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TRAPPED IN THE
TREASURE-TUNNEL —

while Glenda Maine escapes
with the hoard of wealth.
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THe ScuborcirL

In this Powerful Long Complete Story Barbara Redfern & Co. join forces in a last
desperate fight against the most dangerous girl at Cliff House School.

The Enemy Learns of the Treasure!

ABS, are yon

there?™ Clara

. Trevlyn called
from the ocorri-

dor of the Fourth Form at
Clifi House, as she tapped
at the door of Study No. 4.

“I say, we've got something to show
you

“Yes, rather! Something frightfully
exciting !” Marjorie linn‘h’fene added.

guess, that will just
Leila Carroll, the
“QOpen up,

* Something, 1
thrill you to death!”
American junior, called.
Babs !”

There came no reply in words from
the interior of Siudy No. 4, but there
was & movement—the movement of a
girl’s heavy footsteps approaching the
door. Nexi moment the key clicked in
the lock, and Barbara Redfern stood

revealed.

Clara, the ; Tombovy of the Fourth,
lhnied a litile.
“Why, Babs, what's the giddy idea

And, my hat,

of locking the door?
What's the

how washed out you look !
matter

“You know what the matter is,”
Barbara Redfern replied, and shook
her head. Washed out she certainly
did look, with her usually resy cheeks

pale, those usually dancing blue eyes
of hers now !.uk lustre and ‘ho\hlng
signs of weariness and strain. “Did

you see Gle mld Maine

o \\"h\. no,” Clara said, with a -ahpln
frown. “Babs, you're surely not
“1 locked - the door,” Babs said,
“because three times in the last half-
hour Glenda Maine has popped in to
have a sneer at me, and because I'm
writing a letter to Mabs. Anyway,
never mind. I've finished the letter
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.lml I'm jelly glad you've popped
What 1s it ¥

Marjorie, Leila Larrull. and
Janet Jordan, who formed Babs little
group of visitors, paused They
paused rather guiltily, remembering
just in time the terrible blow which
Barbara Redfern had soffered. That
reference to Mabs—meaning Mabel
Lynn, Babs" best and most loyal friend
—](‘rked them to a reminder of it
For recently Mabel Lynn had been ex-

now,
along
Clara,

pcllml from Cliff House.

“Oh!” Clara -dfd .“ Babs, you're
not still worrying ?

“Of course I'm \\mr\lug'” Babs
bitterly faced her. “Clara, wouldn’t

vou worry if it had been Marjorie who
had been expelled? Wouldn't you
worry if you knew that the charge on
which Mabs had been expelled was
false, and that Glenda Maine, whom
vou all like so much, cunningly worked
1t? But don’t talk about it.” she said
wearily. I know you don't agree
with me about Glenda Maine. 1 know
vou think she's a jolly decent sort,
while I know she’s a clever and cun-
ning crook. What did you want to see
me about ?” she added.

Another pause.

The four chums looked uncomfortable
now. Babs was their chumm; Babs, as
captain of the junior school, was their
leader. But, no—they could not share
this opinion Babs had of Glenda Maine,
the newest girl at the school. Even
olumip Bessie Bunter, who shared Stud
&’0. 4 with Babs and adored her, coul
not believe ill of Glenda.

“You've heard from Mabs, Babs?”
gentle Marjorie asked hesitantly.

‘What did she say? Is—is she getting
on all right 1

“Yes.” Babs nodded. “But she—
she longs to be back at school, of
course, and she’s worrying about the
Christmas play. By the way, we're all

“And 1

added.

you know Miss C harmant * ——I.h-., Fourth

in that,” she suppose

Form’s mistress—“is carrying om its
production? 1 meant to tell you that
we're _baving a rehearsal ths after-
110011.

“ Goodie ! Clara said, glad to chan ,.e
the subject. “Meantime, Babs,
samet.hmg to show you. Mar)onc. close
the door,” she added, and at the same
time drew something from her pocker.
“There, Babs, what do you think of
that 7 she added, a thrill of excitement
in _her tone.

Babs’ eves widened as she looked at
the thing which Clara had put on her
desk. Ii was an old and rather faded
parchment-like paper, containing =a
fmm design.

‘What 1s it, Clara?” she asked.

“Look at it,” Clara m-lﬂl\d
and glanced at her chums. “ See i
can recognise the spot.”

Babs took the parchment up, inter-
ested new. She scrutinised it again.
There were several litile squares, each
corner marked with a “P.” Then came
a rectangular shape marked “ Chape!
At one end of the cbupel was another
tiny square mlrk(d “Becret door—
look for the rose,’”” and beyond tMHi
two parallel lines, obviously indicating
a passage of some sort. The lines con-
tinued until they became three sets of
lines obviously indicating that here
was a junction. In the middle of the
latter passage was a cross, and a little
distance beyond the cross a rather
cryptic announcement in faded letters:i
“Look for the bag under the loose
stone.”

“Loeks,” Babs said wonderingly, * as
if this is a plan of the nld vaults and
the secret These ‘P’ things,
then, woul g‘; pl"ll" in the crypt.
But what dms it mean 1"

Cllra flushed.

“What do
Treasure !”

ain,
you

you think it means?
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Babs looked incredulous.

“What? In the old chapel ™

“In the passage leading off from the
chapel,” Clara said. “Babs, listen! I
believe we're on to something—some-
thing big. My brother Jack sent me
ihat this morning. He said he thought
it might be worth looking into—and,
anyway, it will be.a bit of a rag. You
roniem er my Great-great-aunt  Sarah
anig——

“You—you mean the one who used
to live at Cliff House before it became
a school 7 Barbara questioned.

“That's the one,” Marjorie Iazel-
dene nodded.

“She was supposed to be worth an
awful lot of money,” Clara pressed on.
* All kept in the old school in the form
of gold and jewels. When she died
she left e\'er}'ti!li she possessed to my
great-great-grandfather, but the beggar
of it was, nobody could ever find what
she possessed. All the family knew, of
course, that she was a bit of an eccen-
tric: and when nobody could ever find
trace of her fortune, the general
«-pini?’n was that she had just imagined
Jordan

“And npow—" Janet

“Now,” Clara said excitedly, “this
has turned up. You know my brother
Jack’s home on leave? Well. appar-
ently he was amusing himself by look-
ing through some of the old rubbish
which cluttered up Trevlyn Towers
when he came across this. That's a
plan all right, and the writing on it is
my great-great-aunt’s. Babs, she died
in this place, remember, and her for-
tune's never been found—""

Babs looked startled.
h"(ih great goodness!
this—"

“That,” Clara said dramatically, ®is
the clune to the hiding-place of her
hoard ! At least, that's what Jack
seems to think—and I'm dashed if 1
don't think so, too! But we thoughs,
first of all, we'd chin it over with

you.

“Golly!” Babs breathed, as she
scanned the old chart again. “Clara,
I believe there’s something in this.”

''he Tomboy beamed. n

“And that means,” she said,
start a giddy treasure-hunt®”

“Doesn’t it?” Babs, for the first
time, laughed. The new excitement
}md chased the lines of worry from her
ace.

“(Only one lhin()f." Leila Carroll said
slowly—“the ol chapel’s out of
bounds.” s

“JIs that going to stop us?" Clara
demanded scornfully. “We're going
to look for that treasure, and if it's
to be found, we're going to find it. It
will belong to my father, of course.
Babs, you're in this, too. It—it will
cheer you up,” she added awkwardly.

Babs nodded. She felt brighter her-
self now. For the moment even the
worry of old Mabs’ expulsion was ban-
ished to the bacﬁmund of her mind.
The scheme sounded thrilling, to say
the least.

“(Clara, you haven't told anvone else
about this?” she asked suddenly.

“Eh*” Clara looked surprised.
“No; only us five. I saw old Bessie
going out this afternoon, but I didn’t
mention it to her. You know how that
old duffer blurts out things. But why "

“Because,” Babs said slowly, “it
might be dangerous to let the news get
about. If the hoard’s in existence at
all, it sounds as if it must be a pretiy
hefty one—one which miﬁg: hmrl a
girl who iz not honest. 't believe
what I say about Glenda Maine, if you
like, but at least give me one promise

Then—then

“we
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—all of you. Don't tell Glenda Maine

about. it.”

They all looked uncomfortable.

“But, dash it, Babs——"

“I know. Please don’t let us row.
You wouldn't tell Glenda, anyway, in
the ordinary way, would you? Well”
—and then Babs jerked round as a
knock came at the door, making a
hasty grab at the chart, which she held
behind her back—"“come in!" she
called.

The door opened. They all smiled

as the pretty face of Miss Charmart,
the mistress of the Fourth, looked in.
_ “Oh,” she said, “here you are! I
just came along to remind you about
the rehearsal this afternoon. You
know. of course, that I'm taking over
the Christmas play in the—er—absence
of Mabel Lynn. Barbara, my dear,
what is that you are holding behind
sout”

Babs crimsoned

“Nun-nothing, Miss Charmant. At
least, 'only—only an old piece of
paper.”

he mistress laughed.
“A secret, Barbara®"”

she teased.

e Swna f
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“Well, y-yes—sort of,” Dabs mumbled.
“But not, surely, a secret 1 can't
share?” Miss Charmant asked, and
she dimpled again in that delightfully
chummy way which made .every

girl in the Fourth Form her wor-
shipper. “Is it very exciting?”
Babs gulped. Many, many secrels

already Miss Charmant shared with
her girls of the Fourth Form, but never
in any circumstances had any of those
secrets not been most loyally observed.
The expression on the faces of her
chums, too, urged her to take Miss
Charmant into their confidence.

“0Of course,” Miss Charmant said, “I
don’t want to be inquisitive. Please
don’t show me, Barbara, if you don't
want to.”

*Oh, it—it’s not that!” Babs stated.
“ As—as a matter of fact, we—we don’t
quite know what it is ourselves yet.
But—but—well, this,” she added, and
she passed the chart, which the mis-
tress eved quickly and interestedly,
while she told the story of Clara’s aunt.

Miss Charmant smiled.

- ness, it sounds exciting!”
she said.

“Most definitely exciting.
Fancy gold and jewels being hidden in
the old chapel! "Ahem!” She paused.
“ﬁ'dhbetter not ask you, of c?um.
whether you're going to try to locate
it” shoyou‘d, w‘iﬁ a mischievous
glimmer in her eyes. “Perhaps, after
all. 1 ought not to have asked lo see
it.
“But, Miss Charmant, you—you'll
keep it secret "’ Babs anxiously
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“ Parbara, have vou ever known me

not to respect a coufidence®” Miss
Charmant asked.

“Nun-no. I'm sorry.”

Miss Charmant smiled again. She

handed the chart back. Babs took ir,
rolling it into a tube, and then, quite
by chance. she looked up at Miss Char-
mant again, and for a groment felt
faintly surprised by the stealy light that
glowed in the nustress’ eyes.

But before she could even analyse
the queer little feeling which that odd
look had roused within her, Miss Char-
mant had turned with a laugh to the

oor.

“Well, thank you for the con-
fidencg ! she said. “In the meantime,
girls, “you won’t forget the rehearsal,
will you—at three o'clock this afier-
noon in the music-room.”

She beamed at themn all as she
reached the door. and then, with her
hand on the handle, gazed at Babs once
more. There was something in that
gaze which made Babs stiffen as if she
had been struck.

“Just a moment !"” she cried.

But the visitor, as if not hearing.
had closed the door and goue.

“My aunt, what's the matter®"
Clara cried. “Babs, what's up? You
look as if the Charmer had suddenly
turned into a ghost, or something !™

Very, very queerly Babs regarded

her. Her reply to that question made
all the chums stare.
. " ghe asked, “who that

“The Charmer—no!”  Babs' chest
heaved. “We've all been fooled!
I thought it funny she didn’t say the
chapel was out of bounds. 8he was
no more Miss Charmant than I am!
She was Glenda Maine. in one of
her disguises! And now.” Bahs cried
bitterly, “she knows all about the
chart. And take my word for it, if
we're going to hunt that treasure, we've
got Glenda Maine to reckon with!”

Babs Proves Her Point, But—

= OUR pairs of incredu-

lous, disbelieving

eves fastened upoun

Barbara. There was

a momentary silence after

her announcement. Then
Clara burst out:

Babs, what rot! You're just

“Oh,
letting this notion—"

“I've told yow, haven't 1. Baba
cried, “that Glenda Maine’s a clever
croock? I've told you—but you won't
believe—that she’s more clever at dis-
guise and impersonations than any film

star. It was by a trick of disguise she
got Mabel Lymn expelled. But don’t
believe me,” she . “Go now,

Clara—go to Miss Charmant’s study!
Make some excuse to get in there and
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find out, if you can, how long since
Miss Charmant left this study.”
Clara looked a little startled.- But
then swiftly she nodded. .Why not?
f she proved to Babs that- she was
wlong then perhaps Babs would get
this sxlly bee out of her l)onnet—for
r()od
“Right!” Clara said.

And, an expression of determination
on her face, she went at once.

“ Babs—" Leila muttered. -

“I'm sure,” Babs stated. “I'm dead
sure. You didn’t see her eves as she
handed . that chart back, did you? I
did. You didn't see her as she went
out. If you-.r.ild you'd ‘have! noticed
nothing. .But happen to _know
Glenda’s little tncka of expression. I
tell you Glenda got wind of this chart.
Glenda's after it, and she’ll do anything
to get hold of it; and she'll hit at
anyone who gets 1n her way, But come
on 1” she addcd “Let’s see how Clara’s
getting on.” .

And, cutting short further argument,
she opcrlcd the doot. -

She was thrilling now. She was sure
she was right. Glenda Maine, arch-
crook that she was, niore clever than
any professional actress in hér imita-
tions, had masqueraded as Miss Char-
mant solely in order to possess herself
of a knowledge of that chart. No doubt
Glenda had overheard some chance
remark passed between Clara & Co.,
and so had got on the scent.

With a nod to the dubious-looking
Leila, Marjorie, and Janet, she hurried
off down the -passage, and they, as if
hardly knowing what else to do, fol-
lowed her.

As they reached Miss Cliarmant’s
study the door of that room came open,
and Clara Trevlyn, with a sort of
dazed, incredulous look on her face,
came out. Babs caught her by the

rm
Clara. dld vou find out?”?
C‘lara heaved a deep breath.

“I—1'm dashed if I can understand
it !” she muttered. “The Charmer’s in
there all right: and the Charmer
couldn’t have been ont of her study for
a long time, because she told me she's
expecting an important phone call, and
has bmn '(\'ut.mg for a quarter - of an
hour.” i

“Yes?” Babq prompted quickly.

“1—I went in, pretending I didn’t
quite know tho time of theé rehearsal,”
Clara said. “She scemed -urpnced
She said: ‘ Well, surely Glenda: told
you? .1 ssl\m! her ta warn everybody
this morning.” Then she fold ‘me that
she’d been tdo busy to come round her-
self because of a job she’s got on.hand,
and because she's waiting for this phone
u”_u

“Phew 1

“But, Bnbs. it_can’t have heen—>

“It can—it was,” Babs nodded. “But
come an! Tf you want further proof
Jet's go now—at once—to Glenda

Maine's study. She can’t possnb]:. have
got rid of the dhgulsc by this time;
and if she doesn’t let us in, that proves
it up to.the hilt, Come* on!”

“ But, Bubs, it's pretty  well impos-
sible,” 1\lan',]r:lrlt: objected.

“Ts it?* Babs askid grimly. “I
thaught that once. But come on !”

She raced ahead, with her chums,
shaken now, follcmmg on -her heels.
Reaching the. Sixth Form éorridor,’
Babs halted outside the door of c‘tucI_s'
No. 13 and knocked.

To their ears came a faint sound of
movement, But no answer.

“SHe’d in!” bmat]md C].’lra “Try
the door.” d
Babs tried t]:o door,

expected, it was locked,

But, as she

“Glenda ! she callei

No reply .

Babs' lips net grlmly. 8he looked at
}h(la Tomboy, then pmnted to the key-
1ole.

Clara nndeustood ;

She bent down and peered through
the hole. For a moment she stood in
that position. Then she straightened
up, with a gasp.

*She’s in there, yes,” shc breathed,

“and there's a. m]stress gown hanging
on the chair; but, as I watched, a hand
=1retched forward and snatched it up.
Babs, it's true! She’s been fooling us!
Glenda !” she called, sharply rapping
ou the door,

“Just a soc 1 cm-d Babs And then:

“Oh, my hat! Cave! Here comes
Pl‘!ﬂ]u_]_V =
‘ Primmy .’ —otherwl‘%e Miss Primrose

—it was, who had just appeared at the
end of the corridor. Impossible it was
1o escape at that moment—not, indeed,
that anybody was 1hiul;ing of running
away.

Hot anger was in Clara’s cheeks
now; there was a rather bitter light
in her eyes. For Clara, like all the
chums, was at last. convinced.

Glenda Maine, the girl they had
trusted, to whom they had looked up,
for whom they had “all blamed Babs
for sus Suung was the traitor Babs had
accused her of being |

No . doubt. about that now—at least,
to themselves. Glenda had deceived
them; Glenda had played tricks on
them: Glenda; among other things, had
got Mabel Lynn expelled.

Perhaps in none of them was such
an utter retulmon of feeling iaking
place as in Clara Trevlyn, Clara,
]ionest and frank. herself, was the last
to do an injustice to any girl. Clara
loathed all forms of trickery, and to feel
that this girl had fooled er into con-
demning Babs and Mabel Lynn caused
at once the hot fire of anger and resent-
ment to blaze up within her.

“Dear me! What.are you girls doing

here?” Miss Primrose asked, coming
forward. 1
“We want Glenda. Maine,” Clara

said fiercely.

“Indeed !
knoc’k

“We

Then -wh_\- don't. you

have knocked and c;]led

the door s ,loé.ked and she won't
answer.”
Miss Primrose frowned a little,
tried the door, and then she rapped..
“Glenda !
“Hallo 1” came: Glenda's voice. from
the studyu
—and ‘there wis a seuffling’ sound.
Then Glenda, clad in a dressing’
gown, came hurr}mg to  the ° door,
opened it, and blinked .in prdendca
surprise as she saw her visitors.
“Glonda, why was your door locked"”
’\heq Piimrose l!.sfk'sdy
“As ‘& matter . of fact,”
answered smoot.hly. “I was -in my
cubicle bathing my feet in the'salt stuff
the doctor. gave me; you know,
Primrose, how. I suffer with cramp in
tha feet this cold weather 1 ¢
“You mean,” ‘blazed Clara,
were changing ‘out of your dlsgum} 12
“What ?* Miss Primrose Iookéd be-

" you!

wildered

“It's true!™ Clara b!amd *It's
truel She came into Study No:; 4 in
disgunise five minttes a g—>"

“Clara, please!” -Miss -Prinjrose’s
voice m\ered “Silepce, miss—at
once ! ow dare—— Bless my soul,

arg yvou girls in the Fourth all’ takmg
leave ‘pf your senses? ‘Glenda, my dear,
am_ at a loss: tci &mdorﬁtand their
behavisnr™ -
Glenda shook her hend sadly. But

Clara réplied..’ “Glenda’s in there, but"f to the old

She'
Th[s 18 Miss Primrose!” |

“Excuse mie a moment ™ |

Glenda'.

Miss:

- shoulder against: G
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there was a peculiar look in her eyes as
she fastened then on Clara. -

“ Please, .'\I.:«s Primrose, don’t—don’t
blame Clara,” she beggec’ “I'm used
to this sart of thmg‘—e:pccmll from'
Barbara’s -friends. - "I'mi sure I ‘don't
know what they are talking about. I
have been m my study ever since
lessons, and, naturally, lotked the door,
seeing that I was bathing: my feet.
Look,” she added, and drew aside the "
curtain which screened her bed, reveal-
ing a steaming bowl of water, by the
side of whwh in a convincingly damp
towel. “I could hardly have done what
Uam accused -me of doing at the same
hn:e

lhen wha,” dcmuudcd Clara, “came
mfn Study No. 47

“T really have not the faintest idea,”
Clenda saui coolly. “Would you please
go now? My feet are still wet!”

