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A Grand Long Complete Christmas Holiday story, featuring Barbara Redfern & Co., that
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An Objection Overruled!

111 UT surely,” Barbara

* Redfern said, in a

. voice of anxious
prot “we can
get round the difficulty in

" some way, Mabs?”
Mabel Lynn, Babs’ golden-haired

chum, shook her head.

“I tell you we can’t!” she said.

“But supposing one of us played
the part of Little Miss 1939%?” Tomboy
Clara Trevlyn questioned.

“No good !” persisted Mabs.

“But why not? Really,” plum
Bessie Bunter warmly put in, “I thin
that's a jolly good idea, you know!
Tell you what, Mabs, Just to help you
out, I'll play the part of Little Miss
1939, With my pretty face and my
ripping figure, I'd make a wonderful
Little Miss 1939 !

{Al} rights of this publication are reserved
and reproduction is strictly forbidden.)
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But Mabel Lynn did not smile as she
might have denc normally, for the idea
of fat Bessie, as round as rdumplinf,
playing such a part, was certainly
amusing. Nor did Barbara Redfern,
Clara Trevlyn, Marjoriec Hazeldene,
Janet Jordan, Jemima Carstairs, Leila
Carroll, or Gwen Cook, who formed
the group of Cliff House Scheol ehums,
which was anxiously gazing up at the
ice-vacht that was moored to the bank
of ithe River Pell.

The river was frogen over with a
solid layer of ice, and the yacht, a
little rickety, belonged to the near-by
Pellabay Casile Hotel, at which the
Clifi House chums were spending their
Christmas vacation. A trim craft it
was, with a certain grace in its lines;
but thanks to its .gil rather rn-
looking mow, and badly in need of a
coat of paint.
hBut it was not of the yacht the
chums were speaking, or even thinking,
as they stood there. For their Eurpm,
indeed, the yacht was ideal. When they
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used that yacht in ihe forthcoming

Pellabay New Year Ico Carnival, its
graceful lines would be picked out with

rows and rows of coloured fairy lights.

The idea of seeing the Old Year out
and the New Year in as part of the
carnival belonged to Mabel Lynn, +and
Mabs—as when anything in the
nature of play-acting was eoncerned—
was m&iﬂ the lead. And Mabs, as
usual, not .be satisfied unless all

preparations aligned with the plans

she had already made in her own mind. -

“No, we can't do it,”. she decided.
“It's just useless unless we have a
young and pretty little Miss 1939.
Just think of the scene for a moment.
We start off with the dance of 1938,
and Babs is Miss 1938. Then, in the
middle of the dance, the 1939 crowd
come dancing on, pelting the Old
Year's crowd with snowballs—"

“Well, that’s fine, I guess!” Leila

Mabs bit

, Carroll said.

@ -U
her

to that point, yes.”
ip.
+

“Having snowballed Miss :
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1938 and her dancers out of the pic-
ture, the yacht is then towed into the
oodlight.  The trapdoor_ suddenly
opens, and out of it jumps Little Miss

New Year—that's all right. But this
is my_point—if one of us plays Miss
New Year, what's the difference be-

tween her and the Old Year? 8he's
just got to be smaller—to make the con-
trast. Apart from that,” Mabs added,
“it's the usual thing to have some sort
of kiddie play New Year parts.”

“And there’s none,” Gwen Cook
"Dclroisd 'l’ugubriously, “at the hotel?”

Then silence. As if hoping for in-
spiration, they gazed at the yacht
again. Certainly _they had stumbled
against n_diﬂicult{mthere. They all saw
the force of Mabs’ argument. They
all admitted in their hearts that a tiny
I;Iittlc Miss New Year would make the
show,

But this wasn't Clif House, where
they could have called upon the ser-
vice of little Dolores Essendon, and
what children might have played the
part in the hotel had, along with
the Whitechester School girls, and
several others, left a day or two ago.
Apart from that, the ochums had
established no village contacts.

“Looks,” Jemima Carstairs mur-
mured, polishing her monocle, “as if
we're in the position of the merry old
shipwrecked mariner—sunk [

“Oh rats! The idea’s too good to
be scrapped !” Clara said impatiently,
and then started. “Phew! I say,
look at this!”

As one the chums twisted round,
staring up fho river. Hereabouts the
frozen water made a wide sweep, and
round the bend had skated a small,
clfin figure, dressed in red gaiters, and
a - fur-trimmed, scarlet coat, with a
little, closec-fitting red hat upon her
head. .

“J say, who—who is she?”” breathed
Mabs. “Golly, can she skate?”

Skate she could, though she could
not have been more than seven or eight
vears old. Apparently she had not
seen them yet, and, suddenly lifting
one foot, she skimmed on the ice in &
perfect  circle, and  miraculously
straightening herself at the exact
moment, changed feet and reversed,
She scemed a veritable little fairy of
the ice.

“And there’s our 1939!” Babs cried.

Mabs had flushed ncw. Her faco
had lighted up. Excitedly she called
out:

“1 say—I say—"

The lictle girl stopped. Then she
saw them. With a look back up-river
she came skating towards them—so
surely, so miraculously certain, with
such a happy little laugh on her face,
that it was apparent at once that she
was a skater born. Rather breath-
lessly she reached them.

“Qh, hallo!” she said shyly. “Did
yvou call me, please?”

“Rather!” beamed Mabs. “We
were just admiring your skating.”

“Qh, were you? I think that’s very
nice of youl!” the small girl said.
“ Aunt; iana taught me, you know.
And Aunty Diana says that she and
I are going to do wonderful things to-
gether in the carnival.”

o old Aunty Diana!” Clara
chuckled. “She must be a pretty good
skater herself?” ’

“She is!” the little girl answered
seriously.  “Aunty Diana’s just mar-
v'lous. She’s ever so nice, and ever so
pretty, and I love her ever so, you

ow. My name’s Pearl Bell,” she
added inconsequently. *“I live at the
Three Gables—over there ”—and she
pointed. “Now I must go, thank
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you,” she added politely, *because
Aun'gy Diana will be worrying about

me. .
“But hold on!” Mabs cried. “I
mean—wait a minute! I say, we—we
wanted to ask you something! You
say you're already in the ice carnival ?”
“0Oh, Bres. I'm in_with Aunty Diana!
Aunty Diana is training me, you know.
I think it's awful fun to be trained,
don’t you? But what do you want to
ask me, please?” i

“Oh, I sus-eay, whet a ripping litile
kiddie1” plump Bessie breathed, dimp-
ling and blinking.

“It’s about the ice carnival,”” Mabs
went on. “We want a girl like you to
be Miss 1939. You see this yacht )
—and eagerly Mabs explained, while
the little girl looked up wonciermgly
as she took it in, and then, having
taken it all in, glowed. 2

“And I pop out of the trapdoor in
thﬁ éhip'!” she asked, big-eyed.

“Oh, I say, wouldn't that be ’citing !
Oh, yes, thank you, I'd like ever so
to be the little New Year girl. But
first I must ask mamma and Aunty
Diana. You don’t mind if I ask them ?”
she added earnestly. “But look, here
comes Aunty Diana now!”
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her lips curled a liiile. “As a malier
of fact,” she said, “I was saving myself
up as a surprise for you. didn’t
intend you to know I was here realiy
until the carnival came off.”

*Meaning,” Clara guessed,
meant to bag all the prizes?”

“Well?”  And Diana lifted her
delicately arched eyebrows. *“Have I
any competition ?” she added mockingly.

The chums glared, faintly resentful as
they always were when Diana adopted
this loftily superior attitude. They all
knew that Diana was a very fine skater

-but_that was no cause for Diana to ~
give herself such lofty airs, 4

“And you're little Pearl’s aunty?”
Mabs asked

“Well, yes—and no.” Diana looked
down at the child. And easy to see, in
the soft and tender affection which
momentarily glowed in her lovely face,
that she was more than ordinarily fond
of little Pearl—as, indeed, who couldn't
?  “Aunty,” she added, “is a
courtesy title, My father's a friend of
her mother, and I've been staying with
the family over Christmas, you see.

_Curmudge "—Diana’s way of
referring to her father—* has gone back
now though, and I'm stopping on for
the carnival.”

“With me,” beamed Pearl. “And
we're going to have lovely times, aren’t
we, Aunty Diana? But, aunty, fhese
nice girls want me to be the New Year,
you know I”_

“The what?” Diana asked sharply.
“Please, you tell her,” Pearl beamed

€ yon

No New Year Good Resolutions for Diana Royston-
Clarke, the Firebrand of Cliff House’s Fourth Form!
Stormy, haughty, seeking the limelight as ever, she plots
the downfall of Babs & Co.s Ice Pageant—merely

because it interferes

Actlld she pointed gleefully towards the
n

And the chums, looking, stood for a
moment motionless. With one accord
they stared. For skating with superb
grace round that bend came a figure
they all knew, a figure of grace, of
beauty, of lithe and athletic shapeliness.

No mistaking that exquisitely beauti-
ful face, with its framing masses of
platinum blonde hair. No mistaking
those curved red:lips set in the cream-
and-white peerlessness of that oval face.
It was—

“Pi—Diana_ Royston-Clarke!”
stuttered Janet Jordan in amazement.

Diana! Their own stormy, reckless,
self-willed, supercilious, and overbearin
Firebrand of the Fourth Formn at Cli
House it was!

“ Aunty Diana !’ shrieked litile Pearl.
“ Aunty Diana, please do come!” And
then, as Diana looked up and saw them,
as she started, the little one skated for-
ward. “Aunty Diana—"

“¥Yoicks |” Diana breathed; and then

laughed. “Well, well! Faney meecting
youl” she called. “How goes it,

girls 7”

“But what,” Babs demanded, “are
you doing down here? And how, you
ninny, is it that we haven't seen you
before 1"

Diana laughed.

“Perhaps,” she said, “I had better
things to do than look up you washouts !
Oh, yes, I knew
Pellagn Hotel all right, but one does
like to forget the old and tiring faces at
times, doesn’t one "

“Just as polite as ever,” Jemima
murmured.

“No change!” Diana retoried, and

you were at the o

with her own plans.

exciledly at Mabs. . “Oh, Auniy Diana,
I'd love to be the New Year.”

But when Mabs had explained:

“Thanks!” Diana said curtly. “I
think it's like your cheek! And
please, you girls,” -she added, that flash
of old temper flushing into her features,
“keep off my preserves! Pearl is in
two events with me, and I'm coaching
her for them, and it's just like you, isn't
it, to try to bag all the credit? The
answer—if you want an answer—is no!
Pearl is not going to skate in your
rotten show !”

“Wait a minute—oh, just wait a
minute !” And Babs, her cyes glittering
a little, stepped forward. “I suppose,
by any chance, you haven’t adopted
Pearl, Diana?”

“Don’t talk rubbishy I—"

“Because,” Babs went on, “it scems
to me that the right person to give

rmission is Pearl’s own mother. Pearl
herself wants to be in the show, and 1
don’t see what right, as a mere fricnd
of the family. you've got to try to
stop her. After all, it needn’t interferc
with anything you want to do.”

“No?” Diana asked, with a curl of
the lip. ““Perhaps I think differently,”
she said. “Come on, Pearl.”

“But, aunty—" :

“Q0Oh, come on!” Diana almost
snapped, and grabbed Pearl’s hand.

With Pearl, almost tearful then,
looking back at the chums, she skated

“Dear, dear Diana !” Clara breathed,
clenching her hands.  “Iow like a little
lady she always behaves! But that's
vour little Miss 1839, right enough,

fabs, and if you ask me, I don’t sce
why we should knuckle under to Diana.
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Look here, I'll tell you what. My
Aunt Grace is bound to know the
kiddie’s mother., What about asking
her to help?”

“Goodie, that's an idea!” Babs said
qui’c'k!y. “We can try, anyway. Come
o ]

n.
They all had little Pearl Bell in mind
for the part now: She seemed just fitted

for it.

Quickly they hurried back-to the hotel,
Miss Grace Trevlyn, Clara’s aunt, who
owned the establishment, had been
installed in Pellabay for quite a time,
and could hardly fail to know her
influential neighbours who owned Three
Gables—a rather large house on the far
side of the road, which skirted the bend
of the river. As luck would have it, she
was almost the first person they met
when they reached the hotel. She
laughed when they told her of their
mission. .

“Why, goodness gracious, I'm sure I
can arrange that for you!” she said.
“Iris Bell—Pearl’'s mother— is one of
my greatest friends! Just wait a
minute, will you, and I'll get on the
phone to her{”

She bustled into her office. For five
minutes the chums waited, anxiously
watching Miss Trevlyn through the glass
door as she phoned.” She put down the
receiver-at last, and came out all smiles.
© “T think,” she said, “that you'll find
everything all right. Apparently little
Pearl herself has. been talking to her
mother of her meeting with you, and is
full of excitement. Mrs. Bell would like
to see you if you'd care to pop over.
T’ll order the Daimler for yo £

“Whoops! We're in luck!” Babs
cheered. ,

And excitedly, when the car arrived
two minutes later, she, Mabs, Clara,
and Leila Carroll clambered into_it,
leaving the rest 'of -the party. behind.
And in a very short space-they were
rolling up the snow-covered drive of
Three Gables, to be admitted almost
immediately by the butler and to find
Mrs. Bell, a sweet and gracious lady of
very young years, awaiting them.

uickly she took stock of the four,
and it was evident that she liked them

ook, full
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at once. And when, once again, they
explained—
. "Well, ’'m sure Pearl would just love
it,” she enthused. ‘“In fact, she’s done
nothing else but talk about it ever since
she came in with Diana. It's quite sur-
E:mng, isn't it, to find you and Diana
long to the same school? And as far
as I am concerned -you have my per-
mission willingly. ait a moment; I
will send for her.”

She touched a bell. To the maid who
appeared she gave the order, and pre-
sently, with a s:l;uell of delight, Pearl
entered, followed by Diana.

And Diana, seeing the chums, stood
and scowled. 4 ; =T

“My hat! What'do you want here ”
she cried. :

Mrs. Bell stiffened a little.

“Diana, t irls—your own school
friends, I hear—have come from the

Pellabay Castle Hotel. They have
asked me——"’ £
“I know.” Diana’s eyes smouldered.

“And they asked me,” she -retorted,
“not so long ago. I said ‘no.’*

Mrs. Bell stared. ‘ pi

“Really, Diana—"

“Well, dash it, haven't I taught Pearl
to skate 7” Diana asked. '

“Diana—please !” Mrs. Bell gazed at
her reprovingly. “If is not a quesfion
of what gm have taught-Pearl. I ad-
mit that Pearl has come on wonderfully
since you have taken her in hand, but
Pearl could skate very well before you
professed an interest in her. . In any
case,” she added, a little frigidly, “I
cannot see what possible objection you
can have.,”

“No?” Diana looked.-bitter. “ButI
can! And if you want my opinion,” she
added, blazing out, “I think it’s a silly
idea.. How can ‘you expect Pearl to do
well in the skating events with me if her
mind’s going to be full of this New Year
stunt.at the same time? I've taken an
interest in her. I've tluﬁhﬁ her what
she_knows, and I think I'm jolly well
gnt:t}gd to have the first say in what she

oes

Mrs. Bell rose to her feet. In indig-
nation the chums gazed at the Fire-
brand. In some confusion, and not a
little awe, Pearl regarded her.
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"1 really think, Diana,” Mrs. Bell
said stiffly, “that you are taking rather
too much on yourself. Permit me, as
Pearl’s mother, to what is
for her. I say that she shall take part
in Miss Lynn’s show. That is sufficient,
and if, Diana, you do not like that—"

“I ean lump it ?” Diana said, between
her teeth. “%Je]l, go on; I'll lump it.
But mind *—and as she tempestuously
pulled the door open, she turned a face
quivering_with anger into the room—
“just mind,” she. added violently,
“you’re not all sorry for it, that's all 1”

And Diana, every firebrand instinct
within her vibrantly alive once more,
stormed out.

Diana Out of Luck!

€ T NTERFERING busy-
bodies! Hateful
Just when I thought
—oh rats!”  And
back in her own
room, savagely kicked over
“Babs & Co. !” she said bit-
terly. “Babs & Co.! Can I never do
la.n]'tbing without tl:ft crow;‘d pok{‘qg its
ong nose i1n and spoiling things?
Can’t I ever—"

Words failed Diana.

Of course, this was just the sort of
thing she might have expected. This
was just the sort of thing that would
happen at the moment she was plannin
a new triumph for herself. They wan
Pearl, now, did they? And they, dash
them, had got her!

It mattered nothing to Diana that she
also had got Pearl. Diana, selfishly ex-
ploxtin_f that skating genius which was
the child’s, had visualised glory for her-
self when it was revealed.

_With the characteristic idea of grab-
bing all the credit for teaching her and
!rammﬁ her, she had taken the kiddie
in hand. To bring that triumph to a
culminating point she had entered Pearl
and. herself in both the fancy skating
events at the ice carnival, and for days
now had dreamt of the wondering
plaudilts of the crowd. Who, those
dreams had asked her, is that wonder-
ful little skater? Who taught her to
skate? Who trained her?

Visions, those; but visions, until these
last few minutes, which had bid fair to
become realities.

And now—now—

She turned. She
Moodily she

Diana,

a pouffe.

lit a_cigarette.
fpuffed at it, and then, with
a gesture of disgust, flung it on the
carpet and stam it out. Now those
upstarts had reared their interfering
heads. Now little Pearl, instead of
being excited about the things she was
going to do with Diana, would be all
afire with the more glamorous thing she
was going to do for Babs & Co. Diana’s
schemes, in consequence, would be over-
shadowed. :

“Hang them !” Diana fumed again,

Furiously she scowled, as, looking out
of the window, she saw Babs & Co.
departing, laughing and talking among
themselves. The beastly cheats! ‘The
robbers | Y

Oh, but they should pay for this!
]E{)inciu Pear! for their silly show, would
they ?

Bysck across the room she stormed.
Into' an easy-chair she flung herself,
Moodily, blackly she stared into the
fire, bitterness on her curling lips. Then
suddenly there came a timid knock upon
the, door. e

Diana glared at the door. She did not

answer. . oo ?
Then & rattle, and the door opened.
Little Pearl, her blue eyes very large,
stood on the threshold. &
“Hal-hallo, Aunty Diana 1” she said
uncertainly.
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Diana flung her a look, then turned
back to the fire.

“QOh, Aunty Diana, you—jyou're not
cross with me, are you?” Pearl faltered.

Diana shifted restlessly. She did not
look round.

“’(los, Aunty Diana, you know, I
don’t want you to be cross with me,”
Pearl said sericusly; and, after a pause,
timorously added: *“Aunty Diana,
please say you're not cross with me.”

“Oh, don’t talk rubbish I Diana said
grufily.

The uncertainty vanished from Pearl’s

ace.

“ Aunty, don’t look like that!” she
said pleadingly. “I do want to be the
New Year, you know, and we can all
have such lofs of fun, can’t we ?”

Diana set her teeth.

“ And, aunty, you'll take me to the
rehearsals, won’t you? Aunty Barbara
said you would.”

“Aunty who?” Diana looked up.
“You mean Barbara Redfern?”
“Yes, aunty.” .
Diana heaved a deep sigh.
i And

“8o she’s an aunty, too, is she?
Bessie Bunter and élnm, and all the
rest of the rotten crowd—eh
. Diana rose to her feet. Her face was
furious now.

“ Aunty Barbara, indeed! Me—take
vou to their trumpery rehearsals? No,
T cay! Nol!” she almost shouted. *“And
don’t look at me like that, you little—
Oh, yoicks! Here, I say, don’t ery—"

She broke off in consternation as
quick tears started to the child’s eyes.

“QOh, Aunty Diana, you — you
frightened me |” )

“Did—did 1?” Diana bit her lip.
Quick to lose control, she had regained
it as quickly, and now, in place of the
white anger, a flush of shame a_tllned
her cheeks. The good streak in her
nature came to the surface. Dash it,
she was a brute! How could she expect
the kiddie to understand? How could
she blame Pearl? “I—I'm sorry!” she
stammered. “I—I didn’t mean that,
Pearl. Here, dry your eyes,” she added
hastily, and fished out her own lace-
embroidered handkerchief. “I—I'm not
cross, reallf._” :

Pearl gulped a liitle.

“But you did look horrid, Aunty
Diana,” she said. s

“I'm sorry!” Diana said sincerely,
and bent and kissed the little one.
“There, does that prove it? But,
Pearl, you mustn’t ask me to come with
vou to rehearsals.”

