
It will make me so happy. Now, this
ornament I als6 ‘made from-an old ivory
horn which was thrown on a dustheap
and some pieces of broken jade my
foster-mother gave me., This,” Thalia
said prondly. “I will give to the study.”

“Oh, Thalia, you are too generous!®

“Not generous—no! Only conceited,”

lines?” * Babs®

"I'HE SCHOOLGIRL

“Thalia happily 'Idgglhed. “When I leave

ike to leave behind
ou may remember

the school 1 woul
something so that
me, you see. And here is a lace hand-
kerchief which I have made,” she
added. “Mabg shall have that. Tor
Ezl?s,isie—now what have I for Bessie?
Ah et}

She drew out a thing of intricate and
delicate needlework. It was a cushion
cover.

Bubs gulped. She felt overwhelmed.
Generous, impulsive Thalia? More and
moré she found herself liking her:

Back to Study No. 4 they went then,
to excite and dye;light Mabs and Bessie
with Thalia’s unlooked-for gifts. Thalia
beamed proudly, most' obviously enjoy-
ing to the full these new friends of hers.
Then Mabs suggested, as they still had
time before dinner and as the weather

‘was rather stickily warm, that they

should go down to the swimming bath.
Thalia, received that news with eager
delight, -

“Oh, please, I love tb swim.!” che
aried, “T’ll get my swim-suit, shall 17”

“I'll come with you,” Mabs said.
“Babs, shall T bring yours, teo? I
don’t suppose you’ll come, will you,
Bessie 1*

Bessie wouldn’t.. The plump, good-
hearted duffer, had.ne liking for cold
water, OF then Thalia and Mabs

scampered, and in two minutes were
back again with wraps and swimsuits,

“Shall: we change here—now "
Thelia asked. . :

“My goodness, no!” Babs laughed.
“We should have our heads chopped
off | It’s one of the rules of the school,
you know, that swimming suits are only
allowed to be worn in the pool.”

“So many rules you have,” Thalia
sighed. For a nioment she looked dis-
appointed. “QOne may not take this or
take that, and ‘one must obey the words
of horrid girls like Rona Fox. Never
before have I had to think of rules
and what 1 should and should not do.
But here—" .

“Here,” Babs said quietly, “you have
to toe the line, Thalia, That's what we
call discipline. It's because Miss Prim-
rose "thinks you need discipline that
she’s giving you a trial here. When you
go to her home, you know, you will be
in charge of girls, and it will be your
job then to malke rules and give others
orders. And you can’t expect to do
that, can you,”- she added gently, “if
vou don’t get used to ‘obeying rules
yourself : R '

Thalia smiled a dubious smile. )

“Then let us gol” she suggested
earnestly. w ' O

They went. How delighted was
Thalia’s face when she saw the mag-
nificent swimming pool, its great sliding

‘roof thrown back to admit the sunshine,

happy girls disportirig themselves in the
water,+ and - others lyil}F or lolling
about- on the sides. Thalid's eyes -

sparkled. :

“It—it is' liké ‘a' ‘palace!” she
breathed. “Where do we change”

“Here we-are. In these cubicles,®
Bahs explained. - “You take this one,
Thalia. I'll take the one next to you.
Hallo,” she added, with a slight frown
as another figure appeared, ““here's
Lydia! Thalia—quickly, ‘into youz
enbicle 1* : m e

She gave Thalia a ‘push, but ‘pot
before Lydia had seen. . A- sneerin
smile wreathed her lips as she saunter
Wp. T Lo e

“ Hallo, ‘the 'wild cdt’bathing ™ she
asked offensively. - ‘
* Babs eyed her. -7

“If.you mean Thglia, she ig1* '

“Thahks!” -Lydia drawled.” *“Then,

- n IR

in -that case; -I'H postpone- my swim - :
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until the water's changed! I'm rather
parficular—— Oh!" she shrieked.
For suddenly the curtain covering
Thalia’s cubicle was swept aside and
out of that cubicle shot Tﬁalia’s folded
skirt which, hitting Lydia full in the
features, sent her reeling backwards.
For a moment she tottered on the
edge of the bath, waving her arms so
wildly that a roar of murth went up.

Lydia just managed to recover
her _ balance. She was _crimson.
Like most girls who liked teasing

others, Lydia hated ridicule herself,
and was stung info fury because of it.

«T advise you to clear off,” said Babs
contempiuously.

«“Making a pal of her, aren’t vou?”
Lydie cried furiously.

“Quite |” Babs assured her calmly.
“And & much greater pleasure it is,
Lydia, than to be a pal of yours! Now
skip—before I let Thalia loose on you i

“Whoops! Run, Lydia! Here's the
bogy-girl 1” shrieked Muriel Bond. as
Thalia, rather angrily flushed, looked
out through the curtains.

And everybody roared at the sudden
jump of alarm which Lydia gave.

Babs looked at Thalia and warningly
shook her head. Thalia, about to step
out, obviously with the infention of
following up her thrown skirt, flushed
and paused. Then she withdrew.

Roﬁevad, Babs turned away, hurry-
ing into hor cubicle, A few moments
later she came out again, to find Thalia,
o really strikingly shapely figure in a
swim suit of black shot with erimson
zigzags, waiting on the side.

A rich tan was her skin, and
flesh

beneath

the firm the strong muscles

rippled.
From near by,
sulky eyes. . .
“Why, Thalia, that's a ripping swin
suit " Babs cried. . .
“I knitted it myself,” Thalia said

Lydia looked on with

simply. i .
“But I say, wait a minute!” Mabs
cried. * You've got something on your

shoulder.”

“ Where—there ?” Thalia chuckled as
she touched a mark which, from a short
distance, looked exactly like a brown
moth. “That is nothing,” she said.
“Always have I had that, because T
was born with it, you see.”

Mabs approachea nearer to inspect
that curious birthmark. Babs peered
at it. Placed on the curve of Thalia's
left shoulder, it did look, at first glance,
as if it had been painted or tattooed on.
Almost perfect was its shape, with its
brown wings.

“Well,” Babs said, “I've never seen
a birthmark like that before! But,
Thalia, you're wearing a necklace 1"

Thalia smiled.

“This 7 she asked. It was a fine gold
chain, very much like one which Babs
wore with her fob initials, but now, as
Thalia drew it out, it proved to hold
a gold locket the size of half-a-crown.
“Mhis is my mascot,” she said simply.
«Never do I let this out of my sight.”

“But, Thalia, you can't swim with
that round your neck! You'll spoil it,"
Babs said. “Put it in your cubiele, old

ﬁiuﬁ’”'
halia paused.
“Then it will be out of my sight,”
she argued.

“But pobody will steal it!” Babs
cried. . '“Burely you don't swim with it

ag a o ?
“No,” Thalia admitted, “but when

I swim I take it off and put it on the
bank where I can keep my eye on it,
ou see. Always my foster-mother,
arah Pascoe, say to me: °Thalia,
wherever you are, whatever you are

. doing; never let the locket be out of

your: sight, otherwise you will lose all

your good luck.” And that,” Thalia
said simply, “I have never done.”
Babs shook her head a liitle. Strange,
simple-minded Thalia !

““Well, in that case,”’ she suggested,
*why not put it on the edge of the bath
here?”

Thalia hesitated. Then she smiled at
Bubs.  Just as though it was utterly
impossible to resist Babs .anything, she
unfastened the locket, and making n
small heap of it with her hand, placed it
on the very edge of the pool. Then,
with a shout, she had taken a header
into the bath, and with three magnifi-
cent strokes had reached the other side.
Baﬂ)s gasped.

my hat,
halia. oo

J race you!”
joyously.

“Come on!"” Thalia laughed. lying on
her back -and threshing the water with
her feet. :

Splash! Babs went in and started to
swim a length. Everybody watched,
everybody's eyes lit with admiration as

swimmer!
challenged

what a
she

Thalia started in pursuit, What a
swimmer this gipsy giri was!

What a swimmer, indeed! Babs her-
self was no mean performer. Next to

Janet Jordan, indeed, Babs was one of
the champions of the lower school.
But in half a dozen powerful sirokes
Thalia had overhauled her. passed her,
and when Babs reached the rail, there
was  Thalia, breathing no more
laboriously. than usual, a broad smile
radiating her face.

“Well, my hat!” Babs
“Thalia, you're a giddy scal!”

“Race back!” Thalia challenged. “I
give you five yards start,”

Babs grinned. She swam back. Thalia
watched her, preparing to surge affer
her., But she didn't. Instead, she sud-
denly gave a cry.

“ Lydia, you thief—"

For she had seen Lydia Crossendale
step swiftly towards her precious locket
and scoop it up in her hand. As she
shouted, Lydia, with a tantalising
laugh, made off to the exit.

“(lome back! My locket-—-"" Thalia

gasped.

ALONG the edge of the swimming bath Lydia Crossendale rushed, the gold

locket in her grasp. Thalia, in the water,

My locket——"'
mockingly.

in fury., * Come -back!
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velled, and fiercely drew herself up out
of _the bath.

Lydia, at that moment, was just dis-
appearing. E

Too late Babs saw Thalia frantically
running in pursuit of the snob of the
Fourth. She let out a cry:

“Thalia! Thalia, come back!
can't go out in that costume—""

You

The Search in Study No. 1

T was doubtful if Thalia
Pascoe heard Babs'
cry. - It was certainly
obvicus that t he

rules tgoverning the wear-
ing of bathing -suits any-
where but in the pool she
was utterly oblivious.
Leaving a stream of water behind her,
she flashed through' the door,

“Thief, thief!" she ecried.
back!”

Lydia was at the head of the stairs
which led into the school. Just for an
instant she paused to make =&
challenging face at her pursuer, then
sprinted.

Thalia breathed fury.

Up the stairs she weut three at a
time, leaving a trail of water from her
sonked costume. Lydin, looking a little
scared, had turned into the Fourth
Form corridor, After her went Thalia,
gaining on her at every step. Lydia
reached the Common-room, Breath:
lessly she staggered into it, slamming
the door behind her.

“Don’t. let that wildeat come in!”
she cried.

There were perhaps twenty girls in
the Common-room, all cheerily. ex-
changing the usual first-day greetings as
they stood or sat about. ’I“’hey stared at

“Come

Livdia.

“Hey, what's wrong?” Bridget
0'Toole asked.

“Keep her out!” screamed Lydia.

“QOh dear, where's the key of this
door "
“0On the outside, chump!”

saw her and cried out

On sped Lydia, grinning
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A gasp went up then as Lydia, franti-
cally thrusting her weight against the
door to hold it against the expected
attack from the corridor, went reeling
back as the'door burst open. Thalia, a
gtriking figure in' her white-hot' fury,
stood there. ' L
- “Keep her off|” howled Lydia.

She ‘evaded the g-ip:ly girl's clutching
fingers, and dodged behind June
Merrett, Brenda Fallace, and Clara
Trevlyn, who stood in a gﬁoup.

On came Thalia. Wild horses would
not. have stopped her now.. As the

stolid, beefy Breénda, = éasily * the
strqpgest girl in the Form, and Lydia’s
best®riend, stood in front ‘of her, halia

lared.
“Stind aside!” .
“Supposing I don’t?” Brenda said
truculently. : os © ‘
“Very well,” Thalia said, and clasp-
ing defiant’ Brenda round the waist
swung her with a surprising display ‘of
strength to one side. Then, with a cry,
she had seized Lydia, was clutching her
arm. “Qive me my locket!”
“No, hang you!” Lydia panted. *“I
won't! Go away, wildeat!” .
Her voice rose to a shriek as Thalia’s
hand closed on her own,
" Clara Trevlyn stepped forward.

“ Thalia, 1 say—"" she cried. .

“Give it to me, Lydia!” panted
Thalia. : ‘

“Let go—let go!” ‘

Then—cragh! The door came open

again, Rona Fox came striding in, .
“What's this?" she cried. “ My hat,
that gipsy” girl again! Thalia! How
? e

got my locket! Thalia
pantéd, . '
“What? Lydia—" :
the locket into

Lydia -hastily dropped
her pocket. ' With & prefect on the
scene she ' -felt braver and more

assured.

““She’s just mad!
her-locket 1" - :

“That i3 a lie!” cried Thalia, her
chest heaving. :

“Wait s minute I”” Rona - snapped,
and stepped between them. *Sure you
haven’t got that locket, Lydia?” .

“ Quite!* Lydia said. ' :

“Right!- Then get out! No, ‘not
you!” she added, seizing Thalia as she
would have followed. “You've got
something to answer for; my girl.
What do you mean, in the first place,
by coming into the schoel 'in a "wet
swimming suit 7.

o locket!” Thalia

She took my
panted. -

“Lydia has said—" Rona started
as she saw the butterfly birthmark.
“What's that?” < i

“Let me go and get my locket!”
Thalia eried, end flamed round, and
for a moment looked s6" frantically
ready to strike the prefect that Clara,
coming forward, caught her hand with
a quick, warning shake of the head.
And just to make matters more com-
plicated, the door at that moment burst
open, and in came Babs and Mabs,
each having hastily thrown 'a wrap
over their swim-suits. ° ;

“Oh, great goodness!” Babs cried.
“Thalia, what's the matter?”’ ;

“Lydial She’s stolen my . locket !”
Thalia said furiously. “I saw her] I
chased her here, but this girl has let
her go, and now she is stopping me
from going after her. Rona, please!”
she crted desperately. | e

“No, wait a minate!” Rona' ivas
stil staring at the birthmark: “ Just
cotitrol  yourself, you wild " thing!
Lydia . ‘denied  'having, your, locket,
Lydia's' word' 'pga“;‘nst ‘a gipsy ‘girl's
\".:()_Td is good end 18 for me, J reckon "

I—I've néver seefi

_“Rona, that’s beu.sltl_y 1” Babs broke

out. | L y i
““Ts 1t?7 Take twenty lines for in-
sulting. a prefect!” Rona snapped.
“And you, gipsy girl, you can take
filty for coming into the Common-rodm
dressed like that, And you can take a
further fifty for making a shindy.” "

Thalia ‘quivered, ‘

' And you let Lydia go free?”

“As far as I can see, there’s nothing
against Lydia,” Rona answered calmly.
“There is pgninst you, Anyway, don’t
argue with me, Get off and do those

lines. I shall expect them before
call-over.” i 2 4
© YT won't 1®

“Thalia, please!” Babs begged, put-
ting 4 hand on her arm.

My locket—" -

“If Lydia's got it, I'll get that for
you, too,” Babs quietly promised. )

Thalia d|:>9n.:|:1ed. But her glance was
angry and bitte} hs she glared at Rona.

“1 think,” Thalia said fiercely, I
hate you, Rona Fox! Yes, even as I
hate ,]JLydia. Crossendale! You are a—

“Thalia 1 Babs cried sharply, “Oh,
my goodnéss, come away—"

Almost desperately she tugged at the
gipsy girl's ‘arm.  With Thalia still
glowering and fuming, she led her out.
Then she nodded to Mabs. ' )

“Mabs, cut off and get the clothes,”
she said. “Now, Thalia, you've got to
listen to me.” 8he put on a stern. ex-
pression as. shp led the way into Study
No. 4. “I warned you it was against
the rules to go out of the swimming
pool in your bathing. dressi® Pl

“Yes, Babs—I—I am sorry,”. Thalia
said, biting her lip. “But what would
you have me do when I saw. that girl
taking my locket?* s .

‘Lydia,” Babs said, “only did it to
annoy you, goose! “And dom’t you
reslise that cvery time you do things
like this they are being reported_to
Miss Charmant, and don’t you rea ise
that when Miss Charmant reports them
back to Primmy, as it’s her duty to
do, it’s all poing to tell against you?
But let's try to put things right for
you. What exactly happened 7

Thalia told her. . e

“All right,” Babs said, “then leave
this to me. When we've dressed Pl
go and see Lydia—oh, here’s. Mabs!
Clotheg in the dormitory, Mabs?* she
asked genially, and as Mabs nodded
she caught the gipsy girl’s arm. “Now
come along, Thalia, old thing.”

Thalia gulped. But she suffered
herself to be led up to the dormitory.
There, a strangely grim look on her
face, she changed back into her clothes.
Babs smiled. :

“Now that’s better,” she said.

Thalia briefly nodded. }

“Now,” Babs said, “we’ll go back to
the study. And then, Thalia, you'll
just sit down and do your lines,” '

“Why should I do them?” Thalia

assionately broke out. “Why should

be: punished 'and you be punished
when that girl«~—" }

““Thalia, 1t’s one of the things you've
just got to knuckle under to,” Babs
said gently. “Please do as I tell you,
and. you'll find everything will come all
right! Thalia, promise me you'll do
those lines?” shé added seriously.

Thalia gulped. . ' '

113 I_’}

“ Promise?” Babs prompted.

¢ Well—oh, yes, then!” ‘

Babs smiled, relieved. 8he took: her
back to the study. There, while Thalia
watched, she got out penm, ink,” and
paper and seatéd the gipsy gitl before
them, £he gave her one line to cepy
out. e : : o
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“Now, Thalia, dao them,” she smiled.

Thalia rodded. = Babs went out.
Savagely she dipped her pen in‘the ink,
and then suddenly sat back. Ne, ng,
no! She wouldn’t do them! It wasn't
right! It wasn't fair. Why should she
be punished for the prank of Lydia
and the spite of Rona Fox? Bother
the lines! . L

But Babs—she had promised Babs.

Meantime Babs, making her way
towards Study No. 1, which Lydia
shared with Rosa Rodworth 'and Freda
Ferriers, was stopped by Miss Char-
mant. Miss Charmant’s face was a
little peculiar. :

“Qh, Barbara, is Thalia about?”

“She's in her study doing lines, Miss
Charmant,” Bdbs said. “If you want
her, though—* .

“No. If she’s Working, Tet her
alone,” Miss Charmant said. “In the
meantime, Barbara, I am rather dis-
turbed by the flow of reports which are
pouring in against her. I'd like to
have another word with you if you can
spare the time. Would you come along
to my study 7% , :

Babs, reflecting that Lydia could
wait for a few more minutes, agreed.
Off they went together.

While in Study No. 4 Thalia glared
at the sheet of paper in front of her,
tried again to write, and felt a sort of
tickling sensation in her throat as she
did so. Tt was just impossible—impos-
sible] She would know no peace of
mind until once again she had her
precious locket.

_Crash! went the chair as it was
thrown back. "Almost with a jump
Thalia had leapt to her féet. .

At a run she flow to Study No. 1.

She did not knock at the door. She
flung it open. Then she glared. For
Study ‘No. 1 was untenanted,

She saw Lydia's desk, with Lydia's
neat monogram 'inlaid wpon it. Tepi-
pestucusly she crossed towards it. Up
went the lid, revealing Lydia’s newly
arranged new-term things.

Thalia's eyes smouldered. Was her
locket here?

the things.