“And for your impertinénce you can
cach take fifty lines!” Miss Primrose
rapped. “Fxcept Clara. She will take

a hundred |”

Clara clenched her hands. She looked
ready to blaze out again, but anxionsly,
Babs caughi her by the-sleeve. In & i
cresifallen hoc!) the -five returned to
Study No. 4. RS

“Well,” Babs asked quietly, “you i
believe now ¥ 1

* Oh, Babﬁ
said.

“Please dont be—"" Babs paused...
“I'm glad you've found out—at last.
only wish it had Happened -earlier,
though. If it had, we might have been '
able to tave 'old Mabs from getting
pushed out—but there's & chance still to’
get her back.. Once Glenda’s bowled
out; once that girl is shown up—>

“As  she shall < Clara

sa\age]y

‘Don’t be too 'sure. You can’t deal
with Glenda as you'd, deal with an
ordinary girl. I tell you she’s cunning ,
and daring—and dnngerousl Now,
we've got to get hold of that hidden
hoard—and we've got to get hold of it .
Just as quickly as we can, If we don’ i
vou can bet a’'torn éxercise-book to 'a
term’s  pocket-money that Glenda will
do it for us.”

They looked grlm :

“And I vote,” Babs ‘said, “that as
there's no time like the present, we go
chapel immediately ‘after
dinner. Meet here at half-past one
with terches—and Clara, perhaps I'd .
better keep this chart?”

“Yes, right-ho!” Clara assented. “ M
hat, though I can hardly believe 1t
even now.’

“And in the meantime,’ » Babs added,

“not a word—mnot even to a girl ixko
Dulcia Fairbrother or Lady Pat.

BT
we're sorry !” Marjorie®

said

' Glenda's z0 jolly tricky that you can

never be sure who you're speaking to
even! Hallo, there goes .first dinner
bell! Better trot along!” i

They trotted, fleaving, Babs alone.
Once thci had gane Babs smiled a little.
She felt happier than she had felt since
the departure of poor Mabs.. For now,
at last, she had her chums on her side;
now they were fighting shoulder to

lenda. ;

She turned io leave, and then paused,

' A girl was standing in_the doorway.

It was Glenda herself. .

“Going to dinner, Barbara?” che
asked p]earantly as she closed the deor.

“I am,” Babs said.

“A few words. with you first, Bare
bara. They're rather old words, and I
really am getting rather tired of re-
peating them. You know, of course,
that Cincfmau is coming 1*

Boldly Babs faced np to her, conquer-
ing that little “tremor of nerves she
alwaye felt when alone ln the presence
of Gienda Maine. ;
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“Well 1” she asked quietly.

“And you want to have a happsy
Christmas, don’t you? Not like poor
Mabel, who has just been expelled!
Think, Barbara, of the misery she must
be suffering—the disgrace. You don't
want that to happen to yourself, do
you—especially just before Christmas?”

“It won't,” Babs retorted.

“No?” Glenda looked at her with
mocking inquisitiveness. “It may—
probably will—if you don’t think betrer
about interfering with things I set my
mind on, Barbara. And it may happen
to vour friends, too, vou Mar-
jorie, Janet, Clara, Leila—all of you
What's been done once can always be
done again, even though one migl
have to use different methods. re
goes second bell,” she added. “Think
it over during dinner, won't you, Bar-

KNOW.

barn dear? Better tell your friends,
too. Remember, I'm serious—deadly
serious !"—and she went out.

In the Treasure Tunnel!

ABS clenched her
hands. Her eves

burned. Just for a
single moment that
feeling of fear, of being

bunted and taunted, rose
up within her. Mocking,
those quiet words of Glenda, but only
Babs knew to the full her power to pui
them into operation; only Babs knew
the ruthless nature of the cunning and
trickery which Glenda Maine was pre-
pared to use against her and her chums.
For Mabs' sake she was willing to run
that risk, but was it fair, having been
warned, to expose her chums to it?

Thus, as soon as they all met afier
dinner in Study No. 4, she told them of
Glenda’s visit.

It was Clara who replied to it—Clara,
with her chin stubbornly set.

“ Babs, we're in this now,” she said.
“If we hadn’t been blind we should have
seen it before. We're standing to-
gether. We're going to show up Glenda
and we're going to bring old Mabs back
at the same time.”

“Sure! ‘Which goes
Leila Carroll nodded.

“ And me,” Janet said, her eyes glim.
mering.

“ And—and me,” Marjorie said, a
litile less boldly, for Marjorie was of
a gentle and shrinking nature, though
when real pluck was put to the test she
was never found wanting. “Treasure
or no treasure, we owe it to Mabs and
ourselves to call Glenda Maine's bluff
now. And the first step towards doing
that,” she added, get the
treasure.”

Babs nodded happily.
chums they were!

“Then shall we go?” she asked.

They were all ready, all anxions.
They -had armed themselves with
torches, and in Babs' pocket rested the
chart. It was Babs who led the way to
the door, but before she opened it Joan
Sheldon Charmant, Fourth Form sister
of the Form’s adored mistress, came in,

for me, too!”

i R

What staunch

“] say, you won't forget the re-
hearsal, will you?” she asked. * My
sister, says that it will be absolately
hopeless without you.”

“Of course we won't Babs
promised

“Three o'clock in the music-room, you
know,” Joan stated.

“Sure! We'll be there.,” Leila

Carroll promised. “Tell the Charme:
—your sister, I guess—to rely on us.”
Joan nodded, satisfied. She went off.
Actually, of course, there was no reason
why their treasure-hunt should interfere
with the rehearsal. With an hour-and-
a-half before them, they all felt they

had pleniy of time in which to prove or
disprove the fact that the hoard was
where it was supposed to be.

But they’d have to go carefully, of
course. Apart from the peril of Glenda
was also the peril of being caught on
forbidden ground. And again the old
underground chapel in the crypt, and
its secret passages, were by no means
safe these days.

It was for that reason, more than for
any other, - that Miss Primrose had
placed them all strictly out of bounds.

abs, as usual, took the lead.
[gnoring the usual route through Big
Hall—they would have encountered too
many other girls that way—the five
chums used the fire-escape at the end
of the Fourth Form corridor.

Into the chapel between the wall of
the school and the swimming-pool they
hurried, shivering a little in the chilly
atmosphere of that early December
afternoon.

Ahead of them lay the silent cloisters
with its crumbling walls of arches, and
bevond that the black, yawning hole,
surrounded by loose debris, which was
the entrance to the ancient crypt.

Nobody was about, thank goodness.

In silence they crept across the
cloisters, glad for once that Bessi
Bunter was not with them. Bessie was
a good-natured duffer who insisted upon
being in everything, but who, on these
occasions, was rather a responsibility
than a help. That afternoon, however,
Bessie was paying a visit to her Aunt
Annie, and her uncle, Miles Eastman,
who were living near Courtfield,

“Right, all here?” Babs asked, as
she reached the mouth of the crypt.
“Keep together. I'll go first.”

She stepped down. It was dark here
—a darkness that grew with every
downward step, until at last it could
almost be felt. Then, and not till then,
did Babs flash on her torch.

The rays showed the old pillars with
the still stout stone arches rising above
them to give an impression of number-
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less catacombs. On the right was a
stout wall, and in the middle of that
wall, here and there showing a crack,
was a thick, iron-barred oak door.
That was the door of the old chapel.

Babs did not try the door. She knew
it was locked, and the key was in Miss
Primrose’s study. But near by was an
arched window, most of its stained
glass panels now, alas, smashed, and
it was no difficult job for a junior girl
to squeeze through the framework.

“The window,” Babs pointed,

There were nods. Babs turned
wards it. One swift jump upward and
she caught the sill, swinging herself
up and through it in time to give Clara
a hand as she came s(ramlﬁing after
her. In a few moments they were all
in the old chapel.

* Straight ahead, I think,” Babs said,
remembering the chart. “But be
careful.”

Marjorie shivered. Janet moistened
her lips a little. Guided by the beam
of Babs' torch, they made their way
across the floor. More than once, how
ever, they had to halt, for here and
there masonry had fallen, littering the
huge flagstones.

It seemed an hour belore they
reached the stone wall, though actually
it was only a matter of a few minutes.
There again Babs paused, quickly
switching off her light as she jumped
round. For a moment she stood still.

“Wuw-what is it?" stuttered Janct
Jordan.

Babs breathed audibly.
“Nothing much. Only I
fancied I heard a sound, though.
what about this rose business *—and
she flashed the torch again. “Can you
see any carving, or anything, any-
where ™
“Here,

asked.

She had wandered away from the
main group; was flashing her torch
Where she
of some

rather
Now

what about this?” Clara

upon the dank stone wall.
paused

had was the ruins

LARA came out of Miss Charmant’s study looking quite dazed. ‘‘I—

I'm dashed if I can understand it,"’ she muttered.

“‘ The Charmer'’s

in there all right, and she couldn’t have been out of her study for a long

time.,"’

Babs’ eyes gleamed. At last she was beginning to convince

her chums that Glenda Maine was a master of make-up; that Glenda has
just recently impersonated Miss Charmant.
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ornately carved wooden structure—
probably the relic of an ancient altar.
Covered with dust as it was, it was
not casy at first sight to pick out that
design, but when Babs flicked at it with
her handkerchief, it soon became evi-
dent. The design was a chain of flying
angels, each carrying some object.
““I say, Babs, here it is!” Marjorie
cried excitedly, “This figure is carry-
ing a rose!”
“That’s it! Babs
eried, )
She reached up, while the chums, with
bated breath, watched. She caught the
rose in her hand and pulled, but
nothing happened. Then she twisted it
to the right. Still nothing happened.
She twisted it to the left.
“No go!” Clsra grunted
pointedly. “On the wrong track.”
“Wait a minute,” Babs said. “TI’ll
yush! I'm sure I felt something move
ast time,” o
The chums’ torchlights, like minia-
lure searchlights, joined in focus upon
the object of Babs' activities, Fiercely
she pushed, and then, with a gasp,

It must be it!”

disap-

hurled forward, almost loaing her
balance as the rose disappeared into
the ecarving. = Simultanecously, from

Ulara, came a low whoop.
“My giddy aunt, loo
“The secret «oor.” -
Without a sound, a kection of the
wall, backed with wood, had swung for-
ward, disclosing a large aperture,
“The secret passage!” breathed
Babs. . ;
The. secret passage. undoubtedly it
was. A pause, then Babs stepped into
the passage, shining her torch. about,
And with the sense of ‘an explorer
who; for the first time, looked upon his
newly discovered land, the chums sur.
veyed the new scene of their operations.
Certainly, at first glance, it was nof
a heartening spectacle, . The eorridor,
stretching away it seemed into infinity,
was in a state of collapse. "Mounds of
debris littered the floor; here and there
the walls, built of stout stone as they
were, had sagged in. TFrom several
broken joists water was trickling.
Leila grimaced.
“Sure doesn’t look as safe as the

1 she eried.

Bank of England,” she said.

“Shall we risk it?” Babs quietly
asked,

There were nods immediately. There

was no thought in any of the chums’
minds now about going back. Even
Marjorie, shy, gentle, shrinking, said:

‘“Lead on, Babs.”

Babs led on, carefully picking her
way among the puddles that every-
where dotted the floor. Eerie as the
chapel had been, this crumbling
passage was even more so. More than
once they all stopped, hearts in mouthsg,
as from somewhere ahead in the dark-
ness came an echoing crash, followed
by the rumble of loose soil. Once Janet
slipped in a' pool of slippery chalk and
came with a crash to earth—fortun-
ately, however, deing no damage to
herself.

On, on, on,
picking their way. :

Now for a distance the passage, cut-
ting through drier and better-drained

cautiously, ecarefully

ground, became free of debris,
l*‘ntIlowmg this, the passage widened
out.

“Hallo!” Babs said, and. .paused.

“Beems we've reached the junction of
the three passages.” :

That was so. They had emerged in a
wide, square-shaped sort of apartment,
and from the stone wall .in front of
them three passages shot off at tangents
to each other. They all knew a real
thrill as they remembered the chart.

“Passage to the right,” Clara said.

“That will be it. Come on, kids; we're
getting warm.”

Eagerly they pressed into the right:
hand opening, the excitement of their
quest banishing the jumpiness they had
previously felt. Five torches poured
beams of light into the ancient passage,
and five torches suddenly stopped dead
as they encountered an obstacle. ut
this time it was not broken debris. It
was a door,

t was built right across the passage,
completely barring their way.

“Hum |” Bahs said. “Didn’t bar-
gain for this. Wait a minute, though,
let’s have another look at the chart.”
She opened it, studying it carefully.
“T say; though, it is marked !” she said.
“This cross here must refer to the door.
The hoard is at the other side of it.
Unce we open that door——"

Fresh, tingling ‘excitement seized
them all then. It was a thrill to feel
that only a few yards separated them
from the possible hoard of Clara’s
ancestor.

It was Clara who went forward; Clara -

who lifted the heavy latch and pushed.:
But. nothing happened.

“It's locked ! she muttered.

Digsappointment surged within them.
A single glance showed the impossi-
bility of foreing that door.  Strong,
stout, iron-bound, and of several inches
in thickness, it would defy every effort
of theirs to open it. And yet, if they
were to succeed in their quest, it must
be opened, f
. ““Only one thing,” Clara said. “'We’'ll
{;a‘.'lr\s to get tools to force it, and come

L :

Balbs, however, shook her head.

“No good,” she said. “Even if we
smashed the woodwork, what about the
iron? Apart from that, it would be
dangerous—much too dangerous—to
start smashing and banging here. We
shonld probably have the whole place
tumbling about our ears. But wait a
minute,” she added suddenly, eyeing the

door again. “‘ Anything familiar strike
you about it?”
“¥h? Such as what?” Leila wanted

to know, :

“Isn’t it exactly the same as the door
of the old chapel in the erypt?” Babs
asked. i ; :

“My hat, so it is!” Clara agreed.
“They—they might be the same if they
weren’t in different places.”

“Exactly I” Babs said. Her faece was
flushed now. ‘*And as they’re the same
in design, what’s the odds that the
locks are the same, too? TI've got a
hunch that the key to the old chapel
door would fit this door, too.”

“But—but the key of the old chapel

is in  the Head’s study!” Clara
objected.
*“1 know,” Babs said quietly. “So

comechow we've got to get hold of that
key. After the rehearsal—and I say, we
shall have to buck up if we're going to
get to that in time—we’ll come back
again. But let’s buzz now. No sense
in wasting time here talking.”

Sensible advice, espeecially seeing that
the time for the rehearsal was ‘almost
due. Excited now, braced for the re-
turn visit, they turned.

Having covered the ground once, they
returned to the secret entranee in the
chapel in considerably less time than
tha outward journey had taken them.
And there again they paused. - -

For the secret door,” which they had
left open, was now closed against tliem.

“Oh, I say, it must have closed on its
own account !” Janet cried. “But how
the dickens are we to get out?”

In vain Leila and Clara hurled their
weight against the sceret door.

But Babs, more thoughtful, was flash-
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ing her torch around. She gave.a
jump. " g
“My hat, look!” she breathed.

“Babs, what is it?” :

“Look | Babs repeated, a strong sort
of thrill in her voice.

Her torch was directed at the. floor
now. In the chalky dust of that floor
were ceveral footprints. Most of them -+
were easily identifiable as their own:
prints. But there was another—a
slightly larger print—which stood out
plainly. It was the print of a girl wear-
ing small heels and a delicately pointed
toe,

“Glenda Maine!” Babs gritted.
“Glenda’s been here. Glenda’s fol-
lowed us, and just to make sure we
shouldn’t get back, has closed the secret
door against us! It's Glenda who
trapped us in here !”

—_——

Glenda Drops a Bombshell!
Co N 8T E RNATION

showed on the faces
of Barbara’s four

“ ' chums. o

“Oh, my hat! Th-that

* cat!” Clara breathed, and

her face was bitter then.
“Babs, -it—it isn’t possible |

But she knew, as they all knew; that
it was not only possible, that it was a
fact. They all knew those shoes Glenda
wore. In other circumstances they had
all, at some time or another, admired
them. -

“But how,” Marjorie nervously
wanted to know, “are we going to get
out? And, Babs, how could she have
closed the secret panel 7

* Easy enough, I imagine,” Babs said.
“All she had to do was to wedge it
from the other side. - “After all, she
knew as much about it as we did. But
dash it, there must be some way of
opening it from here,” she added.
“Search round, girls!” ;

They searched around, desperate,
anxious. They were prisoners in-this
underground tunnel, and only Glenda,;
of all the school, knew where they were.
If it suited Glenda’s purpose she could
keep them here for hours. 3

Up and down the walls their torches
flashed, until at last Leila, feeling
abhove a stout beam, gave a low, trium-
phant cry. They all gathered round at
once, : !

Hidden above the beam, out of range
of their eyes, was another small rose.
Leila pressed it and pulled it. There
was a faint whirring sound in the wal
before them, but still the secret door
did not open.

“Dished !” groaned Clara. i

“Wait !” Babs cried.  *Leila, keep
pressing on the rose while we charge at
the door. Ready, girls?”

“Yos |7

" GD !)1

They hurleéd their shoulders against
the door. There was a thud, and Mar-
jorie, who staggered as she collided with
the wall, gave a sharp cry. But nothing
happened. .

“Again 1” panted Babs.

Thud | again—and again,

“We're done !” Babs groaned. “ She's
heaten us. She—"" And then she
jumped back as suddenly the whirring
sound became intensified, and the secret
door swung back. “My hat, we have
done it !” she almost shriecked. “It’s
working ! It's—"

From the other gide 'of the entrance a
light flashed in her face.

‘“‘Barbara Redfern I”

exclaimed

an
angry voice. "
“0Oh, my giddy aunt, Primmy!”?
gasped Clara. :
“Come here—this instant!” Miss

Primrose rapped.
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There was no help for it. The chums
stepped through into the musiy darkness
of the old chapel. Miss Primrose,
torch in hand, directed its beam upon
their faces. And someone in the dark-
ness next to her chuckled.

5

“Ahem I” a new voice said—the voice
of Glenda Maine. “T do lLope, Bar-
bara dear, that you are not hurt!
Naturally, when I heard you thimping
I went to fetch Miss Primrose.”

“You mean,” Clara bitterly flamed.
“after you wedged the door, locking us
in there i

“Miss Primrose, I protest!” Glenda
said indignantly.

*Clara, silence !”
voice was like a lash.
hear no more of
against Glenda.”

“Well, she—"" Clara hegan.

Miss DPrimrose’s
“ Please let me
these accusatious

“Clara, fifty lines!” Miss Primrose
said “Glenda did not lock you in
there! No doubt, having got m, you

— /

come with me? T will sce the perter
and tell him to board up the entrance
to the crypt at once.’

The chums exchanged sickly dis-
appointed glances.
Meantime, in the music-room, Miss

Charinant, surrounded by the cast of
the Christmas concert, was anxiously
eveing the clock. The cast itself was
fuming and impatient.

“I cannot understand 1f,” Mliss
Charmant said. “I positively cannot,
Diana,” she added, addressing Diana
Royston-Clarke, “ you went to Barbara’'s

study
“Yes; and Clara’s and Leila's,”
Diana scowled. *They weren't there.”
“And neither were they in the tuck-

Miss Charmant,” Muriel Bond

Nor in the library or the laboratory
or the attics!” Bridget 0'Toole warmly
supported. “It's getting down
they're after doing!”

us
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cannot do what is required of them you
can hardly expeet me to waste my time.
When Barbara and the others arrive
ask them to come along to see me at
once,”

She went out, leaving an angry buzz

in  the music-room.  Another ten
minutes went by. Then the door
opened.