Pearl looked disappointed.

“But, Aunty Diana, you know how
better I skate when I'm with you.”

“Yes, I know.” Diana said, with a
bitter smile. “But you must go alone.
Now, trot along, Pearl. Your lunch
will soon be ready.”

“Aren’t you going to have lunch,
Aunty Diana?”

“Not to-day.”

The kiddie, with a puzzled shake of
lier head, wemt out, leaving Diana
standing in the middle of the room.
Diana_watched her close the door, and
lieaved a sigh. Really, the kiddie was
so sweet, and she such a brute! Or was
she? Wasn’t she rather just a soft and
sentimental fool ?

She did not go down to lunch, and
nobody came to ask her why—another
fact which faintly neitled Diana. After
lunch, however, happening to glance out
of the window, she saw Babs and Mabs
arrive at the house; saw with a pan
of jealous anger in_ her heart, Pear
walk off, with her chubby little hands
enclosed in those of her two new
“ aunties,” happily kicking at the snow
as she swunf upon their arms. She
scowled blackly. Then suddenly she rose.

“Well, dash it.” she muttered, “I

might as well see what they are up to!
And ¥»—she grinned maliciously—
“there is a chance of messing up the
show—"

Meantime, Babs & Co. had forgotten
all about Diana. They had learned at
Clif House to ignore her tantrums.
When Diana was in one of her Fire:
brand m as she plainly was now—
past_experience had shown them that
the best thing to do was to leave her
severely alone.

With little Pearl happily chatterin
between them, Babs and Mabs reache
the river. There they donned skates
and skated to the spot where the old
ico yacht was moored. All the chums
were there, and there was a cheer as
they came up.

“Everything ready 7 beamed Mabs.

“Ay, ay, ckipper!” Jemima said
solemnly. “Top of the afternoon to
you, Pearl!” ghe added genially.

“Good-afternoon, aunty ! Pearl said,
staring at Jemima. “But, I say, why
clo‘%?‘?u have that funny glass in your
eye =

““Because,” Jemima _answered seri-

ously, “I have a pane in it!”
.+Pearl blinked, not appreciating the
joke, but joining in the laughter which
ensued just because these new aunties of
hers all laughed.

“Well, and now to business!” Mabs
said briskly. ®Pearl, let’s put you right
first. I've told you the idea, haven’t 17"

“Oh, yes! I'm to be the New Year
in the big ship,” Pearl added, gazing
up at the old yacht in delight.

“That's it. You jump out of the trap-
door. The ship will be decorated with
all sorts of fairy lights and—and other
decorations,” Mabs added.

“Qh, but why isn't it dec'rated now,
you know 7 Pearl asked seriously.

“Because,” Mabs explained, “we
haven't bought the decorations yet. We
didn't want to spend the momney, you
see, until we were sure of a little Miss
1939. But there’s a shop in Pellabay
with heaps and heaps of the most lovely
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decorations, and to-morrow we're going
to buy them.”

“Oh, I say!” Pearl cried. “And can
I come with you?”

"_Yes, of course.” And Mabs smiled.
“Now, listen, Pearl, and we'll have a
rehearsal. This is what you do. When
you step out of the trapdoor you'll be
dressed in white and red, and &o flood-
lights will turn on you, you know, and
you'll have a jersey with *1938° on it,”
Mabs said breathlessly. “Then, when
you reach the centre of the river, youn
step down and do a fairy dance on the
ice, with all us big girls forming a sort
of chorus, Is that clear?”

“Oh, yes! Oh, aunty, please let us
start I” Pearl said, dancing now with
eager excitement. ?

And they started, Pearl really breath-
less with excitement. Up in the tiny
cabin amidships she and Gwen Cool
were stationed. On the ice, the chums
got hold of the ropes already attached
to the runners of the yacht and lustily
%u!]ecl it forward. At the given moment
Babs pushed open the trapdocr, and,
just as if she had rehearsed the part a
dozen times, out jumped Pearl.

“Oh, splendid!” cheered Mabs.

Splendid it was. And how dainty the
skat,mg dance which followed! Mabs
glowed.

“QOh, that's fine—fine!” she said.
“That's lovely, Pearl! Now, let’s go
through the whole thing from the begin-
ning, shall we? But first we'll rehearse
the opening. Clara! Where's Clara?”

“ Adsum ” grinned that worthy.

“You're old Father Time. You start
the ball rolling. You see, Pearl, Aunty
Clara will be dressed as an old man
with a long beard, and a scythe in one
hand and a large hour-glass in the
other. She comes on first, and says some
words—sort of poetry—to introduce the
scene. Then she dashes back and brings
on the Old Year, which will be Babs.
Now, everybody, string across the river
in a line!” Mabs called anxiously.

“(Clara, you stand here. Right?”

%

QUITE disregarding the fact that she had no right to say what the little

skater should, or should not do, Diana
snapped.

“The apswer is no ! "’ she

your rotten show 1

I
S\ oaerar b
S NS
AL BT
((1\ Ut
s

round on Babs & Co.
' Pearl is NOT going to skate in
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“Right we arel” grinned Clara
Trevlyn,

“Know your lines?”
“I think so.”

.80,

“Well, then, let’s go.” And Mabs
beamed. “Now, silence, everybody,
here comes old Father Time.”

But as Father Time moved forward
there came, from up-river, a sudden
excited commotion.

And that commotion was led by
Diana Royston-Clarke.

ﬁew Followers F:r the Firebrand!

IANA, trim, elegant,

a pair of shming

skates under her

arm, had left Three

Gables, mischief in her eye

and a_desire for vengeance

in her heart. But, arriving at the

river bank, sho encountered a scene

which momentarily diverted her mind
from the problem pressing u it.

A crowg of rather shabbily dressed
boys, trailing a dilapidated, and very
obviously home-made sled, were en-
gaged in a fierce argument with. a
biggr boy of about fifteen, trailing a
mu superior-looking sled. Diana,
always interested in small urchins,
paused amusedly to watch. ?

“ Seven-and-six !”’ stated the big boy.

“But you know,” protested one of the
smaller lads, “that we haven't got
seven-and-six! How can we have seven-
and-six with our fathers out of work?
Besides, we don’t want to_buy the sled.
We only want to borrow it so’s we can
havé a sled race. Come on, Jeff, lend
it to us!” he urged wheedlingly.

“No_lendin lling 1 Jeff, the big
lad, said firmly, “And seven-and-six is
the price, so take it or leave it!”

There was a di tled murmur
among half a dozen of the smaller boys.
" They held a hurried consultation
together while Jeff, grinning, looked up,
and then, seeing Diana, blushed and
looked self-consciously back at his sled.
The smaller boyi who had been spokes-

man for his party, came forward.
L here, Jeff; be a sport!” he
urged. “TI'll tell you what we'll do.

wa‘“ged had & collection mdLewg’ve

mana, to rake up tuppence. nd us

the sled for half an hour, and we’ll give
yon the tuppence !” "

“Seven-and-six I” Jeff said firmly.

Diana smiled. Poor kids, she thought.
And then, suddenly struck with an
idea, her eyes gleamed. Impulsively
she strode forward.

“Lxcuse me,” she said, “but can I be
of any help? Jeff—your name's Jeff,
isn't it7” she asked of the big boy.

Jeff turned an embarrassed scarlet.

" e, mu_u == :

“And you want to sell this sled?”

“ Y-yes, miss.”

“And you—what’s your name?¥—
singling out the spokesman of the now
tongue-tied and awe-stricken small boys,

“Mickey Lee, miss, We'd like to buy
the sled, but how can we when we
haven’t any money?*

“Quite!” Diana smiled. “I think,
Jeff,” she said, turning to the bigger
lad, “the price was seven-and-six ?* and
ghe fished in her handbag. “Well, here
we are, Mickey; here’s the seven-and-
six. Now you can buy it.”

Dians handed the money over very
casually; her father made her a very

. large allowance.

“Corks! But, miss—"

“Go on !” Diana said impatiently.
_Like m in a trance Mvicke
silently ha | the money to Jeff. Je!
accepted it, blinking at the three half-
crowns ﬁ' they rested on the palm of his
hand. Diana laughed musically,

“Well, there we are,” she said.
“Now you’ve got your sled and you can
have your sl‘erf race. Thank you, Jeff,”

e added, “we shan’t want you any
more ”"—and_there was such imperious
dismissal in her voice that Jeff, turnin
redder than ever, just turned away an
tramped off. “But first,” Diana said,
!golting down the river, “I’ve got an
idea.”

“Yes, miss; but—but wait a minute,
“You

miss,” Mickey said unsteadily.
realfy mean t.gu is our sled now?”
“0Of course!”
“Crumbs! You're a sport, aren’t
you?” .
“Thanks !” Diana said, and smiled
bitterly. “I only wish, Mickey, that
thought so,” she said.

ever
“8till >—and she laughed pleasedly
then at the glowing, adoring looks
which were turned upon her. “Now, if
I may make a suggestion? What about
letting me share the fun of the sled
race, too?” " .

“Oh, corks! You, miss?” Mickey
asked in awe.

“Why not?” Diana laughed. She was
enjoying herself now and feeling really
happy— '”ﬂ in her knowledge of her

sod turn; happy because she was con-
scious of the admiration of the boys.
“Just to christen your new sled, TI'll
ride on it,” she said. “There are
eleven of you. That makes five each
team and one of you up as passenger on
the other sled. Is that on?”

“Is it?” Mickey gleed, and looked
round. “Well, who's in my team?”

The immediate chorus suggested they
all were. It looked, indeed, im -their
earnest bid to tow Diana, that they
would start a free fight on the spot,

But Diana again interru o

“No, let me pick my team,” she said.
“Mickey, you, and you, you, you,” she
added. “Now the rest take up the
other. sled. We'll race to the brink on
the other side of the bend, and . the
winning team gets tuppence a man.
How’s that?” ;

How was it? If gold had rained from
the sky the boys could not have looked
more excited. ’

With a chuckle, Diana stepped on to

new sled, seating herself. Red-
faced and earnest, Mickey & Co.
fastened the ropes. Diana nodded.

“Right! When I say go!” she said.
“Other team ready?”

Ii%h“' e (PRE

en—go , yoicks [”

And Diana laughed loud and long as
the sled shot like an arrow away, her
team shouting at the top of its lungs.

Down the river they went, runming
neck and neck. Such whoops, such
shricks! With the two earnest teams
Pulhng neck and neck there was abso-
utely nothing in it for the first hundred
yards. Round the bend at a ing
pace they clattered, and then Diana’s
eyes glittered as, coming in full view

of the ice yacht, she saw what was
happening there.
“Go on! Kaster, faster!” she cried.

“Don’t stop for anybody I

For_just ahead, seriously rehearsing,
were Mabs & Co. They were stretched
out in a line across the river, and Clara,
as old Father Time, was in the act of
hobbling forward. Rather warily was
Clara hobblms. for Clara was on skates,
and though Clara was d at most
open-air pastimes and could skate fairly
well, she was no expert.

Diana saw her, and yelling orders,
made her team head straight for the
Tomboy. Clara gave a yell of alarm.

“Hi—look out!” she called.

“Faster!” Diana roared.
mind those girls! Faster 1”

“Kim on!” panted Mickey.

“Never
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“Look here——" Clara roared. “ Look
—oh, my hat |”

For the racing sled was upon her.
Perhaps Mickey & Co. se Diana’s
wllnm, ]A)lgd,‘ in h:lhpe;; ﬁnmest deli;a to

ease Diana, er to gratify it.
ghg.hm a dyard_ of Clara the sled
whizzed, and as it whizzed Diana made
a playful cut in the air with her arm
as though 'aiming something at the
Tomboy. Actually, of course, she had
nothing, but Clara did not know ‘that,
and Clara, forgetting her skates, dodged
too suddenly and came down with a
thH%ﬁ Diana laughed merrily.

a, ha, ha!”
“Diana, you rotter!” hooted .Clara.
“You did that on purpose |”
“RatsI” Hcame iana’s -.kdisdainful
voice. you can’t ate, you
shouldn’t venture on the ice! Faster,

team! Right through them 1”

“Them ” was Babs & Co., strung
across the river. Hastily and furiously
they scattered. The two sleds came
tearing into their ranks, to dash off
down the river with a whoop.

“Di-Diana |” breathed Babs.

“The rotter !” hooted Clara, furiously
f,:cklpg herself up. “My hat! How

d like to get my hands on her! But
where on earth did she pick up that
- ppunianlyl

“Well, anyway, they've gone now,”
Mabs frowned, “Let’s ring up
curtain again I*

Rather ruffled, rather angry, the
chums lined up in. And sgain the
socene wnad. aa: ul:: hardly had they
commenced when there came a ringin
shout from behind them. .

“Oh, my hat! Look out!” shrieked
Babs.

“Diana again|”

For up the river, headed by the
whooping lads, came the laughing
Diana on a return race. Hastily the
chums scattered, but Clara, diving for
the bank, grabbed up a hand of
snow and kneaded it into shape. Then
she let fly—whiz!

She aimed it at Diana, but jt hit
Mickey Lee instead.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Diana, and
then ducked as Clara threw a second
time, the ball travelling on to hit the
leader of the rival team. At once
Diana sprang up.

“Btop!” she shouted. *“Stop the
race! Laddies, we are being attacked !
Ar;a“ we going to let these girls pelt
us 2

“No!” cried her followers.

“Right! Then come on—quickly!
Whoops !” Diana cried, as Clara’s
third snowball burst against her neck;
and she really was furious for a
moment. “Come on—at them!”

“ Hurrah 1”

Really, Diana was a most inspiring
chum to bave. So thought all these
followers of hers now.

With a whoop they gcattered to the
bank, hastily making snowballs.

“Here, Diana, I say—wow !” yelled
Babs, as their first snowball smote her
in the chest, g

“Go it!” roared Diana.

"gﬁlfﬂh i - 4 .

s m t1” gaspe gentle
Marjorie Hyazeldene, then r:gidly re-
treated. “Pearl! Pearl!” she cried,
and, seizing the little one’s hand,
rushed round to the leeside of the ice
yacht as a perfect volley of snowballs
came hurtling t.hrot;sh he air,

“Come on |” {Ie.l‘li Diana.

Babs & Co. gathered on the
bank now. , t0o, were scraping
up Snow. 3 ltopm
the .crowd of boys Inspired by
leader—exhilarated by the eagerness of
the game—they came on. .There came
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a howl from Bessie as three snowbalis
hit her simultaneonsly; a shriek from
Gwen Cook as one, flung by Diana her-
solf, broke in pieces down her chest.

It was no use. With such a valiant
opposition the CIliff House chums,
handicapped from the start by the fact
that the boys had already made their
snowballs, were simply smothered. Be-
sides, it was only playing Diana’s game
to. stand there returning missile for
missile. They broke; they scattered.

“All right!” Diana laughed. “We've
beaten them, I think. Good lads!” she
said; and Babs & Co., taking little
Pearl with them, went off. “ You've
done jolly well. Now, what about a
sled race to the River Cafe, and I'll
stand you all a feed?”

“QOh, Miss Diana!” Mickey ILee
gulped. i .
And if they had admired Diana
before, they regarded her as something
of a goddess then. . Truly, Diana had
found a_ host of willing, if innocent,
Ro]pcrs in her campaign against Babs
: Co.

Diana is Warned!

EETHING and furious,
the Cliff House chums
tramped back to the
Pellabay Castle

Hotel,

“My hat! Just wait,”
Clara breathed—*just wait till I get
hold of her!” ~
““Cat1” glowered Bessie.

“But Aunty Diana was only playing
a game, wasn't she?” Pearl asked
innocently. “Aunty Diana wouldn't
do anything wicked, {O'Il know! Aunty
Barbara, don’t you like Aunty Dianat”

Babs bit her lip.

“0Oh, we like Aunty Diana well
enough !” she said.

“Then why,” Pearl asked, big-eved,
“do you call her names like that? I
think Aunty Diana’s ever so nice. She
—she was only having fun, you know.
You see,” she added wistfully, “I like
you ever so much, and I like Aunty
Diana ever so much. And we could
have such lots of fun if we were all
friends, couldn’t we?”

Babs shook her head.

“We could—and we would,” she
replied. *“‘But it’s not_ our fault,
Pearl, that your Aunty Diana won’t
be friends We're all willing like any-
thing to be friends with her, you see,
but she won't be friends with us.”

Pearl sighed.

They recached the hotel at last, and,
entering the vestibule, found there
Pearl’s mother, who had come to take
her little daughter back. She smiled
at the chums.

“And how,” she said, “did Pearl
get on?”

Aabs

“0Oh, Pearl
r':plli“i' d out of the big ship!”

“1 popped out of the big ship!”
Pearl cried cxcitedly. “Oh, mamma,
it was ever so 'citing! And do you
know, mamma, Aunty Diana was
having sled races, and she had a lot
of boys who pelted snowballs at usl
Didn’t she, Aunty Barbara?”

Babs flushed as Mrs. Bell glanced at
her quickly.

was splendid !”

“Well, yes.” a
“You mean, during rchearsal?”?
Pc:'arl‘l ”mother asked.

Yes.
“In other words,” Mrs. Bell eaid
steelily, “Diana was trying to hinder

you?: Oh, you need not tell me—I know. Babs & Co
Once or twice during the holiday I have -

scen that spirit flash out in Diana. She

is a girl who hates to be thwarted, is' me?” Diana

.

sne nor: Sne very much likes her own
way. I am sorry,” she added simply,
“but as I am responsible for Diana I
shall certainly speak to her when I get
back.” :

“Oh well, I don’t suppose she really
meant any harm,” Babs mumbled

“But she is jealous because Pearl has
been taken out of her charge,” Mrs.
Bell said shrewdly. “Pearl, my dear,
come! We must be going.”

They went outside to watch little
Pearl climbing into the. car, to wave
hands as she and her mother drove off.
But Mrs. Bell's answering smile swiftly
faded. She was thinking of Diana.

Not yet had she completely forgiven
the Firebrand for the stand she .ha
taken up this morning. Diana, after all,
was only a girl, whatever Diana might
think of herself. Diana, plainly, must
be taken in hand.

Diana looked extremely happy and
pleased with herself when Mrs.
came into the morning-room at Three
Gables, having sent Pearl up to the
nursery. Diana felt that she could

afford to be pleased with herself, and
was remembering with many reminis-
cent chuckles, her triumph over the Cliff
House chums that_afternoon.

“Diana,” Mrs. Bell said seriously, “I
want a word with you.”

d bered that, in
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“Diuna, please!” Mrs. Bell's eyes
glimmered. “That is enough! I see
that it is not possible to reason with you
in your present frame of mind, When
one is guest at another house,” she
added a little tartly, “it is usual for one
to defer, in some r s, to her hostess’
wishes. think, Diana—I am sorry to
say this, but I mean it—unless you learn
to behave yourself, I shall ask you to
go.”

Diana glared at her. Savage in that
moment, she almost accepted the
challenge. On her lips the furious words
trembled. “Thanks! You mneedn’t ask
me to go! I'll go now!” But in time
recollection came. In time she remem-
spite of Babs & Co’s silly
New Year stunt, she still had a hold on
Pearl.

Pearl was still in those two fancy
skating events with her, and she herself
was in the biggest and the greatest event

Bell of all the events—the free skating

championship, for which the prize-
winner was to receive a glittering silver
medal.

Diana wanted that. She wanted that
almost as badly as she wanted the credit
for teaching Pearl. Well, it was
necessary, until that carnival came off,
for her to stop. She would stop—and
somebow she’d jolly well scotch that
pageant of Babs & Co. if it was the last
thing she did in Pellabay!

My dears,
ust a very tiny note to tell you how much |
your Christmas cards.
happy—and | want to thank
My love to you all, my
Juno, too !

The SCHOOLGIRL Office,

F!eeFtwq &
arringdon Street,
London, E.C4.

They made me so

very, very much.
rs—and from dog

“ Here's trouble !” Diana thought, and
immediately stiffened. “Yes, well?”
she asked, a little defiantly.

“I have just heard, Diana, at the
hotel, what happened on the river this
afternoon.”

Diana’s eyes glimmered.

“Well, what of it?”

“It wasn't exactly a nice thing to do,
was it—and especially considering those
girls are your own friends?” 3

“Did they tell you that?” Diana
asked, with a ourl.of the lip. “I've
never counted them as friends as far
as I know, and, of eourse,” she added,
a hint of anger creeping into her tones,
“they would sneak to you !”