She rummaged among
ier say. With sudden

They got in

recklessness, the fever of the search
upon her, she tossed them to one side,
With & crash and a thud books and
pencils and paper fell unheeded on the
floor, and crash followed crash in swift
succession as Thalia’s feverish anxiety
grew. Her locket—her locket! Would
she never—

There was a pile of articles round her
feet now. Still the locket had not come
to light. Out went a pencil-box.

And then—

‘“Ah 1” breathed Thalia,

And_ trembling, her hand darted
towards the folded chain which lay at
the very bottom of the desk. She was
in the act of raising it when there was
a step outside the door. ,

Too late, Thalia realised the mess
she had made. She turned. .

. Lydia Crossendale, fury growing on
her face, stood in the doorway—an
with her was Rona Fox1

A Strange Girl Indeed!

I 'O U —you _ gipsy
' thief I Lydia
erjed. ' “You

spiteful wretch !

Look at my thingsl™

“Thalia, - what are  you
: * - doing here?® Rona Fox
demanded hotly. .

Thalia straightened. =~ -

“I came to'_gnd what was mine {” gap :
said’ proudly. “I .came because this '
girl told you' lies! (And,” ghe sdded;
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with a satisfied smile, “I have found it,
as I expected. Sce, here it is!”

“Look at my things!” shrieked
Lydia. .

Rona’s eyes flickered as she eved the
locket.

“What is it?”

“My locket !
until this girl stole it.
back and all is well.”

“I see!” Rona said.
take that locket, Lydia "

“Well, it was only a joke,” Lydia
cried. " “But look—"

“You had no right to play such a
joke, That will cost you a hundred
ines!” "And as Lydia glared, Thalia
scornfully smiled. “But you, Thalia—
this is going too far,” Rona said. “You
will come with me to Miss Charmant.”

Thalia stared.

“Is that necessary?”

Always have I worn it
Now I have it

“Bo you did

she .asked.

“Now that I have my locket again?-

I will remain and put back Lydia’s
things.” ‘

“You will come,” Rona rapped, “to
Miss Charmant. You're not getting
out of it as easily as anll that. At this
rate,” Rona went on, “you look like
getting chucked out of the school!
Now come.”

Phalia bent her head. Lydia sneered. -

But without another word she went out,
crestfallenly following the prefect as
she led the way, They reached Miss
Charmant’s study just as the door
opened and Babs came out.

. “1 say, what's the matter?” she
cried. “Thaha, what’s happened-—"

“Out of the way, Barbara,” snapped
Rona. “I'm taking Thalia to Miss
Charmant !” )

“But why?” Babs asked. “Thalia,
what have you done?”

Thalia, meeting her questioning gaze,
fAung up her head.

“I did nothing but search for my
own property,” she stated defiantly.
“ Lydia took my locket—I take it back!
I—"” And then she fell back as the
door opened and Miss Charmant het-
self alppeared.

“Please do make a little less noise
here,” she said. “Rona, what is the
matter ?”

Rona commenced to explain, Miss
Charmant, her face grave, nodded and
with a rather angry gestore invited
prefect and culprit into the study.

OQutside Babs stood, a little sick at
heart, anxiety heavy within her as she
listened to the voices on the other side
of the door. Oh, Thalia, you wild,
silly, impetuous creature! Why can't
vou see that are heading for utter
disaster ?

Dinner bell rang. Still Babs waited.

few moments later Thalia, her face
contrite, came out. She paused as she
saw Babs.

“Babs, I—I'm sorry,” she muttered.
“What did Miss Charmant say?®”
Babs asked quickly.

Thalia flushed.

“8he warned me! That is all. Bui,
Babs, it is all right now,” she added
carnestly, “because I have that which
belonged to me and I am happy. No
more will I be a bad girl. Forgive me
—please [

Babs forgave her—what else could
she do? Together they went into dinner
—not & very well attended meal on the
first day of term, for a great many girls
had already lunched on the journey,
and a great many others had still to
arrive, . .

' Lydia was not there, thank goodness,
and Thalia, anxiety banished now,
seemed happy enough. After dinner
. Clara, who, as_junior sports captain,
“believed in getting into action as soon
ag possib invited the gipsy girl to
. bractise at the -ericket nets, and though

.

Thalia was not too keen on the idea of
being parted from her beloved Babs,
she went willingly enough at Babs'
request, Babs herself, meanwhile, as
junior school captain, had a hundred
and one duties to perform.

First, there were the lines she had
collected mainly throngh Thalia. With
a sigh she got through those, then went
round to check up the new arrivals, note
requirements, collect medical certifi-
cates, and note shoes for mending.
After that there was a captain's con-
ference in the headmistress’ study, with
Miss Bullivant presiding in Miss
Primrose’s absence, notices to be posted
and new-term hooks to be distributed
in Form-room désks.

Then came tea—the same cheery old
meal in Study No. 4 with Thalia,
flushed and radiant after her cricket
practice, a really delightful companion,
Only one more duty remained then for
Babs to do.

That wae to collect impositions in the
junior school.

Not 8 hard job that, for the only
impositions that day had been those
given to herself, Lydia, and Thalia. But
when she tackled %halia on the subject
of lines Thalia hung her head and
blushed, .

“0Oh, Babs, I—I'm sorry——"
“You mean,” Babs asked,
haven't done your lines, Thalia?”

“N-no!”

Babs eved her seriously.

“You didn't do them because you
didn't want to do them?” she accused.
“My, but, Thalia, don't you realise
vou're heading for trouble? And you
promised me, remember ?”

Thalia was tongue-tied. Babs gave
a despairing shake of the head.

“Thalia, I'm sorry, too; I do hate to
keep on nagging,” she said. *I like
you. I went to do my best for you.
But I can't do my best for you if you
won’t help yourself. And I think you
might have kept vour promise.”

“you

Thalia bit her lip,

“I—I'm sorry,” she stuttered.
“Bgyl,as, you—you're not cross with
me?”

“But I am. Thalia—jolly cross!”
Babs said. *“I really -think—here, I
say, what's the matter?"” she added, in
surprised alarm.

For Thalia, staring at her for one
moment with wide and swimming eyes,
had suddenly burst into tears like some
sensitive little Second Former!

Mystery Thief!
: STRANGE girl, this-

Thalia, so assured

and unafraid, and

vet so shrinkingly

sensitive to Babs' reproofs.

It took Babs some time

to quieten her. She felt

shaken herself at the realisation of the
affection Thalia had for her.

" Now, now!” she coaxed. * Thalia,
give over—please! Dash it, you'll

have me cryin¥ next, and you wouldn't
like that, would you?”

“N-no!” Thalia gulped, “But—oh,
Babs, say that you are not cross with
me V. =

“No, Thalia, not now! Forget it,
shall we? But you will remember,
wor’t you, dear, that when you give a
promise it must be kept?”

“Never, never shall I forget it,”
Thalia said vehemently.

“ And you will try to toe the line %"

“Oh, Babs, if it makes you happy—
es!” Thalia said. *But i1t would not
ave been so if Lydia and Rona had
treated me fairly, and I had not lost
my locket, But see, now I get to my

By Hilda Richards -
lines,” she said cagerly,
I will do them, Babs."

Babs laughed. How impossible it
was {o remain really angry with this
impulsive girl|  Well, thank goodness
there was still time (o get the lines
in, and leaving Thalia earnestly getting
on with them, she went along to
Lydia’s study. Lydia was there, and,
against rules, was smoking a cigarette.
i?ghe shrugged when Bals asked for the
ines,

:: I'll do 'em to-morrow.”

“You know,” Babs warned, “Rona
will asl for them 7"

CAgain Lydia shrugged.
singularly indifferent.

“Never mind. I'l[l do them to-mor-
row, I tell you. Get back and kow-
tow to your gipsy gutter brat!” she
sneered.

Bebs compressed her lips. But she
did not rise to the bait of thg quarrel
which Lydia was offering. 8he closed
the door and weunt back to Thalia,

That girl was working hard, DBabs
waited until she had finished her lnes,
and then left them, with her own, in
Rona's study,

Afterwards, Clara Trevlyn came
along with the suggestion that Thalia
should resume cricket practice. Thalia
eagerly agreed. Never in her life had
she played an organised game, Cricket
wag something new to her, More often
than not she missed the ball, but when
she did hit, the power she put behind
her stroke was something to amaze.

Call-over came then, and after call-
over, supper., After supper came bed,
and Thalia, happy, laughing, utterly
in her element, treated a delighted
Fourth Form to an exhibition of hand-
springs on the floor of the dormitory,
and then succeeded that by balancing
upside down on the handrails of the
beds. In admiration and some awe, the
Fourth Form watched that feat.

“My aunt, what a giddy scrobat!”
Clara chortled. “Know any more
tricks, Thalia 7"

“Plenty! Now I'll show you this
one!” Thalia laughed, and, clearing

“This time

She seemed

‘a space, made a running leap at her

bed. Up she leapt, alighting on the
rail with both feet. and then, swaying
until she got her balance, slowly lifted
one leg and placed it round her neck.
An involuntary cheer went up.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Do it agair, Thalia !”

“Swank | Lydia Crossendale sniffed.

Thalia laughed. She looked at Babs
as she dropped to the floor. Then,
leaping again on to the bedrail, she
swung  backwards, and balancing
magnificently, caught the rail between
her feet with both hands,

“Say, I guess that girl's just made
of indiarubber,” Leila Carroll mur-
mured. “Bure would earn a fortune on
the films.”

Lydia sneered again, Of them all she
was the only one watching with bitter
jealousy on her face. Swiftly she
ooked round,

All attention was concentrated upon
Thalia—aitention which, strictly speak-
ing, should have been fixed on getting
info_bed, for the moment of “lights
ont ” was perilously near. For the
time being, however, the Fourth had
forgotten their rules in this absorbing
spectacle,

Lydia, near a wash-basin, grabbed
the soap.

With fascinated gaze, the Fourth
watched Thalia. Slowly she lifted one
hand from the rail. After it followed
one foot, and she was poised delicately
on one toe when Lydia threw the soaﬁ“.
Full in the back it hit Thalia, and the
sheck of it caused her to lose her
balance. With a crash she came down.
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And immediately everybody swung
upon Lydia.

“Lydia, you mean cat—"

“You awful thing{”

“You—— I say, ?ook out 1” shricked
Mabel Lynn.

Thalia had sprung to her feet, and,
her face red with the fury that con-
sumed her, was rushing across the floor

at Lydia. .

With alarm rising in _her face,
Lydia twisted and ducked, By a hairs-
breadth Thalia's clutchin fingers
missed her shoulder, and Thalia,
carried by the momentum of her own
rush, crashed against a washstand.
There was a cry.

“ Look out——"

“My hat !”

The glass shelf perched above the
washstand had shattered. There was
a rain of broken glass, accompunicd by
an slarming crash as the shelf and its
contents smashed into smithereens into
the basin itself.

And at the same moment there was
a hurried cry.

L1} &ve l?,

But it was too late. The door had
opened, and standing there, her acid
face wrathful and stern, was Miss
Bullivant, the mathematics mistress.

“QOrder ! she snapped, *“Is this the
way you all behave when you are sup-
posed to be in bed? Every one of you
will take fifty lines!”

A sulky murmur went up from the
Fourth.

“wAnd you, girl "—Miss Ballivant
swung upon Thalia—*you will pay for
the damage. which shell be reported to
Miss Primrose. You will  take a
hundred lines, Now go to bed.”

Thalia clenched her hands. It seemced
that she was about to make some retort,
but swiftly Babs caught hor wrist.

“Thalia, come on!” she said quietly.

She led the gipsy girl back to her
bed. Then there was a step outside the
door, and Rona Fox joined Miss Bulli-
vant,

Miss Bullivant nodded to her.

“Rona, take charge here. DPleate
turn out the lights,” she instructed,

The prefect smiled.

“Very well, Miss Bullivant. Now,
everybody, hurry up!” she added
authoritatively. ‘' Any girl not in bed

within three minutes will get twenty
lines.”

Tho girls undressed, though Bahs
noticed that Rona kept her eyes full
upon Thalia. Very quickly yet. very
angrily Thalia undressed, and, donning
her pyjamas, buttoned her precious
locket  under her pyjama top, and
climbed intoe bed. Rona turned out

_ the lights,

“And no nonsense
“ Good-night !

Sho went out.
was a buzz.

“Fifty lines! A nice start to the
new term, I must say!” Rosa Rodworth
grumbled. *Lydia, you cat, that’s your
fault I”

“Rats!” came Lydia’s retort, “It
was your own! If you hadn’t been so
jolty busy watching that girl at her
cheap tricks, you'd all have been in
bed'” .

. “But you threw the soap,” Mabs
accused.

“No, I didn't; it slipped!” Lydia
lied unblushingly.

“T saw you!” eried Thalia,

“VYes? And who,” Lydia sneered,
“is going to take your word, gipsy?”

In a moment Thalia had sat up in

bed.
“Thalia, bob down!” Babs cried

" she warned.

Immediately there

desperately. “We don’t want Rona or
the Bull back on- the scene, And
please, everybody, be quiet! Next

time,” she warned, “it will be &
detention.”
Thalia sank back. The Form,

realising that argument was bound to
provoke a new upset, settled down, too.

One by one the girls dropped off to
sleep and silence reigned in the dormi-
tory. For an hour the Fourth Form
slept. Then suddenly there was a
smothered chuckle, the door creaked
open, and the whole dormitory
became full of other girls, each carry-
ing a pillow. From Flora Cann, cap-
tain of the Lower Fifth and the leader
of those raiders, came a gurgle.

“Got ’em! Go it, Fifth!”

“Hurrah |

The Fifth advanced. Too late the
Fourth, taken by surprise, awoke.
Snack, smack, smack, came the sound
of wielded Eil]ows, followed by gasps.

Babs, jerked out of her slumbers by
the pillow which smote down upon her
bead, rolled, quick as thought, out of
her hed on the opposite side, grabbing
for her own pillow as she did so. From
all the dormitory came sounds of thud-
ding strife.

Surprised by the Fifth’s swift raid
as they were, thc Fourth were now
recovering. It was more or less under-
stood that on these occasions no one
was to cry ouf, nobody to turn on &
light for fear of attracting a mistress,
and grimly in the darkness the two
Forms went at it.

Babs, rallying from & new blow,
lustily smote back and had the satis-
faction of sweeping her opponent across
Mabel Lynn's bed. Then, suddenly,
from Thalia’s bed, came a shout.

“My locket !”
Bahs started. T’In the darkness she
saw the back of tlic girl who was bend-
ing over Thalia.

The figure turned, kicking out with
her foot at Thalia. Thalia went back.
Babs, plunging forward, made a grab
at the assailant as she turned. She
caught something and desperately
hauled back. The unknown girl jerked
forward at the same time. There came
a tearing sound and a silky piece of
material was left in Babs’ hands. Then
from Thala:

“My locket, my locket!
stolen |

“Shut vp!” hissed somebody,

4] want my locket 1” Thalia insisted.

“Thalia. for goodness’ sake—" Bahs
panted.

«Tt has been stolen!” Thalia cried
frantically. “Somebody here has got
it 1 ’

And in a perfect frenzy she hurled
herself among the pillow-fighting
rivals, and ruthlessly forcing her way
through them reached the door, turned
the key, and then switched on the
electric light. Girls, dismayed and
startled, blinked. .

*“Qh, my hat! Fifth 17

fool 1

It has been

Come on,
gasped Flora Cann.

“Turn that light out,
cried Rosa Rodworth.

Thalia stood with her back to the
door. Her face was fierce then.

“Somebody has stolen my locket!”
she eried. “T want my locket!
Nebody leaves this room until it is
returned.”

“Who's got her locket?” Babs cried.

“Nobody | cried Lydia Crassendale.

“You've got it!” Thalia accused.
“You took 1t before, and—"

“Rut, Thalia— Oh, my goodness,
open the door ! Babs cried.

For once, however, Thalia was even
deaf to Babs.

“J want my locket back.”

“Oh, rats! Come on!” Georgina
Skeppington of the Fifth eried. Rush
her 1

There were nods.

you

Everybody was on
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tenterhooks then, The two unwritten
rules of pillow fighting had been dis-
obeyed—noise and lights—and it could
only be a matter of moments now
before & mistress waa on the scene,
Bullheadedly, Georgina rushed a%
Thalia, but Thalia, bracing herself,
met the attack and sent Georgina
reeling back across a bed.

“My hat, the girl’s as strong as a
horse1” Flora gasped. “Thalia, you
idiot, step aside from that door.”

But even as she spoke there came
footsteps in the corrider outside,
accompanied by Miss Bullivant’s angry
voice. Then the door rattled.

“ Ogen this door.”

A blank and dismayed silence fell.

“Thalia, open it!” Babs cried
angrily. ‘“Quickly 1”

Thalia turned. It seemed to dawn
upon her too late what she had done.
Just one look she gave at Babs; then,
without another word, twisted the key
in the lock. Miss Bullivant, accom-
panjed by Rona Fox, stormed in.

“3tand still. everybody !” she rapped.
“go—a pillow fight! Rona, take every
girl’s name in_this room {*

“Ves, Miss Bullivant,” Rona purred.

“And to-morrow, Rona,” Miss Bylli-
vany said grimly, “you may take them
all in special detention. Who put this
light on?” she added.

“I did!1” Thalia confessed. “Lydia
has stolen my locket!”

('What?,’

«Miss Bullivant, I haven't1” cried
Lydia desperately.

“She has!” Thalia panted. “ Sha
hit me in the chest and then stole the
locket from my neck while I was off my
balance! Look !” she cried, and showed
her pyjama-top where it had been torn

open.
Miss Bullivant’s eyes glimmered.
“ Lydi&—"
“Miss Bullivant, 1 didn't {” Lydia

ried.
“Then who did?” raved Thalia. “It
must be given to me—now !”
Miss Bullivant’s lips compressed.
“Thalia, please!” she said curtly.
“YWhat an unreasonable girl you are!
Rost assured your locket shall be found,
but if Lydia protests that she did not
take it must, in the absence of
definite proof, take her word. You did
not see Lydia?” .
“She was near,” Thalia said,
“And so,” Lydia sncered,
Barbara Redfern!” .
“That i3 enough!” Miss Bullivant
snapped. “Rona, you have the names ?
Thank you! The Fifth will quietly file
back to their own dormitory,” she com-
manded. “ You other girls will get to
bed. And if,” Miss Bullivant rumbled,
“there is the faintest further dis-
turbance from either dormitorY ¥ shall
cancel your pocket-money & Towances
this week-end! Now, please, go to
sleep 1” .
Sulky and bitter were the faces which
watched her. With a glare at Thalia,
the Fifth went out, Glowering and fed-

c

“was

up, the Fourth climbed back into bed. ,
There was a moment of deep and fore-
boding silence after Miss ‘Bullivant
departed.