Babs, Clara, Marjorie, Leila, and
Janet, just returned from the detention-
room, came into the room.

“Hallo, here we are!” Babs said,
putting the cheeriest possible com-
plexion on things. “I'm so sorry we're

late. Where's the (Charmer

“Where do you think?” snapped
Roza Rodworth.

“Expect her to hang arvound the

whole afternoon like vs mutts, I sup-
pose?” Frances Frost indignantly put
1. She’s gone! Anyway, whera
have vou been?”

I

WHILE Clara and Leila hurled their weight in vain against the secret door, Babs flashed her torch around.

‘“ My hat, look | '’ she breathed, and pointed to a footprint.

never troubled as to low vou were
going to get out! Had it not been for
Glenda, you foolish, undisciplined girls,
vou might have remained there for
goodness knows how long! You are
aware that this section of the school is
out of bounds?”

“Yes; but ~

“There can be no buts! Once again
vou are guilty of disobeying school
rules.  Instead of trying to put the
blame for your discovery on to Glenda,
vou should be grateful to Glenda that
she happened along in time. Barbara,
if you go on like this I shall seriously
consider the probability of relieving
vou of your responsibilities as Form
captain. For the present,” Miss Prim-
rose added, “ you will all join detention
class and write a special essay on the
necessity of obeying rules. Now go!”

“But—but, Miss Primrose,” Babs
faltered, *“we've got a rehearsal—"
“Please go!” Miss Primrose said

tartly.

“But Miss Charmant—"

“You may make your peace with
Miss Charmant when you have done the
essay,” Miss Primrose frigidly informed
them. “And now, Glenda, will you

trapped us in here | "’

“Well, dash it, can’t we start without
them?” Rosa Rodworth petulantly

‘demanded.

But Miss Charmant shook her head.

“You forget, Rosa, that Barbara,
Clara, and Leila have the largest parts
in the play,” she reminded the Stormy
Petrel.

“Well, jolly well give them to some-
one else!” Frances Frost defiantly
put in,

“Again, that is not practical,” Miss
Charmant said. “The parts are too big
for other girls to take on easily. We
will give them a few more minutes. If,
by that time, they do not turn up, I am
afraid I shall have to leave you. I have
work to do.”

The girls glowered, their faces ex-
pressing their disappointment, their
resentment.  Silence now—a silence
which seemed to breathe their hostility

towards the absent Babs & Co. Five
minutes went—ten minutes. Miss
Charmant rose.

“Girls, I am sorry i

“But, Miss Charmant—" Diana

objected.
“I am sorry.” Miss Charmant stated
quickly. *“1f the members of the cast

‘“ Glenda Maine !

It'’s Glenda who

“We—we got detention,” Babs
faltered.

“My hat! And what for?”

“Nothing,” Clara said. “Well,

never mind. I say, though——"
“Never mind!” Diana faced her.
“Yoicks! I must say you've got a

nerve! Here you go, letting the play
down, letting the Charmer down,
wasting everybody’s afternoon, and

then calmly say you've had a detention !
Is that the way you're going to back
the concert up? What did you get the
detention for?"”

W Oh, blow it!
caught us in the crypt.” :

“Great pip! And what were you
doing in the crypt when you were sup
posed to be rehearsing ?”

“Nothing! Oh rats, we're sorry!”
Clara said grufly. “We couldn’t help
an accident, could we? And it never
would have happened if it hadn't been
for that cat Glenda Maine—"

“Glenda?” Diana stared. * Yoicks,
you haven't joined the anii-Glenda
brigade, too, have you?"

“Where’s the Charmer?” Clara
countered.

“In her study. But—"

Priminy

o]l —
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“Then,” Clara said, “we’d better go
along to see her—at once. Dash it,
don’t glare!” she added. “We're just
as fed-up as you at missing the re-
hearsal. Anyway, it will be all right
to-morrow. We'll go through it
together then. Come on, kids!”

“But look here—"" hooted Frances
Frost.

But Clara was not looking there.
Remaining in that room would only
have started a first-sized row.

In a body the chums marched off to
Miss Charmant’s study, to find the mis-

tress feverishly making up the arrears .

of the work she had put aside in order
to devote her time to the rehearsal.
She was not pleased when she heard
their explanation. N

“] can only say,” she said, “that you
all acted with an utter lack of
responsibility for your obligations.. This
once I am willing to overlock the
matter. I must say, Barbara, much as
I hate making any form of threat,
that if it happens again I shall wash
my hands of the whole affair.”

“We—we've sorry, Miss Charmant,”
Babs stuttered.

“Couldn’t we have the rehearsal
later 7 Marjoric asked, hoping to
mollify the mistress. “We—we won't
let it happen again, Miss Charmant |”

“I am sorry; I am busy. But—"
And . Miss Charmant paused, thinkin
of the other disappointed girls. *“Well,
1 do not know. I can’t make an
promises, but if it is practicable later
will let you know. Leave me now,
please.”

“Well, that’s that,” Clara =aid, once
they reached the passage. *Oh, my
hat! What a mess we've landed our-
selves into all at once! But never mind.
If we're in the soup, Glenda’s not got
her way, and eyen she can’t do any-
thing without the key of that door.
Question is now: how are we to get
bold of that key 7"

“Which,” Marjorie said, shaking her
head, “is in Primmy’s study.”

“I've an idea!" Babs said swiftly.
“Primmy will be going off to tea any
minute now. I'll hang around, and as
soon as she pops off I'll nip inside. I
know where the key is, as it happens.
You others wait for me in Big Hall.”

That, decidedly, was the best plan.

Thereupon Babs went off, anxions as
any of them to get this matter settled.
Reaching the headmistress’ study, shg
paused. The light, shining from be-
neath the door, plainly proved that
Miss Primrose was still in occupation.

Babs withdrew to the darkest corner
of the corridor and crouched down.
Buck up, Primmy !

She waited, eyes on the door. Three
—four—five minutes went by. Then,
with a suddenness that made Babs
jump, a voice at her back spoke:

“What’s the idea, Barbara dear?”

Babs spun round, to confront Glenda
Maine—Glenda, wearing that same ald
mockmF smile; who, in that discon-
certingly silent manner of hers, had
stolen up behind her,

“Why,” Glenda pressed, “are you
watching Primmy’s study ?”

“Mind your own business!” Babs
flashed.
“GCood advice!” Glenda nodded.

“* Excellent advice, my dear Barbara.
Why not take the advice yourself and
make sure of that happy Christmas 1
spoke about?” she added mockingly.
“You can have it, you know,
Barbara—just by minding your own
business.”

Babs’ eyes glowered. Exasperatedly
ghe turned away. Glenda, smiling,
went on, to disappear round the bend
of the corridor. Coincident with her

vanishing, the door of Miss Primrose’s
study came open.

And Babs, pressing herself back
against the wall, caught her breath as
the headmistress went in the same
direction as Glenda.

Now was her chance.
gone to tea.

In a moment Babs was a bundle of
brisk alertness. Quickly she had moved
forward. With a rapid glance to right
and left she entered the study, closing
the door.

She switched on the light, and step-
ping across to the special cabinet
which Miss Primrose kept beneath her
window, pulled open one of the drawers,
There, in a glass-topped box which
contained a number of other school
items, was the key to the old chapel
door. It was the work of a moment
to extract it and dart out into the
passage.

Breathlessly she scuttled downstairs.
At the bottom of those stairs, in Big
Hall, talking to Dulcia Fairbrother
and Lady Patricia Northanson of the

Primmy had

Sixth Form, ‘her four chums stood
grouped.

She mnodded quickly as  she
approached, and Clara, reading the

nod ecorrectly, grinned triumphantly.

Dulcia turned to the leader of the
Fourth Form.

“Hallo, Barbara! I was just tell-
ing Clara & Co. the news.”

“QOh, yes?”

“1It concerns the Hospital Charities
Fund. I know you'll be interested to
hear that Cliff House collected far and
away the biggest sum of any school—
so much so, in fact, that Mrs. Wind-
ham, the secretary of the fund, has
decided to come along and give us a

special  address of thanks. She's
arriving to-morrow about breakfast-
time, and there'll be a speecial

assembly in Big Hall
will be there, eh”

“Rather !” Babs said, and for a
moment her eyes glowed. This was an
honour indeed.

“Meantime,” Dulcia frowned, *for
goodness’ sake try to behave yourselves,
I've heard all about your adventures in
the erypt this afternoon, and Miss
Primrose is terribly annoyed.  She’s
spoken to me about suspending you
from the captaincy. Barbara, we can’t
afford to allow that {o happen,” she
added ecarnestly, “so for goodness’ sake
do wateh your step !”

“And, in any case, if you've got any
more idea of visiting the crypt,” Lady
Pat put in, “you can put the idea out
of your head. It's being bricked up
—permanently—to-morrow morning !”

Babs started at that. Quickly the
chums looked at each other. I they
had required any stimulant for going
into immediate action, that snrely pro-
vided it. To-night—mow—was their
only opportunity of getting in contact
with the treasure of the crypi!

“So this time,” Babs said, when
Dulcia and Lady Pat had moved off,
“there’s got to be no mistake! T've
zot the key. That’s all that matters.
Everybody got torches?”

They had.

“Right. Then let’s go.”

There was no hesitation on that
point.  Realisation that a time limit
was now fixed to the enterprise made
them all eager and anxious., With a
nod, Babs and Leila strolled towards
ithe main school doors, Clara and
Janet casually following, and, after an
interval, Marjorie. In the darkness of
the lawns outside they forgathered.

“Right. Nobody's spotted us!” Babs
chuckled. *“0.K., so far. Get your
torches ready, but for goodness’ sake

All you kids
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don’t switch them on until we get well
down into the erypt. And not a sound,
mind,” she added.

Not a sound they made as they
scudded across the lawn and into the
cloisters. And not a soul, apparently,
was abroad.

Dense was the blackness. So effect-
ively were the windows of Clifi House
blacked-out that they might have been
in some dark desert.

They rcached the entrance to the
crypt in safety.
“0Q.K., all here!” Babs chuckled.

“Now we're for it! My hat, I wonder
what Glenda would say if she knew we
were stealing a march on her. Follow
me.”

She led the way
flashing her torch. In single file the
chums  followed her, holding their
breath as each step was negotiated.
They were half-way down the stairs
when suddenly a beam of light flashed
up full in their faces. Babs jumped.

“Who—who's there?” she quivered.

“My dear Barbara, what a ques-
tion!” a mocking voice answered.

“Glenda ! gasped Clara.

“Glenda, yes.” And Glenda calmly
climbed towards them. “The girl dear
Barbara was just congratulating her-
self she had stolen a march upon! Well,
well, isn’t it nice to see you all—especi-
ally after receiving such strict orders
from Miss Primrose that this place was
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out of bounds!

And while they all stared at her in
stupefied consternation. she laughed
musically.

“T think,” Glenda said musically,
“that instead of exploring the crypt
again, vou'd each better go back te
your studies and do two hundred
lines.”

Clara glared.

“*And, who,” she wanted to know,
“has given you power to dish oui
lines? Even if you are in the Sixth
Form, Glenda Maine, you've got np
authority 1

“No 1 Glenda “And who
says so, Clara?”

“I do!” Clara snapped. “What's
more, if we're breaking bounds, so are

down, cautiously

similed.

you !”

“Indecd?” Again Glenda laughed.
“But, of course,” she said, *you
haven’t seen the notice-board.  Sur-

prised as you may be to hear it, Miss
Primrose has wmade me your latest
prefect—with special instructions and
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orders to keep an eye on you girls!

The Form is Not Pleased!

ABS started. The

B last thing she had

bargained for was

this, Glenda a pre-

fect—and in a position of

power and authority in the
school.

“T don't believe it!” she burst out.

“No?” Glenda casually slu'uf?ad.
With studied indifference, she hifted
the lapel of her blazer, and all eyes
goggled as they saw the new prefect’s
badge which had been pinned there.
“You've seen one of these before,
haven't you? If you have any further
doubts, just have a look at the notice-
board in Big Hall.  Anyway, like it
or lump it, you're leaving here now,
and you're going to do those lines.”

“And, if,” (ﬁara questioned, “

2, »

“I1£,” Glenda said, her eyes narrow-
ing, “you don’t, I'll fetch Miss Prim-
rose. 1'm not sure, even now, whether
1 won’t feteh her. Make up your
minds.”

we
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Clara clenched her hands. The
chums exchanged glances. But they
all knew from that moment that the
whiphand rested with Glenda. Glenda
again had bottled up their efforts,
though, to be sure. Glenda had not got
the key, nor had she got the chart. It
was Babs who nodded.

“Right! Come on, girls!” she said
quietly. ““Nothing else for it!”

With Glenda watcehfully falling in the
rear, they tramped back into the
schoolhouse. There Glenda caught
Babs by the arm, and led the way to-
wards the Fourth Form corridor.

“We'll go along to your study, Bar-
bara, 1 think,” she said, “and there
vou'll get down to those lines while I
keep guard. But, of course, you still
have the alternative of a complaint to
Miss Primrose,” she added.

“Oh, come on!” Clara disgustedly
growled. i

Glenda laughed. Sick, disappointed,
but still grim, the chums tramped off
to Study No. 4, Glenda leading the
way. She nodded at Barbara.

“(iet out paper and pens, please,
Barbara,” she said. “You can all sit
round that table, and I'll watch from
here. "Tut, tut! How differently, little
dears, you are spending the next hour
from what you anticipated !”

“You rotten cat !” Clara burst out.

“Take another twenty lines for that,
Clara! And remember, as always, that
1 hold the cards.”

Clara breathed heavily. Babs, look-
ing at her, shook her head. Quietly
she got out the papers and pens, and
under Glenda’s mocking gaze the five
of them started to work. But they
had not been at it five minutes when
the door came open, and Joan, Miss
Charmant’s sister, burst in

“0Oby Babs—— My hat! What are
you doing?” she asked, not for a
moment seeing Glenda. “Babs, my
sister has told me that she can find
time to hold a rehearsal now. Every-
body else-is in the Common-room, and
we're only waiting for you. Ob, hallo.
Clenda!” she added, seeing that girl
at last.

“Hallo!” Glenda nodded. “Tough
on Miss Charmant, Joan, but Barbara
& Co. can’t come. They're busy—
doing lines.”™

Joan stared.

“What, again? But——"

“Again.” Glenda podded. “And
again for the same offence which made
them miss the first rehearsal. Better
tell your sister, and the rest of them,
that,” she added, her eyes for a
moment dwelling mockingly on Babs.

Joan, with a frown, went out. In-
wardly, however, Babs groaned. She
‘could guess the effect of that announce-
ment on Miss Charmant and the rest
of the cast.

“And please,” Glenda said, “get on
with your work. If you don’t, I shall
give you another fifty lines all round.”

They got on with their work, but not
for long. Five minutes elapsed, and
the door opened again. This time it
was Miss Charmant, her face rather
bitter, who came in.

“Glenda, [ hear that you are making
these girls do lines?"”

“Quite right, Miss Charmant.”
Clenda nodded. “I'm sorry; but Miss
Primrose, as you know, is rather down
on these girls breaking bounds iy the
crypt—especially after she punished
them for the same offence herself this
afternoon. I caught them repeating
the trick, and rather than report them
to Miss Primrose, I have taken them
under my own eyve. But I'm sure,”
Glenda added  artlessly, knowing
exactly what Miss Charmant’s reaction

Y DEAR READERS,—There’s

always a fascination about new

things, isn't there? A new
pair of gloves or shoes, a new fountain-
pen, a new cycle, even a new edition of
an already familiar book.

Well, next weck there will be some-
thing new about your favourite paper
—its eover.

The change has really been made
necessary owing to the war, and the
increased costs of production. Lots of
other periodicals are having to
economise i similar ways, some of
them bv_B reducing their numﬂb:r of

. But we are going to have =
ﬁ#:;snt kind of co\'eg.omg

It will not be orange and blue in
future, but blue and white. So don’t
forget when you go for your copy next
week—or when it is delivered to your
house by kind Mr. Newsagent—the
ScroorcirL will be sporting a brand-
new * face "' |

And now for a few words about
something else that is both new and
old; wvery, very old, in fact
Christmas ! The newness of Christ-
mas from our point of view is this
year's anniversary of that festive
occasion—and all that it means to
us, to you and your relatives and
friends and to me and my staff and
contributors.

As usual, we in this office have
gmpand a really Christmas

Number for you, which will be on sale
in two weeks’ time. It will be full of
good things, thoroughly in keeping
with probably the gayest time of the
year.

N Ciiff House story:

But it isn't about our Christmas
Number that I want to chat at this
moment ; it's about next Saturday’s
number, which sort of starts to put us
in Yuletide mood.

Look at the title of the superb

* CHRISTMAS ROMANCE AT
TREVLYN TOWERS !

Now nothing could be more season”
able than that, could it? Nothing
could more easily whet your appetites
for Christmas, I am sure And
romance, too. Yes, a real, delightful
romance between two “‘young”
grown-ups, which takes place at Clara
Treviyn’s lovely home. where she and
the rest of the famous Fourth Form
chums are spending part of their
Christmas vacation. _

This is a most charming, appealing
story in many ways, and yet 1t does
not lack drama and excitement—as
though it could, coming from the pen
of your very own Hilda Richards !

Oh, and Bessie Bunter is there, so
there are heaps of laughs.

Next week's programme will also
include further tErilling developments
in Valerie Drew's most amazing
detective story, another sparkling
COMPLETE “ Jess and Highwayman
Jack " story, together with more of
Patricia’s Bright and Interesting pages,
80 be sure not to miss it.

But before I say bye-bye for another
week, here is a hint

ON CHRISTMAS PRESENTS
Both to Give and to Receive.

I refer to those four magnificent
Annuals—which have been specially
reproduced for you on page 23. They
really ARE ideal gifts. They don't
cost a lot of money, and yet they can
last for years and years. Remember
them when ing the presents you
want—to give and to receive.

With best wishes,
Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR.

was bound to be, “if I have your
authority to let them =

“No, no!” Miss Charmant shook
her head. “Kind as that is of you,
Glenda, it is utterly against all the
rules. But I am bitterly, bitterly dis-
appointed in you girls,” she added, her
face plainly expressing that bitterness,
“How are we ever going to rehearse
this play unless you learu to behave?”

Babs turned scarlet.

“ But, Miss Charmant—"

“Well, have you an excuse?”

“Well, we—we—we——" Babs stut-
tered and blinked. “Well, nun-no,”
she had to confess

“Y¥You are apparcntly being deliber-
ately lawless for the mere pleasure of
the thing,” Miss Charmant accused
“In doing so, you are not only wast-
ing my time, but the leisure of others.
Now warn you all! Unless you
very soon cultivate some sense of
responsibility, I shall wash my hands
of the play. In the meantime, I shall
tell the other girls what has happened.”

She rustléd away, leaving the chums
red-faced and angry, and Glenda “smil-
ing gently.

Babs & Co. groaned as they plodded
on. But they groaned in spirit still
more when later they faced their in-
dignant Form-mates in the Common-
rcom. Rosa Rodworth was particu-
larly furious.

“1 think you're just a lot of idiotic

wash-outs !” she said bitterly. “Any-
way, if there’s another rehearsal, and
vou don’t turn up, I, for one, am going
to walk out. I'm fed-up!”

“Yes, rather! And I
too!” Diana Royston-Clarke
indignantly.

“ Hear, f]ear!”

The chums writhed. But they had
no reply, no defence. Matters plainly
were coming to a head in the Fourth
Form, and all because of their defiance
of ‘Glenda Maine. But Babs was not
beaten yet.