“Diana, they did not sneak to me,"”
Mrs. Bell said severely. “And please
do mnot jump at conclusions. at
heard I heard more by accident than
anything else. In fact, Barbara was most
reluctant to speak about it, Diana, I
am not responsible for your likes and
dislikes, but I have to remind you that
while you are a guest at this house, your
afltions reflect upon the house. That is
all.”

Diana’s eyes gleamed a little.

“It was just a joke. Dash it, can’t a
girl have a bit of fun when she wants
to? And in any case,” she added,
suddenly flaming out, “I'd like to know
whose buainegs it is, except mine and
.’B-" -

“Diana!” . .

“Well, what right have you to lecture
blazed, losing*her temper.

¥

koo Reeherds

They, hang them, were responsible for
all this!

Angrily she flounced off to her room.
There she closed the door with a slam.
Furiously she lit a cigarette, and puffing
at it violently, strode up and down.
Hang them—hang the whole lot of
them !

The Firebrand was in her most vin-
dictive mood now. Up and down she
paced.

Then suddenly she sat down. No, this
was no good. She’d just got to think up
something, and breathing fury was no
help to collected thought. She steadied
herself. Now what could she do? All
sorts of ideas ran through her mind.
Suppose, for instance, she carted off
Pearl on the day of the show?* Then

1 there would be no little Miss 1839 for

Babs & Co.

And—*fool ! Diana sneered at her-
self as soon as that sngﬁestion began to
rove in her mind. And there’ll no
fancy skating events with Pearl for you,
either! Think up something else!

She was trying desperately to think
up something else, when the door opened
and Pear] brightly came into the room.
Apparently Pearl had heard nothing of
the wordy battle between Diana and her
mother. Her pretty little face wore the
expression of one who is sure of her
welcome. " : d

“Oh, Aunty Diana, isn’t it dark in
{x‘erﬁaf;’ she cried. *Shall I turn on the
lg t »

“Oh, if you like,” Diana said.

. -
‘
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“There! That’s nice, isn’t it?” Pearl
beamed. “But, aunty, why do you look
50 unhapgy? Don’t ge tmhuppf,
please |” she added, and entreatingly
came forward. “Aunty, I do love
you,” she said softly.

Diana made a stringe noise in her
throat,

“Pearl—I—I—>»

“And, aunty, why won't you be
friends with Aunty Barbara?” Pearl
asked wistfully. “BShe says that she’d
so like to be friends with yvou, you know.
And, aunty, such ’citing things I've got
to tell you about. You know the g?g
the ice ship!” was Diana’s

ice ship?”
. "Hnnﬁ

inmost thought; but she gulped.and said
—it was just too utterly impossible,
somehow, not to humour this sweet
kiddie. “Well, what about the big

ship 1"

:Plt’l going to be dec'rated,” Pearl
said delieious &r “And, aunty, do you
know, Aunty Barbara, and all the other
aunties are going to let me go with
them and buy the dec’rations to-morrow
morning. Now, isn’t that ’citing 1"

it?” Diana scowled a litile.
“An,q what about your practice with

o?

« Oh‘ we'll practise afterwards, you
know,” Pearl said seriously. *But it
will be awful fun to buy the dec’rations,
won't it?”

Diana did not repéy. Diana was
staring, suddenly and fiercely, into the
fire, and a little smile was twisting her
lips. Only one shop in Pellabay was
stocked with decorations. That was
Gibbons’.

And if, when Babs & Co. went there
to-morrow morning to buy those decora-
tiong—

Diana suddenly laughed.

“Aunty, why do you laugh?” Pearl
asked interestedly, i

“Oh, just thoughts,” Diana returned

vaguely. “Well, this is going to be
fine!” “she chuckled. * Now gt.ell me
some more, Pearl.” .

And Pear], snuggling up against her,
told. And Diana’s smile grew.

She thought she saw an effective way
of putting @ spoke in the wheel of

Babs & Co.

- {3 OU know,” Barbara
fa Redfern - said
D
go _over and see Diana!”

Setback for Babs & Co.!
thoughtfully. “I
‘v think we ought to
A8 What on earth for?”
demanded Clara Trevlyn, staring.

The chums, seated at tea, lllglouked-

up as their leader made that remark.

“Well, I was thinking—" Babs
shook her head. “We don’t want to
interfere- with anything Diana’s doing,
of course.”

“Well, who is?” objected Mabel
Lynn,
. “On the other hand,” Babs said, “it’s
just possible Diana's running away
with the wrong idea. think,” Babs
said fairly, “that it's only right we

ive her a chance of coming into the
show. Apart from that, there’s Pearl.
It wonld make the kiddie no end happy
to feel that we were all working
together.”

There was a pause. On reflection,
that did not seem to be such a bad idea.

“Well, we can try it,” Mabel Lynn
said. “It will be a_relief if we can get
Diana interested. Who's going?”

Four of them decided to go—Babs,
Mabs, Clara, and Marjorie—and imme-
diately tea was over, they set out across
the crunching snow towards Three
Gables, enjoying the brisk Ilvalk_ and the
nip of frost which was in the air, Mrs.

Bell's butler opened the door to them,
informing them that his mistress at the
moment was upstairs in the nursery put-
ting little Pearl to bed. As they stood
\\'alti;:f in the hall, however, a door
opened. :

And Diana herself, stopping with a
start, scowled at them.

“Hallo, what do you want?” she
asked.

Babs, as usual, was spokeswoman.

“Diana, we came over to see you.
We want to ask you something.”

“Then.” Diana sneered, “ {ou might
have saved yourself the trouble!” .
be“ Why, you—"" quick-tempered Clara

an. :

Clara—please I” Babs looked at

the Firebrand p'lea.dmng ar Dlan.a;
why do you take up this silly attitude ?’

she asked quietly. “Why don't you be
sensible? We're all willing to be
frien and you know little Pearl

would love us to be friends.”

“Oh, cut the sentiment !” Diana said
roughly. “What do you want?”

“We were going to ask you if you'd
like to take part in the pageant,” Mar-
jorie said gently.

Diana grinned.

“Oh, I see! Afraid if you don’t make
peace with me, I'll mess it up?” she
sneered. i ot

Clara clenched her hands.

“Look here—"

“I am—and what an awful sight it
is1” Diana scoffed. “Well, well! And
s0 you wgnt me to take part in your
show ? t a break for me! Still,
sit down—there may be something in
it—one never knows, does ome? Of
course,” she added loftils s “you'd want
me to dance with Pearl 7’

The chums looked at each other.

“Well, no—hardly that.”

“Renliy?" Diana’s. lips curled.
“Well, what’s your idea of what I
should’ do?”

“Well, we—we really hadn’t thought
;b?ut';. it. But we'd glad of your

eip.

‘PAn one of the chorus?”
mocked.

“Well, yes. After all, we can't all
have leading paris, can we?” Mabs
asked.

“Thanks !” Diana stood up; her eyes
scornfully flashed. “And you think,”
she bit out, “you can buy me off with
that footling proposition? Well, you
can get out of it, and get out quickly !”

“Thanks, we willl” Clara said
nn%rily. “1 told you it would be no use,
girlsl Come on!”

She turned disgustedly. Gentle
Marjorie Hazeldene, biting her lip,
looked ‘pleadingly at the Firebrand.

“Diana, please won’t you think it
over—" i

“Get out!” Diana cried.

And she herself stepped to the front
door. She herself flung it open, pointing
a quivering finger into the night. The
chums glared. If they had not been on
someone else’s premises Diana might
.have regretted that outburst. As it was,
they left without another word.

Diana, grimacing after them, smiled
scornfully as she closed the door, and
g:eellll turned, to meet a stern-faced Mrs.

Diana

Diana fell back a pace.

“Diana, I heard that!” Mrs. Bell’s
face was like flint. “I did not interfere
because I did not want to upset your
friends by creating another scene.”

Diana scow

“Well, they only asked for what they
got 1” she growled.
. “Did they? I think,” Mrs. Bell said
icily, “that they were exceedingly
charitable, Diana—especially after
W_lf you have treated them. Any-other
gir

<oy

‘answered - short

would have welcomed" their offer
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with J'oy—-but: not you. And since,” she
added, a glimmer in her eyes, “m
daughter is the bone of contention,

really do think it would work out for
the best, Diana, if you called off the
two skating events for which you are
entered with her.”

Diana’s eyes o?ened wide.

“But, Mrs. Bell, you—you can’t mean
that 1” she cried.

“No?” Mrs. Bell smiled sternly.
“Listen, Diana! Unless you see fit to

amend yeour attitude, until you apologize
to ra and her friends for your
spitefulness to them, I shall not allow

ear] to skate with you in your events !”

And Mrs, Bell rustled into the next
room, leaving Diana white-faced and
furious,

Think it over! Apologise to Babs &
Co.! Be a silly chorus girl in Bahs &
Co.’s rotten show! Stiff and furious,
the Royston-Clarke pride rose in arms!

Not 1f she knew it !

She felt she would rather pack up and
go home first!

A Bad Turn—and Good!

FHEN morning came
it found no change
: in Diana’s attitude.

Perhaps Diana
realiséed now that in
opposing Mrs. Bell she was

a material as she

ainst as toug
Mrs. Bell, for all

up
herself was made of.
her. sweet and kindly ways, was

obviously a woman with an iron will.

Diana’s heart was bitter, vengefully
bitter, when, after breakfast, she strolled
off. Hardly a word had she and Mrs.
Bell exchanged over breakfast, and little
Pearl, all eager excitement, stared
punledl; and strangely at her adored
“aunty ? when, asking questions, Diana

Iy and coldly.

Babs & Co. had not yet arrived to call
for little Pearl, and there was a gleam in
the Firebrand’s egearan she walked down
to the village. Straight -into Gibbons’
Stores she went, and the proprietor of
the shop hurried forward.

% 'rMorning miss! What can I do for
)ou » .

“I want some decorations,” Diana
informed him. *How many have you "

“Decorations, miss” r. Gibbons
beamed. * Privately Mr. Gibbons, having
over-stocked himself with decorations
before Christmas, had been wondering
how best to store his surplus_until next
year, ‘“Plenty of decorations, miss,” he
announced cheerfully, * and, seeing that
Christmas is over, going cheap, too.
What would you be wanting?”

“0Oh, I 5on't know—everything 1
by

“I— your on 1

“I eaid e\'erythll::g I” Diana snapped.
“Dash it, man, haven't you got ears?
What’s the price for every decoration
you've got in the shop 1"

Mr. Gibbons looked overcome.

“Well, miss, I reckon it would come
to about three pounds,”

“Then,” Diana said, and haughtily
took three pound notes from her bag,
“there’s the money. Every decoration

youn’ve got in this shop is bought by me.
s that right$"”

“ Er—yes, miss—of course, thank you !
Where shall I send them z

“Send them?” Diana looked blank
for a moment. “Oh, I don’t know!
Don’t send them anywhere—yet. Just
keep them aside, please. d don’t
forget,” she added warningly, “if any-

y else wants any, they're mine. The
name is Miss Diana Royston-Clatke—
with a hiy,?hen and a final ‘e’ Is that

all clea: s
"“Why, yes, Miss Cla—Royston-Clarke,
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certainly ! Of course! And thank you,”
r. Gibbons mumbled incoherently.
“Just—just as you say, of coursel
Good-morning, Miss Royston-Clarke 1"
Diana grinned. She walked out of the
shop. Three pounds! A lot of money
even for Diana—but, dash it, it was
worth it! Those decorations were
vitally necessary to Babs & Co.
Gibbons' was the only shop in Pellabay
which had them, and now she
cornered the lot! Yoicks!
wouldn’t she give to sece Babs & Co.’s
faces when they came along to Gibbons
and Gibbons- told them that he had
already sold his stock to her!

She chuckled as she walked along;
then she paused, as there came a sudden
shout behind her:

“Hi, Miss Diana!”

“What—" Diana said, and then
dimpled as she saw Mickey Lee.
“Why, hallo, Mickey I” she cried.

“Hal-hallo |” Mickey said shyly, and
nervously fingered his cap.

. “And where might you be going,
Mickey 1

“I'm going to the village. hall,”
Mickey said breathlessly. “You see, we
—we can’t afford to go to the carnival
on New Year’s Day, so we're going to
liave a sort_of tea party. Mr. Briggs,
the vicar, is getting it up, and—and
we're fomg to do turns and things and
all—all that,” he said. “Me and some
of the other boys are scrubbing tables
and so on.”

“Sounds interesting’’ Diana mused.
“Where is the village hall 7

“Just down this road, Miss Diana.
Would you like to come?” Mickey
asked eagerly. ® “The chaps will love
to see you.”

Diana smiled; but she was flattered
by his earnestness and—well, thanks to
her skating practice with Pearl being
cancelled, she had nothing better to do.
So off, with Mickey proudly strutting
at her side, she went; and, entering the
village hall—a wooden structure with a
corrugated iron roof and battened walls
—she was greeted by a whoop of glee.

“Miss Diana1”

And at once Mickey’s friends were
dancing round her. = Diana laughed
again, recognising in them her sled
tcams of yesterday There were many
other lads there, too, valiantly turning
to to make the village hall look spick-
and-span. But as one they clustered
round her, for the' fame of this lady
bountiful had spread.

“This is the hall,” Mickey said
earnestly.
“Nice!” Diana said and laughed,

though privately she thought the place
depressingly poverty stricken. A few
rather tattered decorations, accentuat-
ing rather than hiding the poverty of
the hall, bedraggledly hung from the
rafters, and from the bare battens of
the walls plain paper chains and such-
like objects made by unskilled hands.
“ And this,” she asked, “is where you
are going to have your New Year tea

party ' . .
“Yes, Miss Diana. It—it’s,” Mickey
said, as if conscious of the thoughts

passing through Diana’s mind, “the
best we can do. You see, the tea
party’'s for the children of the unem-
ployed, and Mr. Briggs, the vicar, is
paying all the expenses out of his own
pocket.”

“Jolly old Mr, Briggs!"’ Diana said,
and a warm glow of gratitude for the
unknown Mr. Briggs flooded her heart.
“But wait a_minute!” she said sud-
denly. “Oh, just wait a minute! You
know, we ought to brighten this place
up for the party—fairy lights and all
that sort of - thing. Supposing we
decorate it 1 |

Mickey ‘looked dubious.

—

‘ AUNTY BARBARA and all the other aunties are éoing to let me

go with them and buy the decorations to-morrow morning," squealed

little Pearl delightedly.

“Now, isn’t that ’citing? '

Diana’s mind

worked swiftly, Here, surely, wa; the chance she wanted to hit at Babs

“Yes, miss. But the money ?"’

“Never mind the money!” Diana
laughed deliciously. “ Come on, Mickey !
And you! And you! In two minutes,”
Diana promised, “you shall have all
the decorations you want. And—
yoicks I—won’t we have just the loveliest
time in hanging them up? Come on 1"

“Oh, Miss Diana I”

“Come on!”

And, with a laugh, Diana led the
way into the street again. With her
earnest—and  naqw excited—followers
hurrying at her heels, she went back to
Mr. Gibbons’ shop.

There, to the iads’ indescribable
delight, parcels were plumped into
their arms; and, staggering under the
loads, they made their way back to the
hall. Even so, there were more parcels
to be fetched; for Mr. Gibbons had
been right when he had told Diana that
she was getting his surplus stock cheap.
Diana was, If sha had bought them
before Christmas they would have cost
her nearly twice as much money.

Diana gleed, Diana glowed; for in
that moment both sides of her nature
were satisfied, In doing Babs & Co. a
bad turn she had also done a good one.
Could anything have brought more con-
tentment and hac{vpiness to her strange,
stormy Firebrand heart?

Babs Saves the Day!

-] €¢ ERE we are |” Bar-
bara Redfern
said cheerfully.
“Now you shall

corations, Pearl.”
And she smiled bri%htly at the little
girl who—with herself, Mabs, Clara,
and Janet Jordan—had just halted out-
side Gibbons' stores.
“And then shall we dec’rate the big
ship ?”’ Pear] asked breathlessly.
“That’s it!” Clara Jlaughed and
beameéd at her chums; for the ‘“dec’rat-

help us to choose the de-'

Co.?

ing * of the “big ship »—otherwise, the
ice yacht—was a matter of pressing
urgency now. *Got the cash, Babs?”

“Yes, rather!”

“Then in we go [* "
. And in they went, little Pearl danc-
ing eagerly among them. Mr. Gibbons,
sweeping up behind his counter, came
forward with a beaming smile,

“Yes, missies, and what can 1
you ?”

“We want some decorations,” Babs
said—“heaps of decorations! I think
we can take practically all your stock,
you know. You had quite a lot over,
hadn’t you—"

“I had—yes.” Mr. Gibbons smiled.
“But I'm afraid, young ladies, you are
too late—"’

“Too late?”

““ Miss Diana Royston-Clarke called on
me about half an hour ago and bought
up everything in the way of decorations
I had in the shop.”

_The chums stared in utter consterna-
t

ion.
“ Everything 7” Clara cried.

“Every single thing.”

“But Diana! What does she want
with them ?” Mabs cried.

“Miss Royston-Clarke didn’t say.”
The chums lookéd at each other a
litgo sickly, a little angrily. Diana
had been before them. Diana had
taken all those decorations which they
were so keen upon having. Without
those decorations it was just utterly im-
possible to make the old ice fmch.t look
anything but the shabby derelict it pre-
sented at the moment; and to use it in
its present form was unthinkable.

“8he’s just jolly weH bought them up
to spite us!” Clara said angrily.
“Isn’t that just like one of her tricks?
But you can get some more ?"” she asked
hopefully of Mr. Gibbons.

'Ehat worthy, however, shook his head.

“I am sorry, miss—no,” he replied.
“Most stocks have been withdrawn.
And I’m sure,” he added, “I don’t know
where you could get thom—unless, of

get for
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course, you ordered them from London,
an A

The chums gazed at him, feelings
then too deep for words. That was im-
possible, of course, with the pageant
only two days off. It would take one
day at least for the order to get to
London, another for it to be attended
to, another in transit.

“Well, she's dished us!” Clara said
savagely.  “All the same, she’s not
-going to get away with it! 'If she's got
those decorations she’s ﬁlly well goin,
to hand them over! Mr. Gibbons,
suppose you've no idea where she took
them 1"’ . =%

“Well, yes.” Mr. Gibbons blinked
mildly. “She’s taken them to the
village hall.”

“Then,” Clara said, “off we go to
, the village hall! 8orry, Mr. Gibbons,
Come on, kidlets!”

“QOh, has Aunty Diana bought all the

dec’rations 7’ Pearl as they
tramped out of thé shop. “But why?
Is it to give them to us? Because, you
tnow, Aunty Diana said it was fine

when I told her we were going to buy
them this morning.”

The chums d at each other—
rather grimlly. ey had all been won-
dering, until that moment, how Diana
had been forewarned of their plans.
They had forgotten the great admira-
tion of - Pearl for Diana - Royston-
Clarke.

In rather anFry silence they tramped
on, little Pearl happily trotting beside
them. T knew, of course, where
the village hall was, and as it came in
sight they strolled across the senow-
covered field towards it. A great deal
of excited noise was coming from the
interior of the hall, a great deal of
laughter. They reached the door and
then peered in.

And they blinked at what they saw.

For there was Diana standing on a
table. On the table was the great pile
of the decorations they had intended
to purchase, and Diana was laughing.
Round her, their faces earnest an
cager, swarmed young boys, excitedly
carrying off decorations as Diana
handed them out. dozen kiddies
were perched on steps and ladders
nailing them to the wall, and Diana
seffme to be thoroughly enjoying her-
self.
“Mum-my hat! What is she doing "
Clara stuttered. d

“It’s aunty[” cried little Pearl.

Diana heard that voice. For a
moment she looked up. For a moment
a scowl flitted across her face as she
saw the stupefied faces of the chums,
and then, magically, the scowl turne

to a smile. Airily she waved her
hand. . A

“Hallo, girls! Like to come and
help 7

Clara's eyes
into the room.

“Preity clever,
challenged.

“0Oh, quite!” Diana mischievously
smiled. “Like our decorations?” she
asked innocently. “I was awfully lucky
to get them, wasn’'t 1?7 you know,
they're the enly decorations for miles
around |”

Clara breathed hard.

She stepped
che

glinted.

aren’t yout”

“You knew, you cat, that we
wanted them 1

“Did you?” Diana locked aston-
ished. “Well, well, well! Who ever

would have thought that? Still, you
must admit they are being put to a
very good cause. I do so hope that I
haven't interfered with any plans you
have made.” :

Clara glared. The others, who had
come into the room now, glared, too.

d globe all right—a simply
logo

Diana had them—she knew it just as
they, most bitterly, knew it. Plainly,
they could not quarrel with Diana be-
cause she was playing Lady Bountiful
to the village kiddies.