Then the storm broke.
“ Thalia, you sneak—
“Thalia, you cat—"
“Tf it hadn't been for you we should
never have got caught " i
“And now,” Lydia said bitterly,
“we've got detention ! Fifty lines each
and detention—all thanks to that gipsy

rotter 1" :
“Qh, io to sleep " snapped- Babs.
“You'd have been upset if somebody /
bad wrenched a locket fromr—  Oh,
1. Bomebody

goodness, cave, everybody
coming t*

v
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And in a flash Babs dived under the
cheets ns the door opened again and
Miss Bullivant looked into the room.
After that there was silence—but it was
a siloncé of utter disgust. The Fourth
as o whole were not interested in the
fate of Thalia Pascoc’s locket, but not
in o hurry would they either forgive or
forget that the gipsy girl had been the
cause of them carning the first detention
of the term. The Form, in fact, were
rather fed-up with Thalia Pascoe.

—_——

A Discovery about the Raid!

HEY were still fed-
up when morning
came.

Tew girls spoke to
Thalia Pascoe during the
dressing  operations of
early morning, and Thalia,
for her part, did not attempt to speak
to them. BShe looked a little white,
most terrifically worried, and the only
girl she seemed to_have eyes for was
Barbara Redfern. But without a word
she left the dormitory immediately she
was dressed.

Bahs was about to follow her when
her gaze fell upon a rumpled article
whicﬁ reposed on her bed. It was part
of a sash of blue silk ornamented with
white flowers—and one which Babs had
nover seen before. Curiously she picked
it up. It was a dressing-gown sash un-
doubtedly, but where the dickens—
And then, with a start, she remembered
whenee it had come! It was the silken
fragment she had snatched from
Thalia's unknown nssailant of last

nigh-t.
‘Hallo !” Babs breathed, struck by a
sense of discovery. .

She glanced instinctively towards
Lydia. Lydia was still wearing her
dressing-gown —a showy  affair of
crimson silk. Obviously the sash did

not belong to her. Neither did it
belong to any other member of the
Fourth. Must, then, belong to one of

the Fifth. She'd find the owner later.
And perhaps, she thounght, if she dis-
covered that she'd also find the girl who
had taken Thalia's precious locket.
Quickly she tucked the belt into her
pocket and went off in search of her
gipsy friend. But it was not until
breakfast that she saw Thalia again.
still looking worried—and a trifle sulky,

too.

After breakfast she settled down with
Babs and Mabs and Bessie to work on
her lines. But again she said nothing,
though Babs, looking up now anc
again, caught a yearmnf expression on
her face. After assembly it was Babs’
duty to collect those lines and deliver
them to Rona Fox, who happened to be
duty prefect for the day. Kveryone, as
it happened, had done them this time—
except one girl.

That dgu‘ was Lydia Crossendale.
Bat Lydia, strangely enough, seemed to
be in no wise concerned.

“Oh, don't worry!” she said airily.
“Tell Rona I'll let her have them
later.”

Strangely Babs gazed at her.

% ¥You know I'll have to report you?”

Lydia shrugged.

%K. I'" ghe said indifferently. ¥ You

_have my permission. Anyway, I'll get
it in the mneck, not you,” she added,
with a scowl. “Now buzz off I”

Babs * buezed off,” wondering a little.
ydia, as a rule, was con-
temptious Hf siinm.ph.ne, she was never
‘openly defisnt of authority like that,
"”I»;!iaes i‘x_zh 'hlm% she went é‘.oﬁnl}(ﬁx‘a’s
study, where Rona was jus ishing
l:@‘rzmakhlk “Rona nodded.

*“A11-right, put those there,” she said.

P i

“Are they complete t”

Babs hesitated.

“Well, practically.”

“What do you mean, practically?
Somebody not finished ?”

“Well,” yes.” Babs flushed, hating,
even with Lydin’s permission, to report.
but secing now that report was inevit-
able. “Lydia, she—she’s not done
hers.”

Rona’s amber-coloured eyes flickered.

“0Oh 1" she said. * All right, leave
them there.”

Babs went out, wondering at the calm
way in which Rona had accepted the
non-appearanec of Lydia's lines. She
hadn't shown the faintest trace of
annoyance, Very odd that.

Babs hurried back to Study No. 4.
Thalia was there—and Thalia, for the
first time since rising-bell that morning,
was alone. Her face cleared a little as
she saw Babs,

“Qh, Babs, I—I—do you think I've
been dreadful 7 she faltered. “ You've
hardly spoken to me this morning.”

I

I

.
L

BABS stared in dismay at the gipsy
‘¢ you haven't done your lines? '
‘“Thalia, don’t you realise you're heading for trouble ?

hat ! *’ cried Babs,
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way. I've an idea that the girl who
took your locket belongs to the Fifth.
Wait ‘till I've made inquiries there.”

Not very satisfied did Thalia look,
but she nodded. Still worried, she went
into the class-room with Babs, there to
be met by a battery of glarcs {rom the
majority of the Form.

Fortunately, however, the morning
passed without untoward incident, and
ns soon as break came Babs, armed
with the dressing-gown sash, went -off
te the Lower Fifth Clommon-room.

She found there as grumpy a crowd
of girls as she had left in the Iourth.
They were all moaning about their bad,
luck in being confined to special
detention that afternoon. i

But when she displayed the sash
nobody owned it, and Flora Cann,
handling it, shook her head. !

“None of us was wearing a gown of
this material; I'in sure of it.”

Babs frowned.

“Well, it certainly docsn't belong to
a Fourth Former,” she announced.

“ You mean,’”’ she asked,

girl,
i My

Thalia shook her head.

And you promised me, remember.”’

“Chance would be a fine thing,”
Babs retorted. “Why have you been

dodgin%- me?”
“1—I thou ht you mi%llt be cross
with me,” Thalia mumbled, hanging

her head. “Babs, I meant to be care-
ful—honestly. But when Lydia took ny
locket again—"

“Thalia, you don’t seriously believe
it was Lydia?”

“But who else could it be? It was
Lydia! She meant to steal it. And
she's got it now |” she added, a hint of
passion in her voice.

*Thalia, you can't be sure,” Babs
pointed out.

The gipsy girl's face set with a
dog ed expression.

4 % am sure,” she said.
won't give it back—""

“Now, listen!” cut in Babs. “You
know what a good reeord here means
for you, and, Thalia, I'm trying to help
you to get one. So please on't say
anything to ydia,” she pleaded.
“Leave me to work this out my own

“And if she -

“Then,” Flora said with a‘shrug, “it
must have got there by accident. Any-
way, we're fed up to the teeth with the
very mention of the raid. We only

.wish now that we'd let you carry out

your intention to raid us!”

Babs blinked.

“Qur intention! What
mean?”

“Woll, you planned to raid us ak
ten, didn’t you?” Tlora asked.

“No,” Babs replied. *What made
vou think that?”

“«PBut—" Flora stared. “Hoere,
wait & minute!” she added, and fished
in her pocket. Then she produced for
Babs’ inspection a crumpled card on
which was written, in neat black
capitals, the words;

“DO YOU ENOW THE FOURTH
ARE PLANNING TO RAID YOU
AT 10.30 TO-NIGHT ?"

“That was pushed under oyr dormi-
tory door when we were undressing,”

do you



1 “Only Babs Coutd Control Her!”

Flora stated, “and—well, you can
guess how we re-acted. We thought,
you sce, that instead of you giving us
the surprise, we'd give you one.
“And we,” Babs said, “never even

planned the surprise—never oven
thought of it, in fact. TFunny, isn’t
it 7

“Oh, Irightfull comic!” Flora

scoffed. “ Especially when it landed us
all in for detention—thanks to that
gipsy pal of yoys! Somebody playing
a joke, eh 7 st¥ asked keenly.

Babs nodded. Somebody, obviously,
had played a joke, Or was it just a
joke? Again sho looked at the sash,
now established to belong neither to
Fourth nor Fifth. The girl who had
worn it, however, had most certainly
been in the raid. .

But that girl had not been in the
raid for the purpose of -joining in
either a Fourth or Fifth victory.

Could she—and Bahs herself felt the
theory rather wild—have artfully con-
trived that raid so that she could seize
the opportunity of snatching the gipsy
girl’s precious locket?

Luck for Lydia—or was it?
ARBARA REDFERN
B was still brooding
upon that point
when she went into
detention  that afterncon
with the rest of the Form,
Thalia was already there,
rather white-faced and subdued.

“All here?” Babs asked.

“All here, I guess, except Lydia,”
Leila Carroll saig. “That girl sure is
asking for trouble! She's gone cut for
the afternoon.”

“But she knew she was in deten-
tion ?* Babs cried.

“1 guess so. Still, she doesn’t
seem—— Cave | Leila whispered hur-
riedly. “Rona!”

Rona it was, coming in with a smirk
on her face. They all stood to atten-

tion while her eyes rapidly skimmed
the class.
“Right-ho! _Now listen to your

names,” she said. “ Give me the deten-
tion register, Barbara.”

Babs handed over the register. One
by one the names werc called out. As
she came to Lydia’s, however, Rona,
apparently by accident, dropped her
handkerchief, and again, by accident,
missed Lydia’s name altogether when
she resumed calling the roll.

The Fourth blinked at each other.
What luck for Lydia, they thought.

But Bahs, watching, wondered. Had
Rona really missed Lydia’s name by
accident? Her mind went to the lines
which Lydia had not attempted to do.
Was there an understanding between
Rona and Lydia? ]

And if an understanding, why?

Not without reason, Babs’ thoughts
turned to Thalia.

Both Rona and Lydia had shown
their dislike of Thalia, Both, in their
own ways, had tried to make things as
awkward as possible for the undis-
ciplined gipsy girl., Was that their
common bond—baiting Thalia? But
why should Rona want to bait her?

“Hallo, what have I got hold of
here 7 Babs asked herself.

She thought of the dressing-gown
sash; she thought of the unknown
plotter who had tricked the Fifth into
making 4 raid so that she could attach
herself unkmown to the party. Had
Rona been that mysterious one? Was
the owner of that sash really Rona,
who, for some reason, wanted to get
hold of Thalia’s locket ?

The question was—how to prove that
the sash belonged to Rona?

“QOnly one way to do that,” Babs
musingly told herself. “Cateh Rona in
the dressing-gown to which the sash
belongs. A night operation, Babs, old
scout,” .

Detention—a dreary and wearying
task—dragged to its end at last, As
goon as it was over, Babs got hold of
Bessie Bunter.

“ Bessie, game for a lark tonight?”

Her plump studymate blinked.

“What sort of lark?”

“Just a lark,” Babs said. “A sort
of joke on Rona. I want you to do a
spot, of ventriloquising after lights out.
And if,” Babs promised, *you hring, it
off O.K., I'll let you have the remains
of the iced cake I brought back from
home with me.”

Bessie’s eyes brightened behind her
thick spectacles.

“H’m! Well, of course, Babs, T'd
do it for nothing—but—but you really
mean it about the cake?”

Babs grinned

“Of course, you goose!”

“Then,” Bessie smirked with great
satisfaction, “just tell me what you
want to do.”

MEASTINE—WHAT of Thalia? .
Outwardly, she was the quietest
and most obedient girl in detention
that afternoon. But inwardly Thalia
was o battleground of cmotions.
Those emotions were centred chiefly
around Lydia Crossendale—Lydia who,
she hid convinced herself now, had
played her a mosf spiteful trick by
stealing her treasored locket. Mare
than that, while she and the rest of the
Form worked under the mocking eye
of Rona Fox, Lydia was out enjoying
herself—Lydia, who was the real cause
of her own and the others’ punishment |
Thalia felt her hate for Lydia boiling

over.

But although she knew that the Form
blamed her for this detention, she said
nothing. Thalia was making great
cfforts to hold herself in check. Already
the veport to be given to Miss Prim-
rose when she returned was bad
enough. For her own sake, she must
not make that report worse.

When the order to dismiss came,
Thalia hurried from the room. BShe
went straight down to the school gates
and there took up her stand. She was

oing to be the first to talk to Lydia

rossendale when she arrived.

And this time, if Lydia failed to tell
her where that locket was—

Thalia's darkly handsome face was
very grim.

Hardly ten minutes had passed when
a taxi came howling up the read, and
Thalia’s hands clenched when she saw
the hood was down, revealing Lydia
and another girl she did not know.

The other girl was Laura Levenden,
a rather smart London friend with
whom Lydia had recently chummed up,
and who had come to live in the Court-
field district. Lydia loved smart friends;
and smart friends from London were
her idea of Society's cream.

Thalia drew back. She heard Lydia
eagerly talking.

‘* And to-night,
it’s to-night?’

“To-night,” Laura chuckled, *at the
dance hall. Wear your best fancy
dress—that harlequin thing—and T'll fix
it with the M.C. that you get a prize.
Pal of mine, you know. What time will
you be there?” .

“ About eleven,”™ Lydia said. * That

will

o?*
“Yes; but don’t make it later,

you? The show’s over at midnight, you

know.” s

Laura—you're sure

_eavesdropper |
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Thalia’s lips curled in scorn. She
guossed from that conversation what
wag being planned, and she knew
enough now about the rules of CLff
House to guess that it was dead against
them. Lydia was arranging to attend a
fancy-dress dance—and to do that, of
course, she had to break bounds.

“T'1l be there,” Lydia laughed, and
stood in the road, waving, as the taxi
bowled off; and then, turning, she saw
Thalia and gave a violent start.
“Yon!” she cried. * You—you heastly
What do you mean by
spying on me?"”

Thalia advanced towards her.

“] am not spying on you,” she re-
torted, but she paused, and very
queetly, right in the middle of that sen-
tence, she %azed at the snob of the
Fourth as though-a sudden idea had
come into her head. ‘I am not spying
and I am not listening,” she staled,
‘‘hecause I am not interested in your
doings, But I am interested in my
locket, and you still have that locket.
Will you not now tell me where it is?”

Lydia regarded her with a Dbitter
sneer.

“ After you've chucked my things
about 7*! che asked. * After you follow
me about and listen and spy? Do you
think I'd give you your locket even if
I did know where it ia?"”

“You have hidden Thalia
accused.

Lydia broke into a short laugh.

‘“Have I? Well, jolly well find it—if
you can!”’ She scowled. ‘' And I hope,
if you carry on with 'the same old
methods, it will end in your getting
kicked out! All right,” she added,
hastily backing, as Thalia, hands
clenched, took a step towards her.

But- Thalia paused, and the sudden
stormy, passionate look in her face dis-
appeared. She turned on her heel

“Thalia, I say—Thalia—" Lydia
said, fecling somehow uneasy and un-
certain at that strange, unexpected
quietness. “Thalia—"

With a quick step Thalia continued
on her way back to school.

it

Expulsion—Tlhanks to Thalia!

& UM — my bhat!
Lydia, whe re
are you going?”
Bar! nmgo Red-

fern breathed.

“Shut up and mind your
own business!” Lydia
Crossendale retorted.

It was dark in the Fourth Form
dormitory, but not sufficiently so to
hide Lydia's actions or to lide that
glittering harlequin's costume she was
struggling on to her slim form. -

Babs shrugged. Sm‘ctli speaking,
she should have prevented Lydia goin
out. But that meant reporting the gir
and getting her into big trouble.

“ All right. I'm asleep,” she said.

Lydia grunted. She was not afraid
of Babs. Babs, she knew, would net
report her, and she was confident
enough in her own ability to get in and
out of the school without - detection.
With an impatient gesture sha*ﬂun% her
evening wrap over the costume. Then
she stepped towards the door.

Babs watched. TUnknown and un-
suspected by Babs, a pair of other eyes
were watchimg. They were the eyes of
the gipsy girf, Thalia Pascoe.

The door closed behind Lydia. .

Babs waited, lier mind running over
the details of her own plan. Ten
minutes later, when she i_uessed Lydia
had Bdgot clear away, she trdse and
rous Bessio.  Bessie was asleap—
trust Bessie not to keep awake for any-
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thing once her plump head had

touched the pillow—and came out of a.

dream with a breathless gasp. Babs
pressed a hand over her mouth.

¢ ghush, chump! It's only Babs!
Get up!™ C

“Rh? Put 'tisn’t rising-bell!” Bessie
objected; then, as her slowly awakening
brain grasped the situation, she blinked.

~ “QOh, yes, of course !” she mumbled. “I
sus-say, Babs, can’t we put it off till to-
morrow night ?”’

*Come on!” Babs said.

With a sigh, Dessie rose. In a few
minutes they had donned dressing-
gowns and slippers, and Babs, holdin
Bessie’s plump arm, led her to the Sixtﬁ
TForm corridor, Here the light still
burned. ‘

“Now,” Babs whispered, “do your
best, Besa. The big idea is to kid Rona
out of her room in her dressing-gown.”
She opened the door of the empty study
on the opposite side of the corridor to

room. Babs peered throygh the chink
of the door opposite. Now Rona's door
opened and Rona, holding her dressing-
gown about her, appeared, to stare in
amazement along the empt-{l corridor.
Babs thrilled as she saw that dressing-
gown—a thing of shimmering blue silk
ornamented with white flowers.

sus-say, Babs, it's the omel!”
Bessie stuttered excitedly. )
“Hush!” Buabs hissed. *Shush—och
my hat!”

For Bessie’s whisper, low as it was,
had reached the quick ears of Rona.
They had forgotten for a moment that
Rona had the sharpest ears in the
school. :

In a moment Rona was striding
towards the door. Her face full of sus-
picion, she flung it open and switched
on ‘the light. or amber eyes sesmed
to glow as they fastencd upon the two
juniors. Bessie smiled feebly.

*0 hallo,, R-Rona! Fuf-fancy

meeting you, you know'!”

By Hilda Richards ™!

“Perhaps,” Rona retorted, “I
didn’t ! Her eyes met and held Bar-
bara's in a sort of challenge. *“As s
matter of fact, I missed this sash
yesterday afternoon,” she said. *I can
only assume that some other girl found
it, and has been wearing it. Not an
impossible thing-to happen, is it?”

Babs stared at her. She knew Rona
was blufling, but her story was plausible
enough to convince anyone else.

“And you can’t tell me,” Rona said,
“that you and Bessie are tricking me
out of my bed in the middle of the night
just in order to return this to me. In
any case, you are breaking rules by
being out of bed, and just to remind
vou of the fact you will each do a hun-
dred lines. Apart from that,” Rona
went on, “vou will do a further fifty
lines for playing a joke on a prefect.
Now get back to your beds.”

“(Qh, I sus-say——" Bessie stammered.

Babs looked at her helplessly. Rona,
as usual, had the whip-hand. True she

THE Fourth Formers watched admiringly

in her hand.

as Thalia delicately baianced on the bed-rail,

What an athlete the

girl was ! Nobody had eyes for Lydia Crossendale, as, scowling spitefully, that girl poised, a piece of soap

Rona's. “I'll knock at the door and
slip back, and then you start to ventrilo-
quise in Miss Primrose’s voice.”