“We've got to have another shot for
the hoard,” she said, later in Study
No. 4. “Our one chance of making
the crypt is after lights out to-night.
Once we've got it, we can snap our
fingers at Glenda, and there’ll no
question then of letting the Form down
any more. We——" And then she
broke off as the door opened, and a
fat, bespectacled figure, shining-faced
and bright-eyed, rolled into the room
“Why, Bessie!” she cried, as Bessie
Bunter beamed around at them.
“You're jolly late!”

“Yes, I know. But I came back in
my uncle’s car, you know, and m
uncle had already phoned up to asi
Primmy rmission for me to stop.
Oh dear, I=I've had a l-lovely time!
I sus-say, Babs, do you know there's a
k}uer in 't,ho rack for yout! It's from

a

back out,
said



1o “Babs & Co. Fight Back!”

“Mabs?" Babs started up. “Why,
nim{{_eﬁi’i%n’t you bri;xg hl:’gh —
“W can't reach up hi
you know, and mboq_.lypwu there to
rre ;t to me,” Bessie protested, “so

But Babs, tingling, was out of the
room. A letter from Mabel Lynn was
an event, these days, of the most ter-
rific importance to Barbara Redfern.

Like a whirlwind she raced into Big
Hall, using, however, before she
reac the letter-rack.

Only one girl was in Bii’oﬁal]. and
that was Glenda Maine, who stood in
front of the letter-rack. Glenda was in
the act of taking a letter down from the
rack, and, secing that the initials on
the rack were easily visible, Babs felt
faintly surprised to notice that she
removed it from the letter “P.”

She turned round as Babs came up,
quickly thrusting the letter into her

pocket,

Babs eyed her.

“ Letter 7 she asked.

“Your business !” Glenda retorted.

“1 think so.” bs was suspicious.
“You took it from the letter P.”

“Quite.” Glenda nodded. “If you'll
notice, the M is very near the P,”
she said. “Somebody put my letter in
the wrong rack. Anything else you
want to know "

Babs stared. She could hardly ask to
see the letter. The explanation was a
very feasible one, for Grainger, the
postman, was not always too particular
where he put the letters as long as he
got rid of them quickly.

Her eyes went to her own rack. Sure
enough, there was a letter for her, but
it was not from Mabel Lynn. It was
simply an answer to an advert for some
wool she had seen advertised not so

ng ago.

Silly old Bess! She would make a
mistake, of course !

Feeling dashed, she went back to the
study, where Bessie, having divested
herself of her outdoor clothing, was
having a quick cup of chocolate.
Clara & Co. had gone, leaving a
message that they would see Babs later.

Bessie blinked when Babs grumbled
about the letter.

“But it was from Mabs,” she said.
“I recognised her handwriting.”

“You ised my foot!” Babs
said disappointedly. “This one is
typed, anyway. Can’t you distinguish

e difference between handwriting and

typing ?”
“Well, it was!” Bessie warmly
argued. “Blow it, don’t I know Mabs’

writing? Besides, this envelope was a
blue envelope, not a yellow one like
that mouldy thing! I tell you, it was
from Mabs!” .

But Babs sniffed, having been the
victim of too many of Bessie's mistakes
in the past. Bessie was such a short-
sighted old duffer.

She thou%ht no more of the matter
then. She had other things to attend
to. Dormitory bell would soon be ring-
ing, and she was strung up for the
great adventure which lﬁa night

promised.

Carefully she felt in her pocket.
Yes, the key was there, and the chart,
for safer keeping, was now hidden
behind one of the pictures in the study.
Before going io bed, she retrieved that,
slipping it into the pocket of her tunie,
togetber with the key

t seemed hours, however, before
dormitory bell sounded. For once the
chums obeyed that summons almost
gladly. There was a great deal of talk,
though, in the dormitory, and, as most
of it came in the form of scathing eriti-
cisms by the angry members of the

cast of the Christmas play, it was any-
ctl;i'ngbutmusicdtotheeanoflhbs&

“Lights out!” came presently. The
Fourth seitled to sleep. Half- nine
—ten 'clod—hn.ll'-{aast ten chimed out
from the old clock tower before Babs,
judging the whole school to be asleep,

kids! Awake?!” she

They all were, as strung up, as
anxious, as Babs herself.

“Right-ho! Then get dressed. Not a
word,” Babs whispered.

Al:&ost.sgundlerly dlegldm:;e@, and,
arm with torches, gro eir way
after Babs down the corridor and into
the lobby in Big Hall. There Babs
paused, opening the window and letting
in the brilliant light of the moon.

‘;els.eep to the shadows!” she whis-

pe

Hugging the walls of the school, they
crept once more towards the crypt.
Again Babs led the way down, without
incident this time. more they
crawled through the window of the old
chapel, and, with hearts pounding
with excitement, found the secret door.

Passing through, they closed it
behind them. With ml:xﬁ a strained
pause to listen to the fall of a stone
or splashing of water, they made
their floundering way towards the
great door which had defied their
previous visit,

- got the key?” Clara asked.

“Here,” Babs said; and the key
gleamed in her hand. “Now !*

Holding their breath, the chums
watched as she inserted it in the lock.
The key was clean and well oiled,
though the lock itself was rusty, and
Babs grunted as she tried to force it.

Clara looked anxious.

“Babs, doesn’t it fit "

“1t fits, but, dash it, I can't turn the
thing !” Babs panted. “It’s the lock—
rusty !

“Let me have a firy,” Clara sug-
gested,

Eagerly she stepped forward, and

step| aside. Grimly Clara
grabbed the key, and, putting both
hands to the strain, gave one tremen-
dlﬁ?u]: turn. There was a squeak and a
elick.

“Done it!"” cried Leila Carroll.

Done it Clara had. For, as she
pushed, the door, with squealing pro-
test from its rusted hinges, moved
inwards.

They shone forward their torches,
and blinked at the scene which met
their eyes.

Here and there great sections of
stone had fallen into the passage,
revealing the face of the rock through
which the tunnel had been hewn. Hero
and there little green streams of water
were trickling out of the cracks, form-
ing minute, slimy little lakes on the
floor. Near the door a section of the
ceiling, wet and crumbling, had at one
time cras

Perhaps for a time their hearts knew
a chill, a sense of peril. But there was
no turning back now.

“Look for the loose stone,” Babs =aid,
frowning at the wall. “My hat, that’s
going to be some job, 1 must say!
There must be dozens of loose stones.
And. which side of the tunmel is the
looeep stl:)ne ?'n?;l oy

“Perhaps, arjorie ventu it
might be a iéu to have another
look at the chart, Babs? There may be
some clue in that.”

A good idea it was. At once Babs
plunged her hand into her pocket.
From it she produced the folded paper,
frowning a little as she did so; it
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seemed lighter, of different texture,
somehow. While the chums eagerly
gathered round, she unfolded it.

Then she started.

For the paper was blank!

“Babs,” ‘lI:': cried, “what’s hap-
pened 7

“What's happened!” Babs' eves
blazed. Her face was bitter then.
“We might have guessed—we might

Glenda’s got the chart—
the real chart. Glenda, sp,\'mf round
when our backs were turned, found it
under the picture and put this blank
sheet in its place! Oh, my hat, what
are we going to do?”

In dumbfounded, startled consterna-
tion, they stared at her.

“Then — then Glenda—"
Jordan stuttered. . L

“JIs here!” a mocking voice put in.
“And so,” that girl added, as, open-
mouthed, they whirled, “is Miss Prim-
rose I” i :

And while they stiffened in horror,
the headmistress’ of CLff House, her
face like flint, moved into the radius
of light produced by mocking Glenda’s
torch.

have known !

Janet

The Headmistress’ Final Warning!

“ ND what,” Miss

A Primrose de-

= manded in her

iciest and most

forbidding tone, “are you

five girls doin? here? Why

are you out of dormrory?

What do vou mean by trespassing in

this perilous place after 1 have ex-

pressly forbidden you to come anywhere
near 1t*”

“That—that cat—" Clara choked,
glaring at Glenda.

‘1 beg your pardon?”

“That cat!” The Tomboy’s chest
heaved. Utter defiance was in her face
now that she had recovered from the
shock of meeting the headmistress and
the prefect. “That cat—she sucaked
on wns. She must have guessed or
known we were coming here—/——"

“Clara, how dare you?” Miss Prim-
rose cried. “Glenda did not know you
were here.  Glenda by accident dis-
covered you were out of bed, and
disturbed only becanse you might have
endangered your safely, suggested
that this might be your rendezvous—a
guess which was more than proved
when we found the secret entrance to
this place wedged open.”

“You mean,” Clara raged, “Glenda
told you it was wedged open?”

“Certainly Glenda told me
thou "

o gI:lel'l Glenda,” blazed Clara, “is a
liar! We closed that door! Glenda
pretended it was wedged open so that
syou would come on our trail!”

“That is enough!” Miss Primrose
thundered. “Far more than enough!
Barbara, on this very spot I suspend
you from your fositlon as captain of
the junior school! Clara, I also sus-
pend you from the games captaincy!
And any more of this—any further at-
tempt to go against my orders—and 1
will expel every one of you!”

Grimi,;. tight-lipped, the girls looked
at cach other.

“Tough,” Glenda Maine said, with
mock regret “Didn’t mean to land
you into this, kids, but if you will defy
your headmistress—anyway, better fall
nto line march,” she said, and
Miss  Primrose approval.
“Come on now, no more trouble.”

The chums glared. Even gentle Mar-
jorie looked rebellious then. But there
was no doubt, once again, that Glenda

that,
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held all the cards—no doubt
Glenda, by her treachery, had- defe
them. Sullenly, silently they marched
forward, Miss Primrose - leading the
way, the new prefect. bringing up the
regar.

Babs clenched her hands as she strode,
along; her eyes were gleaming. One
thing she had noticed with secret salis-
faction. Neither Glenda mner Miss
Primrose had extracted the key from
the lock of the old door. They had
overlooked that!

Babs' heart beat suw a= she

marched on. Already a new, desperate
gcheme was being born in her mind.
With the door still open there was still
a chance to save the hoard!

Thanks to Glenda they had already
lost all their privileges—and that,
Babs remembered with a pang, also in-
cluded the privilege of appearing in
the play. Anmother attempt. Miss Prim-
rose threatened, would surely meet with
expulsion.

Well, what of that? Poor old Mabs
had been expélled! "What Mabs had
already endured, they would risk.

Scrambling and slipping, with the
stern Miss Primrose at times cutting a
most undignified figure, they at last
reached the erypt again.

They entered the school by the ser-
vant’s quarters, and Miss Primrose
escorted them all up to the Fourth
Form dormitory. Half a dozen heads
were raised at once as the culprits came
trooping in.

“] say, what—" Diana Roysion-
Clarke began.

“ Diana, silence, please !” Miss Prim-
rose request: “To bed, all you girls
Do not make a noise. And please re-
member that from now until further
orders all school privileges are denied
vou.”

Marjorie bit her lip.

“Miss Primrose, does—does
mean we can't take part in the play?

“Most certainly it means that yon
cannot take part in the play. Nor in
games. Now, please, go to bed !”

There was a subdued gasp from the
Form. . While Miss Primrose stood
?Hnl_\' by the light switch, bitter and
urious were the looks cast at Babs &
Co. by the Form. But before they had

that

climbed into bed, there was another
interruption

It came this time in the pe of
Miss Charmant having a last lool
round before going to bed. Rather

wonderingly she entered the room.

“Why, Miss Primrose, iz anything
wrong "

“Everything is wrong,” Miss Prim
rose said tartly. “Once again, .Miss
Charmant, I have caught these five
girls in the forbidden and highl;
gerous secrel passage from the crypt.
Apart from that, they have
Glenda Maine.”

“And—and
them "

“1 have,” Miss Primrose said, “de-
prived each of them their privileges
for the rest of the term, Apart from
that, Barbara and Clara are suspended
from their captaincies.”

“Which meaps,” Miss Cl
in a small voice, “we can
with the play!”

“But, Miss Charmant—"
Diana Royston-Clarke.

The Form-mistress shook her head

“] am sorry. You must realise,
Diana, that it is impossible to carry on.
I have neither the time nor the en-
thusiasm to go back to the very begin-
ning and train other girls to take the
rnrts of these girls. I warned Bar-
mra and- her friends what would
bappen if they persisted in pursuing

¥y dan

insnlted

you have punished

rmant

o

d
continue

broke in

[

b

TENSELY

mocking voice suddenly spoke behind her.
Babs whirled in dismay.

Barbara dear? "’

Babs waited, her gaze on the headmistress’ door, until a

‘““ What's the idea,
There stood Glenda Maine.

And with Glenda there, there was no chance of getting the vital key from
the headmistress’ study.

this foolish lawlessness of theirs. Now,
though I am loath to take such.a de-
cision, I wash my hands of the play.
That is all.”

But was it? You could feel ‘the
quiver of angry indignation that went
through the Form. And once Miss

Charmant, Miss Primrose, and Glenda
had departed, what a storm broke out !

Everybody had worked s=o
heartedly for that play, everybod
given it such unst
such energy,
cusable. Red-eared, Babs & Co. were
forced to face the scorn of the Form

“What has happened to them they
jolly well deserve,” Lydia Crossendale
declared hotly.

Rosa Rodworth, bitter, declared tha
it was a good thing Clara and Babs
had lost their captaincies—it was a
time that other girls with some sligh
sense of responsibility and duty re-
placed them Frances Frost was all for
sending the Co. to Coventry there .and
then, and Beatrice Beverley declared
that if the play was, by some miracle,
continued, she would refuse to take
part in it.

It was a long time before the Fourth
at last settled down to sleep. B
Babs remained awake. She could
understand the girls’ feeling—but if
they only knew—if she could only make
them believe the real author of their
woes, this cunningly treacherous
Glenda, who had already got her own

best friend expelled; who had now
ruined the Form’s play, who had sent
Miss Charmant off angry and dis-
appeinted.

If they only knew that all this woe
and misery was being piled upon their
heads because Glenda was trying to
steal something which did not belong
to her!

One o'clock chimed out
clock tower

Babs’ eyes gleamed. She still had-a
plan in mind. That plan must be
acted opon—before dawn! With the

from the

entrance into the crypt boarded wup
to-morrow it would be too iate ever
afterwards And Glenda would know
that! Glenda would have to strike
quickly, too!

She dozed off ‘then. When she

awakened it was still dark, but Babs
gazped when she examined the luminous

dial of her wrist-watch. It was six
o'clock !
“(lara, vou awake?®” she breathed

“Eh? Yes! Whyt”
“Wake Janet, Marjorie, and Leila
ss, and then get into the passage.
Quick "

Clara grunted, but she obeved. Tha
rest of the dormitory was sound asleep,
and in five minutes the Co. had fore-
gathered. In the darkness of the cor-
vidor, Babs faced her chums.

“We're going!" she said grimly.
“We're going again to the crypt. If
we're caught it’'s expulsion, so if any-
one of you wants to back out, do it
now.”

“Shucks! If vou're taking the risk,
we are, too, I guess,” Leila said.

That was the gener: sntiment.  All
of them appreciated the urgency for a
quick move.

“Let's get on,” Marjorie said.

Babs nodded. She led the way. But
there was dread in her heart. Had
Glenda already taken advantage of the
night to find the treasure?

The first faint grey streaks were in
the eastern sky as they climbed inlo
the frosty quadrangle, making the
way towards the cloisters. That dread
which Babs had not voiced was in a
their hearts now. Would they be
time?

They reached the old chapel, passed
through the secret door and proceeded
along the passage. 1"i:|a5‘._'.' they
reached the old door.

It was closed, just as they had left

it
“ Looks,” Babs breathed, “as if she
hasn't been here.”

(Continued on page 14)
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At times like these we all value our friends,

don’t we ? That’s why schoolgirls are finding

"| PATRICIA’S pages such a comfort—so helpful

and cheering each week. For Patricia has a

complete understanding of schoolgirls, which
has endeared her to each one of you.

“ Because,” said father darkly,
e = and he looked at me as well,
* you'll try to turn those chickens
into pets—and they’re not going

HIS Patricia of yours saw such a
gorgeous doll's house in a toysho
window that it really mde me wi

I was a small girl again, so that I could
write and ask %‘mher Christmas for it.

It was most beautifully designed and
equipped, and the furniture in the sitting-
room—or perhaps I should say drawing-
room, for such a house!—was &
*antique.”” There were winged arm-
chairs, and Queen Anne design tables and
chests, -

The bed-room was all in keeping, too.
It was really sweet. There was a very
real-looking bath-room, with walls made of
mirror, and the taps of the bath and basin
looked as if they’d really turn on.

The kitchen, also, was a joy—all
arance. There was even
an electrie clock on the wall, no bigger than
a wrist-watch !

Oh, and there was a garage, with the
most opulent-looking ear in it. Too big
a luxury even for a doll's house these days,
J'm thinking.

When I pointed it out to Heath he gave
a little smff.

*”8 all right for girls, I s’pose,” he said.
“ But jus’ look at that model of the
Maji—you know the Line where Brian
ig!”

And Heath pointed to what was a
most  magnificent scale model of the
Maginot aud Siegfricd Lines.

All the same, I couldn’t help wishing—
just for a moment—that he was a small
sister instead of a small brother,

For how 1'd have liked to examine that
doll’s house more closely !

@® Those Chicks Again!

For you who're following the fate of the
chickens we're supposed to be having at
home, I must tell you that they have not
arrived yet. (It seems to me that I
started talking about them too soon !)

Father spent the week-end getting up
the chicken house. But it was a frightful
job, and now the floor doesn’t fit. Whether
a dud floor was supplied, or whether
father’s carpentry leaves something to be
desired, 1 just don’t know. But I do
know it was a really hefty task—for it was
not a new c¢oop, you see.

So the chicks are still with the owner.
Father went round to see him and the
chicks, and he came back looking like a
man who had made a weighty decision.

* I've made up my mind on one thing,”
be said to us ull at tea-time. * Those
chickens are not to be given names.”

“Why, dear ?” said mother, rather
wonderingly. (I suspect she had already
thought out a dozen pretty names suitable
for chickens.)

to be. IfI'm not careful, I shall
find them in my chair in the sitting-room,
while I have to go and sit out in the
chicken house.”

From which I gathered that father
himself had thought the chicks rather
sweet, and was afraid we might become too
fond of them.

But although he exaggerates, T think his
idea is right. It would be foolish to make
pets of birds that are being kept for a
really serious purpese, wouldn’t it ?

So we've all deeided they shall he
numbered-—not named.

@ For Chilly Mortals

There are going to be lots of ecosy
mufffers and scarves (I confess I never
know the difference between them, do
you ?) going through the post this year.

All the Tommies and Jack Tars and
boys of the Air Force will have them, of
course. But so will lots of us on the
home front, too.

For the schoolgirl who likes something
really easy to knit, there’s nothing like a
scarf,

This one in the
picture could he
made in an evening
or go—and the knit-.
ting is all plain, too.
So there would be
no excuse for
dropped stitches,

I'd like to see it
made in bright
emerald green, with
perhaps a different
colour, such as brown or deeper green,
at the ends. -

Choose 4-ply wool for knitting, and
No. 7 needles (or therecabouts),

Cast on 48 stitches and knit plain for
three inches in the darker wool. Then
change and knit for as long as required in
the bright green. Change the wool again
and finish off in the colour you started
with.

If you were making the scarf for a small
person a little ** bunny,” cut out of felt
and stitched to one end, would look very
sweet. Makeo his tufty little tail and his
whiskers in wool stitches.

But, of course, this searf would be just
as useful without the bunny-rabbit on it.

@ Trim Edgings

I wonder if you know how to get that.

nice firm edge with knitting ?

It’s very simple.

After casting on, you knit the first row
by placing your needle into the back of
each stitch, This avoids that * loopiness,”

and then for the seeond row you go
merrily on your way as usual,
To avoid that too-tight edge when

casting.off, you must remember to kuit a
stitch oceasionally, between the * slipping
one over.,”

@ Three Sizes

When knitting socks for soldiers it's
certainly interesting to know what is thh
average size of the sock-wearer's foot,
isn't it ?