“Of course,” Diana urged, “if I can
help you in any way—like taking the
leading part 1n your pageant, for
instance—— Or will there,” she asked,
with mock interest, “be a pageant
now 17”

“Oh, come on, girls!” Babs said.

“But look here—" Clara cried.

“Clara, please!” Babs protested, and
tugged at her sleeve, for Babs could
see that if Diana’s baiting went too far
the Tomboy was in danger of losing her
temper. Bitter though she herself was,
they could h“d]&{l Eve the appearance

of quarrelling wi iana because Diana

was doing the village lads a good
turn.

Clara ileared. But she allowed her-
self to reu; Followed by

Diana’s laugh, she went out again, just
as Mr. Briggs, the vicar, stepped 1nto
the room. In _ somewhat luiubrious
silence they made their way back to
the hotel, little Pearl puulecﬂy shaking
her head and wondering what had so
suddenly come over her new chums.
Dianui it seemed, had beaten them
after all. z
But she hadn’t. If Babs was angry,
her brain was busy.
And before the hotel
Babs had the
By the time

was reached
limmering of an idea.
ey were all seated in
the !ounie drinking morning coffee,
the idea had burst into full bloom. To
gler l4.;.hurn.v.’ surprise she gave a sudden
augh.

“ Funny, isn't itt'," Clara growled.-

“Blessed if T see—

“No; but you're not thinking of
what I'm thinking,” Babs said. “I've
ot it! We can’t have the ice yacht,
ut we can—and will—have something
else. Clara, you know the old globe up
in the lumber-room?”

Clara blinked. The knew the old
enormous, but
very out-of-date of the world
which her aunt, Miss Grace Trevlyn,
having no further use for, had stored
away.

“Well #” she said.

“Well 7’ Babs chuckled. “My hat,
I think this is an even better wheeze
than the first. Supposing we get hold
of that globe. Suppose,” Babs
added, “we decorate it as a snowball
—with cottonwool and all that. In-
stead of the yacht, we tow the snowball
in—balanced on a sled, of course—and
instead of popping out of the yacht,

d Pearl pops out of the snowball.”

“Phew 1” whistled Leila Carroll.
“Gee, that's 0.K., I guess!”

“We tow it in just the same,” Babs
went on. ““No need, as far as anything
else is concerned, to do different
1'eheamn[g. The only thin%——" And
then swiftly she looked at little Pearl.
“Pearl, you'd rather pop out of a bi
snowball than the big ship?” she asked.

“Qo, yes! That's lovely!” Pearl
said excitedly .

“And, Pearl, will you promise us one
thing—just one thing?” Babs asked.
“Don’t say anything to Aunty Diana
about it.”

“But why not?” Pearl asked, her
face falling.

“Because we don’'t want her to
know. You see,” Babs said, with per-
fect truth, “we want to give Aunty
Diana a big surprise. And if you told
her now you'd only spoil that surprise,
wouldn't you?”

Pearl beamed. -

“Ohb, no! But I can tell mamma
about it, can’t 12 :

_tramped the whole

-asked Mrs; Bell.

THE SCHOULGIRL

“UF course !”

And the chums glowed. Little Pearl,
now that she had had it impressed on
her, would keep her promise.

Excitedly they set about %repura-
tions, when, having asked Miss Trevlyn,
they had permission to use the globe.
'gh;ssf '.ll‘revyn. indeed, was more than

elpful.

“T think,” she said, “that it would
be a good thing, as you are so iptent
on keeping the new setting a séeret
from Diana, to rehearse it in private.
Instead of using the river, why not use
the private lake in the grounds? Diana
cannot very well trespass there without

rmission, and I sho hate,” Miss
E‘Bmvlyn said sincerely, “for her to do
anything to mess things up again.”

And so what seemed to hayve been
disaster scemed to have turned out to
the chums’ advantage. It was novel.
It would be new. It would be the sort
of surprise that would delight the vil-
lagers—most of whom, at any rate, were
very familiar with the old ice yacht,
moored out on the river.

Enthusiastically from that moment

they set to work to rig up the globe and
fix it to the sled, little Pearl doing her
best to help. And so willingly, so
eagerly did they set to, that the task
was ﬁ:ished before lunch, and after
lunch they held their first rehi —a

smashing success—on the lake, =~ 7.

Meanwhile, Diana, in- a very good
humour, continued at the vnl_!n(ge hall to
superintend the village kiddies’ pre-
paration with Mr. Brig Lunch-time
came there, but, seeing that the decora-
tions were still far frog finished, Diana

of her party across to
the an Cafe on the main road, and
there treated them to whatever they
wanted. In Her most generous, her most
expansive mood was Diana then.

With every reason. For Diana loved
the admiration of the village lads. And
there was a warm, if somewhat vindic-
tive, sense gf C:utiufwt:on at having
dished Babs 5

Dusk came, with the hall finished at
last. Shaking hands with the very
grateful vicar, Diana, with her admirers
crowding round her, went back to Three
Gables. She was grinning as she went
up the drive. Well, the day had been a
success after all. d even if she was
not skating with Pearl, she still had her
own big event in the Free Skating to
look forward to.

‘With a glow in her heart she entered
the drawing-room.

Then she stood still.

By the fireside was Mrs. Bell, and
sitting on Mrs. Bell’s knee was little
Pearl. And Pearl was talking—
excitedly. o

“Mamma, Aunty Barbara says it’s

ing tc be ever so much better than
ﬁe Ebig ship, and won't need any
dec’rations at all, you know. And I'm
to h, Aunty Diana I” she eried,
as she saw Diana, and, with a shriek of
glee, rushed across the room.

Diana caught her. 2%

“Hallo, Pearl! Been enjoying your-
self 7" ¢ -

“Qh, ever so, Aunty Diana! We've
been rehearsing such lots of lovely sur-
prises, you know 1”

Diana gazed at her, her self-assurance
and pleasure receiving a_sudden chill.
So Babs & Co. had abandoned the idea
of the ice yacht, had they? Babs & Co.
had some&ﬁng else up_their sleeves—
something that was going to be even
better, was it? z

Buz Diana was artful, if she was not
cunning. Mrs. Bell was coming towards
them then, and she realised that this was
no time to pump Pearl. . )

“Well Ifizna,.mll sou have tea?”’
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“Thdnks!” Diana said,

“You have seen Barbara and her
friends to-day 7"

Diana nodded calmly.

“Oh, yes, I've seen them! But I was
too bus;}ta talk to them,” she added.

Mrs. Bell compressed her lips, reading
rightly in that that Diana had not
apologised. But she had no wish then
to re-open hostilities with Diana, and
whisked away. As soon as she had gono
PIBIII scttled herself in front of the
ire.

Confidingly Pearl swung up on to the
arm of her chair.

“Oh, aunty, what were you doing in
the village hall?” she said. “Aunty
Barbara and the others were cross, you
know, because they couldn’t get their
dec’rations. Didn’t you buy them for
Aunty Barbara 1"

“No, I didn’t. I didn’t know that
Aunty Barbara wanted—" And then

N

@
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Diana stopped herself. No, she simpl
could not tell a fib to Pearl. “But teﬁ
me, Pearl, what have you been doing 1"

“Oh, lots of things!” said Pearl.

“What’s this new thing Aunty Bar-
bara’s going to do instead of the big
ship?” Diana coaxed.

“It’s a surprise,” Pearl chuckled.

“What sort of surprise?”

“Well, you know, I can’t tell you
that, aunty, ’cos Aunty Barbara told me
not to,” Pearl said innocently.

Diana’s eyes narrowed.- So that was
the way of it, was it? Babs & Co. had
bound Pearl to secrecy.

“But Aunty Barbara didn’t mean you
to keep secrets from me, Pearl.”

“But she did, you know! She said it

_ ever so plainly. Oh, aunty, please don't
. ask mel”

“But I want to know,” Diana said.

“ Aunty, I—I'm sorry—"

“You,” Diana said, and there was a

lint in her eyes now—*'you like Aunty

arbara better than me ?” ‘
“Qh, aunty, no! But—but— Oh

dear!” And Pearl looked up with won-

-

Jering and dismayed distress at the
anger gathering in the Firebrand’'s
cheeks. “I like Aunty Barbara ever so
much; but I like you, too, you know.”

*Sounds like it |”

Pearl slipped off the arm of the chair.
With eyes wide with distress she looked
at her.

‘ Please, aunty, don't ask me !”

“But am asking you!” Diana
glared, completely nettled now. “Oh,
all right!” she blazed out. “Kecep

your silly little secret! T thought,” she
added bitterly, “that -you liked me
better than Aunty Barbara !”

“But, aunty—"

“Well, tell me!” .
_“Aunty, I—T can’t!” Pearl said, her
lips quivering. Then she paled as
Diana, with a glare, strode across the
room. ‘‘ Aunty, don't go—""

But Diana, with a farious slam of the
door, had vanished.

=\

~ “LIKE our decorations? " Diana asked mischievously.
was awfully lucky to get them, wasn't 17

By Hilda Richards

morning. But she watched from her
window ; she saw Babs, Mabs, and Clara
arrive. She saw them leaving, taking
a _still somewhat sad-faced little Pearl
with them. And this time, Diana
noticed, they did not make for the
river.

Where, then, were they rchearsing?

Diana rose. ell, that, at least,
shouldn't be a secret for very long.
Once she knew what was happening,

she—
Softly she left the house.

{3 Wl-:'u. DO it first without the snow-

ball,”” Barbara Redfern said.
“Pearl, dear, you take your place here,
will you?” )

Pearl nodded, but without er.thusiasm.
She looked a little sad, Babs thought.

Pearl was. But she was too loyal to
Diana to tell the chums the real reaso:
of her upset.

The scene was the frozen lake in the
grounds of Pellabay Castlo Hotel—an
excellent spot, quiet and secluded, for
Babs & Co.’s rehearsal.

“Well, stand here, Pearl, will you?”
Mabs said. “‘ Babs, will you stand here?
Clara, as Father Time, you keep just a
little in the rear—get back by that bush
there. Bessie—"

And then, all ¢t once, Mabs broke off.
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Do you

know, they're the only decorations for miles around | '’ Babs

& Co. glared.

“ You knew that we wanted them |’ accused

Clara angrily.

“Diana, You—You Bully!”

HE was a cat, of course !
She was a brutel She
had no right to upset
Pearl only because she

was being loyal to Babs &

Co.

She knew she had done wrong, but
the very knowledge of her wrong-doing
only added fire to her fury. She
thought she had dished Babs & Co.
Babs & Co., apparently, so far from ac-
cepting defeat, had only risen to greater
things. .

A bitter pill that to swallow.

She did not see Pearl for the rest of
that evening, and for the first time since
she had been at Three Gables Pearl
failed to come and kiss her good-night
when she went to bed. .

But could Diana have seen_ the tear-
stained little face which cried itself to
sleep that n_:ght, even she might have
flung that stiff, revengeful pride of hers
on one side. 4 3

She did not see Pearl either in the

For suddenly something twenty yard:
away had caught her eye. 2 i

The something was the moving tip of
a crimson feather. ;

The feather was moving above the
bank on the opi)osxte side of the lake,
just before a tall fir-tree.

Mabs started. She knew that feather.
It belonged to the hat of Diana Royston-
Clarke. Stealthily she indicated it tc
Babs, and Babs, staring, looked at
Clara, who, at the same time, noticed
it. The Tomboy’s ecyes glimmered
suddenly. :

“Then wait » ticklet!” she cried.
“We've forgotten the gscning scene !
Make snowballs, everybody!”

“But what—" gasped Gwen Cook,
only to be silenced by a swift grimace
from the Tomboy, and Clara motioned
towards the feather tip. And then
Gwen understood. They all understood.

Grinning, they made the snowballs.

“Now,” Clara said, “don’t fire until
I give the word ! Remember, girls, the
tree’s the target| One, two, three!
Fire 1" i

Diana, behind the bank, pricked up
her ears. Hallo! What was this?

Then, crash! A snowball smashed

(Continued on page 14)



O Christmas is over !
. I hope you all had a most glorious
_ time, my pets, and that aren’t
feeling too tired now after your m nights
and active days.
But even if Christmas is over, the
memory of it is still with us, isn't it ¢
I t you've noticed during the past
days that one of the first tions every-
one asks is: * What did you have for
Christmas ? "
At any rate, that's what everyone has
been asking your Patricia.
Perhaps you'd like me to tell you about
my presents, would you ? (I know I love
to know all about other people’s !)

@ Lovely Presents

Well, my biggest present was from
mother and father—an evening dress.

It’s a perfect dream in iee-b%uo taffeta,
which ** whispers ” most thrillingly as I
walk.

The neck is fairly low, and comes right
off the shoulders—in the fashionable
Victorian style. Oh, I just love it.

Brother Brian was rather a lamb.
He gave me a pair of felt boots, lined with
fluffy sheepskin, They fasten with zippers
and will be ideal for my little cold toes
on very freezing days when I'm doing
anything in the garden, for I'm a chilly
mortal, you know.

Another exciting present I had was from
Aunt Monica—who isn’t my aunt, you
know, but young Heath’s godmother.
She gave me a wondrous Beauty Box,
fitted up with the most lovely beauty
P tions, made by one of the most
exclusive ** hbeauty experts ™ in the world.
(I'm almost frightened to use it !)

My rather-rich friend, Esmee, gave me
a bottle of perfume, bless her! It was
only emall, but very special—and, of
eourse, I adore it.

A &m’r of hand-knitted angora gloves
was the present from my not-so-well-off
friend, Joan. They're in bright yellow,
and so flufly and adorable. 1'm thrilled
with them.

So altogether, you see, your Patricia
has been very, very lucky this Christmas
—for eveumrlgnw I've not mentioned
hankies, s gs, jumper, -cigarettes
(with gold tips), and chocolates, which I
received from sundry grandparents, aunts,
uneles, and youthful cousins,

And I have told you, haven't I, that
the i cards from all you dear
young people are among my most treasured
possessions, -
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PATRICIA is your very own friend, who writes to you
each week on this page in just that chummy way
love. She tells you about “herself—about things to do
things to talk about. In fact, about everything to interest

schoolgirls
and

girls.

; @ Resolutions

Now what about some GCood.
Resolutions for the New Year ?

Have you made any ?

Heath's are rather comic. They
seem to consist of resolving to like
all the things he hates at the
moment !

“I'm going to like hot milk,
med'cine, Bol Jones, and Mrs.
Meredith's®dog who's v8 chasing my
Minkie,” he said, all in one breath, when
I asked him about the subject.

I just had to laugh, and did try to
explain that good resolutions didn’t
necessarily mean he must try to change
himself round entirely—but are an
attempt to remedy failings.

As I said, it didn't really matter two
hoots whether he liked hot milk or not—
for I hate it, too. No one likes ‘** med’cine.”
Bobby Jones, who lives down the road,
certainly can be a very objectionable goung
man of ten years when he likes, and Mrs,
Meredith’s dog should NOT chase our
beloved puss-cat.
thlBt:t, of course, I didn’t tell Heath all

s

@ Rather Dull

My own resolutions are rather uninter.
esting, I'm afraid. I'm going to wash
my hair-brush every single week; I'm
going to do more cocking than I did last
year. And I'm going to concentrate on
breathing exercises.

I've been reading a lot about breathing
just lately, and it seems that it is one
of the secrots of good health—not to
mention good looks,

I may have told you that I am rather
gubject to colds in the winter-time, and
throat-y complaints.

Correct, deep breathing exercises in
front of an open window are said to be
magie for keeping such ailments at bay.
So I've promised myself to have a good try.

@ Something To Make

I've got a horrible idea that you won't
be feeling at all in a domesticated mood
this week, so
ﬁrhspa you'll not

impressed b
the siéxt. of un%
useful little
“emergenc
mending outfit
here.

All the same,
I'm going to be
firm, and just tell
you how to make
it, for you’re sure
to have plenty of
odd moments

and holes will appear in stockings just
when you want to look your trimmest.

You'll want a piece of cardboard
measuring § inches by 2} inches. Cover
this with pretty cretonne hack and front,
then fold in half, so that you have two
squares.

Sew a piece of flannel on to one side,
and a piece of tape across the other.

Fix needles and pins to the flannel,
and slip a card of mending wool or silk
into the other. Paint or embroider your
initial on the front cover—and it is
complete.

® For Party Wear J

With ies and pantos in the air, I
wonder how you like this very simple
idea of pretty-ing
up & year's  —

y frock. -

You will need a -
straight silk scarf
to effect the trans-

formation. %4
Fold this as q
shown in the little \

dia , and then
gatg:n slightly at
the two shoulder
edges, and sew two |
or three pretty
buttons there.
Then this
over your shoul-
ders, as shown in
the picture, and
fasten in the front
with anotherbutton,
or with aribbon bow. .
You can see from the picture how pmttivl
this will look—and it is a style whic
would certainly appeal to you who get
rather chilly on the ghoulders.
There, I quite forgot to mention the
resent that small brother Heath (or
eatherington in full) gave me.
It wasn't a tablet of pink soap, after
all—perhaps mother had restrained him !
He gave me a blue-handled tooth-
brush—which was just what I wanted.
And thrown in for luck was a typewriting
rubber. I think the young urchin must
haye noticed how many typing mistakes
I make, for I certainly do quite a lot of
rubbing out !

Before I say bye-bye I mm&lly must
tell you about a very ingenious Christmas
Cm-(fwhioh I received from a reader in
Montreal,

Attached to the was a small
stocking—actually made of net, like those
you buy—and :B[am.ren&ly full of toys.
When you ope! the card there was a
clever drawing fm:égﬂ you of Father

taid

Christmas emptyi out of his sack,
and it was t.hel:ey';:{hg

stocking, Now wasn’t that clever ?
Happy New Year to you all, my pets.

Your friend, PATRICIA, : :

showed behind the
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FESTIVE FANCY
DRESSES

Three easy-to-make and delightful-to-wear fancy
- dresses that any schoolgirl would love.

F you are going to a fancy dress party this year you'll most
I ge y be wondering * what to };o as,” for attractive’

faney costumes can be very ive to buy.
8o this is to &you who'd rather make your outfit, spending
as little as ible.

JAPANESE GIRL.—This costume would suit a girl with
dark hair and ereamy skin. Silky pyjama legs can have elastic
threaded through the ends so that tl;my catch the ankles z

A short summer dress will make the tunic part. This should
have dark blue or black silk ribbon sewn around the neck,
sleeves, hem and up each side. (You need not slit the sides
unless you like—for the ribbon can be removed afterwards.

Wear a wide sash of this ribbon around your waist and flat-
heeled black slip; Carry a sunshade and tuck an artificial
flower into your hair over each ear. .

SPE G BEE.,—Here's a very simple dress for the up-
to-the-minute young miss. .

Wear your simplest summer frock, and over it embroider
in chain-stitch as many letters of the alphabet as you ecan.
Make yourself a dunce’s cap from a cone of stiff paper glued
at the sides. Tie it under your chin with ribbon and paint more
letters on the front of the eap, .

Carry a piece of card with you on which are written some
long words lled wrongly. This should certainly be very
intnguing and make an opening for conversation.

NELL GWYNN.—This would particularly suit the girl with
long hair. The dress must be borrowed from mother or @ big
sister.

.
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BABS & CO’S WINTER DRESSES

In response to many requests, Miss Hilda Richards and Patricia have put their
heads together to give you these peeps into Babs & Co.'s winter wardrobes,
‘Next week Diana will be featured, bringing this little series to an end.

“ Bub-Babs,”

BESSIE said Bessie ex-
BUNTER i, 1

going to have
a new dress! So what colour do
you think would suit me ? "

“ Well, what colour would you
like, you old silly one t" said
Babs, laughing.

Bessie hung her head.

“ Pup - purple,” she mumbled
and kiuthe carpet. ' But you
always tell me not to choose
P , and I do wish——""

“ Bessie!” Babs jumped up
and placed her hands on Bessie's
shoulders. “ You may mnow do
three swift somersaults with excite-
ment, for at last your wish shall
come true. For purple is THE

~ colour this autumn.”
That was just before Christmas—and now Bessie has that

drees and it is the li ; )

A deep, rich purple it is—the material a plain wool cloth.