¢ Tasy!” glrinnad Bessle, who really
was amazingly olever at ventriloguism.
-Bhe, !lippe(f into the empty study.
Babs, her heart thudding a little, tip-
toed to Rona’s door, uickly she
knocked, and in the act of slipping back
heard Rona’s surprised ‘“Come in!™
from inside the room. B8he nodded at

essie.

-_‘,:.Wﬂl, come in!” Rona cried im-
- patiently. .
pa"Hexx{!' Ronia, I—1 would prefer to

see you here,” came the voice of Miss
Primrose—and Rona must have been
{ to hear it, because Rona,

that Miss, Primrose was

" miles ‘away. * Please, Roha, it is im-
i, "'1;;. Bess, that'll do,” Bab

: p, BA ; 3abs

bre ’:ﬁgﬂd. “You've earned the cake!

_"A  movewient' from 'inside” Rori’s

of the school, was under

“8o it was you!” Rona said.
were ventriloguising, Bessie?” .
« Me—ventriloquising,” Bessie said,
in wide-eyed innocence. “What's that?”
“Don’t be a fool!” Rona rapped
angrily, “Barbara, what's the game?”
ﬁ'abs gulped. I
it now, and they were caught. Bhe
decided to put a bold face on it. i
“There's no game,” she said. “Not
at all, You see, we rather thought you
might like to have this back.” - And,
{ﬂungi.ng her hand into the pocket of
her own dressing-gown, she . ptoduced
the sash. “Because it is youts, isn't it,
Rona?” she added sweetly. “It was
left behind in the Fourth Form
dormitory after the Fifth’s raid.” ;
Just for an instant Rona's eyes
flickered. Then calmly she took the
sag‘hwgnd. examu'ﬁ:i it. - fomvods Ehis
- , yes,” she confessed, is is
‘mine. llyBu.t; what a funny place to fidd
orhaps,” Babs ventured, “you left

is "
it there?”

“You

Well, she was in for

i

... ¥ Bessie, go on,

had discovered what she had set out to
discover, but where, after all, had that
led her? .

Forlornly the two Fourth Formers
stepped into the corridor, and spurred
on by Rona's sour grin, started back to-
Warrfs the ctairs. But as they reached
the botiom of those stairs they both
jumped. .

From the direction of Big Hall had
sounded Miss Bullivant’s horrified veice.

“Thalial Lydial And, Lydia, what

are you doing in that farcy dress
costume " ; e
‘“Babs, 1 sus-say—=" Béssie
stuttered.

d : ,

Babs' heart bounded. Thalia—and
Lydia ! -
I'm going along to
see what's happened.” : s
. Bho did not wait for Bessic’s.reply,
but sprinted off  at once Now . ghe
heard Lydis’s voice shrilly protesting.
Thalia’s voice quickly and. passionately

. (Centinued on page 14)



12

HERE-is your Patricia—home again,
after a really lovely holiday at the
sea and country combined.

I'm afraid I was very old-faghioned
and thought to myself: ** Well, it's good
to be home again ! much as I enjoyed
my holiday.

But periaps that's one of the joys of
holidays—to appreciate your home even
mere on your return. Do you think
it is ? ) ’

@ So Brown

I hadn't realised till now how brown
1 am. You know how it is—while
you're away in the blazing sunshine,
and everyone around you is looking rather
like a collection of gipsies, you just don’t
notice your sun-tan.

It's when you come home again, and
look at yourself in your bed-room mirror,
that you wonder: ‘' Can that brown-as-a-
penny person be mo ?

@ Sun-Bleached

My hair also seems to have gone
considerably fairer, which just shows what
the sun does.

That's very nice, of course, but I'm
afraid it means that it is probably drier
as well.

As I don't want it to go like a haystack
1 must remember to give it a good rub-in
with oil to-morrow night before washing
it the next day.

That's feomething you young things
might like to make a mental note of if
you are hair-critical—as I hope you are !

I hope I shan’t bore you with some
domestio talk, but our carpets hadn't
got the ** moth in,” after all. So the trick
that the ** vaeuum-cleaner man " told us,
of wiping them all over lightly with
eau-de-Cologne, WAS a good one.

Now that it's proved itself you can -

pass it on to your mother—with my love.

@ A Quaint Barometer

What do you think your foolish Patrieia
brought back with her from the sea ?

Why, & huge piece of scaweed—to act
a8 a weather-prophet. (I hope !)

T'va placed it in & flower-pot, which
I’ve paintéd green, and hung it on a nail
in the back porch.

8o now every time I go to the back
door I feel the seaweed, and am trying to
make a reputation for myself as a sort of
bhuman barometer. -

* It’s going to be fine,” T soy delightedly,
when the seaweed is bone dry.

Tur SCHOOLGIRL

UT OF SCHOOL
HOURS

yot.

and wouldn't miss

Week by week your friend PATRICIA writes to
tells you all her own news, about- things
to talk about and things to make—all in that cheery,
chummy way so typical of
schoolgirls have taken

her. Ne wonder a
PATRICIA to their hearts
her weekly pages for anything.

“ Ity going 1o
rain,” I say regret- :
fully, when it feels :
rather damp.

What it will say
when it's geing to
snow, or be foggy,
I don't know.

I'll tell you round
about Christmas-
time—if it doesm’t
curl up and dfop to
pieces on the heads
of our unsuspecting
tradesmen by that
time !

@ A Diction Test

Talking about the weather, do you know
that rhyme which goes : :

“ Whether the weather be cold,
Or whether the weather be hot-—
We'll weather the weather, whatever the
weather,
Whether we like it or not 1"

You read it over aloud to yourself; it
quite tricky to make the ** whether ” and
the * weather " sound different, as they
should, of course, if your elocution is up to
standard.

And if you've got a friend coming to
tea before very long, see if you can
remember to give it to her as a sort of
* dictation test.”

Not exactly the way to treat a guest,
perhaps, but I'm sure she won't mind—
particularly if she geta all the ** weathers &
and “ whethera ”’ right !

T saw such a cute idea in a shop neer us.

It was a pencil with a light attached
to it—for writing in the dark, if you
please.

¢« Now what sort of people would want
to write in the dark 7” I thought to
myself. And then it dawned on me—
when I'd seen the name of the pencil,
mind you.

Tt was called the A.R.P. peneil.

I think I must save up and buy one
for my big brotber Brian, whe'll pro ably
be one of the Militiamen next year.

@ Fun af the Fair

Oh, I went to a fair the other day,
with my small brother, swhose full name
is Heatherington—though don't ask me
why I—(but who is called Heath for
short) and a young schoolgirl who lives
in our road, named Rosemary.

Rosemmary blued at least sixpence

“fairly wildly.
4 bi/e

I was the next one to teke a risk—at
th(]a: garta’ bﬁardd "

*d once heard of a very good player
who had aimed for the “?jo" inPdaalr't-s
at a fair. Three times he' hit it, and
three times his dart jumped out of the
board., So this angry and asuspicious
young man leapt over the barrier and
examiped the darthoard.

And gueas what ? There was a nail
right through the. centre !

“ They don't catch me like that,”
resolved your Patricia.

8o I.aimed at the 19, Generally I
only %et a 3 when I do this—but believe
me, got a * treble "—that was 057,
Two more darts to -
go, s0 I threw

There was a dou

11 and a 7T—giving

me a total of 86.
And you needed

a score of 85 or

over to win 8

rize.

So off went your Patricia in triumph
with & paper parasol—more surprised
than even the man who kept the darts stall.

And apparently my luck was in, toa,
for I then won twg coconuts—and
Rosemary one. .

But I wasn’t co lucky when I bought a
luscious-looking toffee-apple—for the in-
side was quite bad.

Still I had my trophies to take home—
oven though I'm not very fond of
coconut !

@ A Friendship Record

I expect you made plenty of friends
while you were away, dide’t you ! (And
a good many of you are t;ﬁ, away and
still making them, for that matter.)

Those lucky girls who've been on a
cruise, particularly, will certainly lika to
keep a ‘* Friéndship Reecord ™ of their
heliday. The one in the picture above is
made of several thick shests of drawing
paper cut to posteard size.

The cover could be a pretty posteard
view of one of the places on the trip,
or else an enlargement of a favourite
snap. You place the posteard on top ofthe

per and then jab two holes through
all thicknesses and thread bright m&ga
or coloured string through. G

Inside, you can keep snaps, names
and addresses — autographs — or any
cuttings from leaflets, - ;

Tt will make a fascinating little- soxne- /-
thing-to-do while you are at home.before
going back to echool again, and give you
& record. that you will love ta look back |

tyying to ‘“ hoop & watch ¥__though why#® on when holidays are just a memory.

I couldn't make out—since they were
men's watches 1 .

Anyhow, she didn’t win anything, so
we passed on.

Bye-bye now, pets, until next week |
Your friend, :
I’ATRIGI_A.I ;
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DO you ever get a sort of in-betweeny
feeling when you've come homse
from your holiday, and it isn't

quite time to start school again ?

I know a good many schoolgirls do,
end are often wondering what to do
next. . : i

Well, here are some suggestions that
may appeal to you—according to whether
you are thefoutdoor girl, fond of exploring
or the stay-at-home type. -

The outdoor %irl should certainly con-
sider some long hikes. For these a friend
is nice, I sdmit, but if yours are all
away, or not available, then the next
best thing is a dog. (Some people insist
they are even botter than a buman

\ eompanion—but that’s not the point !)

If you haven't a pet of your own, I'm
quite sure some of your neighbours
have—and would their hounds love a
jaunt with you.?

You should trot along to your nearest
public library and find out something
about the places of interest around your
home, It’s aur})riaing the number of
people who live Eimﬂf surrounded
by all sorts of exciting things—yet don’t
know it ! :

AROUND AND ABOQUT

I don’t have to remind London girls
of the sights and discoveries therd are
to be made in our city, nor of the miles
of * country ” walks there are to be
found in parks and heaths right in the
town,

But the country girl also, can find
heaps of historically interesting places
near her home—quite apart from the

MOBT of us like to bring back some
- little trophies from the heach
after our holiday, don't we ?

But: it ien't always that we lmow
-_just what to do with our " treasures "

;=—gapedially shells, ’ s
Bo_here are some suggestions. :
~Théy ‘would make really pretty pin-
‘oughion}, -either for -y ““or to give

‘Bway. & gmall pressnts,
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A HOLIDAY AT HOME

Some suggestions for making the most of those
daoys between the seaside and the return to school.

delights of the countryside iteelf—if

she will make inquiries,

Often the grounds of large hguses
are open to the publie, free; therd are
ruing to be explored, monuments to
puzzle over, and historical landmarks
to thrill,

ALL FREE

Museums generally sound rather stuffy,
I know., But they can be a source of
delight and wonder if you really make
up your mind to be interested. And
once you'ré interested—well, I'm afraid
you'll never he bored again.

For most of them contain treasures
to satisfly all tastes—stamps, coins, wild
flowers, birds, lovely china, and historical
relics. _

The joy of them is, too, that generally
they ore frce to enter.

{Perhaps if there were a fee to pay,
it would make them seem more exciting !)

So this means that these pleasures
will cost you nothing—unless, of course,
there are bus and train fares to consider.
But these are well worth while from
your holiday pocket money, particularly
if you take sandwiches with you—so
that you have no expenses for *“ tuck,”

IN THE HOUSE

The stay-at-home girl will find Jots
to interest her in and around the house.
She should make wuwp her mind to do
something fresh each day.

“ Decorating ¥ & room sounds pretty
ambitious, I know. But you'd never
believe how easy it is to distemper a
room in & gay new colour, or to apply
fresh paint to window-sills, and skirting
boards.

This is not o cheap pastime, of course
—but it would cost considerably less
than if done by qualiied decorators.
And father would give you all necessary
hints, 'm sure.

© Turning out wardrobes and tidying
chests of drawers doesn’t eound very
glamorous—but it can be engrossing,

and so satisfying in its results.

Or perhaps you'd like to make a fire-
soreen to cover up your bed-room grate.

A very enappy one can bé made from
a sixpenny clothes-horse, a piece of
cretonne, and some drawing-pins.

You 'place the material—keeping it
straight and smooth—over the * horse,”
and fix it in position with drawing-
pins. That's all } ,,

But what a difference it would make
to the appearance of your room.

IN THE GARDEN :

Or you may like to get into the garden.

8o what about giving father's gar.
dening tools a ireat—and father himself
a grand gurprise ?

Clean all the mud off with a stiok,
or trowel, and then rub them over with

oan oily rag. o
Do the deck-chairs require s patech-
up 1 It's quite simple to apply new

“ seating accommodation,” you know—
for the canvas can be bought all ready.

Perhaps the family car could da with
a super-clean and polish, and I'm quite
certam the bikes would love a good
oiling and touching-up. :

So, altogether, you see, there’s tons
to do

80 much, in fact, that you’ll be posi-
tively astounded at how quickly school-
time will come round again! -

T LT e A s e e tarnnana o

FRESH FROM THE SEA

Would you like to make/ these novelties from the
shells you've brought back home from your holiday ?

FOR PINS AND NEEDLES

First you should serub the shells
and dry them thoroughly. Then gather
reund the edge of a little circle of velvet
or velveteen and pull up the cotton,
leaving long ends to be snipped off
later.

Fill the inside of the shell with hran
or sawdust and then tuck in the velvet
cover, Glue this to the inside of the
shell, and the pincushion is eomplete—
unlegs you like to bore a hole in the
shell and thread ribbon through, so that
it can be hung up.

A COLOURFUL GARDEN

A seaside garden is another idea you
might like to carry out. You will want
an old soup plate. Then on this you
arrange sand, pebbles, and little shells,

A Dbig shell in the middle looka rather
like a cave or a pagoda, and the Eastern-
looking archway is made of dead match-
sticks tied together.

A piece of mirror in the centre would
make a convineing looking lake, and
you can even plant tiny cactus or rock
plants among the sand to add o touch
of ** greenery ' to your seaside garden.




I+ “Only Babs Could Control Her!”

(Continued from page 11)

speaking. 8he reached the scene, to
find Miss Bullivant there, and in front
of her Lydia and Thelia. Thalia's face
was darkly sulky; Lydia’s white with
terror and anger.

“Thalia 1" Babs cried.

“Barbara, don't interferc!” Miss
Bullivant rapped. “Lydia, apparently,
has been out—and not only out, but to
a fancy-dress dance. Thalia herc infer-
cepted her, and prevented her from

coming in.” .
* Thal'i,n 1” Babs started. “Thalia,

why—
- *“8he wanted to get even with me!”
Ly@ia flamed out. “Sneaking and spy-
-~ ing this afternoon, she found out I was
going to the dance to-night. When I
tried to get in at the lobby window she
wouldn’t let me, and created a fine old
shindy to bring Miss Bullivant on the
scene,”
_ Thalia regarded her with smoulder-
ipg eyes.

“I'also am to be reported, am I not?
,And still you refuse to say what you
have done with my locket? If you had
told m * )

“Qirls, please !” Miss Bullivant broke
in. “8ilence, both of you! You will
‘rouse the whole school—indeed, I per-
“edive you Lave already aroused Bar-
bara. = Barbara, take both these girls
back to the dormitory, and to-morrow
both of them will report to me. Lydia,
this will probably mean expulsion !”

“Qh, my hat! Come on!" Babs mut-
tered. -*Lydia—"

Lydia was almost sobbing now—sob-
bhing with temper and with fright.
Thalia, seeing the look which Babs gave
her, turned away, and of her own
accord whisked hastily towards the
stairs. :

“Expelled 1” Lydia muttered. *Fx-
pelled.through that cat!| Babs—"

“But, Lydia, it was your own fault,”
Babs began. - i

C4Ip wasn’t, my fault!” ‘Lydia pas-
sionately denied. “If it hadn't been
for that cat I should have been in bed by
now. She planned this! Sneaking.and
spying this afternoon, she got wind I
was off on this jaunt, and then refused
to let me come in until I gave har her
beastly locket. "And now—expelled!”
she panted. “And that, Barbara Red-
ferlnl,” is the girl you've chosen for a
pa

Babs was gilent; shaken herself.
Earned though Lydia's punishment was,
it was impossible not to feel pity for
rer,

“But, Lydia, do you know anything
about that locket 7” she asked.

Lydia faced her

* Honestly, Barbara, I know no more
than you do,” she said, “and if you
doubt me you can search everything
I've got. But not,” she added, “(hat
that makes any difference now. The
mischief is done.”

Done the mischief was, but it was
done in more than one direction,
Lydia, boiling with fury and terror,
was in no mood to be merciful or lenient
with Thalia, and within five minutes
of entering the dormitory the whole of
the Form knew what had happened.
Thalia had dene something more than
sneaking; Thalia had got Lydia
threatened with expulsion.

As one the Fourth turned on Thalia.
For once even Babs could find fo word
in her defence. Whatever her motive,
however strong her own sense of loss,
Thalia had acted mexcusably.

And Thalia, because of that, must
suffer. - .

Thalia aid suffer.

In the morning nobody spoke to her,
All sympathy was for Lydia. Only one

word was directed at Thalia before
bieakfast, and that came from Freda
Ferriers. o

“Traitor 1" Freda hisced.

Thalia wineed as if she had been
struck.

She silently finished her dressing and
walked out. More cslowly Babs
followed her, and reaching Study No. 4,
found Thalia there waiting to meet her.
Her faco was quivering. .

“ Barbara, you—you do not hate me?
This morning you have not spoken to
me, What is the matter with cveryone
—they are so cold 1"

“Thalia, don’t you understand that
Lydia is to be expelled?” Babs asked
wearily. “And don’t you understand
that it’s the worst thing that could
have happened to a gitl? And don’t
you understand,” she added, “that it is
your fault she is to be expelled?”

Thalia qguivered.

“1If she‘.Lad given me my locket——"
she persisted.

“Thalia,” Dabs said definitely, “she
has not got your locket. I am certain
of that. You acted wrongly. Not only
have you got Lydia expelled, but you
‘have got yourself reported all over
again and put the whole Form dead
against you. All along I've tried to
keep you in check, but you've let your
temper Tun away with you. .

“I'm sorry, Thalia "—oand Babs really
did feel angry now, though she hated
to sce the expression that-came into
the other’s eyes—*but—but ‘you. are
rather straining friendship—here, I
say, where are you going?” she eried in
alarm.

For Thalia, suddenly putting both
hands to her face,” had rushed out of
the room. . =

—y——

Babs’ Big Bluff!

HE had done wroug.
And Babs, that girl
whose friendshin,
she now realised, she

valued more than anything
else on earth—yes,- even
above her trcasured locket
—despised her! ‘

S0 Thalia told herself as, rushing
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blindly into the cloisters she'sobbed her
heart out on the stone seat there.

At last Thalia quictened. .

Was it too late to redeem herself in
Babs’ eﬂ“’ in Lydia’s eyes, to puf her-
gelf right with the rest of the gchool?