If you can imagine 1,000 men, 136 of
them require socks fhat measure 11}
inches in the foot, 683 socks measuring
11 inches, and 18 need them to be 10}
inches, with a few odd sizes as well.

So if you should be engaged on sock-
knitting, even if it's only doing a bit of
those one of the grown-ups has dropped
for a moment, remember that 11} inches
is the most usual foot size.

@ In Gay Mood

Here's a pretty little idea for a hair-
trimming for the Christmas days in store
—when'I want you all to look very cheery
and bright.

Get a yard of
ribbon " to match
your best dress.
Use three quarters
of it to make a
band to go right
round, your hair.
The other] quarter
should be gathered
up to make a ’
pretty rosette, which can be stitched
to the band itsell. Then, in the
centre of the rosette sew a few pretty
beads. Pearls would be particularly
dainty, for they have a habit of looking
“ just right,” whatever the occasion.

@® Money-Saving

Isn't it annoying when you go to make
up the fire for mother, wanting to make
a cheery glow for her as a nice surprise,
and find there's only “ slack ” or dust in
the coal-scuttle.

It’s so miserable on the fire, for it takes
ages to burn through, yet it mustn't be
wasted, ;

The very hest way to make use of it is
to fill empty sugar bags or eartons with it.
Damp it thoroughly, either with water
or tea-leaves, and then place it in the
middle of the fire—with lumps of coal
around it, if possible. .

The * slack " will very soon become a
nice solid Jump, and will burn slowly and
steadily for hours, giving off a lovely heat
and a bright glow. -

It’s well worth knowing, ien’t it ?

Bye-bye now, my pets, until next

Saturday.
Your friend, PATRICIA.
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Hossies a1 CLiFF House

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

113 0, LA, LA!” How the vivacious
little Marcelle does love her
stamp colleetion |

Mareelle, you %know, is Leila Carroll’s

“very great chum.

‘“ He ees very dear to me!” she says,
as proudly she shows her album to girls—
and boys, and grown-ups—who are
interested. And happily her face lights
up if her eollection is admired.

It is admired, too, as it deserves to be.
For Marcelle has a splendid collection.

When Marcelle first began to collect
stamps she was a small girl of about eight.
sShe would steam them, ever so gently,
from the letters that arrived at her home
in Paris, and paste them on to sheets of
white notepaper.

These she made into hooks.

But later she became the proud
possessor of a stamp album with a real
leather cover. Each page iz beautifully
printed, giving the names of countries
and the values of the stamps—with extra
pages for new stamps that come along.

It's not nntil you look through a really
good collection of stamps that you realise
how heautiful some are. Seme Spanish
ones, for example, that Mareelle is par-

School.

ticularly proud of, are reproductions of a
famous artist’s masterpieces. Triumphs
of design and printing—and a fine tribute
to a great artist.

But it’s not always the best-looking
stamps that are the most rare. Marcelle
has one—an English ha’penny one, it was
meant to be. But something went wrong
in the printing, and by mistake some of
these stamps were issued. They are
called * the poached egg " s‘tam{). because
that's rather what they look like—or a
sun-rise. (If you ecan imagine either a
poached egg or a sun-rise in green.)

In order to study her stamps, Marcelle
has a little magnifying-glass, shaped rather
like an eye-bath, which fits right into the
eye, as a monocle would. She squints
and peers at them through this—rather
like a jeweller examining a watch—to
look for flaws and water-marks. For these
are all very important to the stamp-
colleetor !

And you mustn’t pick up Mareelle’s
stamps with your fingers, either. No,
yon must use special tweezers.

It's a good thing Marcelle doesn’t know
that Clara has borrowed them on several
oceasions to get splinters out of her
fingers ! i

3

This week :
MARCELLE BIQUET.

~L1
>

SAVE UP FOR THESE

For BOYS of theARMY, NAVY,
and AIR FORCE : Darts, mouth-
organs, cigarettes, tobacco, pipes,
bacey-pouches, sweets, chewing
gum, magazines (particularly for
the Navy), torches, sets of draughts,
packets of playing cards, and other
$ compact games.

FOR YOUR FAMILY at
HOME: Bracelets, bright belts,
necklaces, gay hankies, fish-net
scarves—aﬁ to brighten home-
knitted jerseys. Wool gloves,
mufHlers, pullovers, cardigans, socks
—for men or women on A.R.I.
work.

MoRrE CHRISTMAS PRESENTS

—That You Can Make

T secrns to me that most of us have
made lots of new friends since
September—which means we have

even more presentis tham usual to give.

So naturally, we want to make as many
of them as possible. )

It’s the men-folk who're always such a
problem, isn't it ¥ And they’re never very
helpful when we ask them what they'd
like, are they ? But, bless them, they must
have something, :

So what about a SPILL-HOLDER ?

1t conld stand in the hearth, and would
not only save matches—which would
please mother '—but could look quite
decorative at the same time.

You'll require a round tin, some coloured
paper—wallpaper would be excellent,
or a map from an atlas that’s a bit out of
date would be rather novel, and a piece of
clastie.

Paste the paper carefully on to the tin,
making sure that it turns over at the
top, to cover up any scratchy edge.
Then fix a piece of elastic round the tin,
and slip a packet of book matches on
this—for the guests.

Malke very neat * spills ”* of folded paper,
in all eolours, and fill the tin. It’s then
complete. ,

A SHOPPING LIST NOTEBOOK is
always useful. You can buy little note-
bocks at three-a-penny.

Using one as a guide, measure a piece
of felt or leather (perhaps from an old
Lelt), and cut a cover that-is just bigger
than the notebook. Stitch or snip around
the edges so that it doesn’t fray, then

attach the cover to the notebook with
coloured string or ribbon.

Cut a little shopping basket shape out
of more coloured felt, or any other material,
and glue this on to the front. Write
SmorriNe above, in Indian ink or paint
if you're rather neat at lettering.

. - B

The IDENTITY CARD CASE is also
useful—particularly as we're supposed
to carry them around with us.

Parchment paper would make a good
cover, and so would that extra strong
* Cellophane.” You must cut the case,
with a little space for the thumb at the
top, a little bigger than the card. Then,
either glue, or stitch the sides.

. . . . .

The MASCOTS are rather novel,
aren’t they ? They're made {rom pipe-
cleaners, scraps of wool, and odd beads.

If you look carefully at the diagram,
you will see exactly how to bend the pieces
of pipe-cleaner, and how to fix the beads
on to represent heads.

The Netball player has black wool

wound tightly around her legs, a tiny
scrap “of material ties on for a skirt,
and any colour wool wound round her
“body ? for a jumper—red would be
quite gay.
The Foothaller can have red and blue,
or white and yellow (or any two colours
for that matter) tied around his body to
represent his jersey, and navy blue for his
shorts, Brown wool is tied round his
feet for boots, and if you like, more stripes
round his legs for socks, 3



4 “Babs & Co. Fight Back!”
(Continued from page 1)

Clara pushed open the door. With
thudding hearts they went through.
There had been a fresh fall of stone
from the roof near the entrance.

Carefully they stepped over it, Babs
racking her brain to bring before her
mind’s eye a picture of the chart.

“Somewhere about here,” she said,
flashing her torch at the wall. * Seems
to be pretty solid, though,” she added,
frowning. “Best thing we can do is to
tap the stones.”

By the aid of the torches, they anxi-
ously tested the solid -wall, the lights
flashing up and down the cracks. Cer-
tainly, as Babs said, this section of the
wall. seemed solid enough, and after
half an hour’s investigation ther were
forced to retire farther up the tunnel.
Then suddenly there came a cry from
Janet Jordan.

“ Babs, what's this? Look !"

At once they all flew to Janet's side.

Janet was on her knees above a bi
stone near the base of the wall. Wit
a pencil _scra, away the loose
dust and mortar which had gathered in
the cracks, revealing a clean, thin
crack which scemed to be utterly devoid
of cement.” Shie looked up excitedly.

“T've stuck my pencil in all around,
and there doesn't seem to be anything
theg\t!,"" she said. *“ Babs, could this

5 1

“Let’s have it ouf.” -Babs said
cagerly. ' “Clara, .got & lever?”:

Clara had a chisel. So had Leila.
In snticipation of some:such discovery
as this they had taken the precaution
of bringing those implements with
them.- terminedly -they levered at
the stonc. 3
- But the stone was heavy and it was
terribly difficult to move it up. Many
times they got it on the move, and as
many times’ it slipped back into posi-
tion, .

Babs cried.
Thankfully Leila and Clara handed
over. Babs looked at her watch, *
“Oh, great goodness, a quarter to
seven'!  Rising-bell - will Le ringing
now! Hurry!”. she urged. ‘
Perspiringly Janet and Babs worked.
Bit by bit the stone came up, until at
Jast this time there was enough of it
protruding to afford a good grip.
“ Right-ho. Now let us pull
together I" Babs said, excilement grip-

lnmg her. *“Get hold where you cahn.
Vhen I say pull; pull for all you are
worth ! Right! Got the hold? Now

keep it. One—two—three—pull 1" |

As one they tugged. The stone jerked.
A final desperate pull—

“It's coming!” cried Clara, and sud-
denly the stone swung up on one side,
revealing a dark square hole,

They all held their breath then, Babs,
dry-mouthed with exertion and excite-
ment, flashed her torch-into the hole,
and then gave a glad ery.

“Mum-my hat, it's here !”

“What?”

For answer Babs plunged her hand
into the hole. Fascinated, thrilled, the
chums watched as she strained forward,
then backwards., Frow the carth came
a musical chink,

“Treasure !” whooped Clara. “My
hat, we've beaten Glenda now! Babs,
let me give you a hand !

She put her torch down. As the top
of an old brown bag appeared, she
caught one of the handles. Treasure it

was—and treasure, by the look of it,
r\\lluch was in considerable quantities.
I'ney had it! They had beaten Glenda
after alll

“Oh, my hat, to see Glenda’s face
now !” Clara chortled as she tugged.

_roar, rocks a

* Let _Jn:;é! -and - me have a shot?” -

REMEMBER v
NEXT FRIDAY

Because next week's issue
of The SCHOOLGIRL will
be published then, one
day earlier than usual!

~

“We— look out!” she
shrieked.

The words were not out of her mouth
before it happened.

There was a rush of feet.
behind a pile of debris back along the
tunnel a girl rushed. They had a brief
glimpse of her white, furious face—
then she was among them. Torches
were scattered, plunging the whole
passage into inky darkness. ~From
Clara came a shoutf.

“Glenda! It's Glenda! She’s got
the treasure! Find a torch—light the
lamp—quickly, somebody "

There came the sound of scudding
steps towards the door. The door, with
a slam, closed, and just as Babs got a
lighﬁ going, a mocking laugh came back
to them. . .

"guick_ly,' after her!” hooted Clara.

5 o:—stgﬁ!" Babs shrieked. *The

I,l -

Hallo,

From

ceilin, i
Wildly she pointed down the tunnel.
The roof was caving in! "'~
Then, with a thundering .rattle and

stones came hurtling

down . into the passage, completely
blocking their way of escape.

——

The End of the Duel!
ILLED with horror,
choking with the
. cloud of dust which
floated about them,
the chums for a moment
looked at each other in

- stunned dismay.

And where the door hng been, now,
completely hiding it from view and
siretching almost up to the roof, was a
huge pile of debris.

Istawu BaBs who was the first to
recover her wits.

“ Everybody all right?” she asked.

A nodding of heads.

“But—but what are
faltered Marjorie.

“Why, get out, of course—and iet
out mnow!” Babs said steadily.
“Glenda’s got ahead of ys—my hat, the
Iuck that girl does have '—but she can’t
bolt all at once with that treasure.
Get out, and the first thing we do is
to grab Glenda—and with Glenda, the
treasure ! And the only way to get
out,” she said, ‘.is to tear our way
through that lot!" .

A terrifying, chilling prospect, that,
but obviouslygthe only OII)IG which pro-
vided a solution. Glenda had beaten
them—unless they caught her with the
stolen treasurc and showed her up.

Desperate. recklessness filled them.
They all realised the terrific issues at
stake. With a ‘will they set to, drag-
ging +aside huge stones, shovelling the
loose mortar up with their bare hands.
and performing prodigious feats of
which not one of them would ever have
dreamed herself capable.

But it was dreadful work—exhausting
work—and in ten minutes reduced them
all to the appearance of scarecrows.

UP“"“‘ it would be breakfast-time,
Still they toiled. Hali-past eight, and
the school would be getting mmiz5 for
assembly and the address of thanks by

we to do?”

THE ScHOOLGIRL

Miss Windham, the secretary of the
Hospital Fund. A quarter to nine——

“Phew! I think,” Babs gasped, ~ we
can manage to squeeze between the roof
and the top of the pile now. Only
hope,” she added anxiously; “Glends
didn’t lock the door.”

“Get over it !” Clara snapped tersely.

Babs scrambled mp. Somehow -she
crawled over the pile, and, half ex-
hausted, rushed to the door. ‘Thank
goodness it was open, the key, ob-
viously shaken out of the lock by the
collapse of the roof, lying on the floor.
She ran back.

“All clear!” she cried. “Buck up!
Don’t forget we've got to get Glenda.
Nothing else matters now. Never mind
mistresses, prefects—never mind any-
thing ! Get Glenda !

Get Glenda! Tt was, somehow, an in-
spiring slogan. g

Breathlessly the rest scrambled over
the debris; with Babs at their head,
passed through the doorway. Nothing
mattered except to get at Glenda.

At a breathless pace they slipped and
floundered along, and, gaining the old
chape!, scrambled through the paneless
window and flew up. the crypt stairs.
At a rush they went across the cloisters,
awaking its solemn silence with the echo
of their feet,

Breathlessly they arrived at the main
entrance doors of the school which led
into Big Hall. Assembly was being
held there now, the whole of the school,
comprising  girls, prefects, and mis-
tresses, being in attendance. Interrupt-
ing assembly at any time was a formid-
able erime, but the chums simply did
not care now. Breathlessly Babs flung
open the door.

There was a turning of heads; a
sudden gasp.

e Blbs !I)

But Babs did not heed. Her eyes
had gone to the headmistress’ dais. On
that dais was Miss Primrose with the
assembled mistresses and prefects, and,
dressed in her outdoor clothes and look-
ing rather nervous, was a stranger
whom Babs immediately guessed was
Miss Windham, delivering her thanks—
giving an address to the school for the
sum collected in aid of the hospital
charities. But Glenda was not there.

“To her study !” Babs rapped.

“Come on !” Clara cried.

Miss Primrose had risen. Her
scandalised voice went booming through
the Hall.

“Barbara—Clara—all of you—"

“Come on !” gritted Leila.

“Bless my soul "

There was a gasp which became
something of a shout as the five rebels
twisted to the right. .

“Barbara, come back!” Miss Prim-
rose thundered.

But for once Babs & Co. were deaf to
the orders of Miss Primrose. In palpi-
tating haste they went rushing u% to
the Sixth Form corridor, leaving a hub
bub and buzz of surprise behind them.

“Here we are |” Babs gasped, as they
reached -the door of Study No. 13. “As
she’s not in Big Hall she must be here.
She——" And then she halted as she
burst into the*room. Staring round,
her dust-grimed face became grim, for
of Glenda there was no sign.

But that Glenda had made a rather
hurried departure was plainly evident.

“Mum-my hat, she’s gone!” Clara
stuttered.

No doubt about that—and no doubt,
in the first place, that Glenda had gone
for good he confused disorder left by
a girl who had’ hastily departed was
everywhere. One or two odd stockings
had been thrown in a lieap on the table.
There was an old pair of shoes flung
carelessly into the empty fire-grate; the

»
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little treasures and nicknacks on the
mantelpiece which Glenda had pos-
sessed had been complete swept away.
too, was the photograph which had
z on the wall.

he's made a g 1
s cleared out ure !
at goodness ! But come on!” she
cried desperately. “There might be
time to catch her yet! She cagt have
gone far 1™

“ But—but that
through Big Hall
lnul‘h‘n-lj.

“Never mind! Come on!”

And Babs bolted back. Down the
passage they went at a rush, just as
Mary Buller, who had been sent by Miss
Primrose to bring them back, appeared.
The sturdy prefect stood in their path,

* Look here, you kids " she began.

No further. Liking Mary as they did,
there was no recognition of her
authority then. Every second counted
now ary, with a gasp, found herself
swept aside, and the five rushed on.

Once more they reached Big Hall
Once more Miss Windham was in the
act of addressing the school when the
miniature whirlwind came darting in.
Miss Primrose jumped

“Barbara, how dare 3
Clara—"

“Come on !" panted Babs.

“8top them !” cried Miss

Babs cri

the tre

wans we'll have to go
again!” Marjorie

Barbara—

Primrose.

“Prefects, bring n back! Miss
Windham, I am sorry—desperately
sorry ! 1 assure you o

“Oh, my hat! Come on!" shrieked

abs,

She bolted for the main door. But
not this time was their progress going
to remain unchecked. Up in a body
rose prefects and mistresses; the ranks
of the Sixth Form, near
rush was made towards
Despera
Clutching }
yelled, a:

wv, broke., A
& Co.

Confusion then.

YOices

wrencl

“They've got Mar)

“But not me, I gu
breathlessly gasped. * Out
the doors 1"

But Babhs had already thougl
Outside they flew, Babs sla:
great door just as the firs T
reached it. Then, like the ‘.\fnw‘,
were scudding for the school gates.

a Carroll

» and shut

it of that.
ning the
ect
they

Ten—twenty vards they had covered
before the doors were flung open again.
Out from Big Hall poured an exci

stream of Sixth Formers, mist
and prefects. A score of cries rent the
air.

Stop! Stop ™™

“Stop !

As f} their lives depen upon it,
Babs, Clara, and Leila Before
them loomed the gates, still closed, and
Piper, the porter, was in the act of
coming out of his lodge. Babs, sprint-
ing ahead, seized his arm.

* Piper, how long since Glenda Maine
went out?” she cried.

“Maine? Miss Maine 1™
thook his head. “Miss 3
been out!™ he said. ‘N
out or in. cos I amn't
gates yet. But my heye!”
he saw the chums’ army of

Babs fell back,

how had Glenda dis

led

ran.

must have got

we'll go tha
you won't!™
Camperinll.

Too late the chums turned. Twenty
wr thirty girls ere now bearing down
ipon  the In the act of turning,
Leila was caught. Clara made to

» but at once three prefects
She cred:
r Babs, the was dead

ith a went
barged into Piper's
Four or five girls fell upon
jerked her to her feet.

“And now,” s=aid Mary Buller, one
of her captors, grimly, “you can come
and explain to Miss Primrose !”

“But, Mary, let me go!” Babs
gasped.

“Comeo on!

And the tightening of the grip wl
ympanied that instruction showed
that Mary was taking no further
chances,

Hopelessly, despairingly Babs glanced
at her chums,

This was end! Glenda had
beaten them, as cshe promised. Now
before t only ex ]m]-n:n;
bandishment in utter disgrace from 1
school

the

o1 was

:

== 2
a ‘f“
(he? )

é

By Hilda Richards 'S5

sitnessed such dreadful conduct, and

I am sure, a guest at this
- I heen treated so disgracefully !
I'v Barbara. you have interrupted

Mis« Windham in her speech! 1 order
vou, before she goes, to make an instant
apology !”

I —we—

re sorry |” Babs blurt

King at woman.
Thank youl!™ Miss Windha
shook her head. “Well, well! P«
ps, Miss Primrose, I—I had beti«

go " she suggested, looking at her bag
“1 think I have said all that I want 1o
sav, and—and I have a train to catch,
you know it

“But, Miss Windham, you have only
1 here half an hour !" Miss Primros
“Please do stay and have bre

Thank all the

“ Ploase,

no. you
same.” And Miss Windham, in some
aste, put on her gloves and steppe 4
towards her bag. “1 really cannot

\

THE chums stared at the blank sheet of paper in wonder and dismay.