For several s Bessie and Babs pored over * Bestway
fashion books to find a suitable style that could be made up
in the village—for, naturally, Bessie is almost impossible to
fit * offthe peg.” ;

Bessie obviously yearned for frills and furbelows—but Bahs
was firm. As the material itself was such a brilliant eolour,
she insisted that the style would have to be extremely simple.
- 'The neck can be worn high, or in a tiny V, as you can see, and
it fastens with a shos purplm

he belt is narrow suede, ing the dress exactly.
The pleats which come from the shoulder-yoke are stitched
18 '
» .
had for ages—and the joy of it is, it looks equally well under a

|

A

........... srsssRssErs snaninen

provent the skirt stretching, _

Then you make a long white organdie or muslin apron, as full
as you like, * Tie this around your waist, the bow at the front,
and it will stand out stiffly at the back.

Drape a chiffon scarf around your shoulders and pin the ends
with a cameo brooch. Wear a wide-brimmed hat, decorated
with a feather over the brim, and carry a basket of oranges,

T P P T T e

JEMIMA Jemima is definitely thin, and
she knows it.

C ARST AIRS She also knows [that well-

: tailored* clothes give her that

trim look which she—and the old guv’'nor—admire. .

But Jemima by no means sticks to one fashion all the time,
For her new winter outfit she decided on CONTRASTS, know-
ing these to be the newest idea.

A check'jacket and a plain skirt was
her choice. The skirt 1s in hunting-
green, and the jacket the same colour, =
with brown over-check. ok

The wide lapels and ded shoul- oy -
ders give Jemima wi across the
chest, and make her hips look extra- £ y
glim. (For }:.tfpa. you know, want to : . \
be very neat if a well-cut skirt is to be A R
worn with distinetion.) & 1

You will notice the “fob" that [

Jemima wears on the left lapel. This % =

was a istmas present from her e 3
father, and it is actually a silver watch,
with her initial on the back. It fastens
to her coat with a leather band, which
can be removed in a twinkling.

Jemima was so pleased with this
outfit, that she is considering having a
jacket made of the plain material, and
a skirt of the check. Then she can
change and change around se that two
complete outfits will do duty for four.

But good tailoring—even for young
gaople—-is a costly ‘business, so

emima has not made up her mind

t.
::gn one thing, though, Jemima was
She insisted on having a straight
of artificial silk sewn across the
of the skirt on the inside—to
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(Continued from page 11)

against the tree, shooting a shower of d

snow over her, Another—another! And
in @ moment the air was thick with fly-
ing snowballs, and Diana, amid a flurry
of snow, was crouching on the ground.
¥rom the chums came a yell of
langhter.
“ 9 lt l!l
“Fire”
“Keep it up I’
Diana sat up. She guessed what had
happened then. Hang them, they had
spotted her! Quickly she sprang up,
only to fall back as a well-aimed snow-
ball took her beneath the chin.
“Look here—"  ghe shrieked.
“Wow—bother you—ooch!”  Diana

gurgled, and, t , Tan.

Ag whizzing volley of
followed her.

Diana, out of range, stopped ahd
glared back furiously. The cats! And
then she became aware of Miss Trevlyn
striding towards her. :

“Diana | What are you doing here?”

“J—I—" gasped Diana.

- snowballs

“You know these grounds are private

roperty. You have no .right to be
ere without permission !

Diana glared. :

“So I should be obliged,” Miss Trev-
dyn added coldly, “if you would remem-
‘ber that! Please do not come here
again, Diana|” : i

_A!_ui Miss Trevlyn, with a decidedly
frigid glance, but with a suspicion of a
smile lurking on her lips, passed on.

Diana gritted her teeth, Hang her!
Hang them! =
' SBhe flung back on_ber way, and not
¢ven when she met Mickey Lee & Co.,
who whooped towards her with an eager
rush, were her chastened spirits buoyed
up. All the same, even if they had
. ‘'scored over Diana, things were not
‘going too well for the Cliff House
chums. For the dance, which should
have been such a success, was in dange:
of becoming a complete wash-out.

The cause was little Pea
. For it was obvious from first that
she was not herself Caring for Diana
as she did, it was a cause of real dis-
‘tress to Pearl to feel that she was in the
Firebrand’s bad books.

Small wonder that she could not put
‘her heart and soul into her part. But,
loyal to Diana with Babs & Co. as she
‘had been to Babs & Co. with Diana, she
pluckily resisted any entreaty of the
chums to find out what was the matter
with her. !

Mabs gave it up at last.

“It's no good," she said despairingly.
“Pear]l can do it, but Pearl’s just not
doing itl We'd better scrap the
rchearsal for the time being.”

The chums nodded. Pearl looked—
and felt—very sad and sorry; but for
once there was no eagerness on her part
to carry on. In rather a disheartened
group the chums gathered in the hotel
again, and Babs and Mabs, having
promised Mrs, Bell, took Pearl home,
sayin good—b:ie to her at the gates ot
the Three Gables.

Rather disconsolately Pearl drifted up
the drive and knocked at the door.

The door opened. But it was neither
the butler nor her mother who opened
that door to her. It was Diana.

Diang had arrived home _fifteen
minutes before, and although she ha
spent some time with Mickey Lee & Co.,
advising them about their New Year
tea-party, her feelings were still bitter.

“Oh, Aunty Diana—" started Pea:l.

The Firebrand scowled as she remem-
bered that if Pearl bad only told her
what was happening. she wonld have
been spared the humiliation of the
morning.

Diana!™,

“Come in !” she st;u%pgd._ e b
Pearl sighed. With her lips Tm'ermg
a little, she went in. Diana closed the

oor.
“Well, jolly funny, wasn't it,” she
growled, “to see your hateful friends
pelting me with snowballs? I suppose
you laughed like anything !”

Pearl’s eyes filled with tears.

“Oh, aunty, I didn't!” i

“No; but it was your fault!” Diana
said, and inwardly reviled herself, even
as the words left her lips, for her unfair-
ness. “If you'd told me what was hap-
pening at the hotel there'd have been
no need for me to hide there, would
there?  And if I hadn’t hidden there I
shouldn’t have got caught.”

“Oh, aunty, I—T'm ever so sorry!”
Pearl said. c

“Well, then, tell me what they're
doing,” Diana said. E

“But I can’t, aunty. I promised.”

“You mean,” Diana snarled, “yon
won't! All right!” And then, as Pearl,
with a little ery, started towards her,
she thrust out an arm. “No; don't
come—— Oh, yoicks1”
¥or, in thrusting out that arm, she
ad pushed. That ungovernable temper
of hers made her push just a little
harder than she intended. I’earl, rush-
ing on, rebounded from Diana’s palm,
slipped, and fell.

“Pearl—" Diana cried, and sud-
denly, feeling a cat and a brute, rushed
forward.

But before she reached Pearl an
agitated figure swept on to the scene,
and Mrs. - her eves blazing, helped
little Pearl up and furiously turned to
face the Firebrand.

“Diana, you—you
a quivering voice.
Diana, you will go to your room! You
will pack your bags at oncc—at once,
do you hear? I will not tolerate you
a moment longer in this house !”

Defeat—and Triumph!

13 EARL!”
=p P “ Pearl dear!”
“Pear]l, please—

e

\, lease do_  cheer

T up!” Mabel Lynn begged,

almost in tears herself.

But little Pearl's best reply to them
all was only a wistful and rather sad
smile.

“I—I want Aunty Diana!” she said,
with a half-sob in her voice.

It was the following day—ihe day of
the great ice carnival. On the river
outside the carnival was in full swing,
and the chums’ big event was due to
begin in a quarter of an hour’s time,
With Pearl in this state, it looked like
being an utter flop.

“QOh, my hat! What can we do?”
Mabs whispered. “Pearl—”

“Oh, please,” Pearl begged tearfully.
“I want Aunty Diana!”

She did. From the moment, twenty-
four hours ago now, that Diana had dis-
appeared from Three Gables, Pearl had
done nothing but want Diana. Diana
was her friend. S8he loved Diana so
much. Diana, on the ice, had taught
her so man; things—had given her that
buoyant confidence which was so neces-
sary to her good performances. The fact
that Diana had left without a word—
with, in fact, just one bitter scowl in
her direction—had tortured little Pearl’s
memory to distraction. She felt she
could never, never be happy again until
she had made it up with Aunty Diana.

“If only Diana were here!” groaned
Babs,

But Diana wasn't—at least, as far as
Babs knew. . .

Actually, however, Diana was not far

*

bully ! she cried in

“How dare you!-
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away. -Diana, contrary to expectation,
had not gone back t:y Londotffed If she
had left Three Gables, she had not left
Pellabay. And Diana, robbed of every-
thing else, intended at the last moment
to make a spectacular appearance in
order to carry off the biggest event of
the whole programme—the New Year
Carnival Free Skating Championship.

That, Diana had vowed, should be her
reward, She'd show the rest of the
competitors—among whom were Janct
Jordan and Leila Carroll—how a skat-
ing championship should be won!
Robbed of Pearl, foiled in her inten-
tion to smash the show which Babs &

o. had originated, she would at least
snatch that great triumph from the
wreck of her plans!

Diana, at that moment leaving the
village hotel where she was now staying.
told herself that she was glad that she
hadn’t got Pearl to worry about. And
vet that strangely changing heart of
hers had known more than one pang
since she had left the kiddie. Perhaps
to allay the pangs of her own conscience,
she had sent all the tickets she had
bought for the carnival—twenty of them
—along to Mr. Briggs, the vicar, advis-
ing him to get rid of them in the best
way he thought.

Babs & Co. thought she had left, did
they? Babs & Co., doubtless, were now
hoping that Leila Carroll, the best free
skater in the event, would win the prize.
But let them wait! Oh, let them wait !
I'wice she had beaten Leila Carroll in
Chff House championships. It should
be nothing to the beating she would
inflict upon her now !

Why

And Pearl? Oh, bother Pearl!
should she think of her now ?

It was early evening—a starry night—
as Diana, attired from head rtﬁ fo%t in
fur-trimmed snowy-white, her glistening
skates under her ‘arm, strode off to the
carnival. There, on the river, was con-
gregated a great crowd, all blinking in
the glow of the floodlights which shone
upon the scene, where at the moment a
skating dance on the ice was in pro-
g}:’esst. And then suddenly there came a
shout :

“Miss Diana I t

Diana gtared; turned round. Mickey
Lee, his face glowing and looking un-
lls‘l‘l%%;l{ hdhyi"“l?s in fﬁont of her.

¥, Mickey, what are you doin
here ” she nske(f. 2 f.

“It’s thanks to you, Miss Diana !” he
said, and his eyes glowed his admira-
tion. “Those tickets you sent to the
vicar, you know, He gave them to us.”
Diana laughed. p

“And you've got a front seat, 1
hope 27
. “Yes, Miss Diana. But, I say, you're
in the championship, aren’t you? It
starts in five minutes, you know. 1 do
hope you win, Miss Diana, We're all
waiting to clap vou like anything !”

“Thanks!” Diana said.” “See you
later, Mickey—with the first prize !"’

Airily she waved her hand, and
strutted off to find the master of
ceremonies. But hardly had she taken
half a dozen steps than a startled voice
reached her. ;

“Diana !”

Diana turned. and scowled a®she saw
Babs hurrying up.

“Diana—you ! Babs gulped. “Diana,
I thought you had gone home ?”

“Bit of a blow it is for you, eh?"”
sneered Diana. “I suppose you think
Leila is going to win the, champion-
ship 1"

“I was thinking of Pearl,” Babs said
quietly. :

“ Bother Pearl 1" Diana said irritably.

“Diana, listen! No, don’t walk
away|” And Babs caught her by the
shoulder. -*Diana, doesn’t Pearl mean
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ou?” she asked. “Don’t
you like the kiddie any more?”
“Oh, rats! Of course I like her I”
“ And you wouldn’t,” Babs said, “like
!.ﬁ ;s!}ink you were the cause of her being
i

“My hat!
about 1

“Diana, listen! I am not asking you
for my own sake—it’s for the kiddie this
time. But since you went away Pearl
hasn’t been herself. She’s just breaking
her heart because she thinks you’ve got
a down on her 1”

Diana flushed.

“ wall?l!

“Well?” DBabs faced her squarely.
“Diana, a word from you will make all
the difference in the world. She’s there,
in that tent. Won't you just come to
saB_that word 1"

iana paused. Oh, yoicks! And
suddenly, in her mind's eye, she saw
that pretty little face again; she heard
that whispering cry.

Wel), after all, what harm had Pearl
done to her? And, hang it, she couldn’t
go into her championship with this on

What are you talking

_her mind !

“Well, where is she?” she asked
roughly, even though she kneow.

For answer Babs crossed to the tent
and pulled back the flap. The other
Cliff House chums were standing just
inside. .

Diana, then, with a shrug, went in.
And little Pear], at sight of her, uttered
a cry.

“ Aunty I

So pitiful that face, so utterly radiant
and delighted as soon as she spotted her,
that Diana’s heart knew a most terrific

pan%. .
“Pearl I” she cried.

“Aunty!” And there was Pearl run-
ning forward; there she was with
arms outatretcﬁed, the tears streaming
down her chubby face, blindli groEmg.
“Qh, aunty,” she sobbed, “I—I knew
you would come! I—I've been so—so
unhappy without you I”

Diana felt something rise and stick in
her throat.

“Kid 1” she said hoarsely. *“Kid!”
And stooped and gathered her. “ Well,
hang you!” she snarled savagely at
Babs & Co. “Can’t you get out of this?
Can't you leave us alone?”

“Come on !” Babs said.

She turned her head towards the door.
Quietly the chums filed out. Pearl, with
a sobbing little ery, clung to Diana.

“ Aunty, you—you don’t think I'm a
bad girl?” .

“Silly kid, no!” Diana said, trying to
forget the tears she felt welling to her
own eyes.

“And—and you do _forgive me,
aunty ! ’Cos, you know, I never meant
to make you not like me! Aunty, say
you like me |’

Unheard by Diana in the emotional
stress of that moment, the bell ountside
was clanging for the competitors in the
free skating cham :onshlﬁ.

“Qh, aunty, I—I'm so happy !” Pearl
si%ed. 3

iana sighed, too, and then furiously
dashed the tears from her eyes. e
was just being a sentimental fool, of
course, but how could one just help
loving a kiddie like this?

“There!” she said. “Now, Pearl, are
you happy "

“ Happy, sunty, yes!” Pearl beamed
mistily. “I feel ever so brave now you
are here! Aunty, you don’t mind me
%opﬂmg out of the snowball with Aunty

arbara and her other friends?”

“0Oh, of

course notl” Diana said.

“And then, remembering, jumped to her

i feet.

Ty e

€ “But, Pearl, I've got my skating
event !’ she cried in- sudden appre-
hension. “I've got to rush. I've got to

b

" prehending.

fly. Pearl, wait here till I've finished.
Sec you later.”

And Diana flew. Outside she paused,
locking at the skaters on the ice. Could
that be her event# She caught hold of

a steward.

“Bteward, quickly! Where's the
l\ﬁl:O.l's offices? I'm in the champion-
shi

‘?Are you?” He turned to look at
her. “Then,” he said, “I'm sorry; the
championship has already started!

Those are they—on the ice now. You're
too late1”

Diana gasped.

“But can’t I go on?”

“Sorry, miss, orders are that all com-
afraid

petitors start together.  I'm

you're out |”

Diana stared, blankly uncom- X\
Out? She had
missed her triumph! She was

too iate! Too late all because
she had been a sympathetic
softie |

Choking, almost quivering

with rage, with sickness at her
own setimentality, she stamped
towards the ring of spectators.

This competition —it should
have been hers. This—and she
had lost it!

And Leila—that Babs & Co.
cat |I—Leila, obviously, was win-
ning! Leila, whom she had
beaten twice at Cliff House.

Bitter, black, Diana’s stormy
heart then. How she hated her-
self! What a weak, silly fool
she was! She, who had missed
this most glorious of opportuni-

ties| But look, it was coming to
an end! The heads were con-
ferring; the crowd was clap- .

ping. Now the M.C. was
stepping into the floodlight. He
raisea his hand. :

““The champion,” he announced, *is
Miss Leila Carroll1”

What a cheerl ;

But Diana did not cheer. Diana did
not clap, 8he gritted her teeth. She
looked more furious than before.

Leila, her face alight, was running
off now—for the American junior had
to get ready to take her place in the
New Year Tableau. Bhe entered the
tent to find Babs, Mabs, Clara, Jemima,
and ‘all the rest already dressed, and
Pearl, a radiant little fairy, among
them, laughing with excited happiness.

“ Aunty Leila, look at me!” she
shrilled.

“Snakes 1” Leila laughed, and stared.
“Y .am) Say, who's performed  the

.

“ 100K here—"

And still the snowballs came |
brand’s efforts to spy on Babs & Co.

. By Hilda Richards '3

miracle?” She gazed at Bahs. “Is
this the same kiddie I saw before the
championship race?” she asked.

“It is—and it isn’t!” Babs laughed.
“You see, we got ‘hold of Diana!
Diana worked the miracle, as you call

it! Now, Pearl, what about this 1939
jersey 7 v
“0o, yes!” Pearl cried. “Aunty

Bar?bam, will Aunty Diana be watching
me 7”

“You bet she willl” Babs laughed.

And her heart in that moment glowed
towards  “Aunty ”  Diana who had
achieved this striking transformation in
their little star,

“There I she laughed; and Pearl,
ecstatically happy mnow, danced her

shricked Diana
‘“ Bother you—ooch ! "

fur ously. e
e r'ire-

had failed dismally.

glee as the trim jersey, boldly marked

©1929,” was slipped on her. ‘'Every-
thing ready? Good egg! This way,
Pearl; you. coma with me. Now
you're going in—"

“In the snowballl” Pearl gleed.
“Qh, isn’t it all ’citing, Aunty
Barbara? I do hope I sce Aunty
Diana 1"

Babs smiled. But off then to take up
positions. = Clara Trevlm, unrecoguis-
able in a long grey ard and her
scythe and hour-glass, was already
there. Pearl went off into a shriek ol
laughter as she saw her. -

“Qh, Aunty Clara, don’t you look
funny 1” she_pealed.

“And don’t I feel it!” Clara gurgled.
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For Clara. despite her pluck, always
suffered from stage fright. “But hurry,
you chumps! I'm getting my cue!”

The cue was the end of the M.C.'s
announcement—the M.C. now on the ice
addressing the silent and wondering
crowd. Now the floodlights were
circling, concentrating their light full
on the scene, and while the crowd
watched, Clara, in her Father Time
disguise, hobbled forward on her skates.
There was a laugh and a cheer.

Diana, watching, scowled. ,

Now Clara was saying her lines,
Now, as she waved her scythe, in skated
Babs as 1938, circling around her.
Then suddenly, from the dark back-
ground, a trumpet blew. There came
a chorus of laughing voices, followed
by a flying shower of snowballs against
which ~ Clara and Babs gave way.
Then—what a gasp of admiration went
up !
pL:mghing. singing, the rest of the
chums swept into the light, dragging
behind them the huge snowball on the
sled. Once—twice they skated in a
circle, and then—hey presto! A ecircle
in the snowball flew back. ko

And there, in the full glare, rising
like a fairy out of the huge ball,
appeared little Pearl!

Pearl, on tiptoe, her face suffused
with happiness
_ Diana watched, for a moment shar-
ing the wondering admiration of the
others. What a fool she was not to
have been in this! Andthen Pearl saw
her—like & ray of sunshine that beam-
ing happiness which overspread her
face—and with what wild delight she
waved her hand! Then, as a round
burst of cheering came from the crowd,
she leapt lightly down. While the
band played and the Cliff House chums
formed up behind her, she commenced
her dance of the New Yearl

The crowd was entranced. By Jove,
but this kiddie was a champion in the
making ! This kiddie was just mar-
vellous! An involuntary roar went up.

“ Bravo, bravo, bravo!”

Pearl skated on. But always her
eyes were directed at the spot at which
Diana stood, and Diana, gazing, felt
herself torn—one moment with admir-
ation, with glowing pride; the next,
with fury that she had no part in this—
with angry self-reproach because she
had made Pearl’s success possible, and
in making that possible, had also
assured the unqualified success of the
show she had done her best to ruin!

Now, amid a thunder of aﬁplauﬁo,
the turn came to an end. The Cliff
House chums, hugging Pearl between
them, were going off and the M.C.,
stepping forward, was making a fresh
announcement. Diana caught part of

it

“And for her most delightful and
clever exhibition, Miss Pearl Bell will
be awarded a special prize—"

“And those cats,” Diana said, be-
tween her teeth, “will get all the
credit for having coached her! Oh
rats! Why am I stopping here?”