Gone for the moment was all thought
of her locket. Gone now her hatred of
Lydia. Only earnestness of purpose
and an almost frantic anxiety to do the
right thing before everything else was
xrret,rievab%j' lost swayed her.

She’d show Babs. She'd show the
Fourth and Lydia that she was not all
the bad girl they thought her.

Inspired bﬁ that resolve, she felt
happler somehow. On the lockout nmow
for good turns, she went quickly back
to Btudy No. 4. Babs was not there,
being engaged on her Form captain’s
duties, and neither was Mabs nor essie,
but on Babs’ desk were the unfinished
lines that Miss Bullivant had given her
yesterday. .

With sudden inspiration, Thalia sab
down and finished them off. Just
before lesson bell went: they were done.
She rose with a little sigh of joy. OIff
she trotted and put them on Miss
Bullivant's desk. Dear Babs! She'd

ut Babs, as it happened, wasn't.
For it was not from Thalia but from

‘be_pleased when she found out.

Miss Bullivant, who took the first
period of lessons, she discovered
Thalia’s good turn. Miss Bullivans

was rather flinty-eyed as she thrust the
lines back at her in the class-room.

“Barbara, how you hoped to deceive
me into believing these werel\fuur lines
passes my comprehension,” Miss -Bulli-
vant said tartly. “It is plain to sce
that you have given them to somo
other girl to do. Take them back and
consider the impositien doubled.”

“QOh!” gasped Thalia, with a quick
catch of the breath,

Babs blinked, not understanding at
first, But when she recognised the
handwriting she looked in dismay at
Thalia, and Thalia, miserable again
because she had got Babs into fresh
trouble, hung her head.

Still, Thalia was not beaten yet.

She hoped, even if she was making
mistakes, that her mistakes would be
forgiven, Not, indeed, that the Fourth
was interested in Thalia’s endeavours.
They all despised her, and had as good
as sent her to Coventry.

Mid-morning break came. Thalia
knew that Miss Charmant would be
taking next lesson, and wandering off
on her own, racked her brain to think
of some way in which she could gain
Miss Charmant’s good graces. !

Then her eyes shone as, = passing
Miss Bullivant’s study, she saw a
bunch of fHowers on the window-sill.

Thalia beamed. It did not oecur to
her coven to question where those

flowers came from. In' her wild gipsy

life flowers had always been hers for
the picking—they were one with™ the
air, the rain, the wind and grass.
But she ‘remerabered tliat Miss
Charmant liked flowers, and- gleefull
grabbing hold of this bunch, rushe
them off at once to the class‘room -and
sat in thrilled, expectant happiness
until Miss Charmant and the rest of
the class came in, and' fairly hugged
herself when she saw Miss Charmant’s
face light ap. et

The mistress looked over the clss's

_She was going to ask where the flowers

came from, but before she could

&
‘the words out of her mouth, Miss Bu?ﬁ-

vant entered. She
flowers, and gave & mos
stan“;.vh" e R L

“Why, goodness
iy flowers 1” she cg:fd-' &
on my window-sill while ¥

looked “at' the -

st surprised
atious, those’ are
R

went” to.
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fetch a vase. Miss Charmant, how did
theg come here?”

“I'm sure, Miss Bullivant, I don’t
know,” Miss Charmant said, frowning.
“Which girl put the flowers here?”

Thalia stood up.

“ Please, Miss Charmant, I did,” she
gaid. “F—X thought you'd like them,
you_ see.”

“You mean,” the scandalised Misa
Bullivant cried, “you stole those
flowers from my window lo give to Miss
Charmant 7"

Thalia locked utterly dismayed.

“Well, I—I only wanted to do Miss
Charmant a good turn,” she faltered.

There was a titter in the class. But
Babs frowned. .

“1 sce!” Miss Bullivant’s lips com-
pressed. “And in order to do one
mistress & good turn, you do another a
bad one! suppose,” she added, “you
hoped Miss Charmant would relent and
excuse your bad behaviour? I am
sorry, Thalia. If this is an attempt
to reform, it has come too late. Your
recur(? is far, far too bad to be so easily
wiped out, ‘as Miss Primrose will prob-
ahPy agree when she returns this after-
noon.”

“This afternoon !” Bahs couldn’t
help exclaiming, while Thalia turned
deathly pale.

“This afternoon,” Miss Bullivant
aMrmed. “Now, Thalia, please sit
down.”

And Thalia, with a dazed look which
went straight to Babs’ heart, mutely
sat down.

¢ TRur, Bips!” Thalia cried, “what
am I to do? If Miss Primrose
sends me away what hope have 17 Yes,
1 know 1 can go back to the gipsies,
but what is my future with them?”

Her face was wild and desperate.
And Babs, whose heart had been
touched by Thalia’s evident sincerity
to show another side to her nature, felt
the old instinctive liking, bubbling
within her.

“PBut, Thalia, you did wrong.”

#I knpow.” Thalia hung her head.
“Put it is a wrong 1 should never have
done, Babs, if somebody had not taken
my locket. Yet even that does not
secm to matter now,” she added, “th,
Babs, what can I do?” she piteously
burst out.

“Thalia—" Babs muttered, and,
affected herself, went to her and put
a hand upon her shaking shoulders.
“Thalia, please! Don’t—don’t upset
vourself. We—we’'ll make it a)ll come
vight—somiehow, I promise. Tl do—
something 1” .

She went out then. A brave promise
she had made, but a rash promise.
What could she do? Only one little
glimmer of hope had Babs. ]

She still believed that Rona Fox, in
spite of her glib wriggling, had taken
Thalia’s locket. If that could be proved
and brought home to her it would
establish one thing at least—that Ropa
had deliberately persecuted Thalia, and
in, recognition of that circumstance
Miss Primrose might regard Thalia’s
shortcomings more tolerantly. But how

"to prove it?

And why, if Rona had that locket,
had she stolen it?

The one link between Rona and her
misehief-making was Lydia, -and to
Lydia, Babs went, S8he found that girl
very down in the mouth and looking
forward with trembling terror to the
return of Miss Primose. She was in

™ maod dt all to be spiteful, she was

only gorry for herself,

C“I've %ﬁ. an_idea,” Babs said, “that

if I can.help Thalia I might also help
| dis. . But ‘1 want you. to be

: rq:ﬂk with me, I don’t beligve you've

ot that locket, but I do believe there's
een someé sort of understanding
between you and Rona. Why did Rona
let you off all your punishments?™
“Just,”* Lydia said bitterly, “be-
cause ] was baiting that rotten gipsy
irl. She didn’t like her any more than
did. For no other reason as far as [
know.”
Babs nodded. She was satisfied with
that. But why should Rona want to
goad the gipsy girl—and encouragoe
Lydia into goading her?  Simply
becanse, Babs thought shrewdly, goad-
ing Thalia meant that Thalia would
lose her temper, and in consequence of
losing her temper get herself bad
reports, with the result that she gained
none of the favour she desired in Miss
Primrose’s  cyes. Perhaps, Babs
thought, it was Rona's plot to get
Thalia thrown out of Cliff House.
Why?
Again Babs did not know, nor was

~

BABS allowed a little of the gold chain fo show.
Thalia’s locket | "'

she cried. ‘I've found

By Hilda Richards !5

suddenly, just before dismissal, she got
her idea—a desperate idea im truth, a
colossal piece of bluff.

hen dismissal came, she grabbed
hold of Mahel Lynn.

“Mabs, you've got to help me,” she
said quickly. “TFor Thalia’s sake!
want to find out-if Rona’s- got her
locket. The idea is to bluff Rona into
believing that we’ve found the locket.
You see?” 5

Mabs didn’t, but she had faith enough
in Babs to do as she was asked. She
went off, while Babs, racing up to her
dormitory, grabbed her gold fob and
the echain attached to it, and then,
rushing out again, saw Rona coming
along the Fourth Form corridor in
front of Clara Trevlyn, Janet Jordan,
and Leila Carroll, who had just
emerged from the Common-room, With
part of the chain showing in one fist,
she shounted to them.

‘Clara — Janet — Leila, come and

‘‘ Look at this, girls,"”
In the background

Rona Fox started. She had overhedrd—ijust as Babs had intended she

there time to worry about that then.

should,
look at thia. I've found Thalia's
locket !

The thing was to get the locket from
Rona. But dinner came and she had
thought of nothing. Lessons came, and
still she had not seen & way out, s

All through lessons Thalia sat, white:
faced, wretched, her eyés on the win-
dow, dreading to see Miss Primrose’s
car coming up the drive. .

At last, half an hour before dismissal,
it did come.

“Babs—Babs, she's here!” Thalia
choked. “Oh, Babs, what shall I de?”

Babs clenched her hands. She must
do something—must, must, must! Ten
minutes later Miss Charmant came in.
She had a word with Miss Bullivant,
who was in charge, and then looked at
Thalia.

“Thalia, Miss Primrose wishes to seé

- L
With tottering steps Thalia left, the
room, her lasi longing, despairing
lance all for Babs. Never ih her life
ad .Babs seen so stricken a lock on
ang girl's face.
linutea passed—five,

tem, fifteen.
Babs sat biting her lip.

And then

© her face

She saw Rona give a start.

“What?* cried Clara.

“Yes, comeand look ! laughed Babs.
“I say, it's wonderful, isn't it?
found 1t—oh, you'd never guess whera!
Hallo, Rona,” she added, as the prefect,
suddenly twitching, stood
before her.

And Babs allowed a little of the gold
chain to slip through her fingers.

“Where did you get it7” Rona asked
almost hoarsely.

“Just where,” Babs cooed, ‘it had
been hidden, you know. uite a
cunning spot, wasn't it, Rona?”

Clara & Co., not quite understanding,
stared, and their eyes widened as Rona,
in sudden agitutedb fury, swept away.

“Babs, what's the game?"” demanded
Clara.

“The game,” Babs said, "is that
Rona fancies I've stolen that locket
from her. Come on, everybody! I
think we're going to save Thalia yet.”
. All;.d she followed on the prefect’s

ee, . '



16 “Only Babs Could Control Her!"”

MABEL Lyny, hidden behind the screen
in Rona Fox’s study, held her
breath as the door came open and Rona
stepped into the room.

“It can't be it—it can't be!” Rona
muttered agitatedly. “Those little cats
—those spying little cats!”

She orossed to the wall. Above the
fireplace hung a small miniature paint-
iug on ivory. |

he grabbed it down, and Mabs
watching round the edge of the screen,
stared ns she pulled open the back of
the miniafure and toppled something
out on to her hand.

“Bluff 1” cried Rona. “They didn’t
find it! It was just a plot to scare me,
and I, like a frightened fool, fell for
it! T—" And then she wheeled round
—too late. “Mabel Lynn |”

For Mabs, throwing the screen aside,
had jumped. And -before astonished
and startled Rona realised what had
happened, Mabs had snatched _the
laoﬂet from her hand, was making
b'a.n%‘mwlrda the door. .

“ Mhbel, come back I” Rona shrieked.

Out of the room and down the
passage Mabs flew, glust as Bebs & Co.
appeared at the end of it Babs saw
the locket which dangled from her
hand, She saw Rona.

“ Mahs—quickly ! Head’s study,” she
cried. “Clara, Janet, Leila—keep
Rona away!”

She caught Mabs' hand. While Clara
& Co. stood barring Rona’s way, she
whisked her off. Her heart was leapin
then. Het last minute ruse ha
succeeded.

Would they save Thalia at last?

Into the Head’s study Babs and Mabs
pelted, to be greeted by e surprised
and angry cry from Miss Primrose.
Miss Primrose was at her desk, and in
front of it, her face white, her eyes full
of misery, was Thalia. And with Thalia
was Miss Tharmant and a strange man
Babs had never seen before.

Gasping, Babs dro}gped the locket on
Miss Primrose’s desk, and at sight of
it Thalia gave a jump.

“Bu;:;‘a, my locket! Where did you
get it?

“From the girl who stole it from
you in the first place!” Babs cried.
‘Rona Fox, the girl who's been

making things difficult fer Thalia all .

along 1

“Rona!” It was the sirange man
who epoke. He had also jumped to
his feet. With eyes full of wonder he
was staring at the locket. “Rona is
my niece,”’ he said. “Rona is practio-
ally my adopted daughter. But this—
this—Miss Primrose, let me look at
that!" he oried, with sudden agita-
tion, glancin sttnnsely at Thalia. He
took the locket and snapped it open.
“Yt—it's the same!” he.cried hoarsely.
“The same! My wife's locket !”

“Er! Hem!” Miss Primrose said
flmteredly “ Mr. Fox—"

Mr. George Fox
hand across his forshead.

“Miss Primrose, forgive me!” he
said. “1 had no idea when I called
in that = thing of such staggering
magnitude could happen. But this—
this locket belonged to my little
daughter, whom I have given up as
lost these last twelve years. She dis-
?‘ppeared during a thunderstorm in the
orost of Dean, when we were cara-
vanning on holiday, and—and she had
this with her.”  Again he looked at
Thalia, and now there was something
in his face which vaguely awed Babs.
“And you—you had it?” he cried.
“You— My goodness, now I begin
to eee the likeness to your mother!
Toll me, Thalia, have you a birthmark
—a butterly—on your left shoulder?”

assed a trembling.

“Yes,” Babs cried
“Thalia show it—logk!” .
And she pulled aside the bewildered
girl’s collar, The butterfly mark was

excitedly.

revealed. Mr. Fox drew a deep breath.
“My little girl!” he breathed.
“Thalia, look at me! Don't you

realise—] am your father!”

From Thalia came a low, quivering
cry.

Miss Primrose sank back, shaking
her head bemusedly. Babs beamed at
Mabs.” Now she saw the plot, now she
guessed everything!

Rona, seeing that locket, hearing the
story of the locket, had guessed who
Thalia was from tf:e first, and Rona,
who must have known that her uncle
was due for an early visit, had been
in mortal terror lest he should, by
accident, see the locket on Thalia when
he ¢ame. In that case, of course, Rona
wounld have had to take a back place
in her uyngle's affections.

And s¢ Rena, not Lydia, had stolen
and hidden the locket, and Rona,
soared of the
tried to goad her into getting herself
thrown out of the school.

Clear as crystal, the whole thing
became then. :

That reunion between father and
deughter was interrupted, however, by
the arrival of furious-faced Rona. Into
the study she stormed, only to turn
deathly white whe.. she saw her uncle,

He faced her sternly.

think I begin to

“Rona,”’ he said, “
understand what has happened.  You
stole this locket! Meanwhile, I think
we ought all to be grateful to this girl,
Barbara and her friends for the mag-
nificent way they have helped Thalia
and brought all this unhappy business
to a very marvellous end. Thalia, my
dear, you .will ecome home with me
afterwards.”

“And—and I'm forgiven?” Thalia
asked falteringly.

“Things were made awfully difficuls
for her, Miss Primrose,” Babs put in.

Miss Primrose gazed at Rona for a
moment,

“0Of course, my dear,” Misz Primrose
murmured kindly. “I am sorry your
experience at this school has not been
happier, but if there is anything I can
do for you by way of recompense——"

Thalia smiled.

“It—it was my fault that Lydia
foh into that bother, and as I am to
eave the school I should hate to leave
feeling that T havo hurt another girl,

resence of Thalia, had R
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and—and if you could forgive Lydia
I

Miss Primrose hesitated. .
“Well, perhaps—well, in the circum-
stances, ves!” she said.. “Very well,
Thalia, will not expel Lydia, and
ou .may as well tell her so yourseli.

eantime, my dear, let me wish you
every happiness and success in your
new life, and also,” she added, looking
gratefully at Babs, “allow me to extend
my thanks and admiration to you
Barbara. Now, as Mr. Fox wishes to
talk to Rona, you may all go.”

And they went, taking Thalia with
them. They went first to Lydia, lift-
ing that giri7 from the utmost depths of
despair into sudden raptures of happi-
ness. 'Then they whirled off to the
tuckshop, there to make merry and
spread the great story and to invite
everybody within reach to come and
celabra.te! the wgnder_f,ul occg.ulmn fanglyg
congratulate the gips irl o 1
House. But in the Hyea.cf’s study Mr.
Fox, grim and stern, was alone with

ona.

1 think I know exactly why you
acted as you did,” he said coldly *and
I'm bitterly ashamed and d!ﬁaEpomt_ed
in you. You would have kept me
from my daughter because of your
selfish ends.”

Rona hung her head.

“And for that,” Mr. Fox said con-
temptuously, “I1 completei{j disown
and disinherit you. And I hope,” he
added, it will be a lesson to you never
to let your spite have iis sway again.
Good-bye !

He took up his hat. He went out,
Ienvini Rona standing like a statue—
until she heard a great roar of cheer-
ing from the quad, and, looking
through the window, saw Babs, Thalia,
and a crowd of other cheering %irls
surrounding Mr. Fox, to drag him
off in triumph to the tuckshop. .

Then all at once an amber flame lit
up her cyes, Fiercely her hands
clencheds

“Thalia takes my place, does she?”
she muttered. “Andp for all of it I
have Barbara ~Redfern to thank!”
She quivered a little, but her face was
fierce and hard, Very well, Barbara

Redfern! Very well! I will make
you sorry for this day's work. My
chance will come ! Just wait!”

And as another happy burst of cheer-
ing reached her ears she whirled from
the study.

END OF THI® WEEK'S STORY.

COMPLETE NEXT WEEK

4

. THRILLS, EXCITEMENT, and
BAFFLING MYSTERY for
BARBARA REDFERN & Co.

with—

heart, full of schoolgirlish spirits.

on ruining her chances in the race.

When Berry Osborne, one-time scholar at Cliff House, and now &

racing car driver, came to compete in a !  ope
Babs & Co. were delighted. Berry was a sport, still a madcapat §. ©

time with her. And so they did—but with the most dramatic corn- 2
plications when it was realised that

Hilda Richards story.

big race near the school,
They knew they'd have a grand.

Berry had a secret enemy hent §
Be sure to read this magnificent.

AN
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COMPLETE this weéek. Another fascinating Canadian story featuring—
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The Hermit's Secret!

{3 EE, Redwing, it looks like
we've bitten off more’n we
can chew this time1”

Kit Hartley, of Red Ranch,
spoke in tense tones, and her face was
pale under the sun-tan that the open:
air life on the Canadian plains had
given her.

There was every reason for her con-
cern. She and her Redskin -friend
were handling a canoe that was speed-
ing towards roaring rapids only fifty
yards ahead. The roar was eafen-
ing and the speed.of the water much

., greater than Kit had bargained for
% when she set out on this journey.
But there was no drawing back now.
They could not stop the canoe. They
had all their work cut out to prevent
:= it ronning out of control. )
“ Not paddle more,” said Redwing

Iy,
3 -Ki%feaued her paddle. She sat in the
fore part of the canoe and Redwing
behind; for the Redskin girl was an
expert, and Kit had left the steering
o

Oh ¢ ;
. roeky ‘cliffs of the large canyon. If
they. were-flung into the water they
stood:a-ohance of being crushed against
@-focks, or stunned and drowned.