‘““Babs ! " Clara cried.

‘“ What's happened ? "'
““ We might have guessed ! '’ she cried bitterly.
chart. Somehow she sneaked it and put this in its place |

Babs’ eyes blazed.
‘“ Glenda’s got the real
Oh, my hat !

What are we going to do now ? "’

Grasped fiercely by their captors, they

were hurried back to Big Hall, there to
be met by the incredulous, goggling
eyes of staring Every semblance
of order seemed to have disappeared.

Miss P indeed, was almost
weeping with humiliation as she tried
to explain to the wondering Miss Wind-
ham.

*“AMiss Windham, I must apologise—
a thousand times I must apologise 1"
cried “Please, please do- not think
that this is typical of our behaviour at
1 I can assure you that
rnce is unparalleled in the
nol, and these girls
v be expelled before
shed! Ah,

as

mrose,

she

she saw

here, please!

« 2‘!"'1\1 a
Everybod
Bsbs &

their q er1 .,

“You—3 girls Miss
Primrosa chok “You ou ulter
young ruffiar Never, never have [

trespass on your hospitality or your
time, and 1 am sure, my dear Miss
Primrose, that you are too upset to
entertain a visitor. I will go now.

“Will asked Babs.
“ KBk 7

you1”
3

“Will you?!™ Babs repeated.

There was a desperate look in her
eyes. For instantly Babs’ mind had
fixed upon that chance remark of Miss
Primrose: “You have only been here
half an hour.” If Miss Windham had
only been here half an hour, then how
was it that the gates were still locked?
How was it that Piper had declared:
“ Nobody has heen out or in this mom-
ing”? In a startling

shocked This

moment the

Babs’ mund.
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dragging it from her head—and with
it a wig! Then, while the impostor
started back, while Miss Primrose gave
a sfartled cry, Babs had caught the
woman’s bag, had quickly unfasiened
the lock, and Miss Primrose and the
school almost fell down at the sur-
prising pile of articles which tumbled
nto, view.

A make-up box, small hide bags of
money ; a golden cup: glittering neck-
laces; and unset gems.

Clara shricked :

“My aunt’s treasure!”

“And Glenda's the
cried.

Glenda
game was up.
tho paralysed
swept the school, she
door,

Too late, Babs and Clura jumped
after her.  Too late, the surprised
school swept round. Glenda was near
the door, Glenda was disappearing.
Another moment

“Hey, not so fast, not so fast!” a
voice said, and through the door
stepped.a young keen-faced man, accom-
panied by a girl. And Babs alinost
shrieked as she recognised them.

They were Mabel Lynn and Mabs
detective cousin, Austin Lynn!

* Austin, grab her!” Babs yelled.

But Austin Lynn was already seeing
to that. His arm had dropped round
the desperate Glenda. For a moment
Glenda fought furiously and savagely.
and then suddenly she shrugged. She
turned a bitter -face towards Babs.

“You win!"” she gritted.

“But—but what—" Miss Primrose
gasped. *“Mr. Lynn!”

“May I come up, Miss Primrose?”
Austin Lynn asked.

“Certainly. But—but—"

The detective smiled He nodded’ to
Mabs, grinned at Babs, and then, hold-
ing the half-sneering Glenda by the
arm, he calmly stepped on to the plat-
formn, Mabs at his side. He smiled as
lie saw. the pile of articles on the floor.

“Miss Primrose, excuse the interrup-
tion,” he said. “Apparently I came
only just in the nick of time, This
girl is not Glenda Maine. It is Natalie
Swift, and, Miss Primrose, she is not
a schoolgirl, but a woman, so young-
looking and such a skilful actress that
she could, if necessary, pass herself off
even as a junior. Apart from which,”
he added, “she is one of the cleverest
crooks it has been my misfortune in the
past ever to encounter.”

“What "

The school stood spellbound. Babs,
drawing near Mabs, exchanged a
triumphant look, and Mabs, reaching
for her chum’s hand, caught it and
held it.

And then, while evervone listened in
incredulous amazement while the girl
they had known as Glenda Maine,
exposed now, stood calinly by, Austin
Lyun went on to iell his story.

From Mabs' description he had
recognised Glenda. Mabs had written
to tell Babs about it and to tell Babs
that she was coming.

“And, my hat, that was the letter
Clenda stole—the letter Bessic saw in
the rack 7" Babs cried.

“How clever !” Glenda scoffed.

It was that leiter, obviously, which
had made Glenda desperate.  For the
moment Austin Lynn arrived Glenda
knew her number would be up.

The rest of the story did not need
much telling, and a search of Glenda's
handbag soon provided all the proof
that was required. Among that proof
was the letter Malis had sent to Babs,
and among it was also another letter

thief ! Babs
undoubtedly saw that the
Taking advantage of
surprise  which had
leapt  for the

from Miss Windham to Miss Primrose,
in which she had told Miss Primrose
that she would regretfully have to post-
pone her visit to ChLiff House owing to
a very bad cold. Babs gasped as she
heard that.

“Then that was the letter T saw yon
taking from the rack!” she accused
Glenda.

“Clever again!” gibed Glenda.

“And so0,” Austin Lynn said, smiling
at the stunned and astounded school,
“another chapter in the adventures of
Natalie 3wift comes to an end, and this
meeting, instend of epding in the
expulsion of Mabel's friends, ends, I
take’ it. in the disappearance of
Natalie 7

“And,” Miss Primrose said, deeply
agitated, “in the reinstatement of
Mabel herself, Mr. Lynn, how ever

can I thank you——"

“Don't.,” Austin Lynn said, “thank
e, Thank Barbara most of all, for
it is Barbara who has borne the brunt
of all this girl's iricks, and Barbara
who, many times since her arrival, has
saved the school. I think,” he added,
“we all owe a great vote of thanks to
Barbara.”

“ Which,” Miss Charmant said, “shall
be given. Girls, three cheers for Bar-
bara Redfern!”

The cheers were given with hearty
good will time and time again. Then
there were cheers for Babs' friends,
and a special one for Mabs and Austin
Lynn. Babs, of course. had to make a
speech, and while Glenda was led awayv
she made it. She was cheered again to

the echo.
“The only question which remains
now,” she said, “is to see that Mr.

Trevlyn, to whom this treasure rightly
belongs, gets it. And I do hope, all
you chumps in my Form, that next
time anything’ happens like this you'll
back me up a bit more !”

“Yes, rather! Hear, hear!” beamed
Bessie Bunter.

“May 1. too, contribute to that senti-
ment?” Miss Primrose said, coming
forward. “Like everybody else, Bar-
bara, T have been deceived. 1 want
now., my dear, to extend my most
humble apologies for having doubted
vou—all of you—and, as a token of my
forgiveness, I reinstate you and Clara
here and now in your captains' posi-
tions again!”

“ Hurrah!”
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“And L” Miss Charmant said,
coming forward, “am apologising, too,
Barbara. But,” she added, a twinkle
in her eyes, “I shall not carry on pro-
ducing the play. I shall leave that in
more compeien; hands!™ And she
beamed at the blushing Mabs.

At which there was another cheer.
After which. assembly broke uwp, with
the girls breaking the ranks to ex-
citedlywgrab the chums and carry them
off in triumph, shoulder high

Babs laughed. She felt now that she
could afford to laugh. Glenda Mainc
in the end had been beaten. Mabs had
returned with honour, and a happy
Christmas could be looked forward to
by them all.

And that morning Glenda Maine
went, Babs did not see her go, but
at break Babzs was given a nole by
Piper, the porter

“From Miss Maine,” Piper said.
“She asked me specially to let you
have it.”

Babs unfolded it.

“From the vanquished to the victor—
congratulations !” the note read. “Luck
has been with you, Barbara, but I do
not stinf my praise. But please do
not think you have seen the last of me.
We shall meet again—perhaps sooner
than you think!

“GrLENDA MAINE.
“(Please think of me by this name.)”

Slowly Babs folded the paper,
shaking her head. She smiled. That
note, she told herself, was Glenda’s last
desperate attempt at bluster. She
would never see her again, Never,
never again would Glenda dare show
her face at ClLiff House.

Or would she?

Babs knew just the quecrest liitlo
thrill as she allowed her mind to dwell
upon the prospect. Anyway, blow
Glenda Maine! Glenda was gone now,
and before them stretched the entranc-
ing prospect of the Christmas holidays.

With the menace of Glenda Maine
removed, with herself and her chums
the heroines of the sdhool, all her
energies were going to be devoted to
making the end of term the happiest
ever, and the Christmas holiday, which
was to follow at Trevlyn Towers, the
most memorable in all the c¢hums’
history.

END OF Tii3 WEEK'S STORY.

g
BABS & CO. BECIN THEIR
CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS—

—IN NEXT WEEK’S ISSUE

OF “THE SCHOOLCIRL”

From Cliff House, and all the thrilling
drama of their battle with Glenda
Maine, the famous chums go to the
home of Tomboy Clara Trevlyn—for
the festive season! And there, in
unexpected fashion, they encounter
another sort of drama. They find
themselves caught up in the poignant
story of two young people who are
going to be married. It's an unusual
story, and Hilda Richards has
brought to it such charm, such realism
—and such a wealth of human appeal
—that you'll revel in every word.
Don’t fail to read how Babs & Co.
fight to save a shattered romance !
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Further dramatic chapters of our fascinating new Girl Detective story—

FOR NEW READERS.
VALERIE DREW, the tamous girl deteetive,
together with her clever Alsatian dog,
FLASH, is on holnla.y at Mazoria, a romantic
plc:mure-!slaud in the Atlantic. She is

in charge of four young people,

DU Ll‘lE and FRAXK FURNIV Al., brother

sister, and

ROG I"R D"'\hh and

-MOLLY DIXON. With the party is a tutor
for the hoys and girls, a

HORACE BOON, who has brought his own
daughter,

SYBIL. Ona visit to Tarka's Temple, Valerie
and her party are snspected of stealing a
famous ruby. They are forbidden to
Jeave the island until the mystery is
solved. Valerie discovers that the ruby
was flown off attached to a carrier pigeon—
the pigeon having been hidden in Frank
Furnival's camera-case. Still in the case
J8 a ring from the pigeon’s leg. While
investigating, Valeric is trapped in a
warchouse. Flash has vanished, Suddenly
a piping voice orders her to throw what
she )und in the CAMETA-CASE through the
barred window, otherwise—she will never
see Flash again !

(Now read on.)

Thrills Galore !

OR a few moments Valerie Drew
was cold with horror.
Iler beloved pet in terrible

danger! Nothing could have
hurt Valerie more, for Flash, so loyal

and brave and affectionate, was the
dearest creature in all the world to
Valerie.

Her hand had dropped instinctively
to her side pocket, her fingers were
actually touching the vital metal ring
from the pigeon’s leg, when a sudden
change of mood caused her to pause.

Her mystery enemy had not stated,
m so many words, what he was really
after. He had only mentioned that it
was something she had {aken from
Frank's camera-case !

Supposing he wasn't sure what she
had taken?

“Wait1” she instructed tensely;
and opening her handbag, she fished ount
two objects,

One was a little gilt key to a jewel-
casoe which could be easily replaced ;
the other was Valerie's special whistle
of such a high pitch that no human
car could detect it, though a dog could,

“*Here you are ! she exclaimed, and,
tossing the key between the bars, she

By ISABEL NORTON

placed the whistle to her lips, and
blew as hard as she could.

Ouiside, she heard the litlde key
tinkle as it fell en the cobble-stones.
Putting away the whistle, she moved
to the nearer window, hoping to catch
a glimpse of her -nomv running to
reirieve the keyv. But she had evi-
dently snatched it vp at once for she
saw no one,

Taking out her electiric™ torch,
flashed 1t around her prison while
awaited the cnemy’s next move.

It was not a pleasant place.
unexpected glimpse of a big, venom-
ous-looking spider caused her to
coil in disgust from its web, which she
was almost tonching. Only the moulder-
ing remains of old baulks of wood lay
around on the grimy floor. A big

she
she

An

re-

Valerie Drew's Astounding Discovery:

THE OWNER OF THE
PIGEON THAT FLEW OFF
WITH THE STOLEN RUBY
WAS THE SERGEANT WHO
HAD ARRESTED THEM!

black rat, which had been creeping in-
quisitively about in the gloom, scutiled
away as the bright beam of her torch
flashed past it

Qutside, in
was complete
evidently satis!

Swiftly on her realisation that her
elever ruse with the little key had suc-
ceeded, came another.

Her enemy had not bothered to re-
lease her.

“Geodness, I'm in a worse mess than
ever now ! Valerie anxiously reflected.

Shining the torch ahead of her, she
moved across to the far side of her
prison. There she saw two  heavy
wooden doors set in the thickness of
the wall, which had evidently been
used at one time for the entrance of
goods from boats lying in the river
below. Now, though Valerie tried her
hardest to shift them, they refused to
budge an inch.

She turned back in the direction of
the alley, scarcely knowing which of

narrow alley, there
nce. Her foe was

the

her iroubled, conflicting thoughts was
the most disturbing.

She had s=et out to make something
of her important clue as soon as pos-
sible. Now there was no knmung E:.v
soon, even if she made as much noise ns
possible, she could hope for release.
On top of everything, her pet was siiil
missing, and, though she could see no
reason why he should be harmed,
would never be able to rest until she
had found him again. I anything<ever
happened to Flash——

Seratch, seratch !

Incredulously she raised her
staring towards the alley door.

she

cyes,

Eager

paws, it seemed, were trying to dig
amongst the cobble-stones outside. A
faint but unmistakable whimper

reached hier ears.

“Flash ! she exclaimed breathlessly ;
and his sharp, excited bark confirmed
the wounderful tidings that, wherever
his own prison had been situated, he
had managed to make his escape from
1t.

But how, she asked herself an instant
later, could Flazh help her to get free
as well ?

Pressing her head as close as possible
to the bars of the window, Valerie was
just able to glimpse the closed door,
and her anxious pet watching it with
puzzled, uncasy eyes.

The fastening of the door itself was
obviously one which no ‘:n:‘r-rm:: from
inside was ever likely to break, and
certainly Flash could not be expected

to tackle it on his own. It consisted
of a long iron bar, hinged in the
middle, which swung t")np|r'h ly up so

that its ends fitted mto heavy sockets
on the door posts.

For a few moments Valerie feared it
was all but impossible to get away
without summoning human aid, Reach-
ing her arm out through the bars, she
could only jusi touch the end of the
long bar. Flash could not possibly be
expected to grip it with his teeth when
it was so close to the woodwork.

Then suddenly Valerie had an idea.
If she could only attach something to
the bar, Flash um]d certainly try to
pull it down, raising the other end at
the same time.

Turning, she poked here and there
amongst the litter on the floor, and
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in this magnificent book-length
story. It is one of the four
December issues of

The
SCHOOLGIRLS'
OWN LIBRARY

f
now on Sale at all n nts
and bookstalls, and deals with
an early adventure of Babs & Co.
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presently spotted a short, rusty-length
of chain.
T 1g it to the barred window, and
reaching out as far as she could, she
just managed to slip the end link over
the tip of the iron bar. Pressing it on
as far as possible, she spoke to her
eager pot,

“Beizo it, Flash—gently I"" she urged.
“Take it carefully | Don't move yet!”
The chain had shifted already, and she
hiad to make a great effort to push the
link back into place. “Now, old boy !”
she warily instructed.

It was a breathless moment. The
one end of the bar creaked downwards
as the other end rose. A sharp push
on the doors, and they opened freels.
As the girl detective emerged into the
open air, her pet leapt up to give her
lus boisterously affectionate welcome.

“Where have vou been, my old

funny-face ¥ Valerie murmured, as she
fondled his perky ears. “Why did you
run down here at all without tellin
me where you were going? How di
they manage to call you away?”
. Flash gazed back at her with shin-
ing, doggy eyes that seemed to say:
“We're together again—so what does
it matter?”  And Valerie, knowing
that her pet, with all his cleverness,
had his limitations, langhed gaily, and
let it go at that.

Straightening up again, she saw the
alley was still as deserted as when she
had first cntered it.  There was no
trace of the mysterious enemy. Liking
the look of the place less than ever, she
hurried back to the wharf, called a
ferry, and was soon crossing the spark-
ling river to the busier wharf on the
other side.

Her first brush with the enemy had
left her greatly perplexed, for she had
never heard quite such a strange fal-
setto voice before. It could have ‘been
that of either a man or a woman.
There was still another puzzle, Though
she had noticed a distinctly foreign
accent, it had spoken in simple but
very natural English.

“I've got to hustle and get on the
track of that pigeon pretty soon!™
Valerie reflected.

Having visited the island previously,
she had a good idea of the district she
wanted, and was soon penetrati
deeper along the narrow, picturesque
streets of the oldest part of the town.

At the end of one full of attractive
examples of the embroidery in which
the islanders specialised, she came at
last to a side turning where a bird shop
was situated.

The proprietor proved to be a
chnsnnt. stout little man with a good
inowledge of her own language.

Deciding to risk everything, she pro-

duced the ring from the mystery
pigeon’s leg, and showed it to him, ex-
plaining that she wanted to get in
touch with the owner as soon as
sible.
“Yes, certainly,” he responded,
studying the number on the ring
intently. “It is one of our racing

Eigem! numbers. If you have found the
ird, it is probably because it straved
or was hurt when taking part in this
morning’s race.” He was turning over
the pages of a big book full of written
entries as he spoke. * Yes, here it is!”
he declared, with satisfaction, * A very
well fancied and costly bird, this one—
it has won many races alreadyr, and is
worth quite a lot of money.”

Valerie was breathing faster. for she
had scarcely hoped to be lucky so
quickly.

“Do you know the owner's name and
where he lives?” she asked, finding it
hard to repress a tiny thrill of excite-
ment in her voice.

The proprietor looked up at her with
a hlang smile.

“Why, surely,” he responded. “Ile
is none other than Sergeant Fanchal, a
very well-known oflicer of the Mazorian
Police I

The Sergeant Reappears!

OR a moment or two, following
that  sensational statement,
Valerie Drew was utterly damb-

struck.
Sergeant Fanchal!
Why, he was the officer who had
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insisted on taking particulars of all her
arty before they were allowed to enter
Tarka’s Temple, and had presumably
been looking after it when the priceless
ruby was stolen !

Nobody could have had a better
opportunity to remove Frank’s camera
from its case and substitute a racing
pigeon !

“Can you tell me, please,” Valerie
asked, her studied calm betraying
nothing of her excitement, * where this
Sergeant Fanchal lives?”

*“Why, certainly—he has a billet at
the central police station,” the other
answered. “But that is naturally ot
where he keeps his pigeons. They are
all at the little island of Palmia Diaza,
which you can just see from here. It is
about ten miles away.”

Valerie knew that, to learn any
more, she must give away something
herself.

“1 haven't got the pigeon myself.”
she confessed. “The ring merely fell
off its leg. But it was such an attrac
tive bird, and flew so.fast, that I
wanted to find out more about it.”

YA strange thing happened during
to-day’s race,” the plump little man
replied, looking decidedly puzzled.
“This pigeon of the sergeant’s, No.
16661, Jn‘m]d have been released from
the market-place with all the other
birds in the race, and evervone ex-
nected it to be first home at Palmia
Diaza. They say it was nowhere in the
race at all—it 1s not even believed to
be home yet. Are you quite sure you
ounly secured the ring?”™

“Indeed ¥’ said Valerie. thinking
more than she said. “ Er—how does one
get to Palmia Diaza?”

“The steamer leaves every morning
at nine o'clock,” the shopkeeper
responded. “Beecause of the currents,
it takes a very long while to get there
in any of the small boats. You will be
advised to wait until to-morrow if you
intend to go across.”