She bit her lips. Hang it, she'd get
out! She’d lost everything—every-
thing! No cheers, no limelight for
her—just empty black bitter disappoint-
ment ! ouggl she turned away,
pushing herself through the crowd.
Then she stopped as she felt a touch
upon her shoulder. .

It was Babs.

“Diana, thanks!” she said softly.

“Thanks for what?” Diana scowled.

“For—for bucking up Pearl! It was
only because of you, Di, that she played
ui) so splendidiyl But won’t you
please come and see her now? They're

just going to award the prizes, and
Pearl’s dying for you to see her get
hers 1”

Diana paused. Rough refusal was
on her lips. Prizes—when the principal
ones were going to her rivals! And
yet—Pearl! Pearl wanted her—Pearl
was asking for her! It would complete
the little one’s happiness to have
Diana by her side when she received
her prize. For a moment the Fire-
brand struggled fiercely with the
generons and noble-hearted Diana.
Then she shrugged.

“Oh, well, I'm a fool ! shé growled.
“But come on!”

“Diana, you brick !” Babs glowed.

Diana allowed herself to be led for-
ward. Now, smiling and scowling by
turns, she had reached the chums.
Then suddenly a fiery-faced little figure
burled itself at her.

“Aunty—aunty! Oh, Aunty Diana,
I'm going to have & prize—a special
one, you know. Aunty, you come and
watch me get it.”

nd into Diana’s glove went that
chubby, confiding little |s\alm, and
Diana, with a_gulp, allowed herself to
be led forward to the president’s plat-
form, where the prize-giving was now
being held. Pearl danced

“Aunty, soon be me!” she said.
“0Oh, aunty, look! There’s Aunty Leila
going to get her prize, you know."”

Diana sourly smiled.

“And now,” the M.C. called, “Miss
Pearl Bell I”

A cheer, a burst of handclapping.
Diana joined in that then. And wit
a beam, little Pearl went forward to
receive a perfectly enormous doll from
the president’s hand, and cheered and
clapped, came back to Diana, her
earnest little face aglow, her eyes like
stars.

“QOh, aunty, isn’t it won'ful?” she
breathed. “Look, now Aunty Bar-
bara’s goin‘ﬁ to have a prize!”

Diana gulped. She couldn’t stand
this—she couldn’t! Prizes for every-
body, except her!

She turned away. :

Then there was a rustle. Diana
blinked. For on to the platform was
stepping the Reverend Joshua Briggs,
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the vicar of Pellabay, and with Mr.
Briggs, holding a pair of shining
skates, was Mickey Mr. Briggs
blinked mildly.

“Is_Miss Royston-Clarke here? If
so, will she step forward?”

Diana started.

“Me?” she asked ungrammatically.

‘Ah, Miss Dianal” Mr. Briggs
smiled. “This way, please! Ladies
and gentlemen, I have an announce-

ment |

dd”An extra prize is to be
awarded,

he said “Not, in truth,
for any skating championship, but a
prize for - loyalty and unselfishness.
The poor people of this village have
requested me to give some mark of
their gratitude and esteem to Miss
Royston-Clarke, who has helped them
so much; who has spent so much
money on them, who decorated the vil-
lage hall at her own expense, and
really brought happiness into the drab
lives of our village boys. These skates
have been bought by the village boys
themselves, Miss Royston-Clarke, will
vou accept them?”

And Diana, stumbling forward, found
the roaring cheers of the crowdsring-
ing in her ears. Breathless, in a daze,
she collected her prize—a prize for her,
after all. Cheers again, led this time
by Babs & Co., and joined in heartily
by Mickey Lee & Co Breathlessly she
turned, to find Babs smiling at her,
and_Babs’ hand held forward.

“Diana, congratulations!’’ she said.
“Friends now ?”

“Yes!” little Pearl cried, and took
Diana’s hand and shyly put it into
Babs’. And while the chums all
cLleered, and Mr, Briggs beamed, they
shook.

“And,” Babs added,
New Year to all of us!”

- better understanding in the
future, I hope,”” Diana said, in & sud
den, generous burst of expansiveness.

“To which,”” said Pearl’s mother.
now coming forward for the first time,
“hear, hear, Diana! And now, if all
of you have finished making friends,
and. Diana would like to come back to
Three Gables, we'll drink the toast in
home-made ginger-wine.”

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

:‘a. very happy

Christmas Holidays Over, Bahs & Co. Return to Cliff House

By Hilda

vindictive ends.

FAITH ASHTON!

First, there is a temporary new Headmistress, with dismaying ideas
of her own about school discipline ; second, Faith Ashton, Barbara
Redfern’s cry-baby, deceitful cousin, is back in the Fourth Form ;
and, finally—Faith, having wheedled her way into the mistress’
affections, is determined to back her up for her own selfish,
Everyone suffers, but it is Babs, who suffers most.
This is the first of a magnificent series featuring your Cliff House

Richards

n

favourites, and it appears next week. Don’t nriss it whatever you do.
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FOR NEW READERS.
PAMELA COURTNEY, an EBDsﬂSh girl living
in the romantic little kan kingdom
of Leiconia, is asked to impersonate the
Princess Sonia. Sonia must go abroad in
order to save the country—but nobody,
except Prinece Alphonse, must ever
suspect that Pamela has taken her place.
Thrilled beyond measure, Pamela agrees,
8he is so like the princess that a makes
her Sonia’s double. Her chief adviser is
the Grand Duke Bernard, who does not
know of the masquerade. She learns from
a young Leiconian, PAUL NALDI, a
secret hel){eit:t of Princess Sonia, that the
O

duke is plotting to dis her in the
eyes of the people and then seize the
throne. The grand duke has-Paul out-

lawed, and suddenly suspects that Pamela
is an impostor. On the night of a state
he arranges with his niece, Juanita,
to try to unmask Pamela. They must be
very careful, for the grand duke is not
certain his suspicions are correct.

(Now read on.)

Who Saved Pamela?

ORRIFIED, incredulous, Pamela
stared into her dressing-table
mirror.

Standing behind her, hands
actually beginning to caress her wig of
shiny, black hair, was Juanita—Juanita,
her friend, the girl she liked an
trusted.

And on Juanita's face was an express-
ion that told the staggering truth as
clearly and startlingly as though she had
confessed it with her own lips.

Juanita was an enemy; Juanita was
a helper of the treacherous grand duke,
who, in the background, looked on with
folded arms, a smile of expectant
exultation curving his lips. In other
words, Juanita had deceived her.

And now—now—

Only too clearly Juanita.meant to
test whether Pamela’s hair was false.
One Ogent.]e tug, and the wig would be
dislodged. 2

Pamela would be exposed as an im-
postor !

In another second——

And then something happened; some-
thing so sbartlmlr and unexpected that
Juanita, with a_ little scream of fright,
leaped back, a hand to her cheek; the

and duke spun round, and Pamela,

art thumping, slowly turned towards
- the french windows.

There had been thé most appalling
orash of glass ! A-stone, amid splinters

‘of glass, lay upon the rich, red carpet.

A gaping hole in one window told its
own tale.

“What’s this?” came a cry from the
duke. “Who dares—"

Traitor he might be, but he was no
physical coward. He wrenched open the
windows and strode on to the balcony.

Juanita  stood, white-faced and
trembling, almost overcome ..with
reaction at the tenseness of her stealthy,
frustrated attempt to test Pamela’s wig.
Pamela herself, no longer spellbound,
sprang to her feet and darted to the
door on the far side of the room.,

The grand duke returned, from the
balcony. y :

“Must have been an intruder in the

PAMELA LEARNS THE
TRUTH AT LAST!
The girl who has posed as her
dearest friend is actually one of
her deadliest énemies.

grounds!” he began. Then, spotting

Pamela, he hastened forward. “ Sonia,
where are you going?*
“To summon _the guards,” was

Pamela’s swift reply, as she wrenched
open the door.

“There is no need, my dear,” pro-
tested the grand duke. “Whoever the
miscréant was, he is nowhere near the
balecony. Doubtless he is scuttling off
through the grounds.”

But Pamela, herself puzzled by the
incident, though by no means as startled
as she pretended to be, had a double
reason for wishing to call the guards.
If the grand duke, sensational though
it was, had his doubts about her
identity, he would be less likely to risk
making a fool of himself—and Juanita
—by trying to expose her before their
own soldiers, when his suspicions might
prove to be false. -

“ All the same, uncle,” she said, “I
am going to fetch one guard at_least.
He can stay here during the ball. It
might be as well.” !

‘here was no need for her to call one
.of the soldiers. The sotind of the break-
ing window had already roused every-
.one within earshot.
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Pamela was greeted by a startled,
excited crowd in the corridor outside
her room; civie guards, in their
gorgeous white and crimson uniforms,
jostled maidservants and elaborately-
dressed flunkies in_their anxiéty to dis-
cover if anything had happened to the
princess. ;

For even among the palace staff it was
known that certain sections of the
populace were hostile to the princess,
though only Pamela, Paul, and the
grand duke and his associates knew the
truth. That it was, entirely due to the
duke’s plotting that the good name of
the princess was in disrepute, and the
]Jeop]e were simmering on the border-
ine ‘of open rebellion. For the duke
coveted the throne himself.

Very strained aboit the cheeks,
Pamela tried not to appear ill-at-case,
With a smile, she beckoned the fore-
most civie guard. = - .-

“There 1s nothing to be alarmed
about,” she said quietly. “ Someone
with a better control over a stone than
over his temper saw fit to break one of
my windows. No one was hurt, But I
should like yow, Luigk” she added,
looking at a young soldier, ‘“to remain
heliala"on guard. %t would be just as
well.

The grand duke and Juanita hastily
stepc?e apart as Pamela re-entered her
boudoir, followed by the soldicr.
Plainly they had been conversing to-
gether. Pamela had guessed that they
would. Fellow-conspirators !

But nat yet had she quite recovered
from the astounding shock. That
Juanita was an enemy—a spy. That the
grand duke should have suspicions that
she was not the real Sonia!

Pamela had to fight to control her
fears, or she might have shown her
guilt by bolting precipitately from the
room. But that would be foolish,
disastrous | It would be treacherous to
her young friend, Paul, himself a
fugitive, thanks to the grand duke's
cunning, and now alone and wounded in
a-mountain cave. -

With all the calmness she could
muster, Pamela indicatéed' a chair.

“8it down, Luigi,” shé invited.
“There is noneed to stand. And there

By

DORIS LESLIE
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will be less chance of your being seen
from the grounds should anyone attempt
to climb over the balcony.”

“Very well, your Highness.”

And the soldier, surprised as well as-
grateful for such we:‘rceted licence,
perched himself awkwardly on the edge
of the chair,

The grand duke coughed, screwed his
monocle more firmly into place. .

“Ahem ! Rea!ly. my dear, I hardly
think this precaution is necessary.”

“1 do, uncle,” Pamela returned
quietly. “Now, I've finished dress-
ing, and there’s no need for us to-stay
any further. We can leave everything
to Luigi. I'm sure you wouldn’'t want
anything to happen through us not
being: prepared.”

It was then that Juanita, blissfully
unaware that her own expression had
betrayed her to the girl she had
deceived for so long, played up in her
usual false fashion.

“Don’t you think Sonia may be
right, your Excellency ?” she said, with
the most simpering of smiles and just
the suggestion of a curtsy. * After all,
whoever threw that stone may still be

hiding in the grounds; waiting ter a
chance to—"

She closed one eye, It was the eye
turned away from Pamela, but Pamela
rom bitter experience to-night, had
earned that mirrors often revealed
what would otherwise be undetected.
She was_glancing in one now, pretend-
ing to adjust the back of her long, white
evening gown. X

And, secing that wink, catching the
nod which the grand duke gavé in
return, and the word “later”™ he
silently mouthed, she understood.

For the moment she was safe. But
after the ball—then these two enemies
would make another attempt to unmask
her; to test their doubts or suspicions—
Pamela could not be sure which they
were at the moment.

“Very well,” said the grand duke.
“Remain here, my man!” He curtly
nodded to the soldier, who sprang to
attention and saluted. *Come, Sonia
—Juanita! Your ar 2 i

On one side of the grand duke, while
Juanita clung to his other arm, Pamela
was escorted to the door. As they
separated a moment to pass through,
sho glanced round.

Your Editor's address is:—
The SCHOOLGIRL Office, Fleetway House,

Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4
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Y DEAR READERS,—A lovely
New Year treat for youall! Some-
thing you will be able to enjoy

week after week for a long time to come ;

- something you are certain to want to

recommend to all your friends. In other
Words——

Oh, but first please let me wish each one

of you

A VERY HAPPY AND PROSPEROUS
NEW YEAR!

There! And now I can begin to satisfy -
vour curiosity. As a matter of fact this
treat which is in store for you isn’t exactly
a surprise, because I referred to it in last
week’s issue. I mean, of course, the series
of stories featuring the Young Lady Fayre
and that romantic, t young outlaw,
Robin Hood, which I told you would be
commencing next week.

1 simply couldn't give you a complete
idea of the novelty, appeal, and romantic

‘fascination of these stories.

Merrie England in the days of Richard
Lionheart is a thrilling enough background
for any series, But when, added to that,
you have a delightful heroine, indulging in
all sorts of daring escapades on other
people’s behalf, and no less a person than
the renowed Robin Hood as her friend,
there are endless opportunities for the most
thrilling and unusual situations.

Miss Ida Melbourne, author of these
ﬂ&nd stories, has never written anythin,

tter in her life. And I am sure you wi
soon be declaring that you, in your lives,
have never read anythinﬁaquito like them.
There are other dotails on page 24.
Remember, the Young Lady Fayre,

**SECRET HELPER TO
ROBIN HOOD,”

will male her bow next SBaturday—and will

be reappearing for many, many Saturdays
to come.

Before I pass on to next week's extra.
special Babs & Co. story, a few words
about the current issues of the

SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN LIBRARY.

These wonderful little fourpenn
volumes, which can be obtained at all
newsagents and bookstalls, always include
one story of the early adventures of your
Cliff House School favourites. This
month’s—No. 660—is both enthralling
and seasonable, ‘ Babs & Co.’s London
Xmas,” and you would simply revel in it.
The other three fine numbers are: No,
661, “ Morcove’s Christmas Problem,” b;
Marjorie Stanton ; No. 662, * The School-
girls Who Staged a Pantomime,’’ by Helen
Gibbons ; and No. 663, *“ Molly of Myste:
Ferry,” by Sylvia Macrae. y not
vyour newsagent if you can glance at them ?

*And now—

‘““THEY DARE NOT TRUST
FAITH ASHTON!™

That is the intriguing title of next
Saturday’s magnificent LONG COM-
PLETE story of Barbara Redfern & Co.,
and as old readers will realise, it features
Babs' treacherous, hypocritical cousin,
who once to rob her of the
Fourth Form captaincy.

Back to school for the new term, Babs
& Co. receive many shocks : first, there is
a temporary new headmistress; second,
Faith Ashton, arriving there ahead of the
other girls, has already wheedled her way
into this unsuspecting woman’s affections ;
thirdly, the new Head has very strong and
often unpleasant ideas about how Cliff
House should be run; and finally, it is
Faith who, for cunning reasons of her own,
supports the headmistress tooth and nail.

This is the first of a really powerful
series, bringing Faith in conflict with

ractically the whole of the Fourth Form,

ut Babs in particular. You simply
mustn’t miss a single incident in these
superb stories.

Qur next issue will also contain further
exciting’ chapters of * Princess to Save
Leiconia,” and more of Patricia’s Bright
and Useful Pages, so do order your copy
well in advance, won’t you?

With best wishes for every moment of
the New Year, .

Your sincere friend, -

THE EDITOR. h

. Tue SCHOOLGIRL

Why she did so, she hardly knew her-
self. But some instinct made her do it.
And she was glad' she did—glad, yet
filled with sudden alarm.

A face peeped through the french
windows, a face wearing an expression
of urgent warning, with a finger to its

ips.

Paul Naldil

Paul, her lone ally, the fugitive from
justice, with a price on his head; Paul,
whom she had believed to be miles
away in the mountains, safe and sound
-and unaware of the terrible danger sho
was in. =

He was here after all! And in just
as grave a peril as herself!

Fresh Hope!

¢ (CNONIA! Come, my dear. What
are you waiting for?”
With a violent start, Pamela
turned from er horrified
gazing at the window. Paul had bobbed
out of sight again now. There was
nothing to tell he was there; nothin
at all. But the slightest sound, an
Luigi would discover him. And how
was it the grand duke hadn’t seen him
when he had gone on to the balcony?

“QOh, I—I'm sorry, uncle. I thought
I'd forgotten somczhinﬁ. that’s all,”
she managed to say shakily.

“It can scarcely be important, my
dear,” he said, and, reaching out, took
her arm and tucked it under his. “I
must say you two girls look charming,”
he went on, in benevolent tones that did
not deceive Pamela. “Perfectly charm-
ing! Two of the prettiest pictures I
have ever seen. The guests will feel
doubly honoured, I am sure. You,
Sonia, my dear, are completely bewitch-
ing. But haven’t you used just a little
too much powder?”

“Hav: ave I, uncle?” Pamela said.

But she knew that it wasn’t powder
that made her cheeks look white. Oh,
why had sho left Luigi on guard? Why
hu{u't she taken the duke’s advice? It
might have brought disaster to herself,
but at least Paul would not have been
in such awful danger. 8he’d got to
save him. She must—she must! Not
only for his own sake, or her sake, but
for the sake of everyone in this tiny,
lovable country, from the genuine
princess, far away in America, to the
humblest of its inhabitants.

If Paul were caught, nothing could
save her from exposure—and iconia
from rebellion. e had saved her to-
night. Of course, it must have been he.
That explained his presence on the
balcony. But if he were captured he
could not do so again, and after the
ball she would be at the mercy of her
enemies.

Yet what could she do?

Then suddenly her heart fluttered.
Her handkerchief. Here was an ex-
cuse to leave the grand duke for a few
moments; to return to her boudoir;
dismiss Luigi.

“There, knew I'd {orgottcn
thing I” she exclaimed. “My hanky.
You go on, uncle—and you, Juanita. I
won’t be a minute.”

And away Pamela sped. It took her
less than thirty seconds to get to her
boudoir, and even less to dismiss Luigi.

Pamela waited until his footsteps had
died away, locked the door, and then
spun round, heart thumping.

“Paul I” she cried.

The french windows opened and he
stepped through. At sight of him
Pamela ran forward in concern. His
injured arm tucked into,the -open collar
of his shirt, his clothes' dusty and dis-
hevelled, he ‘looked bunted, exhausted,

UDgry. . “

=

some-
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“Qh, Paul, you're not well,” she said
tremulously. “8Sit down. Have a rest.
Look. Come in here. You'll be safe
then if anyone comes—-" .

“I'm 0.K., Pam,” he said wan.kl]y.
“Just a—just a little fagged, that’s all.
Thanks.” °

But despite his assurance, he allowed
her to help him into the large ward-
robe-room, and then sank wearily on to
at Pamela darted out and un-
locked the boudoir door, just in case
the grand duke or Juanita returned.
Then, closing the door of the wardrobe-
room, and drawing rows of clothes
across to screen them from view, she
dropped to her knees beside Paul.

“You—you saw what nearly
pened 7 she breathed.

“Not a second too soon,” was Paul’s
grim reply. “That's why I’'m here,
Pam. One of the peasants, a friend of
mine, happened to come through the
mountains on his way to the border. I
saw him—had a chat. And he told me
he’d overheard the grand duke talking
—about you—that he couldn’t_be sure,
but he suspected you were an impostor,
and that to-night, when you were dress-
ing for the ball—well, you know as
much as I do now, old thing. Except,”
he finished, “after I broke the window,
I swung over the balcony and hung
by my hands—as I did once before, you
remember. That's why the grand duke
didn’t see me.”

Pamela, thinking of the strain that
must have been on his injured arm,
laid her hand on his. o h

“Thank you, Paul,” she said simply.
¥ And, Paul—I'm sorry about Juanita.
You never did trust her. I—I wish
hadn't.” And then, in sudden appre-
hension : “Oh, Paul, what are we going
to do? ‘They're gomf to try to un-
mask me after the ball. I know they
are. And—and how can we stop them?
How—how 7 .

Distractedly, the looked at him. To
her amazement, he gave a faint smile,
tal:u]);ug his head.

