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The Tables Turned

“ ARJORIE, old thing—" _
“How are you feeling

now 7
Marjorie Hazeldene, from
the white pillows of the bed against
which she was pruPPed smiled faintly.

“I—I'm all right,” she returned
bravely.

But Barbara Redfern & Co.,
chums from Clif House School, knew
that wasn’t true. Marjorie herself
knew it wasn’t true, for the doctar who
had just visited her told her that on no
account was she to think of getting up
to-day, and even when she did get up,
she must take things very gemtly for
quite a considerable time.

She looked ill, if ever a girl did
These soft lips of hers, so bravely try-
ing to smile, were quivering a little.

For last term Marjorie had worked
over-hard at Cliff House School. When,
with the seven girls who now invaded
her room, she had come to Pellabay
Castle Hotel for the summer vacation,
she had been in a rather forlorn state
of health. A pasty fall, followed by a
night of damp exposure on the bleak
hillside on which the .castle stood, had

her

brought about a sudden col;apsc.
together with a severe chill.”
“Can’t get up?” Tomboy Clara

Trevlyn asked sympnthetmnlly, shaking
her_head.

“Well, the doctor says t.hnt—that_l’_
to stay in bed for the day,” Marjorie
replied hesitantly. “But oh, I'm so
dreadfully sorry, you girls. Please
don’t let me interfere with your enjoy-
ment.”

The chums exchanged a glance at
that. Tt was rather an ironical glance.
Their enjoyment! When so far they
had had to fight so hard for every hit of
fun they had obtsined at Pellabay
When only an hour age they
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had all been given notice to leave, by
the ard-faced manageress, Mrs.
Coates. i

A flash came into Tomboy Clara’s
eyes as she thought of that. n-
consciously her lips hardemed. It was
her fault, she told herself bitterly—her
fault that Marjorie was ill; that her
chums had come here at all. .

For Pellabay Castle, the ancient ruin
which her Aunt Grace had converted
into a first-class modern hotel, perched
high above the sea on its own headland
on the rocky Cornish coast, was in

ELLABAY CASTLE, roman-

tic holiday home of the
chums of Cliff House School,
is also proving the scene of a
strange and dramatic mystery.
How Babs & Co. meet this
unexpected situation is told
- in these exciting chapters by

HILDA RICHARDS

charge of a manageress and her
daughter now—that manageress, Mrs.
Coates, and the daughter, the scheming
and crafty Ida Coates.

Thaose two, Clara was convinced, were
playing some funny game. It was a
game directed at the ruin of the hotel.
None of the advertised amenities which
her Aunt Grace had spent her money
on was working. The food was poor.
Routine and discipline had taken the
place of -that go-as-you-please spu':t
which Clara’s aunt had 50 anxious
to foster.

IMustrations by T. Laidler
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Happily the uests arrived; dis-
illusioned they left at the earliest
possible moment.
From the first the chums led by

Clara, had been uﬁb in arms agnmst the
tyranny of abay. Vehemently
Clara declared that if her aunt knew
what was going on, Mrs. Coates and
her daughter would be dismissed with-
out delay.

For her chums' sake and her aunt’s
sake, Clara had taken matters in hand.
She had led the rebellion, fought teoth
and nail at every step by Mrs. Coates
and Ida, to establish a happier regime
at Pellabay. The result was this:—

She and her chums had notice to

we're jolly well net going,”
the Tomboy said fiereely, when they had
left Alarjorie and were back in the
corridor outside. “We couldn't go
now—not leaving old Marjorie behmd'

‘“No, rather not, yveu know,” Bessie
Bunter bleated.

*“But I guess we've got our marching
orders,” Leila Carroll reminded her.

“Yes, and I guess we're just jolly well
going to ignore them,” Mabel Lynn put
in.

And they looked stubbornly deter-
mined at that. Even Jemima Carstairs,
of thé#leek Eton crop and the shining
monocle, looked fierce. Little Marcelle
Biquet, the diminutive French girl,
pouted her lips, and Bessie, the fattest
and hungriest girl in the party, pulled
a scowling face which she fondly
imagined expressed her iron determina-
tion.

They weren’t going to knuckle under
—rather not! They were standing by
their tomboy chum. They were also
standing by M-rjorn,

“But I sus-say, we've had no brenk-
fast,” Bessie put in plaintively. .
dud-don’t want to cemplam, yeu know,
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but you don’t want two invalids on
your hands. And girls with such
delicate constitutions as mine must eat.”

“We've money,” Clara announced
wddvnl{. i ,

“Well, yes, heaps of it! But what's
ghe“good of money if you can’t spend
it?

“The village,” Clara said, “is five
miles away. t's just a nice walk.
There’s a shop there where they sell
everything. As we can’t get food in this
place, I vote we go along to it and buy
up all we can. Besides, I'd rather like
to ges old Marjorie some grapes and
things like that. You know what sort
of grub she's likely to get if it's left to
Mrs. Coates.”

Faces brightened. Even Bessie
beamed, though to be sure she was not
cheered by the mention of the five-mile
walk. But the walk, they all felt,
would do them good—and wasn't it a
glorious walk along the cliff path, with
the wild Atlantic wind blustering in
one's face? Marcelle whooped.