I ii they did -manage to shoot those
riishi rapids, - then their mission
i goad-as over, for there was

r side-of them were the steeg

or RE

i T ‘.; *\

a_hwd all the way-to the.

The old hermit was short of
food, and alone—alone with
sad memories of the past. Kit,
hearing his story when she took
him food, resoived to try to
help him, never dreaming of
the astounding consequences.

“If we make it,” said Kit, “it’'ll be
the last time I'll take food to the
hermit. He’ll have to stop heing a
hermit i

In the canoe was a hamper that they
were taking to the old man who spent
his life in the catacombs on the far
side of the canyon. The bridge, that
was his only means of access to the
mainland, had been swept away in a
gale, and he was stranded without food.

Kit had not hesitated to answer the
call for help which he had sent pinned
to an arrow shaft, but the thought came
to her now that to have waited until the
river had calmed would have shown
more wisdom.

Twenty yards to go, and the cance
was shooting along at hissing speed.

Kit set her lips, and with eyes alert
for rocks, ready to turn the nese of
the canoe if they headed for one, she
knelt with every muscle tense.

A moment later they were in water
that seemed to heave as though it
boiled. It roared and thundered,
hissed and ffbthed. The canoe leaped
and jumped. For one awful moment
it seemed to-heel over.

Tt seemed incredible to Kit that a
moment later they had jumped down to
calm water, and were still on an even
keel ! But they were safe and sound.

“(ee, it's over !” she breathed.

“Bad, bad—much water,” nodded
Redwing. “Safe now.”

At easy speed they ;;z.ddled on to the
landing point, where Kit, cupping her
hands, called up.

“ Ahoy, there! Harmit—food I”

On the rocks above she suddenly saw
a bearded man. His beard was white
and patriarchal, and even though his
face could not be clearly seen its outline
suggested dignity.

“ Hallo |” he called, in gentle, guaver-
ing tones

“We have brought.food,” said Kit.
“Shall we bring it up?”

“Thank you !” he replied.
Kit gave Redwing a nod and they

- stepped out of the canoce, the Redskin

" girl carrying the hamper.
eagy to climb the pathi‘ but though he

_ reluctant to let them eclimb

It was not

came down to meet them, they were
s0 much more sure-footed than he that
th? met him two-thirds of the way.

. Kit, halting, studied him with great
Lz;teresiﬁ l He was a handsome old r.mvmci
ia whole appearance spruce, an
utterly different from what she had
e:sec ed. His white shirt, although
faded, looked as though it had heen
just recently washed, and his hands
were soft and refined. '

“You should not have undertaken so

reat a rizk,” he said. “It's mighty

ind and brave of you to come and
hellf an old man.”

He made to take the hamper, but
Kit shook her head.

“That’s all right, granddad,” she
said. “*We’'ll bring it up the rest of
the way.” o
. Kit had a persuasive, rather dominat-
ing manner, and the hermit, although
farther,
finally turned and went ahead.

‘.‘Aigmtt lonely home yeu’ve got,”
said Kit, dumping the hamper when
they reached the top of the climb.

“Lonely, maybe, but this has been my
kome for twenty years or more, and
it'll be that till my reckoning’s run.”

“Without the bridge ! Kit asked.

The hermit noddeg. .

“Without the bridge it will be hard;
but the bridge will be repaimed. 1
cannot leave mﬂ home. To you it may
seem strange that I want to be alone,
but then, you do not know my story.”

He took up the hamper with an ease
which revealed that although he seemed
old and frail, he was still quite strong.
Ha.vm? done so, he took a small roll of
notes from his pockef, and, in a most
embarrassed manner, asked Kit what he
owed her for the hamper.

“I still have money left, and I'd like
to pay for what you so kindly brought,”
he explained. “And for any other
expense you were put to.”

“Just a minute!” said Kit, taking
his arm. “Let’s get this talked over.
The bridge won't be repaired for
weeks, I’'ve managed to bring the food
this time, but I can't promise to do it
again, And the cowboys won't. ¥ou
can take it from me they’ll bring you
over to our side of the crevasse rather
than that.” L

The hermit eyed ker—firs§ with per-
plexity, and thea alarm.

“You mean they will t.:"}y to take me
from here?” he exclaimed.

“'Fraid so,” Kit said gently. “But
what’s the attraction about these caves
that keeps you here1*

“Painful memones,” he murmured.
“J—I— My son—my only son—went
into the catacombs and never returned.
That is why I am here; that is why I
shall always be here. Now_ that my
son has been taken from me I have no
wish to go out into the world.,” -

By .
Elizabheth Chester
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Your Editor's address 1a:—
The SCHOOLGIRL Office, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

roat favourites amongst them? IF vou

ave, that is where you can Onee again
be of assistance to your Editor—by
mentioning your preference next time yon
write to Miss Hilda Richards or myself.
Will you? Thanks so much.

Now here is a treat for those of you
who like to read about motor-racing.
Next week's Long Complete (L House
story, entitled :

“ THEIR CHUM, THE MADCAP SPEED-
GIRL

[T

features that exciting sport. X

The madeap speed-girl is a one-time
scholar of Cliff House named Berry Osborne
—and how you will like her! Berry left
the school some years before and is now a
voung woman, and a dashing racing driver.
But at heart she is still the same old
cheery madeap, always ready for fun.

You can imagine how delighted Babs
& Co. are to be with her, The thrills they
have with her on the racing track—the
excitement in school |

And there is more to it than that.
Another old girt plays her part in this
story—to say nothing of a mysterious girl
speedster, who seems to be aiming blows
at Berry.

Is Berry worried? Not a bit, So
Babs & Co. deeide that it is up to them to
protect their delightful friend.

It’s a grand story, girls. I know you'll
enjoy it.

Valerie Drew will be with you again
next week, of course, She is certainly up
against a very intriguing mystery, and a
very intriguing character, too, in Johnoy
Jevons, len therc is * Kit of Red
Ranch” and Patricia saying * Hallo"
ohce again, with two delightful pages of
* somebhing to interest and amuse all
schoolgirls.” And, to complete another
issue of THE SCHOOLGIRL, a few words from

Your very sincers friend,
THE EDITOR.

Y DEAR READERS,—Thiz week
1 want to ask your help.

I have told you before how
helpful your letters can be in aiding me
to have stories written which are generally
popular. For instance, when I hear from
a vast number of you that a story starring,
say, Diann Royston.Clarke against Babs,

leased you immensely, I know that those
wo characters in confliet is a * winner.”

This information is passed on to Miss
Hilda Richards. She makes a note of it,
and some time in the future another story
starring these popular Cliff House girls

np%aq,rs.

his applies equally to other eharacters,
of ‘course. )

~In fact, girls, If it wasn't for your
friendly and extremely helpful letters, I
should probably find myself a little
doubtful as to the exact type of story to
give yon. So let me say a little ** thank
vou ' here and now.

But beyond “just the characters we
have different backgrounds to stories.
For instance, since the beginning of this

ear we have featured ice-skating, table
nnis, amateur dramatics, dogs (pet
storles), domestie activities (when Babs &
Co. became cooks at CLff House), horse
tiding, trensum-huut.in%, motor-car racing.
Very varled, eh, girls ¥ Have you any

Kit ‘eyed him with deep sympathy
and _pity as he told them the whole
tragic story. The hermit was a pro-
fessor who had visited the caves to
examine .them scientifically. His son,
then a boy of nine, had daringly gone
into the catacombs to explore them.
He had never been seen again.

The tragedy had happened many
vears ago~—a full twenty—but from that
day -the hermit's interest in the outer
world had been lost. - :

Kit’s sympathy touched him; and
when - she asked if she might see his
home he hesitated only a moment
before agreeing.

Never . having explored the cata-
combs, Kit approached them—and it~
was with a sense of awe. They bur-
rowed into the mighty hill—a network
of caves and corridors, one leading
into another endlessly,

The hermit’s home was an outer

“No, there is no way through, 1
have sought it for so many years in
vain,” he said. “But if there were
such a way, my son might have found
it by chance; he might have gone
through to safety.”

_ Redwing looked at Kit in the flicker-
ing light of the match.

“Redskins know way,” she
softly.

But Kit silenced her with a gesture
that she concealed from the hermit;
for she feared that if he heard he
might start searching all over again,
only to have his hopes doomed.

Kit turned back, and, with Redwing,
reached the clear air again, sighing in
relief. There was  something awe-
inspiring and frightening about the
vastness of the catacombs.

‘There and then Kit rgade up her
mind that this must remain the old

said

cave, and he had furnished it with man's home no longer, but she said
rugs, a camp-bed, an armchair, a nothing to him about 1it.
stove, and a few necessities for cook- ' Before we go,” Kit said, “I suppore

I couldn’t see a photograph of your
son ¥

The, hermit was only too eager to
show her the one photograph he had,
and, opening a drawer in a simple
cupboard he had made himself, he tock
it from its hiding-place—a large, heavy
scientific book :

The photograph chowed a smiling-
faced boy holding a gun almost as
large as lﬁmseﬁ‘ and looking very
widened into other caves and seemed proud of having it, But Kit stared at
to have no end.’ 1t; her brow contracted, and then she

“Ugh! Fancy getting lost in here!” gave a sharp, startled exclamation.

she shivered. “What surprises vou?’ the hermit
“Bad I agreed Redwing. “But one asked quickly.
way out. One way go through along.” Kit shook her head and did not say
“What? Right through?” asked Kit. what was in her mind,
The hermit’s voice answered her; she ~ “I—I just thought I recognised a
had not realised that he had followed, likeness to someone,” she said, “but I
and she wheeled. guess I'm wrong.”

ing.” But Kit ghook her head as she
surveyed it: It was no home for an
old ‘man. .

Her curiosity fired, she went with
Redwing to the mouth of another large
cave that led on into the darkness. On
the walls were drawings made thou-
sands of  years before by an ancient
race of which there was no other
record. Lighting match after match,
ehe moved on down corridors that
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~-Kit gave back the photograph, but
her heart was thumping fast, For of
a sudden she had seen that same face
older, much older, with a cowboy hat
surmounting it; the same smile, the
same crinkles.

If Kit had had a million pounds she
would have stalked it all that the face
of the cowboy she could see in her
mind’s eve and thz one shown in the
photograph were the same—the same,
making an allowance for the difference
of age. )
She would have staked a millien that
that photograph was of Ken Dallas at
the age of nine years. And Ken Dallas
was a cowhoy signed on only the week
before at her-fathgr’ s ranch !

———

Kit Learns Everything!

STRANGE excitement filled Kit,

so that it was ail she could do

not to tell the hermit what she
thought, but her common sense

was strong enough to rule her impulses.
No good could come of rmsm% this
old man's hopes that his son lived.
She must investigate first. .
So she said nothing more about it

. as she wished him good luck and pro-

mis?d to look him up again within the
weels, ;
“Do not fear for me, dear, kind
friend.” he said, clasping her hand.
“The bridge will be built again, and
life will go on as before for me. Your
kindness in bringing the food I'll never
forget.” : .

Kit looked back as she and Redwing
reached the canoc. He stood at the
top of the precipice waving, and was
still there when their canoe had turned
the bend in the canyon.

“Poor old fellow!” said Kit sadly.

«“He can't stay there—and he mustn’t!

Tor his own sake we've got to be firm,
Redwing.”

Then she broached the thought that
had been uppermost in her mind ever
since she had entered the catacombs,

“Redwing, are you quite sure that
there i3 a way out of those awful
caves "

Redwing nodded her sleck, black-
haired head. ]

“Yes, Miss Kit,” she said earnestly,
“way through. Redwing not been, but
heard tell. Long, long tunnel Vi;llth
water. Long miles—other side hill.

“«Um” mused Kit. “But if the boy
had found it—waal, 1 reckon he'd have
found some way back to his pa.
Someone would have found him. Dut
sugpose he didn’t! Suppose— .

uppose, ran her thoughts, that in
some strange way he had not found
his way back, but had been captured
by bandits, or Indians—

Toven if that' had happened, it was
sast incredible that Ken Dallas could

e the missing boy! And yet—the
more. it thought of it, the greater the
resemblance between the two scemed.

When they reached the rapids, t_hex
ran the canoe to the rocks at the side,
left it there, and on foot picked their
way to a point where the water had
not gained high speed. They had- left-
anotﬁer canoe moored at that point,
ready for their homeward journey.

Although getting the other canoe
over the rapids was beyond them, the -
Indians from whom they had borrowed
them would know how ta do it; an
Kit and Redwing returned . to the
Infdian camp to explain where they had
left it !

Half an hour later they were back at
Red Ranch. X e .

Kit's dad was awaiting her He had.
just heard of her exploit, and he was
frowning in disapproval. P

i ~




EVERY SATURDAY

“Mighty crazy thing, that, Xit,” he
protested, © " " . -
“Borry, dad,” Kit smiled, “but the
deed is doré; the hermit’s got food,
and we're safe. But say! Is Ken
Dallas around 1” ; ;
“Ken Dallas? He’s somewhere
around, yes: but listen hére. I want
no more of these wild outings, Kit.”
“0.K., dad. If you can help me, I'll
fix it that the hermit leaves his cave,”
« said Kit. “He’s an old man, and even
if the bridge was still there, it'd be
wrong_to let him go on living in his
cave alone.” g =
“Witkidut explaining why she wanted
to.sea Ken Dallas, Kit sought him out.
He was grooming & horse, and locked
> up with a smile, . .
Kit felt a queer shivering thrill run
through her as she met that smile; for
it was the exact replica of that the bhoy
of nine had worn_in_the photograph.
. “’Lo, Ken,” said Kit. “If you want
a’ good afterngon’s fun, can
redommend something. Jes’ try shoot-
ing.the rapids in the canyon near the
catacombs,” i
8he saw his face cloud.
“Catacombs! ‘Kind of caves?” he
asked. ) , , &
“Yeah, caves—and plenty of them.”
He shook his head. . .
~“I don’t mind the rapids, but you
can .sure keep the caves,” he said,
frowning. “ Ever since I was.a nipper,
%\:e been scaréd of the caves, Miss
Y ;
Kit's eyes sparkled with excitement.
“Ken,” she exclaimed. “Tell ma
Elogngﬂnng. Can you remember your
a %

She saw surprise in his look; then
he coloured sligrhtly. ’ i
“Waal, yes. Thick-set, dark fellow,”
he said, *Why?” ,
- “Th-thick set—dark?” faltered Kit,
Her_ hopes ~ were dashed to the
ground ; for that description most cer-
tamlﬂe id not fit the hermit | He could
ok Ken's father—and Ken there-
fore was, after all, not the lad whoe
had: mysteriously disappeared. "
"Any{flertickler reason for asking?”
Ken said with a frown, -
“Jes'—waal, curiesity. I—T saw some-
one mightf like you, that's all, and
wondered,” said Kit. .
She turned away then, but she had
taken only a step when Ken walked
after her, and.touchéd her shoulder.
There was a_glint in his eyes, and his
usual!f Eood-‘tempered face wore ‘&
stérn look.
“Has' there bin talk about my dad
bein’ an Injun?” he said challengingly.
Kit stared at him,
-~ “Not_that I've heard talk of, Ken,”
she replied, - :
“Oh! OK.,” ho said, ahashed.
“0.K.,, Miss Kit. - But—these boys
have their fun; and jes' becos I know a
Tot. of Indian talk, they've got to
nigm  me.” . .
e didn't look a Redskin, and Kit
wondered how. the story had . got
around, but she assured Lim that she
hegd had 16 such thought in mind.
Returning to the ranch-house,
gought qut her father. ‘
4 “‘,;eg, dad, if I gave the old hermit
- an ‘nkitation to p;)end a week here—
would you mind 7 she asked.
'!'KN;VT 143 hesitafed a moment.
B4

she

~ I'm not gaying I'd b
& Kit; ‘But he  shouldn’t 1;2
alone there, cut off from the world.

@'ll - qome, " he'll be welcome.
7 "What’s the but?” Kit smiled:
w're mot: going o cross .those
mﬂ*ﬂn to take the invitation.

er ‘myself sonie way,”

“Dad. You're sure a brick,” said Kit
in delight, and gave her father an
affectionate hug.

Then''she hurried to get pen and
paper and sketch out an invitation that
might tempt the old man to the ranch,

ut Kit did not get very far, with her
1etter; for there came sounds of a com-
motion in the compound. There were
angry words, and then the bark of a

T, .
guKit’s father leaped up; but Kit was
at the door first, .

She ran into the compound and then
drew up, aghast, °
" Darrel Lamoine, least popular of all
the cowhoys, stood half bent, his right
hand gripping hig left wrist as though
in pain.’ A dozen yards from him stood
Ken Dallas, a smoking :six-shooter in
his hand, his face red with anger, :

“My, gosh—you’ve shot him, Ken?”
guspeg 1t ; i ;

‘“He waa drawing his gun, and I've
yarned him before,” Ken said_thickly.
Rldiifd ti}'bdriextﬂcrackll hedrd. about

edsking. I'd let fy——>, = | -

Lamoine looked 313, his face pale, his

eyes blazing, .

“You were brought up by Redskins,”
ho jeered. “If you're not part Redskin
then tell me why that was so%” '

Kit’s . dad stepped between them,
while Bill, the foreman, examined the
wound, 10 announce it was only slight.

“That's the last crack anyone wants
to hear ‘about Ken’s upbringing;” he
growldd. " “Or maybe I'll have some-,
thing to say, too.? -

Kit looked at Ken, silent, her mind
racing with startling thoughts; then
she turned, hurrying away to find Red-
wing. - 3 .

. Ken Dallas had been brought up by
Redskins, And to Kit that was
exciting, significant.

“Redwing,” she exclaimed, when she
had found her friend. *“Where does
that secret outlet from the catacomhs
end? Near to a Redskin tribe?”

Redwin%nodded her head slowly.

“Um. Near,” Redwing agreed.
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EXCITEDLY, Kit led

ti:e other cowﬁoys

By Elizabeth Chester 19

“Then can you get to that tribe and
find’ out if they brought up a white
boy years ago?” said Kit. “If so, get
to_know what happened.” ‘ k
Redwing slipped away, and it was
dark when. Kit, in her room preparin
to go to bed, heard her friend’s ¢il}
below at the window.

““What did you learn?” shé asked
gagerly, leaning out.. ) b

Redwing cupped her hands.to form a
megaphone and called a reply.

“Long time back, ves, “Boy went
away with wandering ‘tribé, Not knéw
what bappened. Boy not know where
he_helong when Redskins find hiri,”

Kit gave a soft whistle; for ehe
realised the truth now. » !

“Gee! .Then he did find his ‘way
out. He found his way out, and lost
his memory, I guess. Redwing—Ken
Dallas is the hermit’s son 1

“Ken not know ?” asked Redwing.