“By putting this right, Pam—the
wig,” he said, “That’s part of the
reason I came here. Not only to warn
you, but to make you, well—exposure-

hap-

proof. You see—

Swiftly he explained, and Pamela’s
fears vanished, a little flush of excite-
ment drove away the pallor of her
cheeks. 3

Paul's idea was a .  masterpiece!
Pamela must dye her own hair the same
shade as Sonia’s. Paul knew where to
obiain the necessary dye, and her own
hair was long enough to pass muster.
To-night, immediately the ball was
over, she must meet him at their
favourite rendezvous in Tolari Forest—
the hollow ¢ak at the end of the secret
pgssaﬁe to the palace—and he would
give her some.

“And it'll make me so like Sonia
that the grand duke—and Juanita—can
try to rumble me as much as they
like 1 she cried. “Oh, Paul, how—how
wonderful ] I never even thought of it
before—-*"*

Paul grinned.

“You never do think of the best
wheezes until you have to,” he said
sagely. “Well, so much for that. Now,
Pam.” 2 g

His oxpression became grim.

“There’'s something else.
peasants 1"

o

The

mean, they've started to revolt
already 1” Pamela said, catching in her
breath.

Paul nodded.

%In places. " The grand duke’s lying
sto‘:y about my being wanted as a
traitor has wo _only: too well—"

Pamela bit _her lip. It was she who
was held responsible by the peasants for

-
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1 deliver a message

And then came an

an impostor.

[N another second, would have been

unmasked—exposed
respite as a stone crashed

through the window.

Paul's plight. The grand duke had
caused 1t to be stated that she had
ordered his arrest. That, on top of
other cunning moves by the grand
duke, was why the peasants were
against her, Once, she had tried to
: from 'faul, in which
he himself told the truth, she
been unable to fet through with it to

the ;euant chiel

“You told your friend the truth, of
course, Paul 7” she asked keenly.

“Naturally. And he'll spread it all
he can. But it'll take time. He'’s got
to reach the border first to transact
some business. It may take two days—

rhaps more—before it does any good.
'd have seen the chief on mr way here,
only there wasn’t time. TI'll try to see
him while waiting for you.”

“If only we can hold out a little
while longer I’ Pamela breathed.

She stared before her, her mind in a
whirl; there were so many things that
came c¢rowding into it—the peasants,
herself, Paul. Sharply she looked up.

“But you,” she said anxiously—‘you
daren't stay here any longer; you must

et away. Can you get over the
ﬁalcony without being seen1”

“1 got over it coming here, and I'll
get over it going,” Paul replied steadily.

He rose, stood looking at her for a
Ir:.mn(:llen:at, and then playfully patted her

ead,

“Cheer up, old thing! Soon get that
hair fixed, you know. And the darkest
hour’s always just before the dawn, they
say. Bye-bye!”’ i

Pamela’s heart seemed to be racing
as sho watched him step on to the
balcony; as she waited after he had
vanished over the balustrade, counting
the seconds, strung up with suspense.

But minutes passed and all was still.
Her hopes, rising, became steady.
Paul had made it safelIv. Bi now he
should be on his way along the under-
ground tunnel to Tolari Forest.

“Come on, now—smile I she ordered
herself, glsncin? into a mirror. “That’s
better! A little broader, please.
Topping! And now keep it there, put
your head back, walk as though you
were treading on air, You're Princess
Sonia Alexandria, you know, for the
nea}h few hours»at any rate.””

erenpon; Pamela, sammoning up
all her courage, hurried from the room.
T

but she had hi

T HE GRAND DUKR BERNARD and Juanita
turned as one person as Pamela

left them on the excuse of obtaining a
handkerchief. He was frowning, rub-
bing his toothbrush moustache; Juanita
scowled craftily.

“8hall I follow her, uncle?” she
SSe - .
The grand duke shook his head.
“No need to do that. She’s not up to

nnythinﬁ. At least, she doesn’t sus-
pect "—he shrugged—“well, that we
suspect her, but— "Oh, confound it,

Juanita! Why did that fool—whoever
he was—have to break a window just at
that moment

“I'd almost done #,” Juanita said
fiercely. “I couldn’t be certain, but I'd
swedr it is a wig, uncle.”

“We've E:'teto be absolutely certain,
Juanita. Even now the whole thing’s
so fantastic I can scarcely credit it.
That someone should be posing as Sonia
—masquerading as the princess under
our very noses——'’

“Here, in the palace—"

. Without anyone having the faintest
mkhl:ig of the truth until now.”

And so the treacherous duke and
Juanita went on, reviving all over again
the host of amazing features about their
suspicion which still made them wonder
—could it really be so, after all?

If someone was impersonating Sonia,
then where was Sonia now? Was she a
prisoner somewhere? Or a willing
absentee, in league with her imperson-
ator? And what of Prince Alphonse,
her uncle, now engaged on matters of
State in another part of the country?
Did he know of the masquerade? Was
it possible that he, too, was a party to

it? :

And, finally, how long had this extra-
ordinary state of affairg existed? What
was the motive behind 1t ?

“We’ll try again after the ball,
uncle,’” Juanita presently said with un-
mistakable eagerness, :

“We must!” The t-Era.m:l duke's eyes

littered. “Now is the time to strike,

uanita. . The peasants are already in
the mood to rally to my cause. If this
Eir] should prove to be an impostor "—

e laughed—“the game’s as good as
won ! The whole country can be swayed
behind ‘us in a few hours. Think of it,
Juanita! The princess missing—away
from her post—a deserter of her people
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at the most critical moment of their
history since the civil war. There’s
scarcely 2 man would remain loyal to
her.- I doubt if even——"

“Sssh! Here she comes now!”

Juanita nudged her uncle warningly.
And so it was that when Pamela, herself
playing a part, hurried up to them with
a beaming smile and the most charming
words of thanks for their having
awaited her return, she was greeted in
a similar gracious fastuon.

Arm-in-arm they descended ¢he broad,
red-carpeted staircase to the main hall
and the principal dining hall, where a
banquet was first of all to be held.

Two of them awaited a chance to
prove their amazing suspicions; the
other determined at all costs to sec that
the opportunity was never theirs.

The Worst Blow of All!

OU are enjoying it, Sonia?”

‘Very much indeed, uncle,

thank you.”

And Pamela smiled at the
grand duke, seated next to her in the
glittering dining-room. S8he spoke the
iruth; she was.enjoying herself tremen-
dously, for this was her very first state
banquet. Probably her very last, too—
which was one reason why she intended
to have just the loveliest time she pos-
sibly coufd.

“1 am glad, my dear.” The grand
duke looked at her over the top of his
glass. “Very glad!l A toast, Sonia.”
He extended the glass towards her, “A
toast to the happiness of our beloved
country.”

Their glasses chinked

“T'o Leiconia |” said Pamela from the
depths of her heart.

“To Leiconia,’’ said the grand duke—
and mentally substituted “ Myself "

Pamela guessed it. I’amela knew he
was half-mocking her, and yet somehow
she did not feel so troubled as she’d
done earlier this evening. So much had
happened to take her mind off tragic
things. The banquet—fascinating, en-
chanting, spellbinding; it had bound a
spell around her—a spell she did not
mean to break until she had to.

She meant to make it last just as long
as she could.

Now, with bright cyes and flushed,
radiant face, she gazed about her.
She'd done so a dozen times already.
She wanted to do it yet again.

It was a scene of unforgettable brilli-
ance, of lavishness, pomp, and magnifi-
cence.

Ranged on either side of the enorm-
ously long table were the diners—the
men in immaculate evening dress and a
variety of colourful uniforms; the
women exquisitely gowned, some with
tiaras, some without, but all a-glitter
with jewels, There were flowers on the
table in shining silver vases; Venetian
glasses worth a fortune in themselves;
silver plate; great silver bowls contain-
ing every kind of fruit; a bewildering
array of cutlery; flowers, fruit; more
glasses, more silver plate, from one end
of the table to the other.  And dis-
creetly in the background, 'but ever
ready to anticipate the requirements of
cach person there, hovered a host of
scarlet-coated flunkies with white knee-
breeches and powdered wigs.

Pamela could scarcely drag her eyes
away from the scene. It did not seem
to matter that almost every other eye
was upon her. For was she not the
guest of honour?  And was she not
smiling all about her, as though anxious
to ensure herself that each individual
guest was completely at ease?

. The meal came to an end. That in
itself had been an experience—one long
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succession of the most delectable diches,
each seemingly more tasty than the last.
Then the voice of the toastmaster, clear
and bell-like, stilled the hum of con-
versation.

“ Your Highness, your Excellency, my
lords, ladies, and ‘gentlemen, pray
silence for his Ixcellency the Duke of
Aosta—"

And up rose the dapper, bearded
foreign -ambassador. e began to
speak. He be?::_ to_speak about the
princess, and iconia, and his own
country, #nd of the centuries-old friend-
ship between the two countries, and how
they had gono to each other’s aid in
times of distress and conflict.

Pamela, at first mildly interested,
found herself becoming enthralled. She
began to glow with a peculiar sense of
pride; pride to be serving this little
country. And, glancing at the grand
duke, beside her, her lips set firmly.

He was sneering behind his hand.

A surge of anger against the
treacherous plotter rose in Pamela. He
shouldn't succeed in dethroning Sonia !
He shouldn’t be allowed to unmask her.
She’d outwit him. Bhe'd slip away to
Paul before the ball was over—as soon
after it had commenced as she
reasonably could.

Once her hair had been altered there
was no way in which the grand duke
could establish her identity. And with
Panl’s help she could hang out until the
truth about his outlawing became known
to the peasants; perhaps until Sonia
herself returned, with arrangements
completed for the exploitation of the
newly discovered oil wells in Leiconia;
in other word® prosperity !

Put in that way, the position seemed
very much brighter. Pamela’s happiness

returned. She actpally enjoyed all the
speeches,  And afterwards, in the
sumptuous ball-room—

Such gaiety and fun, music and

laughter, that Pamela was swept off her
feet for a while,

“Your Highness, will you?” said one
of her pariners, when they rcached an
alcove, at the end of a dance.

A rugged young man, in the early
twenties, he proffered a gold cigarette-

case,
“No, thank you,” Pamela returned,
alto smiling. “I never smoke.”
“Never  smoke!” exclaimed her
partner, in astonishment. * But—but,

.your Highness, I've secen you smoking

many times.”

It was a little slip, of course, for the
real Sonia did smoke, but Pamela was
quite able to remedy it.

“I mever smoke with a sore throat,”
she said. s

“Oh, I'm sorry.” The voung man
looked sympathetic as he replaced the
case. “Is there anything can get
you?

Pamela smiled at him gratefully, but
shook her head. She was thinking of
Paul at that moment and realising that
here was an excellent chance to slip
away,

He would not be expecting her yet,
of course, for the festivities would go
on for several hours. But she had done
her duty, had had the guests presented
to her, and had more than her share
of the fun. She'd got to leave—at once.

“Thanks, but I have an excellent
remedy myself,” she replied. “I can
get it now.” ;

And excusing herself to the young
man, she slipped away. Passing across
one end of the ballroom, she gazed
about her.

Now_Juanita and the duke—where
were they? Ah! There was Juanita,
just discernible behind a bower of ferns
and p in one of the alcoves. But
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the grand duke—try though Pamela did
sbe could not spot him.

“Good,” " she said,
hurried on. s
. With both her enemies out of the way
it was going to be quite simple for her
to reach the secret doorway in the art
gallery, and so gain access to the under-
ground passage leading to Tolari Forest.

But  that ) was where Pamela was
unfortunately mistaken. Reaching the

and, smiling,

gallery, she drew back, her lips
comsressin :
“Oh, bother it!” she muttered. “This

would happen when I'm in such a
hurry I” ;

a party of guests, being shown
round the various treasures of art, were
actually admiring the very painting
which concealed the hidden door.

Pamela, retreating, thought swiftly.
It was obviously impossible to use this
entrance to the tunnel. There was only
one thing to do. Use the other secret
door in the wall of the casile in the
palace grounds. :

Tiptoeing away until she was a safe
distance from the gallery, she simply
flew. On the way to ber boudoir she
passed several servants and guards, but
the sight of the princess i‘omﬁ to her
own room, even at the height of a state
ball, did not occasion any surprise. A
princess could do as she chose! e

So, perfectly safely, having secn
riothing of the grand duke, Pamela
reached the room, locked herself in, and
then, pausing only to don a heavy coat
to conceal her conspicuous gown, she
stepped out on to the balcony.

t was a brilliant moonlight night.
The grounds were bathed in shimmering
silver radiance, and she could see right
across them. For a moment, as she
hoisted herself on to the stone bulus-
trade, she peered about her keenly.

No. None of the guards in sight.
Everything was fine. She could reach
the secret door. There was nothing to
worry about; nothing—

Suddenly she tensed, dodged back,
pressing herself into the shadows beside
the french windows..

Hark! What was that? Voices—
and footsteps, too. A great many foot-
steps, coming this way. X

Heart pounding, Pamela waited,
listening.” The sounds, drawing nearer
and nearer, eventunally passed right
beneath the balcony. There must be a
dozen men at least. And—that voice she
could hear. Taunting, mocking,
exultant.

“ And vou thought vou could get away
with it, Master Naldi! You are as big
a fool as your father was, bui not quite
such a capable plotier!” .

Pamela, white-faced, went cold with
terrible alarm.

Those were the grand duke's {ones.
And Master Naldi—why—why—that
must

“Paul—oh, Paul—they've got yon—
caught you!” Pamela choked, and for-
getting that she would be exposing
herself, she rushed to the bulustrade.

The spectacle she witnessed below
her made her weak and sick. She
gripped the stone ledge to steady her-
self. With wide, horror-filled eyes she ~
watched the little procession that was
going past.

Paul was held in the grip of two
civic guards! Before and behind him
marched other soldiers, and level with
Paul, gloating and triumphant, sirode
the Grand Duke Bernard !

N unexpected disasterindeed. Paul
A who was to bring the vital hai

dye to Pamela, now a prisoner | You'll
be enthralled by the exciting develdp-
ments in next Saturday’s chapters

e
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HILDA FARREL, with her chums, BERYL
LORIMER and JUDY BROUGH, and
;:g clevlt_rr dog,h%lﬁ\dicus. go to Hawsley

nor for a as ylngigmms_
The Manor is ovmcg by m father of
LAVENDER MORTIMER, with whom
the girls become friendly, and is the
Mortimers’ means'of livellhood. A strange
woman is ‘“ haunting " the house, using
secret passages, in one of which the girls
find a paper referring-to hidden treasure.
A woman detective, THELMA HARK-
NESS, arrives to solve the mystery, but
Hilda & Co. believe she is a traitor. The
chums are sure the mystery is connected
with the old mill near by, which can be
reached from the manor by a secret
. There §s also a tunnel to the

er, but she
has lost her memory. Later, Hilda & Co.
are forced to leave, accused of trying to
steal the hidden treasure. They e in
the old mill. Hilda, dressed as one of the
two hooded figures who have prowled the
manor house, deceives the other into
taking her for her accomplice.

(Now on.)

Waiting for the Ghost!

-BH I” said Hilda Farrel, as she
faced the hooded woman who
sat at the table, the parchment
plan in her hand.

It was all that Hilda dared say, for
fear her voice betrayed her true identity.

As it was, she knew that the woman
at the table thought she was Thelma
Harkness. So completely did the hooded
cloak she wore conceal her that Hilda
had no qualms at all about being recog-
nised, so long as she did not speak.

“Come inside,” whispered the woman.
“I've solved the riddle.”

Hilda nodded, but held up her finger
warningly and beckoned. Then, as the
woman rose, plan in hand, Hilda led the
way into the corridor, finger to lips.

Quite easily, she took the plan from
the other's unresisting grasp, led the
way along the corridor, and halted
before the secret panel. :

Hilda rapped it, and, with dumb
show, made the other understand that
she must go through, answering all soft
questioning with an anxious “Ssush 1”

The woman, clearly puzzled, and not
-a little alarmed, opened the panel and
crept through.

What she thought, Hilda did no
know, but the impression she had tried
{0 create was that there were enemies
about, and hiding -was safest... .

As soon as the woman had closed the

~panel upon herself, Hilda hurried away,

X% |

back to that other panel which™ gave
access to the tunnel leading to the mill.
She was soon tearing along it, and when
she reached the exit she found her chums
atvaiting her.

_“Oh, what a time you've been!”
slghed Beryl. “I was getting so scared.
Oh, cold chicken! How lovely !

“ Sausages, too I” murmured Judy.

arcus, the retriever, gave a woof of
delight.

They went up the ladder to their
upper room in the old Stuart mill, an
there, by the light of the torch, Judy
and Beryl examined the food Hilda had
brought.

Meanwhile, Hilda casually put down
the plan.

ELIZABETH
CHESTER

The three
looks.

“Doesn’t make much sense,”
frowned Beryl. “Are you sure
this is a clue to the treasure?”

“It must be,” nodded Hilda.
“It's a riddle, and it can be
solved. The other woman—the
mystery woman, whose name is
Judith, I learned—has solved it,
anyway. So we've got to.”

They were silent, save for the sounds
made as they carved the chicken and

girls exchanged

ate it with bread-and-butter. Then
presently Judy spoke.
“What on earth -is like unto a

trooper ?” she worried. “Troopers ride
horses. What else do they do?”

“And lie,” murmured Beryl
like a trooper, y'know.”

Hilda gave a start.

“ Lies—the opposite of truth—like a
trooper. My golly! The treasure lies
somewhere. Tiat.’s it 1*

‘But they got no further, although they
racked their brains and puzzled until
their heads ached. Even though they

“Lie

Triumph for the plotters! The treasure found—and
only Hilda & Co., banned from the Manor House,
can outwit them.

Judy, seeing it, jumped nearly out of
her skin. -

“Wh-what’s that?” she gasped.

“That? Oh, only the me 1 said
Hilda lightly. “I say, can we manage
with this kmfe 7

“The plant You’ve got the plani”
cried Judy. “Oh, hurrah! How ever
did you do it?” .

Hilda couldn’t go on Prlelend_mg any
longer. Eagerly she explained just how
she had done it, while Judy and Beryl
listened with deep admiration.

“And now let's look at it,” Hilda
finiched. 8

The writing was faint, but someone
had inked it over recently so that it
could be read. .

“‘Let the Diligente Seeke,’* recited
Judy. “‘Who findeth ghall deserve.
Truth is hard to_finde. ' The truth is
not the truth; it is the opposite. Like
unto a trooper. Yes, it is deep hidden,’ »

had the plan, it was not helping them
much,

“Poor Lavender!” sighed Beryl.
“Perhaps it's just as well that she has
lost her memory. If she knew what was
going on—that we've been turned out
of the house, and that Thelma Harkness
means to frighten the rest away, too—"

“If we find the treasure, though, all’s
well,” Hilda observed. “It’s because pf
the treasure Thelma Harkness wants to
ruin this place, so that she can search
in secret. Once it's found, she'll . go.
There’ll be no more ghosts then.”

“And poor Lavender! Oh, I do hope
she’ll recover her memory!” sighed
Beryl. “I know people often do. - Some-
times by shock.” 4 ¥

Lavender had been so bright and
cheerful always; they missed her now.
It was for Lavender's sake that they
had 'been anxious to make the maner
Jhouse successful as a gunest house, know-

P
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ing that upon it depended the prosperity
of her and her father. .

But the greatest help they could give
Lavender now was to locate the treasure,
for it might be worth enough to banish
the Mortimers’ troubles for ever.

““At the moment,” said Hilda, with a
vawn, “we'd better sleep if we can,
huddled together wrapped up in our
coats. We'll need to be awake and lively
at midnight, because, if possible, we're
going to catch that ghost, or prove it
a frand.” ;

Helping Marcus to climb the ladder,

. they appointed him as watch-dog, and

i

JHilda tried to make him understand
that he was not to ﬁl'owl, whatever hap-
pened; only to wake them up. ’

Then, huddled together for warmth,
their coats wrapped round them and
their spare clothes used as pillows, they
soon dozed off.

They were fast asleep when the lights
of the house went out at half-past ten—
fast asleep still when Thelma Harkness
came creeping elong the tunncl from
the manor house to the mill!

Turmoil!

({9 UNTY—Aunt Judith !”
Lavender Mortimer struggled
up in bed. She was asleep,
yet she (sipoke, and her father,
who sat pale and worried at'her bed-
side, shook his head sadly.