“You have been very kind indeed,
and I thank you very much,” said
Valerie sincerely as she left the shop.

Deep in thought, she hailed a taxi,
which would be faster. though less
l»i(fureique than a bullack sledge, and
vade the driver take her back to her
hotel as quickly as possible,

Until she could actually visit the
island of Palmia Diaza and make
inquiries there, she knew she would
have to go very slowly where Sergeaut
Fanchal was concerned.

It was not going to be casy to make
a sensational accusation such as that
the ruby had been stolen by one of the
very police who had been placed on
duty to guard it! #

Reaching her hotel, she stepped out
on to the sunlit boulevard, with its lines

of flowering trees, and beautiful,
coloured mosaic pavements.
The hotel itself was a marvellous

palace of white stone. There was an
attractive balcony to every room, and
all the windows were wide open to
admit the warm, scented island breezes.
The gardens, planted with proud.
graceful palms, were set with litile
tables under bright-striped sun-
umbrellas.

Momentarily Valerie compressed her
lips. The lovely island could never
prove the holiday paradise they had all
anticipated while the heavy shadow of
such grave suspicion hung over her
little party.

Entering the hoiel, she sought out
Frank and Dulcie I'urnival.

“Any luck, Valt” asked Frank
cagerly.
“1 was only successful up to a

wint,” Valerie answered. thinking it
st to keep lier own suspicions entirely
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to herself for the time being. *“What
have you two been getting up to?” she
asked pointedly, as she strolled with
them towards the big sun lounge. “ You
can't kid me you haven't got something
on_your minds!"”

Frank laughed,

“There you are, Dulcie!” he ejacu-

lated. “Didn't I say—"
“All right, Clever Dick!” smiled
Dulcie. *“Tell Valerie what we've been

saying, and have done with it!”
he fair-haired boy whom Valerie

already liked 0o much, drew a deep
breath and took the plunge.
“Well, Val, we've been thinking

about that camera-case of mine,” he
confessed. “ You see, Dulcie’s still got
some silly idea in her funny old nut
that I'm foing to be arrested if I'm
not careful !

“Frank,” Dulcie protested uneasily,
“I only said—"

“1 know. How awful I'd look as a
convict digging the roads!” Frank
assured her, with a grin. Serious again
a moment later, hea went on: “We've
both been thinking a lot, Val. I'm
dead positive I left the hotel with my
own camera, because I took a picture
of the prom, and a snap while we were
waiting for the coach in the market-
square.”

“I'm sure of that, too,” Dulcie put
in. “I remiember Frank kept bumping
the camera against me.”

“Go on!” urged Valerie,
intently.

“The coach took us as far as the big
Tivoli pleasure gardens,” Frank yent
on. *“There we had to wait for another
to take us up to Tarka's jolly old
temple. And while we were waiting
for—"

“Frank put his camera down on the
ground and went to the kiosk to buy
some postcards !” said Dulcie triumph-
antly. “We're both sure of that now,
Val. He left it just at the end of the
secat. Sybil started talking about some
adventure she had in Paris, and we
were all listening to her while Frank
was away.”

Valerie’s eyes were slightly narrowed
as she listened.

“What else?” she asked keenly.

“Well, I remember, while I- was
buying the cards, seeing the woman at
the kiosk staring past me towards the
scat,” said Frank, his voice now a trifle
breathless. “I didn’t think anything of
it at the time, but now we both do. In
fact, Val, we wonder whether that was
when my camera-case was changed for
the one with a pigeon in it, and the
woman actually noticed someone at the
time hanging around and behaving sus-
piciously.”

“The point is, Val,” Dulcie eagerly
added, “that if you could take us along
that way again Frank could ask the
woman what she actually saw.”

Valerie's eyes were shining. She had
always believed that Frank and Dulecie’s
heads were screwed on the right way.

“T congratulate you both!” she
warmly declared. “T’'m specially glad
you haven’t said a word to the others.
It ought to be quite easy ”

A page-boy coughed discreetly behind
them just then, and Valerie, breaking
off in the mddle of her sentence,
turned her head.

“Eet is a message for Mees Drew,”
the boy announced solemnly. “ There is
police gentleman which would speak
with her at once, please !

“0Oh, Valerie!” gasped Dulcie, her
face falling.

Valerie’s hand rested comfortingly on
her shoulder.

“Only a routine matter, no doubt,”

listening

any sign of_concern, she followed' the
page-boy back to the entrance loupge.

There, despite her studied- calm, she
nearly gave an audible gasp of surprise
at sight of the tall, figure .in a gold-
braided jacket waifing for har.’

He was none other than' SBergeant
Fanchal, the owner of the pigeon which
had flown away with the priceless
Ramon Raby attiched to iis leg!

Theré wids a tense moment of mutual
interrogation as themr éyes met.

Then the-sergeant broke the silence.

“Mees Drew, } come with a special
message frain the commissioner him-
self 1 he announced dramatically.  “In
future I am’ placed -in charge of your
party to keep observaiion. You are all
to keep together, and I shall not be
able to lét any of you leave this hotel
until the ruby is recovered I”

" Accused!

T was such a terrible shock for
Valerie that her heart sank with

despair. Then abruptly her mood
changed. :
There was one important

aspect of the new situation which
she had overlooked—while the
sergeant was keeping an eye on
them, she could also be keeping
an eye on him!

Looking at him with what
appeared to be merely a puzzled
smile, Valerie replied:

“I'm afraid that will be quite

impossible, sergeant. I've
lanned to take my party
Tivoli gardens this evemmng.”

The sergeant’s brows contracted.

“1 said, Mees Drew,” he firmly
responded, “that you are not able to
leave the hotel !

“Yes, yes; I heard that,” Valerie
pleasantly agreed. “That’s what you
said, sergeant—not what the commis-
sioner himself said. He merely placed
vou in charge of us.” Valerie gave him
her sweetest smile as she added: “It
was very kind of the commissioner to
choose” such a charming officer to look
after us!”

Sergeant Fanchal blushed slightly, in
spite of his effort to remain stern.

“1 have my duty to perform!™ he
muttered, still trying to sound severe.

“That’s no reason at all why it should

already

to the

she said lightly; and, turning without be unpleasant,” Valerie answered win-

By lsabel Norton ™

ningly. ““After all, it would be very
dull for you 1o hang about the hotel all
day, and it would make us dull as well,
I know You must Ge as proud of your

wonderful Tivoli gardens as all the
other islanders are.”

“Why, of course!® the sergeant’
agreed, taken off his guard. “1It is the
finest open-air amusement place in the
world—at least.” he nddm‘, trying (o

recall himself, = it would be——"

It will be tonight, sergeant!”
Valerie _confidently assured  himn.
“We're just about to sit "down to

dinner, =0 1 incist that you join us at
our fable.” 8he shook her head de
cidedly. “1 should never forg
myself,” she declared, “if the commis-
sioner reprimanded you because |
allowed you to take your instructions
too seriously !

And she was thinking, as the baffled
sergeant followed her through the
lounge, that, on¢e they reached tho

Tivoli gardens and darkness had fallen,
it should be quite a simple matter for
Frank to slip away and madke his own

TENSELY Valerie watched as

Flash, gripping the chain

with his teeth, began to tug it

downwards. Her only chance of

escape rested with him, but if he

pulled the chain off the bar—all
would be lost !

inquiries at the kiosk just out-
sido the entrance,

At the meal, which was served
a little later, everyone did their
best to follow Valerie's lead and
make their unexpected guest
feel at home. The sergeant, stiff
at first. thawed perceptibly as he

found his “suspects™” being so en-
gaging. FEven Mr. Horace n, the
prim _ tutor. accepted the unusual
situation with calmness, and chatted

most interestingly, and all was going
well until Roger Drake decided ta
make a comment on his own.

“What struck me most this morning,
sergeant,” he remarked affably, * was
what rotien shots your fellows with the
rifles were. It didn’t look to me as
though they were trying to wing that
pigeon at all !”

The sergeant’s cheeks turned pink,
and the shocked silence amongst lﬁ tho
others told Roger that he had, as usual,
put his foot in it.

Valerie was the first to recover. In
an instant she saw how she could, with
luck, twist Roger’s blunder to suit her
own ends.

“That,

sergeant,” Valerie blandly
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declared, “would be a very natural feel-
ing in kind-hearted men where such a
lovely bird as a pigeon was concerned.
1 wouldn’t blame them for deliberately
missing it."”

The sergeant drew a deep breath, con-
vinced from those words that Valerie
must be a “fancier” after his own
heart.

“1 would have hated to shoot at that
bird myself,” he impulsively assured
her, “especially as it distinctly resembled
a pigeon which I am very proud of.”

“Never!” exclaimed Valerie, as
though it was a surprising, but very
agrecable confession on the sergeant’s
part. “I love pigeons myself,” she
added, giving Roger a covert pinch to
warn him to leave everything to her.
“Do you race them?” she asked inno-
certly.

The sergeant swelled.

“Mees Drew, I win most of the prizes
with my racing birds!” he proudly
informed her. “And that reminds me

of a mystery. My best bird, 16661,
which should have won a race this
morning, was not even placed. I must
see the starter about that when we go
through the market-place on our way
to the Tivoli.”

Valerie had plenty of food
reflection after that.

For the sergeant to admit publicly
that he was the owner of the pigeon
which, to Valerie's knowledge, had got
safely away with the stolen Ramon
Ruby, did not suggest he was the thief.

Was the sergeant, as she had pre-
viously surmised, as much the victim
of circumstances as she and her party?

It was a problem which only the
morrow could settle, when the steamer
took her across to Palmia Diaza and
she could make investigations on the
spot. As far as the sergeant was con-
cerned, her m had changed and
she found herself liking him in spite
of his official role as their unwanted
supervisor.

What was of vital importance at the
moment was that Frank should have
every opportunity to follow up his own
theory and discover how much the
woman at the kiosk had seen before the
pigeon, in a camera-case, had been so
neatly “planted” on him!

It was quite dark when they all set
out, and Mazoria was looking at its
loveliest.

Festoons of coloured lamps hung
along the promenade, whilst other
lights, cunningly concealed amongst
the branches, lit the flowering trees
like fairyland itself. The cruising
liners lying in the bay were brilliantly
floodlit.

All around the town the dark hills,
looking mysteriously attractive under
the purple sky, twinkled with the
lights from hundreds of villas, as
though some enormous, dark mirror
had been folded over the landscape to
reflect the brilliant starry sky above.

With the warmly scented breeze, the
frequent sound of soft, happy laughter
and the haunting strains of languorous
music floating from the big cafes they
passed, it seemed to the exeited
vounger members of Valerie's party
like being in some earthly paradise.

Valerie had- an opportunity to
whisper a few words of instruetion to
Frank while they were waiting for
their coach in the markei-square, when
the sergeant went away for a moment
or two to make inquiricz about his
pigeon.

Twenty minutes later they stood at
the wide-open, gilded entrance gates

for

to the great Tivoli gavdens, the
island’s most famous = amusement
centre. Paying the admission charge

for her party, Valerie followed them
in, still attended by the watchful
sergeant.

he park was a wonderful example
of natural beauty to which the happy
islanders had added every imaginable
device for visitors' entertainment.

Attractive floodlit’ buildings, erected
in many different styles, clustered
everywhere amongst the trees. Bright
uniformed bandsmen were playing
stirring music in a sunken bandstand
surrounded by rows of luxurious deck-
chairs.

As they wandered on amongst the
happy throngs of pleasure-seekers,
they passed numerous pretty little
cafes where the most appetising snacks
were on sale.

Farther on, excited screams and
shrill peals of laughter eame from the
amusement gection,

“Golly, what a super mountain
railway !” Frank Furnival ejaculated,
his eyes lighting up as he saw the
lines of cars, full of shrieking pas-
sengers, racing up and down precipi-

tguf!“slopcs. “I'm going on that,
a

“And me!” said Roger Drake
enthusiastically.

bl & come, too!” said. Molly
Dixon eagerly.

As this was the prearranged

moment for which she had been waii-
ing, Valerie turned eagerly to
Sergeant Fanchal.

“Shall we all go?” she asked in a
thrilling voice.

The sergeant looked horrified at tha
bare suggestion that a Mazorian police-
man should be seen riding in uniform
in one of the cars.

“Certainly not, Mees Drew !” he said

decidedly. “In fact, I cannot allow
anyone to go. Here—stop, I say—
come back—"

Valerie persuasively touched his arm
as Frank headed an impulsive rush
for the little ticket-office.

“They can't possibly get into any
harm, sergeant,” she urged. “You'll
be able to watch them all the fime.
We'll stay with you.”

“Indeed, I certainly shall myself!”
Mr. Boon agreed emphatically. He
was a tutor to the four young people
in Valerie's charge. It looks a most
dangerous contrivance to me!”

“Horrible things!” shivered S8ybil,
his daughter, “A girl always looks
such a fright when she comes off.
detest racers!”

Muttering under his breath, the
sergeant gave in and watched the
four younger members scramble for

vacant seats in the waiting cars.

Happy shricks filled the air as it
raced up and down the dizzy track,
until the ride was over at last.

“Now we can wait for them at the
exit,” Sergeant Fanchal announced, in
obvious relief.

“Not yet,” said Valerie quickly.
“Look, there’s Roger waving to us
They've decided to stay on for another
ride.  Yes, there's Molly Dixon as
well.” She laughed. “It may be a
job to get them off it now.”

“Sooner them than me!” said Sybil,
with feeling.

The conductor was briskly ecollecting
fares for the repeat ride when M,
Boon gave a sudden ejaculation,

“I can't see Frank anywhere!”
declared.

Valerie's lips moved uneasily as she
gave him a covert, warning nudge.
For, of course. she knew quite well
that Frank wasn’t on the train any
longer! That had been the whole
idea.

he
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“Yes, that is so,” Bergeant Fanchal
worriedly agreed.

“Look!”  Valerie pointed cagerly
just as the car was moving off again.
“Isn't that him—that fair-haived boy
in the middle? Possibly  Frank
wanted to get nearer to the front for
a bigger thrill. . Ah, they're off 1"

Sergeant Fanchal made no reply.
and Valerie, inwardly fuming that
Alr. Boon should have been so tactless,
waited until the cars had once more
completed their journey. There, sit-
ting right in the front row, and
waving both arms excitedly, was dark-
haired Roger Drake.

“Goodness, they're going to have a
third ride!” declared Valerie, affect-
ing a light laugh. “Well, it'll be their
headache if they have too much of it!”

Sergeant Fanchal did not seem even
to be listening to her any longer.

“1 did not see Frank Furnival,” he
said flatly. “We go at once to the
exit. I shall give orders that all people
must leave tf]e car mext time!"”

Valerie followed him uneasily as he
led the way. How, she was desper-
ately wondering, had I'rank got on?
She knew it wasn't very far to the
vital kiosk just outside the fairground.
Had he reached it safely? Was the
same woman still in charge? Had she
been able to tell him anything of
what she had seen this morning?

They reached the exit gates of the
mountain railway, and the sergeant
spoke to the attendant. When the
train came to rest this time all the
passengers were told to alight.
Val®rie's pulses thrilled more uncom-
fortably still as she waited. The
sergeant would soon realise the fruth,
and then—

“Oh, Valerie it was gorgcous fun!”

a voice cried happily, right at her
elbow.
Valerie turned in  amazement.

Dumbfounded, the sergeant stared at
the boy who, mingling neatly and
cleverly with the crowds coming away
from the —mountain railway, had
reached them first. He was the very
boy she was so concerned about!

“Frank Furnival!” ejaculated the
astounded sergeant; and in his sur-
prise he certainly failed to see whai
Valerie had.

Slung over Frank’s shoulder was the
strap of a camera-case!

He had evidently succeeded beyond
Valerie's wildest hopes. His inquiries
had already led him to the discovery
of his own stolen camera. For the
moment she could only dizzily specu-
late on what he would have to report.
But as soon as there was an opportu-
nity to speak to him alone—

Her thoughts were startlingly inter-
rupted by the vision of two tall men
in ordinary tweeds pushing their way
through the crowd. Something in
their very bearing told her in a
moment they were plain-clothes police-
men.

To her unbounded horror, they made
straight for Frank and dropped a hand
on each of his shoulders.

One of the strangers spoke sharply.

© “This is the bey we have hcen
watching I he said curtly. “Weo
observed him take possession of a

camera we have been keeping an eye
on all day. The boy is now under
arrest on susfnicion of stealing the
Ramon Ruby!”

AT the very moment when Valerie's

investigations have made such
exciting progress — disaster ! What
ever will happen now? You will see
when you read next Saturday's
dramatic chapters.
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COMPLETE this week. Another charming 18th Century Adventure featurmg——

His Horse Would Betréy Him!

e H, who will o'er
with me——""

Jess Reynolds,
sang as she hurried along the
father's inn, the

the downs

her arm,
lane towards her

Rising Sun.

There was yet half a mile for Jess
to go, and the road was lonely at this
hour, just before dusk; but the sound
of her own voice was company to her.

The song was a pleasant one that
helped her to keep a swinging step;
but although she asked_the ‘question in
a clear voice certainly was not ex-
pecting an answer. But one came, for
as Jess repeated :

she

“¢ Oh, who will o'er the downs with
met ™
—the bushes at the side of the road
parted, and a clear, laughing voice
said: “1 will.™

Jess pulled up short, and her heart

gave an extra hard !h“mf’ It was a
handsome face that peered out at her,
or, at any rate, all that she could see
of it was. A black velvet mask
obscured the upper part—such a mask
as highwaymen wear. A tricorn hat,
perched jauntily on a white-powdered
wig, shaded the face, too, yet not-
withstanding, it was \-lanbiy a hand-
some face. And the eyes that showed
through the two elits of the mask had
a merry twinkle.

“ Highwayman Jack 1" breathed Jess

Most girls would have run for their
lives, or else have stood there paralysed
with fright. Jess, however, even
though she reckoned herself to be no
braver than most girls, stood her
ground and laughed.

But then she was Highwayman Jac
friend, and he hers. She had notl
to fear. It nnumorl nothing to h
that the squire had issued a warning
that he was a rascal, who was to be
captured dead or alive, or that the
driver of the London coach called him
the terror of the road. Jess knew that
he was no robber, but a gentleman.

“Why, this is indeed a most pleasant
and charming surprise!” ~said the

a basket on

“What's' more pleasing

highwayman.
my lady,

than a stroll o’er the downs,

a.:d Jfo swee ‘tly requested in dulcet
ghed . ‘
me,. thanks!” she said.

“But

strange hour to bhe hiding. You do not

hold up coaches in daylight, I trust??
Highwayman Jack shook his bead.

surely, highwayman, it is a

‘Indeed, no,” he said. “I have a
favour to ask you, kind maiden.
“Ah! A steak-and- kldnev pie?”
teased Jess, her eyes wnul.l:ng.

“Why, no! A horséshoe.”

“ A horseshoe—for luck ¥”

- \'nt s0; for my horse, I pray you!
said the h'"h\\mnmll and turnm" !11=
head, eclucked his tongue so that his
lovely black horse came up to him and

put his head, too, through the bush.
“Av  four-footed colleague of the
road,” added Laughing Jack, “has lost

“] will take your horse to

be shod,

Jack,” Jess gladly offered.
a shoe, and needs another. Alas! he
does not know his own way to the
smithy, else he is shy. So——"

Jess jumped quickly to what was

bmng asked of her

So yvou would like me to-take him?
said, a little surprised, and yet
ready enough to do anything that
might be asked by this kind gallant,
who had given her so many proofs of
n-= friendship.