“He doesn’t know, and he 'mightn’t
believe it -if he was_told,” said Kit
softly. “And mebbe his father wouldn't
know, it either. But I've gob a -plan,

edwing—a way out.” i1

On the morrow Kit’s invitation was
sent to the hermit, but no mention was
made in it of his son. The answer that
came_back was kindly, but firm. The
hermit was not leaving his cave !

“Dad, there’s only one thing for it
now—he’s got to be madae to cotin,” said
Kit. “But Jet me go with the men:
we don’t want any rough stuff. And
let me choose who shall go,™ -

And Kit’s first choice, needless to say,
would be'Ken Dallanl - -

Lost in the Same Catacombs !

113 OT a sign of him! He's got
N right into the catacombs.”

Kit looked at the em%tey
5 g cave which, only the day be-
fore, had .begen the hermit’s furnished
home. But he had fled from it after
receiving her note, afraid that he would
not be allowed to remain there,

on to the scené as tHe young

, puncher gathered the hermiit into his arms. They'd found the old
fellow after all—but there was an even more amazing side to it than that |
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Bill looked at the deserted cave and
muttered angrily.

“1f I get this hermit, he'll come

across all l1'igll;t!” hel”grunted. “He
¢ be -plumb craz -
I.nP’GWherg’s he ng’w?" asked - Ken
Dallas, one of the party of fj_ve.“ ,
“In the catacombs,” said Kit. We'd
better search. Fven though he docs

Lnow them well, he might get lost. He
piight have fallen, hurt his leg, and be
there helpless.”

- Kit di not think that likely, but she
wanlﬁe.d to get Ken Dallas into the
cafacombs.

.= It looked like being a job, for whereas

il and the others, with the torches
Etrév ﬁt';d l&u‘ought for this contingency,
were ready enough to stard exploring,
Y back. .
Kenheld prol. Ken 1 acked Kit

“Not exactly,” Ken answered, shame-
faced: “ But caves give me the creeps.
Nothing'll get me in there. ;

Bill and the others were already in-
«ide the caves, the rays of their torches
gelting f}r:.int.e:". as they went farther info
the depths. .

‘e‘Aw{,’ come on, Ken!” m;ged Kit.

“T'm staying right here. . .

«.I{. Then TI'lIl go” said It
«But if you stay here, keep hollering
every now and then to let them dhave
the direction.” .

Kit went into the darkness; but Bill
and the others were already swallowed
up, and though ten minutes passed, she
did not seem to get any nearer to them.
She halted, flashed the torch about her
at the demp walls of the cave, an
shouted. : :

Only the eche of her own volce
answered her, and with a stmn%‘e, pink-
ing uneasinoss, she turnéd back. Pro-
bably she had taken a wrong turning,
and could find the right way now, But
the catacormnb was like a maze. Thera
were turnings \n all directions, and Kit
could not tell one from the other.

When, after twenty minutes at least,
she found herself ai a dead end. her
heart sank, and real fear seized her.

For all she knew to the contrary she
might be a mile from the entrance, and
if she. took the wrong turning and
walked on, soon she might even end up
two miles away.

Fiercely she pulled herself together.
Panicking would not help her; it was a
time for cool thinking. Remembering
that the sound of heavy steps was likely
to reverberate in the stone, Kit dropped
to the ground and pressed her ear to it.
At first she heard nothing, but then the
ring of steps came to her. She ran for-
ward, listened again, and found them
fainter. When she moved back they
sounded louder. Thus guided in the
right direction, Kit hurried on, shout-
ing and whistling. It was joy of the
sweetest kind when she heard Bill's
echoing voice.

“Bill I” she shouted.

“Miss K

Kit joined them, and was quite
startled to sea how scared they looked,
tough though they reckoned themselves
o

to be,

“Keep cool!” she advised. “Don't
let's take any direction without think-
ing. Ken's at the entrance, and I've
told him to holler every few minutes.
His voice will be our guide,”
Pressing_her ear to a wall Kit
listened. For ten minutes she tried in
various places to pick up the sound of
%eu’a voice, and then at last she heard
it.

But it was twenty minutes later that
they saw daylight,

Kit, instead of pressing on, halted.

“Bill—all of you—listen,” she said
guietly,  *“The hermit is somewhere
here. He may be just hiding; he may

it—we're lost !”” he answered..

be lost; he may be ill or injured.
There’s no telling. But he’s somewhere
here. Years ago his son was lost here.
That's why he still hangs around.
Something tells him that his son is still
alive.”

“What, alive after all these vears in
the cataecombs, with nothing to eat? He
must be crazy to think of it!” scoffed

Bill. ,
“But he's right. His son i still
alive,” said Kit quickly. “Only he

escaped from the catacombs—escaped
with his memory gone, perhaps through
shock, through accident. But he’s alive,
and waiting at the entrance of the cave
now. His name is Kén Dallas!” ;
They were silent, .and Bill expressed
their feelings in one word:

“Baloney

“0.K.," said Kit casily. “Let's try
it. out. I'm getting Ken into these

caves. And there's just one way of
doing it. You keep still as you like and
wait.” v

Kit crept forward almost to the bend
that gave. a view of the entrance; then,
as loudly as she could, she velled:

“ Help! Help!”

The sound cchoed and rolled and re-

verberatea. It reached the entrance,
and Ken Dallas heard it.
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Kit did not know what torment he
suffered, what battle was fought in his
mind; but she knew that he was a man
—that hearing that cry he would not
stay outside. . .

Three times she called, and then his
voice rang oub:

“All right! I'm coming

Hearing his steps, Kit dréw back.

“Ken,” she called.

He came into view, and she flashed
her torch onr his white, strained face.

“What's wrong?” he jerked out.
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“We're near the entrance?” Kit
asked.

“Yeah. No more’'n a hundred
vards. Come on, guick ! he snapped.

“It you'd listened, you'd have heard
my voice, and I needn’t have come in.
1 ‘tell you this place gets me scared;
it gives me the creeps.”

l_]ﬁ%it took his sleeve and held on to
him,

“Just a minute, Ken,"” she said.
“The old mans here. We're all
hoarse with calling——"

“I'm the same——"

“All right. Give just one yell. Call

the o,lg oy. He answers the name

Keh stared at her, his eyes wide.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“Dad?” he said.

“8hout for him !’ urged Kit.

Ken took a step forward, stood for
a moment irresotute and then called.

“Hey—Dad! Dad!” he shouted.

His powerful voice rolled and rever-
berated in the catacombs, and Kig,
holding  her breath, waited a
listened, s

Then, so suddenly that even though
she was expecting it, it came as a
shock, she heard the reply.

“Son—I've hurt my leg.
move, Son—"

Ken Dallas, without a torch, pressed
on into the darkness. Close behind him
came Kit!

“Mark the walls—blaze a trail,” she
shouted, “or we'll all be lost!”

Ahead of her,  keeping just within
the rays _of her torch, ran Dallas; the
voice guided him, and a fow minutes
later he halted at the mouth of a dead-
end cave.

_Inside it was the hermit; he had
climbed through the jagged hole in_the
wall, had slipped, and with a sprained
ankle had been unable to return.

Kit flashed the torch on to Ken's
face, and the hermit stared at him
ineredulously.

. “Sc:n—is it really you?
83—

Ken stood still. " His hands were at
his cheeks, and he seemed hardly to
breathe.

“Gee—I—it's coming back,” he
choked.. “It's coming back.”

The hermit, tears in his eyes,
clasped the voung man to him. Despite
the change that time had wrought in
his son’s face, he recognised him. And.
EKen, who, twenty years before, half
crazy with terror in these same cata-
combs, had lost his memory when Red-
skins found him, now regained it under
the counter influence of this new shock.

The mist that had obseured his early
vears rolled away; and his powerful
arms went round his frail father,

“Gee, dad—after all thesé years!”
he muttered. “I got lost here as a
child, before the Redskins found me!
It's ull come back.”

Kit returned to Bill and the others,
her eves alight with happiness,

“0.K., boys” she eaid. “Tha
hermit’s coming to. Red Ranch—and
without the nee dof force—except mebbe
he'll need carrying becauss of his
sprained. ankle.

Bill looked at her in bewilderment,

“Scems kinder like magic to me.
Mean ter say Ken's his son? But gee!
How did you find it out, Miss Kit?”

Kit smiled. :

“Mebbe feminine instinct, Bill. Or
mebbe, I just had a hunch I

It would have been hard to say which
of the two was happier or prouder,
father or son, when they heldp a ocele-
bration party at Red Ranch the next
day; but the guest of honour at that
party was Kit Hartley, and at her
request a Redskin girl shared the
honours with her.

The secret way out of the catacombs
known to the Redskins remained a
sogret, for meither the hermit nor his
son wanted to_go into the catacombs .
again; and Kit’s curiosity was not'
enough to fire her with the desire to
find it, i

The hermit was no-longer a hermit;
Ken’s ancestry and early childhood was
na longer a troublesome mystery—anad
for Kit that was a happy enough end,

I can't

It is—it
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Qur dramatic Girl Detective serial.

'HOLIDAY MYSTE

FOR NEW READERS .
VALERIE DREW, the famous girl detective,
and her clever Alsatian dog, i
FLASH, are on ho!idag at Sunnylands Farm,
V_Ih‘fch 18 run as an hotel by a hard-working,

likeable young girl

DOROTHY DEAN. Dorothy scems to have
A secreb enemy, who Is trylng to drive
gueats from the farm. Mysterious things
happen and suspicion falls upon one of the

gues 0 %
JOHNNY JEVONS, & bolsterons young fellow
- who is a confirmed practical joker.

0
- Valerle; though puzzled by likes him
nevertheless. After some pearls, belong-
.+ Ing.to one of the other gnests, a short-
. tempered woman named :
MRS. OROBY have been stolen during a game
;" " of blind manh's buff, Mrs, Crob dec[dtc;e
pearls

¢ to leave. But Valerle finds t
T ety Wh M o Tl (0 the
¢ where Mrs, ¥ is spending her
Iast hours befors her dgfu.rtme. Bhe
finds the woman‘and several more guests
around a robber tent Mrs,
by owns. It has been punctured by
dozens of pins. Mrs, Croby exhibits a
dkerchief found in the tent's box, and
Valerio sees the initials—J.Y, &he is
astounded, J. J. can only mean Johnny
Jevons, Is he
after A1 Y !
(Now read on.)

,the mystery plotter,

—

. The Watch!

FTER that one dumbfounding
limpse’ of the incriminating
Ean erchief, Valerie Drew’s
' ‘eyes turned i{e‘en]y to gearch the
faces of the group in bathing costumes
gathered around Mrs. Croby.
- Her gaze cdme to rest on Johnny
devons, * It was inevitable. Bhe knew
she must'now, at all costs, decide what
was her real feeling towards him.

'he -Imkini boy, his "hands on
his hipa, still had his usual air of edsy
essurance. ~His attractively bronzed
fuce, despite the tension in the atmo-

Here, fetained'a shadow of its habitual
&Fn. But’ he was plainly puzzled as
~o o *Well us whose hatiky it is, M.
oo Croby1” Johnny uiged. All at once
— his lips t‘witc_he'g, and Valerie saw a
. dHaYacteristio "twinkle in his eyes. ' «1
Ay, don’t” tell us poor old Undle
Nathan's broken out at last ¥
- Valérig: remained silent. She was
ill walghing intenily. .

Bhut up, -idiot!” hissed freckled

i - giving. him a nudge. It's
.your ﬁk}b,gim&e&!ﬁ;"
jgure, Mr. Jevons” ipter-
; acridly, ¥ that that is

® ey

y ?lj»

.your raseally trick—"

<V

\ -
] o Q:ih. \ %

By : i
ISABEL NORTON

She held the handkerchief aléft'with
a shaking hand. . -

“It's yours,” che
“your handkerchief.
* I, J.—Johnny Jevons
there so audaciously,

accused ' him—
The initials are
! And you stand
still glorying in

-Beeing she \]vas_ almost heside herself
with fury, 'Valerie stepped tactiully to
her side! = - - *
“Mrs. Croby, that handkerchief
doesn’t exactly prove anythifig,” she
said ‘soothingly. -~ “We're al] -ver hurt
that you've been treated so bad y, but
we really ought to be certain of our
facts before we say something we
might be sorry for afterwards.”- Ta king
the handkerchief, she tossed it towards
Johnny, “Take & look for yourself—I
A . R T .

AT 9.15 A WATCH STOPPED

And that enabled Valerie to
- make a startling revelation to
everyone at Sunnylands Farm.

don’t think there’s much' doubt-about
it being yours, old son |” .

Johnny caught it deftly and glanced
at the corner where the fateful initials
appeared. His cheeks suddenly
coloured.

“Can you deny that that’s your
property, sir?” demanded grey-haired
Colonel Benn.

Johnny looked up, startled by the

bark in his voice. :
""Can’t deny this very well 1” he
admitted, seratching his ‘head. “T'm
certainly the only *J. J." at the farm.
But - how the dickeng—-o>

“Young man,” interrupted  the
colonel flercely, “we're  all  waiting to
hear what explanation you have to
offer.” .

“ Johnny,” interposed Valerie
levelly, “the handkerchief * was inside
the box with the damaged tent. We
can’t get away from thai,” =~ -

“Well, ‘who——" began Johm
and  suddenly checked = himself.
“Have you found criniinals usually so
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short-sighted,”
leave handkerchiefs lying about ?”

he asked, “as o
“Don't consult Miss Drew,” said
Mrs. Croby, her voice hard and scorn-

ful. Valerie undertook to help us on

& previous oceasion, She was un-
able—"

“Not quite unable, Mrs, Croby,”
Valerie evenly interposed. “T hur-

ried along here, as it appens, for the
special purpose of seeing you.. I came
to give you—these | :
She opgened her handbag as she
spoke; to murmured gasps o? astonish-
ment from the others she handed the
angry woman her missing pearls,
-“1 found those hjdden “in  the
garden, Mrs. Croby,” she explained.
“Hidden in the garden?" A bitter
smile crossed Mrs, Croby’s face.
"Who would hide them there?” she
asked sarcastically. ) “
- "I haven't the slightest idea,” said
Valerie regretfully. .
Mrs. Croby .dropped her pearls into
her handbag. . <
“Thank you, Miss Drew.” She
gave Valerie a frigid smile in which
there was no gratitude at all. .
hope you will enjoy .the rest of your
investigations at the farm. It will not
be my pleasure, unfortunately, to see
how long it takes a trained detective
to discover the guilt of an impudent
little rascal everyonme else can e
right under their noses. - . Come on,
my dears!”  With unexpected gentle-
ness she took one hand of each of
her distressed children. - We'll - have
& nice little paddle instead,” she soath.
ingly told them, *then mummy’s
gomng to take you to a much inicer
place than a farm to spend the rest of
your holiday.” [
Valerie  watched the three of them
crossing the beach. Bhe still felt
rather sorry in her heart for Mors.
roby, even though the woman was so
bitter, yet what it meant most to
Valerie was that, despite all -her
efforts, she had failed utterly ‘to help
Dorothy in any way at all.
Turning towards the suspeeted cul-
rit, she saw bim sitiing down cheer-
Fnll on the sand in the cenire of a
cirle he had just drawp with a sharp
ell. . £ TR
?Ther%’s 'tlhe_ uaugt‘.iue. 't'ﬂag’"
Johnny brightly 'explained, pointing to
a Hﬁe emblem he had stuck at one
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side of his “island.” “Don’t come
near me, anyone, in ease my wicked-
ness is catching.  (iosh, what's that
for?” he cjaculated, as a handful of
sand descended on his unruly locks.

“To give you something to keep
vou busy, instead of talking a lot of
drivel that doesn’t Lelp anyone,”
Valerie answered, brushing sand off
her fingers. “If you'ro slung out of
the farm after this you'll have nobody
to congratulate move warmly than
yourself !”

Turning, before Johnay could reply
to that unexpected outburst, Valerie
called Flash to her side and crossed to
the epot where Mrs. Croby's
punctured tent lay abandoned by its
OWIer.

“Tent, boy!” Valerie whispered to
her pet. “8niff it!"” She stooped and
whispered the word more 1impress-
ively in his ear, to make quite sure
he = understood what she meant.
“Tent I"* she repeated. )

Flash gave a wave of his bushy tail
and Valerie was satisfied, knowing he

wonld  recognise its  distinctive
“rubbery " odour sgain whenever
required.

Glancing back to the beach, she saw
Johnny, still grinning inside his
sandy circle. For a mowment her eyes
narrowed, for she was still as per-
plexed about Johnny as ever. Ho
was either a thoroughly callous rascal
who just didn’t care what people
thought of him, or he was puting on 2
really brave face in a very difficult
position. Which was she to believe?

Tho other bathers, equally baffled,
scemed to be forming two camps,
Colonel Benp, fiercely hostile, was
rallying those who believed Johnny
guilty. I'reckled Marjorie headed the
younger element, who still maintained
nothing was proved,

“What a shocking mix-up!” thought
Valerie unhappily as she remounted
her borrowed bicyele and started to
pedal back to the farmhouse. “1f
otily I could really get something
definite to work on!”

Tor behind all these set-backs, some
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of them quite trivial in themselves, she
sensed something immensely bigger.

hey were all making things more
difficult for Dorothy to run the holiday
farm successfully,

Mrs. Croby's intended departure had
been serious enough by itself, for it
meant a loss of valuable income.
Already, howeyer, it was overshadoaved
in Valerie’s mind by what she had just
observed on the beach. If people
started dividing into two schools of
opinion there would soon be definite
hostility amongst the guests. That
«would be worse still, i

She kept a sharp lock-out for the
gipsified woman who had spoken to
her on her way down to the beach;
for she was still convinced the womau
had some peculiar interest in the
ruins, and had not forgotten once sur-
prising Jolinny in conversation with
her. DBut the spot where she had been
painting was vacant. -

Dorothy met her in the farmyard.
Her eager expression fled as Valerie
made her regretful report; for a
moment or two, hearing about the
damaged tent and Johnny's handker-
chief, she looked stunned with dismay.

“And Mrs. Croby just took the re-
turn of her pearls for granted? Oh
dear!” sighed Dorothy, She made a
plucky effort to smile, in spite of feel-
ing so cast-down at this fresh blow.
“Well, Mrs, Croby isn’t everyone, and
ghe’s always been (lerribly " hard to
please. Perhaps we'll get someone
nicer in her place.”

Valerie, giving her a leartening
smile, entered into the house. Straight
up to Mrs. Croby’s room she went, and
there looked at Flash,

“Tent, boy " she whispered, closing
the door, )

Flash, his nose close to the floor,
crossed to a small dressing-reom open-
ing off at one side,

%‘ollowing him, Valerie found he had
come to a stop where a litter of papers
covered the floor. Here, Flash was
plainly telling her, the tent had evi-
dently lain in its box for some time
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before being taken down to the beach
this morning, )

Stooping, Valerie began to turn the
packing papers over one by one. As
she dis so she suddenly heard some-
thing slip from under one of them.
To her astonishment, she discovered it
was & man’s watch

Her violet eyes widening with imme-
diate interest, Valerie saw that the
glass was broken and the dial crushed,
ag if someone had stepped upon it
while it was lying under the scattered
packing papers.