Mr. Mortimer was deeply concerned*
about his daughter; for the doctor had
given no hope that she would soon
recover her memory. Unable to re-
member events previous to her fall in
the secret corridor, Lavender did not
even know her own-name, or realise
that sho was in her own home,

To Mr. Mortimer it seemed that
Fate was against him. Everything
was gomF wrong. The girls he had
liked—Hilda, Judy, and Beryl—had
heen proved enemies by the detective,
Thelma Harkness; his other guests were
thoroughly unnerved and terrified at
the idea of the house being -haunted.
On the morrow, most likely, they would
leave. -

Then what could be done? Unless he
could utilise the large rambling houso
to entertain guests—lelting out the
rooms and running it at some kind of
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profit—he would be compelled to sell it.

Yet now it was only of Lavender he
thought, of her health, her future, as
he sat by the. bed, fondling her limp
hand. Her sleep was restless, and she,
called out 1n her dreams.

But suddenly she woke up and stared
about her, pressing a hand to her fore-
head.

“Aunt Judith!” she muttered, and
looked at her father, frowning.

“I'm your father—not your Aunt
Judith, my dear,” he said. “Poor
Lavender! Of all people to mention—
your Aunt Judith. Why, you haven't
seen her since you were a child; and
I+hope we may never see that deceitful,
dishonest woman -ever again !” '

Lavender's expression was vague,
strained. TFor now that she was awake
she did not remember calling out her
Aunt Judith’s name. Nor did she
remember her aunt at all. :

“Did I call out—*"Aunt Judith’?”
she asked. “Then—then I must have
an Aunt Judith. That's all T know
about myself !” v

He pressed her hand.

“ Lavender, my dear, compose your-
self, You must sleep,” he said gently.
“It’s nearly midnight, and I must leave
you.”

And tears shone in his eyes as he
looked down at her, then tenderly kissed
ker forehead. Lavender, brows knit in
bewilderment, watched him go to the
door.

“Hot milk for you—in the cup,” he
said, pausing in the door.wny. L
should drink 1t.” -

Lavender reached for the milk, which
was on a table beside her, drank it,
and then, hands pressed to het temples,
turned over restlessly, searching in the
darkness of her mind for memory.

For ten minutes she turned, and then,
worn out, dropped off to sleep. Five
minutes later she pushed back the bed-
clothes, groped for her dressing-gown,
and put it on. Then, tucking her feet
into slippers, she went to the door.

Bubt she was sleeping still.  Asleep,
she opened the door and wandered out
down the passage. :

Mr. and Mrs. Bates, in their room,
heard the shuffling steps and locked
at each other.

“The ghost!” Mrs, Bates faltered.

“The ghost!” her husband echoed.

In other rooms the steps were heard,
and the same words were muttered:
“The ghost !”

Bertram, the young member of the

Robinson family, was wide awake, and
although he shook a little, a fever of
excitement burned within him. For
Bertram intended making an experi-
ment with the ghost.
* On his bed was an assortment of fire-
works—a jumping cracker, a big
cannon, and smaller crackers. They
might not be able to harm a real ghost,
but a fake one would certainly be
gcarecd ! If a firework exploded with-
out the ghostly apparition moving, then
clearly it was indeed a ghost, and
Bertram would write to the scientific
papers and Ris school magazine about
1

t. .

He might become famous, in fact—or
so he thought.

Assuring himself that the ghost was
moving away, Bertram took the big
cannon, a firework capable of making
a ceafening report accompanied by
a vivid flash.

Pocket torch in one hand, the fire-
work in the other, and matches in his
pocket, Bertram stepped -into - the
corridor. .

The . dragging, shuffling steps came
from the left, and he crept after them
on tiptoe.
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He rcached the bend of the corridor

that led to the gallery surrounding the
hall, but there he paused, the torch
and firework clattering from Lis
nerveless hands.
. For in the hall was a filmy quiver-
ing shape—a Cavalier, transparent and
glowm%; and as he watched, he saw it
walk through a chair.

Bertram’s limbs came to 16 at last,
and, yelling hoarsely, he turned and
ran back to his room. ;

*“The ghost—ghe ghost! I've seen it !
I've seen it!”

But Lavender did not hear him; she
was descending the stairs, asleep still.
unaware of the ghostly apparition; and
in the darkness she crossed the hall,
opened the door, and went out into the
night. ;

Meanwhile, confusion reigned in the
manor house. The lights suddenly
fused and went out. With mateches and
pocket torches the guests ran to and
fro, colliding and struggling; while
Bertram, in shaky tones, described the
ghost.

Lavender, still asleep, walked across
the grounds towards the Old Mill!

N THE Old Mill, Maveus put his paw

on Hilda.

She woke up with a start, shivered
o little, and then, shining her torch on
her watech, nudged Judy and Beryl.

“Three minutes past midnight !” she
muttered. e .

Hilda groped for the hooded cloak,
and slipped it on; thenm, urging her
friends to fellow, she crept to the trap-
door. No sounds came from below,
and shining her torch down, Hilda saw
that the roomn was empty.

“ Judy—the ladder!” she urged.

Judy having belped her to rest the
ladder against the edge of the trap,
Hilda climbed down. Marcus followed
with their aid, but Beryl was left
behind looking for her shoes. ;

Mareus, in excited mood, knowing
that something was happening below,
led Hilda at oace to the tunnel en-
trance, where he stood whining.

Listening theve, Hilda almost at once
heard faint noises that told of somcone’s
approach.

“Judy—the idea of a lifetime,” sho
breathed. “If we bar this door, there's
no way out of this tunnel, except the
manor house. Quick—those boards!
We can jam it up.”

They found boards that had been
prised from the floor, and rested them
against the door, jamming it. Lhen
together, they dragged a large fragment

‘of a broken mmill-stone.

“Mareus—keep guard,” said Hilda.
« Judy—to the manor house. If we bar
that secret panel entrance, whoever is
in the tunnel is trapped. W¢c'll have
caught the mystery woman, or Thelma,
or both !”

Calling to Beryl to follow, Hilda and
Judy ran out of the Old Mill, to go as
quickly as possible to the manor housc.
It was two minutes later that Bery!
deseended the ladder.

“Which way did they go, Marcus?”
she asked.

Wooof! was his best answer, and
Beryl went out to find out for herself.
She looked right and left in the moon-
light, and then saw the glow of a torch
amid some trees. It shone for bui a
moment, yet long enough to reveal the
cloaked and hooded figure that held it.

“Hilda—oh good,” murmured Beryl,
and went forward, buttoning her coat
about her. Then, puzzled by the fact
that Hilda was searching, Beryl pulled
up. “What are you looking for?” she
asked. i L

The cloaked figute turned sharply,
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and the torch rays flashed upon Beryl
Instantly the torch went out, and the
cloaked figure dodged aside.

A cold shiver ran down Beryl’s spine
as the truth dawned upon her. It was
not Hilda. It was either Thelma Hark-
ness—or the mystery woman ! :

-Barymling her own torch, flashed it
among: e trees but saw no one, so
she stared at what had held the cloaked
woman’s attention.

On the ground neag the bushes was
what appeared to bega rubbish dump;
-and the woman had been clearing it. A
chopper and branches showed hgw a
bush had been hacl away, and Beryl
saw old pieces of iroh stretched out.

Dropping to her knees she tugged at
the irons, to reveal boards that had
rotted with the years; and between the
boards was a gap. Then, finding that
she was kneeling on something hard,
Beryl t.ugged at .the grass. At once she
gave a soft murmur. ~

* Bricks—why, it's—it’s—"

She stiffened and sat up, for suddenly
into her mind flashed the truth of the
riddle.

“TI’ve got it !” she cried.

And at that very instant something

descended upon her head, thick as a
blanket, bringing utter darkness, She
cried out, but her voice was muffled.
Struggling to free herself, clawing at
the blanket, Beryl’s hands were seized.
Raund one wrist a cord was tied. With
the other hand she hit out, but her silent
adversary, paying no heed, gripped her
wrist and bound 1t to the other.

Half-carried, half-dragged, Beryl was
taken some distance away and there left,
helpless.

Meanwhile, Marcus, using his own
initiative, hurried out to follow Hilda
and Judy.

Yot all at once he hesitated, hearing
a soft step in the grass. Moving for-
ward, sniffing, he saw a figure approach
with slow, steady tread. He leaped
forward eagerly, then, for he had
recognised “gho it was—Lavender,

As  Marcus’ paws touched her,
Lavender woke with a sharp ecry.
Startled to find herself in the open sir,
she stared about her, then looked down
at Marcus wonderingly.

Marcus did not know that her memory
had gone, that she did not recognise
him. She was a friend, so he wanted
advice. Should he desert his post or
not? ¥ "
Tugging at her dressing-gown hem,

he led her to the mill, and Lavender,

bewildered though she was, could not
mistake his intention, that he wanted
her to follow him.

But inside the mill she frowned.

“What is it? How did I get here?””
she quavered.

Marcus went to the barred door and
clawed at it, looking up at her, tryin,
to ask if it was safe to leave it, or i
she would take over as a guard. it

But Lavender only understood that
someone must be shut in, and she tugged
at the planks. With Marcus helping,
the door was soon open.

Was it right or wrong? Marcus did
not know; he galloped off, leavin

. Lavender to worry it out for herself.

And there Lavender remained, wonder-

ing what to do, whether to explore that

tunnel or to go back to the house. More
than ever her life seemed a dream, How
had she got here at all?

But Mareus outside paused, for he
_heard his name very famtly.

Guided to the 'source of the sound,
he brushed through bushes and" between
trees, and then stopped as he came upon
a human bundle on the gaas i

Beryl still helpless with hands tied

and the blanket ovew' head! & @
P W T
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“Truth!”

({3 ¢ AIT,” said Hilda softly, to
: Judy. “Now’s our chance.”
Tgey had found the door
of the manor house open and
just walked in, Upstairs there was
commotion, but Hilda and Judy had
Eone at once to the secret panel that
arred the entrance to the tunmel.
Now, one at either side, they draiged
a heavy chest of drawers from a bed-
room and thrust it _close to the panel.
Naturally, the noise it made did not
pass unnoticed, and Mr. Mortimer
came down, followed by Mr. Bates,
Bertram’s father, and Bertram himself,
carrying his firework in the rear.
» “What! You girls! You have not
gone,” Mr. Mortimer cried in amaze-
ment and _anger. “Playing ghost
again !”
“No, no—we've caught the ghost,”
said Hilda excitedly. “In a tunnel
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Knowing that argument was useless,
Hilda turned to Judy.

“The mill—quick as we can,” she
said. “Get to the other entrance, just
in case it can be forced.” y

They reached the mill, panting and
gasping, meeting Marcus on the way,
and he ran with them.

“Marcus, you deserted your post!”
said Hilda, shocked. “Oh, you bad
dog 1?

And, hurrying inside, they halted,
staring in dismay at the opey door.
But dismay was not long-lived; for the
sound of hurried steps came, and Hilda,
signalling to Judy to do the same, stood
at the side of the door, ready to pounce.

The steps, came nearer, someone
hurried through, and Hilda and Judy
grappled with the excited, panic-stricken
—Lavender !

“Let go! Let go!’. Lavender cried.
“There was an explosion down there!

|

I— 0Oh

4

“ DON’T let her go,’”’ Hilda pleaded, clinging to Thelma Harkness’ arm.

‘“She knows the hiding-place of the treasure——'’

‘“ And so

do I,”’ another voice cut in, and Beryl appeared on the scene, with broken
ropes hanging from her wrist and ankle, but her face alight with triumph,

behind this panel, Mr, Mortimer. It
leads to the Old Mill. We've barred the
other entrance, and this is the only other
way out. The ghost is in the tunnel—"

Mr. Mortimer dragged away the chest
of drawers and, opening the panel,
stared into the darkness down the short
flight of steps that led to the tunnel.
Then he took a torch and shone it along.

Shuffling steps could be heard.

“Yes—somebody there all right!” he
said, and switching off the torch, drew
back.

“This time we must make no mistake.
We must catch the culprit,” he said
softly.

But Bertram could not resist the
temptation to work on his own. He
struck a match, lit the fuse of the fire-
work, and then tossed the sizzling object
into the tunnel. N

A second later there came a roar that
made them all jump clear of the ground.
In the confines of the tunnel that fire-
work sounded like a mighty aerial
bomb. - e

But something else sounded, too—a

scream |
Hilda stooped to climb into the‘tunne],

And she shuddered, covering her face
with her hands. ¥ o Y

Hilda and Judy fell back, staring at
her in bewilderment, for she -was the
last person they Had expected to find.
But Lavender, suddenly looking up,
gave & cry. it

“Hilda! Judy!”?

“Lavender, you know us?’ ecried
Hilda, startled, but joyful.

Lavender .passed . & hand across her
forehead, ang her eyes widened.

“Why, yes, I——_ It all comes back.
How strange! I—I can remember all
from. the moment I heard that tesrible
bang. Oh, the shock of it——"

“The shock did the trick,” said Hilda
excitedly, “My goodness! Lavender,
this is grand! How happy your father
will'be ! Oh, it’s wonderful I ¥ou miust
come’ back inddors at once—at:onke!
You're as cold as ice—and only: in your
nightie and dressing-gown, too!”

“Wait!” said Judy. “* Here ¢omes a
erowd from the house.” * 2

.'With torches flashing, a_part® ap-
proached—Mr. Mortimeér, lf: “Bates,

and Bertram and his father, all havin,
abandoned the ' search of . the tunne

but was pulled back. : half-way and barred the exit whh the
“T'lt goy'’ said Mr. Mortimer. “This chest o{ drawers.
#mtn@bfotiiﬂs.”f ﬁ "L_avender ” _créed ber father, and
"' e e ‘ x, é 7 ‘ ﬁ’:
L SRS < L
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ran forward, alarmed at sight of her
so lightly clad in the cold.

" Dnd({_\'. it's all right; my wemory
has come back!” she said.

Prominent in the erowd was Thelma
Ilarkness, and she strode forward now,

“ My, Mortimer, first of all,”" she said,
“these two girls should be taken into
‘the “hoyse amd locked up. It is an
.offence to play ghost. and they .should
be charged with 10.” §

- But Lavender put’ a -hand on her
“father's arm.

_ “No, daddy;.take no notice of her,”
she said. “1 know who has been play-
ing ghost.”’ |
. “Who?” asked half a dozen voices.

“Aunt  Judith,”” said Lavender
quietly. I saw her when I tore off her
cloak just before I fell through that gap
in the floor—"" - :

Thelma Harkness spoke sharply in
scorn. R -

“The poor girl is rambling., _Tler
Aunt Judith went to Australia years
ago——" G

“How do yon know that?" demanded
Lavender. 0 iy .

“I'am paid to know things—"

“And, besides,”. said Hilda quietly,
“she’s been friends with your aunt, you
know, Lavender.-:She and your Aunt
Judith are -the: cloaked and hooded
women "’ el

Thelma Harkness trembled with
anger. SR
+“Myr. Mortimer,. 1. have endured
cnough 1” she said. “T am packing my
things at once! I will not stand this!”

She turned to go, but Hilda jumped
forward and caught her arm.

“No, you shan't: go until it's all
cleared up,’’; Ehe:’—ii-d.,' “Mr. Bates
Mr. Mortimer, don’t’let her go! She
knows the secret hiding-place of the
treasure—" <+ ., . & ‘

A voice cut in’ then—a drawling,
pleasant, girlish voice. .

“And-so do 1.’

. It was Beryl, 1In.the excitement Judy
and Hilda had not realised that she was
missing; but now every eye was upon
Beryl, as—a picce of cord dangling
from one wrist, and another piece trail-
ing from an ankle—she walked forward
into the beams of their flash-lamps.

This was Beryl's moment of triumph.

“Reryl, you—you know the secret?”
gasped Hilda.

“1 solved the riddle.
Beryl, delighted with herself.
opposite of truth is—what #”

“Lies,” said Judy. “But——"

“Well, where does truth lie?”

“At the bottom of the well,” said -
Bertram smartly. -

“Of course,” said Beryl. “And deep
down,” .

“But there’s no well here—except at
the back of the house,” said Lavender.

“Oh, yes, there is!” smiled Beryl.
“A buried one—at least, it was buried
until - the mystery: woman hacked it
clear. And she tied me up. I'd still
be tied up;-except for dear old Marcus;+
he bit through the cords.” -

*. 8haking--the - blanket in - his teeth,

aréus came -into view,' looking very

! d—as well he might. It was more
than “enough for Thelma Harkness;
turning suddenly, she bolted.

“Mareus, after her!” cried Hilda.

Mareus obeged like a shot. For days
he had wanted a good snap at Thelma
Harkness—and he had it. With con-
siderable zkill he ran beneath her legs,
bringing the woman detective down in
a heap, to rise limping, tightly held by
Bertram, his father, and l\gi-. %ntea.

It's easy ™ said
“The

occident, I'm grateful.
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“Well,- my_  goodness!”  breathed
Lavender. *“The ireasure is found,
then. But Aunt Judith—where is she?
Oh, I might have guessed it was some-
one who Eﬁew the house well—knew the
history-—" i y P 87 ot

“Aunt Judith iz down the well,” said
Beryl, “on the end of a rope, and
think— Hark.!” :

Came_a cry for help; and Hilda,
Judy, Beryl, and Lavender rushed to
the spot—the old buried well. By their
combined efforts, hauling on a “rope.
they brought” up the. cloaked woman

‘who clung to it; and when she was on

level  ground—exhausted;  trembling,
knowing that in another moment she
would 'have lost her grip and dropped
thirty feet to the bottom of the well—
she made no effort to escape.

The mystery woman had been caught
at last; and the treasure, as investiga-
tion in the well with proper tackle
proved on the morrow, had been located.

The ghost was found in the tunnel—a
mere. t:amting in phosphorescent paint
on silk threads that could sway -and
flex, and. through which a solid object
such as a chair could ecasily pass.

“Oh, T knew it was something like
that !” said Beriram. ‘““I—I just called
out for a ‘joke, you know.” :

And, as everyone langhed merrily, it
was clearly a good joke.

“You gained me my memory back,”
smiled’ Lavender; “and,. even if by
But it wasn't
by accident you found the ireasure,” she
said 1o Hilda, Beryl, and Judy. “And
you were  right all the time about
Thelma Harkness.”

“Yes; fortunately, I had not paid her
a penny,” said her father—whom every-
one now knew was ,their host, not the
butler,

But no one worried about Thelma
Harkness now, or Aunt Judith. They

and wealthy lords ;

jesters,
outlaws !

processions,

baron.

~ the poor.

s

Merrie England. in the days of Richard Lionheart |
Colour, pageantry, and romance:> Noble knights

simple peasants,
servants ; gay scenes on village greens ; .dancers,
wandering - minstrels,
Such was the life.that teemed abqut the
young Lady Fayre, niece of a rich but bullying
Fayre longed to help the poor.,
daring young outlaw, Robin Hood, already did help
And so—Fayre, whose home was a castle,
joined forces in.secret, with the gallant outlaw of
the woods. : e
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had _gone, having been given half an
hour to clear out.

The greatest excitement had yet to
come—the unearthing of the treasure.
Special equipment was purchased, and
the aid.of experts invoked." From a
cavity m the well wall fifteen feet down
a large chest was hauleddup,—~then
another; antl, finally, .sevor.amal]er
boxes. - . 5 . :

When the chest and the boxes were
opened everyone stood spellbound; for
it was a treafgre indeed—gold and
jewels worth king's -ransom—and
there could, be n& disputing Mr. Morti-
mer’s ownership of it.

“Hurrah, hurr hurrah !”
the girls happily.

Hilda and Judy and Beryl felt almost
as though it were their own treasure,
since they had had the fun of tracking
it down and wiesting it from two
schemers. w e

It was a grand, care-free timme that
followed when the other paying guests
had goneé—and there was no need for
others.- Hilda, Judy, and Beryl had a
splendid holiday .with Lavender. The
chums and the Mortimers had a be-
lated Christmas party—and a great
success it was, with the house well
staffed with servants.

When at last they. went home, the
three friends took with them precious
gifts—gold and jewels that they had
not been-allowed to refuse—gifts worth
enough to provide a small fortune for
them all when they grew up.

There was even something for Marcus,
an enormous gold bracelet, diamon
studded—to be used on special occasions
—his- birthday, Hilda’s birthday, and
just to annoy other dogs. - For Marcus
had plaved his part just as cleverly and
nobly as any of them.

cheered

THE END.x .
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A certain

_ NE has- written a fascinating series about
the adventures that come to Fayre. The first story appears
NEXT WEEK—quite the most unusual story you've ever read.
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