“Yes, if you dare. And dare is the
word, for there is somie chance that
questions might be asked you, even
though I would unsaddle him, and not
send him forth  bearing my pistol-
holsters,” =aid the highwayman.

s looked down the road. The
smithy was just out of sight, not far
from thé inn. She often had occasion
to take horses there to be shod; for in
the stables of the inn, where travellers
rested their horses, there were often
horses who needed sl‘nmr-g

“Why, of course, readily I will ‘take

g1

|
£nie

F-.n‘ 7 offered Jess. “But how shall I
send him back? ~Will hé know his
“av 5 g

“No, alas! 1 shall wait at the cross-

Highwayman —BUT— brave deed of Jess’
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road in one If that is not
asking too mm

It was not asking too much And
after a short discussion, Jess planned
with him the story that she had best
tell, so that no suspicion was aroused
by her takin iz the horse in.

hour’s time.

A1l
h?

All she needed to say was that a
traveller, who had business to do in the
village, had given her money to take

his horse to the smithy, where he would
colleet it later..  She could pick the
horse up, and in the darkness take it
to the cross-roads, ’

Thus it was arranged, and while
Highwayman Jack kept beside her on
the other side of the Ledﬂ? Jess took
his lovely black horse down the road.
It was an affectionate animal, and
knew Jess weéll, so that she chatted to
it, and stroked its sleek mizzle as they’
went along togéther.

There was a glow of light from the
smithy, and the clang -of the Hammer
on the hot shoes came ringing out long
hefore Jess cached 1t She “always
loved the smithy, the smell of the fur-
nace, the hiss of the bellows, and the
smell of the red-hot metal. The smith
himself, a burly man in a leather apron,
was a genial fellow who was ever ready
for a chat.

“ Hallo, there, said
looking in.

* Hallo,

smith 1™ Jess,

miss |

" he responded, a little

Instead of helping him, that
betrayed
her friend to his enemies.

gruffly, because he had nails in his
mouth.

A fine horse stood there, ears back,
its head held by the blacksmith’s mate.
One hind hoof was gripped between the
smith’s knees, and now, with the tongs,
he applied the shoe to the hoof, bring
nnz a sizzling and an acrid smell. Then
the hammer clanged busily, and pre-

sently the shoe was on.

“ Another job for you. Traveller
down the road. Here’s the maney in
advance,” eaid Jess. “Shall I leave

him here? The traveller will call n
later.”
She did not stay, having seen the

horse tethered, but hurried in to the
cosy inn, where her father convalescing
from a wounded shoulder, sat in an
easy-chair by the fireside, ta]ng to a
heavy-jowled, bewigged man—Squire

Ull]‘ll"
*Ah, Jess,” caled her father, “’tis
good to know you're back and - safe

from highwaymen, though it'll. not be
much longer you'll need %o fear them.”

Jess sh‘.p[c‘d short, and her heart
missed a beat. For there was.-some-
thing startling in ber father’s confident
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declaration. It seemed that he had
reason to think that soon High-
wayman Jack would be caught.

“Why, are the soldiers hot after
him1” she managed to say, in a calm
voice,

Squire Olding looked up, his watery
eves glowing, and chuckled gleefully,
rubbing his fat hands,

“The assize judge—Lord Tobin—will
be riding through here to-night,”” he
said. “And the highwayman shall
have the pleasure of meeting him, I'm
hoping, face to face—inside the assize
court.”

Jess breathed again.
was only hoping that Highwayman
Jack would be caught; and he had
been hoping that so long that it seemed
almost like hoping for the moon.

“Ah, 'twould be sad if thev should
meet before that, on the road!” said
Jess, without stopping to think. And
then, instantly regretting the words,
she could have bitten her tongue off.

The squire fairly snapped at her.

“What! The highwayman dare hold
up the judge! He'd not have the
courage or the impudence. Huh! A
cowardly rascal, that’s all he is.”

“Why, ves—so I've heard.” admitted
Jess softly, and hurried away to take
off her thick coat.

It would not do to arouse ihe squire’s
suspicions! But she smiled to herself
at the thought that all the while
Highwayman Jack’s horse was in the
smmthy near by!

Jess had a job or two to do, and got
busy. There was some cooking to help
with for the night's dinner; there were
tables to lay, and it was some minutes
before she had finished.

When she returned to the hall the
squire was buttoning his coat in readi-
ness for leaving, It was a sight that
gladdened Jess, for she was never really
happy when he was about the place;
she disliked and feared him.

“Oh, we'll get him all right!”

runted the squire. “ Even if we don’t

now him by sight, we know his horse.#

Jess pulled up short: and then hur-
riedly recovered her composure. For
she had jumped instantly to the subject
of the squire’s remarks—Ilighwayman
Jack.

“ A black horse with a white patch,
is it not?"’ asked Jess—to find out if he
did know, and hoping that he would
agree with that false description.

The squire turned to her,

“A black horse all right,” he said.
“But there's no white paich. What
there is is a sword-cut scar on the near
hindquarter. That's the clue—and that
horse is being hunted high and low.”

For the squire

Jess quaked within, but managed to
keep calm,
“Indeed? Then it should soon be

found,” she murmured

The squire went towards the door,
and Jess ran to open it for him. Now
was the time to ask him how much more
he knew, and if they were on the trail
of the horse.

But Jess was frightened to take too
much interest in 1t, for fear that the
squire might be suspicious

“Soon be found—elh " he murmured.
with a sly chuckle. “1t'll be found all
right, for even a highwayman's horse
needs shoeing now and then.”

Jess felt as though an icy hand had
clutched her heart.

“Why—why, yes, indeed.” she [al-
tered. “"Twould be—"twould be wise
to search all the smithys—to-morrow.”

The squire passed out towards his
chaise, and then looked back.

“Search? We'll need no searching.

Every smithy for miles around has a full
description of that horse pasted on the
inside of its door. Highwayman Jack
will be betrayed by his borse !

Jess is Resourceful, But—

ESS stood as though turned to stone
as the full realisation of what the
squire's statement meant jumped
to her mind. he spoke the

truth, then by this time the village
smith must know that the black horse
she had taken to him was Laughing
Jack’s,

Jess stepped across the threshold of
the inn and closed the door. Her heart
was beating madly, and her breath
came unevenly. For there was desper-
ate need to act—and to act at once.

Already the squire was in his chaise,
and his boy was whipping up the
horses.

“Call in at the smithy!” yelled the
squire,

Jess took to her heels and ran. She
crossed the road to the grass on the far
side, and, stumbling and gasping, kept
a short distance behind the chaise,
which went at moderate pace since
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there was but a short distance to go to
the smithy.

But she did not quite reach it: she
stopped twenty vards away. For m
the glare of hght outside 1t stood ihe
smith, holding a horse by the bridic—
a fine black horse that stamped and
pranced.

His assistant, dancing and yelling
with excitement, was signalling to the
squire’s coach, which was nstantly
reined up, with a slither of lLoofs and
a grind of braked wheels,

v Sguire——squire'. We've got it!”
velled the assistaut.
Out of his chaise scrambled the

squire; and Jess, hand to heart, crept
closer so that she could hear.

“Let me look—let me see !
there !” shouted the squire.

The yellow rays of the lantern were
shone upon the horse, and the squire,
peering closely, rubbed his hands and
gave a sardomic laugh.

“We've got him. We've got his
horse—and next we'll get the man.
Smith—this will mean ten pounds to
vou. Who brought this horse int"

“Why, ’twas Miss Jess, the land-
lord's daughter,” said the smith. * Said
something about a traveller telling her
to bring t.”’

Jess quaked with dread. This was
surely the end. The squire would sus-
pect the truth whatever she said; for
there was no denying that the horse
was Highwayman Jack’s.

“The landlord’s daughter

A laniern

B 1

" echoed

the squire in startled tones. * So-ho—
eh? So-ho! H'm!”

Joss ft”. bn(k.

“(Oh, fool—fool that I was!” she
groaned. “And now they’ll get Jack,
too.”

Moving back into the darkness, she
thought frantically. The mere fact
that she was outside the smithy, having
followed the squire here, would count
against her. Her one hope was that
she would be thought an innocent ac-
complice—that ther would believe she
really had taken the horse in good
faith from someone she had genuinely
supposed was an ordinary wayfarer.

But what hope of that now?

The first surge of panic was dring
down, however, and Jess began to
think clearly. )

She must play the part of an innocent
dupe—just as she would have behaved
if she had really taken that horse from
a complete stranger,

How would she have acted then?
She asked herself the question, and
instantly knew the answer. She would
have thought things over, put two and
two together—and then, guessed that
the black horse might be the high-
wayman's. What then? She would
have run after the squire to tell him.

Then that was what she must do
now.

Squeezing through the liedge, she ran
forward, waving and calling.

“Squire—squire .

The squire turned and swung the lan-
tern round so that its rays fell upon
her.
“The horse—the horse! Has it gone

vet ?” she cried. “The black horse that
[ brought here carlier. For all we
know—it—it " She gasped. “It

may have a scar on the hindquarters.
1 did not look. 'Twas a tall man gave
it to me. Good-looking, smiling.
Highwayman Jack is surely a surly, ill-
bred rogue; yet—"

The squire interrupted her excitedly,
catching her wrist.

“Well-bred, he seemed!” he
claimed excitedly. *A gentleman?”

“Why, yes. Bo "twas not the high-

ax-
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wayman,” Jess answered. still breath-
ing with difficulty after her hard run-
ning. “Yet since the horse was black.
1 thought—""

“You thought right!” snapped the
squive, his eves shining in the bright
light. “’Tis the rascal’'s horse. And
Highwayman Jack has the manners of
a gentleman, they say! Good-looking.
fall—yes! It's.h Where was he?
Where will he be?”

“T do not rightly know,” =aid Jess
slowly, “He should come here for ii.
Doubtless he would not think he would |
be suspecied.” |

The squire nodded :-and he was so im- |
pressed with the simple story that he |
clearly no longer suspected her. |

“Wait vou here. my gel: and if he

should come, greet him in friendly way, | §

and say that his horse is ready. Smith.
have you a guni”

“ Ay—there's an old blunderbuss!™
said the smith. redding.

* said |

“Then load it—pack it {

the squire excitedly. *An in_a |
dark part of the smithy wait. |
Shoot him at sight—in the legs. And |
you "—he added to the assistant—" lvtl
a horseshoe be whaite hot. If the rascal
tries any tricks it will be useful to aim
at him, or touch him up with it, eh?” |
And he rubbed his hands and clucked |
with glee,

Jess moved away a yard or two, her
brain seething. If Highwayman Jack
did come to this spot, he would be
trapped !

And, as though this precaution was
mot enough, the squire had sent the
snith's son with a message to Farmer
Brown, oppesite, to bring his shotgun,
and to send his lad on horseback to the |
town for soldiers.

Presently Jess turned her head, hear-
ing what ghe thought was a step: but it
was nothing, a mere trick of her

imagination. X
“You hear him?” breathed the
squire.

It was a hint 1o Jess how she should
act! What casier than to pretend that
she had heard her friend approaching?

Jumping forward, she caﬁed out.

“Hallo, there! Oh, sir, Jyour
horse Stop! Come back !”

As she raced into the darkness, the
squire gave a vell.

“A lantern! Bring the guns! All
together—""

Jess ran into the darkness, and the
squire followed. It was her crashing
steps that he followed, and not, as he |
supposed, the highwayman’s,

When she had gone some way, Jess
whipped off her shoes, and ran on noise-

fv. She hardly cared that the rough

ess

road hurt her feet. All that concerned
her was that she was out of danger—
and that, if she reached Highwayman
Jack in time. he would be out of
danger, too.

Panting, gasping, stumbling, near to
collapse, she reached the cross-roads,
and a soft, anxious voice called out :

“Who's there !

There wa- pitch black darkness all

- about her, and she could not see a
thing: but. zuided by the sound of the
voice, she turned.

“Jack?™

“Why. ver! What's amiss?” he
asked,

“Hush! The worst has happened.
They know he is your horse. hey're
waiting at the smithy. Armed!”

She nearly collapsed, and, indeed.
only Laughing Jaci': right arm, en-
circling her, prevented her falling from
exhaustion. But her strong will and
the urgent need for action revived her.

(Continued on page 24)
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G Dont go back thcre,' she begged
him, “whatever you do!”

His answer was gentle, and there was
the ving of admiration 1n his voice.

“Brave lass to warn me at your own
peril.  Go back to your inn and do not
fear for me.”

“But T do fear,” said Jess huskily,
“for the judge comes along this road
in his coach soon. It scems like an act
of Fate; and the squire has vowed to
capture you and present you to him—
in the dock!”

Highwayman Jack gave a sharp,
startled exclamation.

“What! MHis lordship rides this way
to-night 7
“Yes, And he will go past thc

smithy, to halt the night at the inn,”
added Jess, to impress him with his
danger. . y

Luughing Jack gave a merry, ringing
langh.

“Why, then, my dear,” he said, “’tis
clear what I must do! I cannot go
without my horse. And le is too old
a friend to leave in the hands of
enemies, There is but one remedy——"

Jess caught his arm, frightencd by
iu's tone.

“ And that is5?” she gasped

“Why, present myself to his lou.l hip
on the road to-night, havi ing first
presented my pistol! Fear |:0{ ‘I"shall =

be safe. A mullion thank you’ 5, aud d
not fear!”

Jess tried to hold him, lmi hr‘ '-]lpp(‘d
away, and, in growing ulauu her heart
throbbing, she atalec{ or}lum in the
darkness. “hat”ncw Jmmg was he
planning ? \\I:i;nt ~was #his zec.th.‘-~
scheme to rcﬂcue hle holh(‘ ’

Jess couid "jot guess, but she an“
that, whatever it was, he would . not
draw back. Unafraid of the Iirking
peril, he would ‘g go'to y ‘the smithy: “And,
just as certainly, hé woiild be caught !

After a winute Jess turned and raced -

back to th

smithy, where now the
squire, the.

acksmith,

and his son were gathered in a' gu:mp
arguing

“He is gonc 1” ghe cried. * lIe
escaped

8he sank down on a wooden blmk
just inside the smithy door, pafiting
and gasping, and covered her face with-
her hands. Nor did she look up until
the kindly assistant offered hLer a mug
of tea

A few moments later thove came the
clatter of hoofs, and down the road
camo a coach, the four horses of which
were reined up heavily as they
ap]n'oach(‘d the suutln -

*Why; '1i< the judge's coach !” eried
the squire. “ And here's news Tor him !”

From the window of the coach peered
a head adorned with a full-bottomed
wig, ot sight of which the smith bowed
lna head and touched his forelock.

“Ah, judge.” ecalled the squire,
Y welcome to our village!”

Jess watched as the coach door
opened, and her heart sank. For if
the judge was here, safe and sound,
then  Highwayman Jack bad failed.
Worse—had he been captured?

But Jess' cyes rounded wide as the
judge stepped from the coach, wrap-
ping a long black cloak about lmn His
rvight Land showed in full view, and
on it was a ring she knew—a ring she
had scen often on the hand of Highway-
man Jack. :

“ Good-evening, squire !” came a voice
with the quiver of age in it.

But that quiver of age was affected,

s

“Jess and Highwayman Jack!

Farmer BIOHIJ. ;

l"

the voice disguised. Not so well dis-
guised, though, that Jess did not know
it at once, and she stood rooted to the
ground, hanil) breathing.

I'or the man who stepped so boldly
down from the coach was not the judge
at all. It was Highwayman Jack!

Enter the Judge!

IGHWAYMAN JACK! A thrill

H ran through Jess, a thrill of

pride and admiration—pride

that a man so brave and daring

was her friend ; admiration for one who -

could dare such a trick as this. Who
else would have had such courage?

But, Jess warned herself, it was not

carried through vet. He- had still some

bluffing to do if he was not to be
unmasked. )
Jess stepped forward, dropping a
curtsy.

(L]

“Welcome, your ]ordship; she said.

“Your daughter, squire?” asked the
supposed judge, and his face was con-
cealed behind a large silk handkerchief
as though he had a cold. “A comely
wench who indeed does you eredit!”

The Fquuc scowled at the pleasantry,
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Lut quu.l;l\ changed that expression to
a smile, for the judge was a powerful
man,

SThe  lass  is  tho  innkeeper's
daughter,” he said. “I trust you
h:no had a safe ]oumm, judge ?”

“Bafe journey !” lapped out the dis-
guised hlgh“mmau. *A rascal high-
wayman held up my coach! Where
are the soldiers? Where are the
runners?”

Then Jess spoke up eagerly.

“Judge, we have tho highwayman's
Lhorse! Bring it out and show his lord-
ship ” she cried excitedly.

The smith brought out the horse
proudly, and the supposed judge locked
up at the coachman on the box,

“His horse, Watkins!” he called.
“It's something—ch?”

Jess shot a look at the man on the
box, and what she saw was so sur-
prising that she nearly burst out laugh-
mg. The coachman who sat so stiffly
on his box had a scarf tied about his
mouth. He was gagged.

But Jess pretended not to understand
the man’s signals, and took care not to
attract anyone else’s atiention to them.

Highwayman Jack was examining his
own horse now.

and threw up his hands, his eyes n,lmo

ToE SCHOOLGIRL

“T" faith, a fine fellow!” he mused.
“Mayhap I'll buy him when the rascal
owner has no more need for horses.
Hold him, and I'll mount!”

He had but to mount now, and he
would be safe.

But Jess, watching the coachman,
saw, to her horror, that he held some-
thing in his hand that glinted metallic-
ally. A pistol! And he was_ taking
aim! He was levelling it at the back

of the highwayman!

Without thinking, Jess hurled hersolf
at her friend. He, taken by surprise,
tottered sideways and collapsed.

With deafening report and flash of
flame, the pistol fired. A shot whistled
where the highwayman had been, and
buried itself in the ground.

But Highwayman Jack, flat on the
ground, had lost his wig; his cloak was
wide open, and under it showed his
ncl-nnd gold jacket and white breeches.

“Highwayman Jack!” roared the
squire.

Quick as a flash, the highwayman
serambled up, and was in through the
open  doorway of the coach before
anyonc had recovered from the shock.

Next moment the squire, the farmer,
and the smith hurled themselves at the
coach, the squire thrusting his gun
through the window and pulling the
trigger, the others clinging on as the
startled horses shot forward.

Away went the coach down the road,
and Jess clutched her heart in horror,

“They've got him all right 1” said the’
blacksmith’s mate, who stood l]oldlf"g

the highwayman's horse.
Jess raid no more, for a graceful
cloaked figure, his handsome " face’

masked, stepped from the far side of’
the road, presenting a "pistol at (lm
blacksmith’s assistant, <~ .
“ Hands up !” he said sharply.
The man “dropped the bridle “reins.

poppmg from his head.

“My horse, T think. I bclmvc llm
bill ‘has been settled, but here's a florin
for vourself, lad,” said ngh\\a)mun
Jack, with a [augh -

With that he doffed his hat to J(‘ss
and, swinging himnself astride his horse,
was gone before even the lad had '
picked up the florin.

Jess, hands clasped, started to lnngh 2
she felt that she could have lnughed and
laughed for hours. But her good sense
came to her aid, and suddtmly slw
sereamed.

Hands to cars, she was still =cwammg
when the squire returned and shook her
angrily, telling her to stop.

“ Has he gone I quavered Jess. :

“Yes, yes. Many minutes ago. The
rascal must have stepped in at one doot
of the coach and ouf through the other,
then startled the horses, And now,
since he is not the judge, where is his
lordship 7

But I}u: lordship did not arrive until
two hours after. He reached the inn,
footsore and weary, just as Jess and her
father were closing up for the night.
He said not a word to anyone, but
glared all round, snatched the key of
]liﬁ? room from Jess, and stamped off Lo
i.l(‘( .

Somewhere, not more than a mile
away, Highwayman Jack was abed,
too; and so, in the near-by stable, was
his noblc ne\\lg shod horse.

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.
BE certain to meet Jess and Highway-
man Jack once again next week
in another exciting COMPLETE story.
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