“My goodness!” Valerie breatlied
with deep satisfaction. “Something to
worl on at last |’

Picking the broken watch up, she
examined it for finger-prints. Its
close contact with the {issue paper had,
unfortunately, rubbed off amy which
had been on it. The watch ifself was
a Crowney—a cheap-priced, popular
model, and one which had evidently
been in use for some time. Small
dents and scratches on the case Bug-
gested that its owner was carcless
about it.

How it had got on the floor in the
first place was still a mystery, but
Valerie did not intend it to remain one
for long. ¢

With the help of this wunexpected
clue the girl detective believed she
would soon be able to put her per-
plexing doubts concerning  Johnny
Jevons at rest for good !

Startling Proof!
[{3 ALLO, Dorothy!” Valeria
heard Uncle Nathan exclaim

in surprised {ones,  “Why
are you moving all the

chairs about like that?”
It was half an hour later, and

Valerie, teaching tie threshold of the
dining-room, AW Dorothy turn
guiltily at her TUncle Nathan’s
question,

“Mrs. Croby and her children left
a few minutes ago, wuncle,” Dorothy
quictly responded. “Naturally, we
don’t want to have three empty places
at the table to remind people of what's
just happened.” '

“Oh dear! What a fool I was not
to think of that!” stammered Uncle
Nathan in confusion, “Let me help
you, my dear. Give me the spare
cutlery, and I'll take it back to the
kitchen. I want to be useful when I
Can.!l

Valerie saw him gather it wup
clumsily, drop a fork, stoop awkwardly
to retrieve it, then shuffle te the
kitchen with knives and forks sticking
in all directions out of Lis hands.

“Sorry, dear!” apologised Valerie,
with a sympathetic smile. “I alwaya
scem o butt in at the wrong moment,*

“Don’t you worry about me, Val”
Dorothy assured her. *TUncle Nathan
always means well. He can't help it
that he’ll never win a prize for tact.”

Valerie smiled and )ﬁe]ped Dorothy
to rearrange the chairs, for she knew
there was nothing else thev could do
about Mrs. Croby now, The sopner
she was forgotten the better, :

“ Luckily,” y !
satisfied glance towards the windows,
“the others sound pretty full of -peg
again !”

Being so near the usual hour for
lunch, cars were driving - into the
farmgard. i -

“Just look at Johnny, Vall* _gj.lﬁﬂ-,
lated Doroth{, observing the tousled-:

ood-looking boy oa;‘_ ing in
¢ -

the middle of the yard, * ..

remarked Valerie, with n

%

-

A
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- _his * ‘humotous eyt
" : 7 Colonel Benn, as stiff as a poker, stared
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Valerie laughed. .
“That's the right expressien this

tine "’ she agreed as she watched his’

, antics.

For Johnny, having made an enorm-
ous tee of chicken food, had mounted
a large, coloured rubber ball on top,
and was now earnestly “addressing 7
it with a wet bathing costume.

“Fore!” yelled Johnny, gazing
aggressively around him at the amused
onlookers. “I¥f that doesn’t, warn
some of you—fivé, six, seven, and
eight as well1” )

But before Valerie could see Johnny's
“drive ¥ a discreet cough in the door-
way caused her to turn her head. Her

smile fled instanily as she saw the
stiff, soldierly figure entering the
ropm. Out of the corners of her eyes

she flashed a sympathetic glance ~at
Dorothy.

For Colon?l Benn, the person ‘in
question, had certainly not forgotien
what had happened !

painful duty, Miss Dean,” he
said primly. “1 regret to have to
inform you I ‘nust Jeave the farm
after tea Lo-day.” !

Dorothy caught her breath, Valerie
stared in bewiderment. Another one
going ! For the moment they were
almost too taken aback to say any-
thing at all.

“Colonel, ['m terribly
Dovothy began uneasily.

“So em 1! Looking grim and

2
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accusing. the colonel turned his gaze'

on Valerie. “Miss Drew will probably
explain,” he said. And Valerie in an
instant” realised how mortally she had
offended him on the beach by suggest-
ing Johnny might ot be as guilty as he
looked. “Miss Drew is my reason for
going, anyway'” ihe colonel sarcastic-
ally added as he turned: on his heel and
left the rooin.

-Valerie bit her lip.

"“Darothy, I'm ierribly sorty,”” she
sadd  unhappily. “Whatever 1 do
seems to be wrong,  You can see it's
me the coloncel’s furious with. It might
even k,"‘f' better if I cleared off, instead
of — __

“Val, don’t be a goose! Of course
you won't!” Dorothy exclaimed *in
amazement, “What ever next?! And
vou came here to have a holiday,
{oo! Why, Val, you must consider me
terribly ungrateful—"

“I don’t think anythin,
Deorothy,” Valrrie assure
haffled smile,
anywhere.?”

of the sort,
her, with a

Her expression suddenly
became more 1houg[l)ltfu], her _violet
eyes grew keener, “Can I take charge
and ask a few questions before the
ghests go away  after lunch?” che
asked.

Dorothly gave her a puszled smile.

“Why, certainly, Val!” she agreed.
“ Anything iyoni suggest goes with me.

uck,

And good toot You deserve a
break.”
Valerie, carefully marshalling her

“thoughts, did not forget to keep a wary
eye on her fellow guests.

“Ladies and gentlemen, may I say
a few words? she smilingly requested,
rising the moment she séaw some of the
‘guests were ready io leave the dining-
reoin. !

There was a stir at every table. .It
was 2 tense moment for Valerie. She
sgw’ Johnhy watching her expectantly,
i eyes still - twinkling.

&t her woodenl

: 4
.. TWe all understand why Mrs, Croby's

. -us, M declared = Valerie, coming

ight to her peint. “Not to mihce
& very dirty trick was played on
v morning over her bathing

- /

“T just don’t seem to get

| fi“w!l‘i\‘mi

o

“] AM leaving this place after tea,”” the colonel declared gruffly, ‘ and
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if you want to know why, ask Miss Drew. She’s to blame | "' And
shooting Valerie a ferocious glare, the angry guest swept out.

“ By gad, I'm glad you realise it at
last, young lady!”  muttered the
colonel, shooting 2 fierce look at
Johnny.

" Certain evidence found at the time,”
Valerig smoothl proceeded, ““was
believed to implicate a member of
the house-party. I wasn’t satisfied
that a mere handkerchief was all the
proof of guilt needed under the cir-
cumstances, so T came back to the house
to look around.” Her level gaze
moved from iable to table as she paused
to give her next words the weight they
deserved. “J made a search in Mrs.
Croby’s room,” Valerie finished. “and
found’ something else.”

“What was it, Val?” asked freckled
Dorothy, breaking the breathless silence
which followed. - ’

|5 watch,”  answered
“Has anyone lost one #”

She saw an instant stir at Johnny’s
table. All eyes had turned on him.
His grin became suddenly fixed, and for
once, ¢ven he scemed at a loss.

“What's the joke about, Val?” he
ejaculated,
my own ticker. Tt was an old Crowney
and—

“It was a rather battered Crowney,
Johnny,” interposed Valerie evenly,
“that I found under the packing papers
where the tent was damaged.”

An electric thrill passed through the
dining-room.

Valerie,

"By, gad, that proves it !” ejaculated
Colonel  Benn  triumphantly. “If
someone doesn’t horsewhip the little
scoundrel now—>’

o beg your parden, eolonel,”
Valérie firmly interposed, her glance
sterner.  She turned deliberately back
fo Johnny. “When did you lose your
watch " she asked crisply: y

“I eouldn’t find it when I got up this
morning,” Johpny answered.

“Did you wind it last night?”

“_lYes,” said Johnny with an uncertain
smile,

“I'm a witness that he did,” put in
Marjorie unexpectedly. “He checked
it by the wireless and wound it up like
an engine.” o

s your watch keep good time, as
a rale?” proceeded WValerie. :

“Perfect I  Jobnny glanced at the

puzeled, reproachful faces all around

]

“Everyone knows I've lost

him and smiled uncertainly. “That's
the marvellous thing about my eld
ticker. But how could it have got into
Mrs. Croby’s den—> ;

“You young rascal !” fumed Colonel
Benn.  “You dropped it there your-
self ! It's as plain—7"

*“ Nothing's lain  yet, ‘“colonel.”
Valerio declared, “except that, in mry
view, -someone put the watch there, in-
tending it to count as evidence againsi
Johnny.”

The colone]l gasped.

" Fantastio nonsense |
“The case is proved!
evidence i

“On the contrary, I've still something
to _explain,” Valerie coolly answered.
“The watch was lying under several

apers. We now know it was wound
ast night, and keeping good tinme.
After putting the waich there, the
person who tampered with the tent
accidentally trod on the watch, smas<h-
ing its face.” With a quick movement
she opened her handbag and held up
the vital watch for everyone to see.
“You will notice,” she “dramatically
told them, “that this watch was
erushed at exactly a quarter past
nine 1 3

Incredulous gasps swept the room as
the significance of her words came home
to everyone.

“Then Johnny can't have done it !”
Marjorie cried, her faee alight with
relief. “He was in here, having break-
fast, at a quarter past nine |”

“Johnny was down at nine, in fact !*

“Bravo, Val! It couldn't have been
Johnny {* i

Grim-faced and unforgiving, Colenel
Benn sprang to his feet.

“Rubbish!  Utter nowsense!” he
boomed, and strode furiously out of
the room. -

A breathless silence followed, hut
nobody else moved. Then, all at once,
Marjorie started to clap, and others
nuickly followed her example.

It was an unforgeitable moment for
Valerie.  Johnny, tryini to stammer
a fow words of thanks to her, appeared
more embarrassed than she had ever
seen him before. The general sensation
of relief in the room'comld almest be
felt. Nobody, in their hearts, had

he boomed.
You've ' ne-
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wanted to think the worst of the cheer-
ful young man.

Silently Valerie nodded.

And yet, cven though she had
vindicated .Johnny, Valerie was not
satisfied.  She still scemed no nearer

to discovering who Dorothy’s mysterious
enemy was than when she first started

In the Ruins!

6« OUNDERS, Vall

R in, won’t you!”

called  persuasively across
F the farmyard, when, an
hour later, Valerie's “distinctive red-
gold hair appeared in the doorway of
the farmhouse.

“Yes, come on, Val!” urged spec-
tacled Peter Passleigh.

“Give the handcuffs a rest,” sug-
gested Johnny, with a cheerful grin,
“and finish polishing ’em after tea!”

Valerie smilingly shook her head.

“Can’t; I've got to finish oiling the
locks,” she responded. in the same
chafling spirit. ~“Ask me to-morrow.”

“But you'll join in the ghost game to-
night—in the ruins 9%~ g

“ Maybe,” said Valerie i

Frowning, she tuTn

You'll join
Marjorie

Y

ed back
house, ok Y
“A ghost game—in® the ruins!” she

reflected.  “ Wonder: whose idea that
is?- And why after dinner? It'll be
dark again by then!” <

Moved by a sudden impulse, she went
across to a near-by window and.stood
for several moments gazingT at-‘the-
gaunt, ivy-clad ruins of the ancient”
Norman priory which lay only a short
way, from the farmyard. ,.-— ol

She recalled the scare, caused by the
ingenibusly
the glihdowy figure she had glimpsed in;
flight amongst the crumbling w&ﬁs,’ and
the gilt bracelet she had found, without
discovering its owner. ” There * had
always been a lurking suspicion in her
mind“that the ruins hidd some sinister
connection ‘with, all the ‘riystery. ;

Turning abruptly on ifer *heel, " she
went in scarch of Dorothy.

“The ghost game, Val?” Dorothy
repeated, with a smile. *Yes, I know
all about it. It was found in the sug-
gestion box. and the committee thought
it a very good idea and decided to try
it out to-night.”  Her expression sud-
denly changed as she saw the thoughtful
look still in Valerie’s eyes. “I say,”
she added anxiously, “ you don't see any
danger in it, do you?” :

Valerie perched on the edge of the-
table. TR

“Can't say vet,” she confessed.

“I hope T did “nothing wrong in
giving the O.K.,” Dorothy said anxi-

ously. v

“I suppose this ‘Ghost’ game 1is
something like the *Murder’ one
people play “such a lot.”  Valerie

looked at Dorothy intently. **Whose
suggestion was it "

“I can't tell you, Val.” answered
Dorothy frankly. “It was just popped
in the . box aleng with all the other
suggestions. Like to see it?”

“Please ! said Valerie; and, follow-
ing Dorvothy to her attractive little
office, she took the paper Dorothy dug
out from a pile o her desk. “I’ll
read it through. Don't you worry your
head about it, my dear. I'm just
being careful for once. Carry on
arranging the flowers and .leave Aunt
Valerie to scratch her head instead!”

Dorothy, reassured by Valerie’s
manner, returned to her duties.

constructed ¢ “ squeaker,’’  ous - person

lf?

Valerie’s eyes immediately grew
more thoughtful as she read the written
suggestion. Only one thing abour it
bothered her,

“I've kept a pretty sharp eye on
everyone’s handwriting since I've been
here,” she reflected, *yet I don’t seem
to recogpise this at all. Wonder whoe
did write it and pop it-in the box ?”

She made her way into the hall and
opened the visitors’ book, which all
guests were required to sign on axrival,

To her growing amazement she found
no style of wrifing which hore any
resemblance to the other.

She realised instantly there could be
only two likely explanations. One was
that the “ instructions ” had been sent
by a friend of someone staying at the
farm, and had been slipped into the
box without any added comment. The
other was that the writing had been
deliberately disguised.

Folding the paper carefully, and
slipping it into her handbag, Valerie
left the farmhouse by a side door., See-
Flash near at hand, investigating a

1
strongly connected she

with rabbits,

“* smiled to herself. and did not bother
to the

to call him to her side.
The younger members of the party

“were still at their game of rounders in

thé-farmyard, and overhead the sun
was _shining. It did not seem that
Valerie could possibly need her pet’s
protection under such circumstances.

Entering by a vawning cavity in the
rnined wall, she found herself inside
the ruins once more.

The  more she thought about her
problem, the more anxious she felt to
discover, the identity of the mysteri-

whose anonymous sugges-
tion would bring a party of tﬁril]-
seekers to the ruins after darkness had
fallen. to-night. :

Was it all a trick? Was Dorothy’s
mysterious foe planning to strike yet
again?

.Valerie thrilled unpleasantly at the
possibility, but only for a moment.

If her guess was correct, it meant
that she might he able to take pre-
cautions to foil the unknown enemy.

Suddenly, moving amongst the
crumbled masonry piers which dotted
the grass-grown floors, Valerie paused
and drew into the shadows. She was
sure she had heard the sound of some-
one moving about near at hand.

“Mr. Nathan!” a voice called
plaintively a moment later. *Are you
in here, Mr. Nathan? TI've brought

your cup of tea!”

Smilingly, Valerie stepped back out
of her place¥of concealment just as
Emily, the shy, dark-haired maid at
the farmhouse, came wandering towards
her with a steaming cup in her hand.

“(0Oh, Miss Drew, I heard you around
and thought you must be Mr. Natham,”
Emily exclaimed, looking innocently

disappointed.

“{ think I saw Mr. Nathan near the
beehives,” Valerie responded; and
Emily, giving her a worried smile,

hurried away.

Intent on her quest once more, ‘as
soon as she judged Emily to be safely
out of the way* Valerie pressed on
amongst the broken pillars,

At almost the same moment some-
thing which. was destined to provoke
considerable discussion later on hap-
pened in the farmyard just beyond the
ruined walls.

Johnny, Dbatting before a tree,
received an easy one, and, timing it

stery of his own which was evidently _
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beautifully, took a terrific swipe that
sent the ball soaring far over the heads
of all the ficlders, To their obvious
disgust, it vanished rvight inside the
ruins.

“Johuny, have a heart!”
Peler Passleigh, gazing blank
direetion in which the ball had gone.

“No mneed to swipe like that,
Johnny ! added Marjorie reproach’
fully, "

Grinning cheerfully, Johnny dropped
the bat. He had enjoyed the oppor-
tunity of having a crack like that. His
energy showed no signs of abating yet:
“Sfal'right ! he sang out cheerfully.
You poor mutts have a vest. 1'll soon
find it." N

The poor mutts watched Johnny dis
appear into the ruins, and waited.
They waited a long time. A minute
elapsed. and still Johnny did not re-
appear. In the end, freckled Marjorie -
up-ended a bucket and sat down as
though prepared to wait for some con-
siderable time

“Now tho silly ass can’t even find
it,” she_gaid scornfully. *Seems we'd’
better gt Valerie t0.”

There, was a cheerful laugh at her
whimsi¢al * suggestion, for certamly,
nobody "guessed that, at that very
moment,? Valerie was indeed following
whiit promised to be the most astonish-
ing’ clue she had discovered since her
arrival at the farm ! -

For something very odd indeed had
happened recently in the old Nerman
priory. ¥

Dorothy had several times assured’
Valerie that the ruins .were safe to
wander in at any time of the day or’
night, yet Valerie had now come upon'
a spot, half hidden behind a low wall”
whrch was_anything but safe.

Two or three heavy planks, which’
until recently had been sunk firmly in
the ground,” had been pulled up and
dragged to one side. here they had
previously lain, there was a black,

Frolesmr{
v in the

it

yvawning hole in the ground !

“ And this is the place,” Valerie re-
flected grimly, “where people are -
planning to play a game in 'tfle dark-*

ness! Anyone would get a nasty fall
down there” . i
Stooping, Valerie examined the ‘
ground intently. Thrillingly she saw
there was a faint footprint, evidently
left in the disturbed soil by the person
who had been o wickedly busy. ~She
could, with luck, take an_impression of .
it. All she needed was wax or plaster. .
But_just then something happened—
something which caused her heart to
give a leap of apprehension. '
She heard the sound of somecone near '
at hand—someone running towards her.
Valerie sought to whitl around in a
sharp, anxious instinct of defence. Just-
as she did so, she heard two-clear “ tap- *
tap 7 footsteps on the stone  floor,
immediately behind her. Next instant

FrTEY

hands struck heavily against  her .
shoulder-blades. e
Caught off her guard like that,

Valerie was powerless to do anything

to save herself. Before she could even
catch the merest glimpse of - her
cowardly ‘attacker, she was plunging - -
helplessly through the black cavity! =& =

THIS is an alarming happening, ish'gas.

it? Who can have attacked = °
Valerie in such a wicked manner,”
and—what ever will happen to her?
Next Saturday's chapters are more
enthralling than ever — and full of
dramatic surprises. ki o
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