“Ciel, I lof ze walk! And perhaps
we take ze bathing costumes—ves?
And have ze loffly swim in ze sea.”

““ And perhaps instead of coming back
by road, we might get a boat,” Mabel
Lynn suggested.

Ripping |”

“Come on, let's get- our things.”

In eager Laste now they tripped along
the stone-walled corridor that led down
into the huge banqueting hall. Thanks
to Mrs Coates, they had no quarters
in the castle, having {:een put in a small
bungalow in the castle grounds. A few
guests were seated in the banqueting
hall.  In the absence of other amuse-
ments they were somewhat boredly
reading, and they looked up apathetic-
ally a4 the zeven streamed down.

Out into the bright sunlight they went,
across the lawns. And then Clara, who
was leading, pulled up with a sudden

jerk,

“My hat! I say, what’s happening ?*

They had come within sight of the
buugalow. But what a centre of attrac-
tion that bungalow was now ! Clustered
around was a great crowd of guests, and
outside the door was a stack of cases and
boxes. )

Even as they stood and stared, Mrs.

Coates and came out of the
bungalow, atligering under two suit-
cases which they added to the pile.
Clara jumped.

“Our lugg: g

“ M haE. :g:y're throwing us out!”

“Clara | i

But Clara was not heeding. Very
grim was the expression that appeared
on her face as with giant strides she
tempestuously stampe: towards the
scene, The crowd saw her. A little
murmur went up as she appeared.

As Mrs. Coates picked up another
bag. Clara caught her arm.

“'Thank you, but you can_put that
dpwn,” sho said cuttingly. *“Who gave
vou permission to interfere with our
luggage 1

Mrs. Coates spun round. Her face
paled a little as she found herself gazing
into the blazing eyes of the Tomboy.
There was something very fearsome,
very compelling about Clara when she
looked like that.

Her thin lips came together.

“I'm asking you a question,” Clara
said ominously. ¥

“And whas right have you * Ida

gan.

“I'm talking to your mother, not
you,” Clara shortly silenced her. “Well,
Mrs. Coates?”

Babs & Co. had arrived now. Rather
grimly they lined up behind their

leader. From the crowd went
another murmur. .
“1 gave you notice,” Mrs. Coates said
icily. “You bhave chosen to ignore it.
As,” she added bitingly, “I am not in
the habit of having my orders dis-
regarded, and as I meant what I said, I
am taking the liberty of sending your
lug%nge on to the station.”
“I see!” Something seemed to flash
in Clara’s eyes. “And we, Mrs. Coates,
also meant what we said. You may be
manageress of this hotel, but my aunt
is the owner, and my aunt has given me
some share of responsibility. We came
here at her invitation, not yours, and
I say again that we're not going. Come
on, kids, let’s move this luggage back !
Mrs. Coates stiffened.
“Wait ! she cried. “Clara, don't you
dare touch that !” i
But Clara had already touched it.

up

She had picked up one case, was hand-
ing it to Babs, Sﬂe picked up another.

“Wait a_minute!” Mrs. Coates said
thickly. “Wait a minute!” She looked

at the crowd of assembled guests as if
for support; but the guests for once
wemedpm no wise disposed to interfere.
“Clara, I insist that you drop those
cases at once!” she cried. “You must
realise that in the circumstances I can
do nothing else. In the interests of my
guests, of the hotel—"

“In the what?” Clara swung round
to ask scornfully. “Is it in the interests
of your guests to half starve them? Is
it in_the interests of the hotel to make
genpla fed-up as soon as they arrive
ere, and want to get out of it as scon
as they cant

“Is it in the interests of the hotel
that one can’t walk a yard without read-
ing some piffling notice which tells them
that they’ll be commiiting an cffence
against your rules? And what about
closing the boathouse and the swimming-
pool? What about allowing the lawns

IN reply to

the woman’s question, Clara shook her head vehemently.
Coates does not come on the committee,’” she said flatly.
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and the gardens to run to seed, and
shutting up the recreation-rooms? Is
that in the interests of your guests?”

From the guests assembled come
something more than a murmur this
time, There were a few approving
nods.

Mrs. Coates paled a little.

“I am only doing what I think is for
the best,” she said. “My duty——"

“Your duty!” Clara repeated scorn-

fully. ~ “Your duty apparently is to
ruin this hotel. Well, I've a duty, too—
to my aunt. My duty is to stop
you—~"

“Stop !” shrilled Mrs. Coates.

And her face went white suddenly.
Very real the alarm that was in her
cyes. Again she flashed a look round—
a quick, almost hunted look. She saw
the_guests staring at her, wonderingly,
curiously, some a little askance. ne
man stepped forward.

“Well, I must say,” he said slowly,
“for my part I haven't found things
here to come np to my expectations.”
1"N0, nor 1!” chimed in somebody
else.
“We were told in the brochure that
advertised this place—"

“Please,” rs. Coates said—
“please | She stood still, while Ida,.
her daughter, a scowl on f:lar face, fell
back. “Oh, please bear with me |” she
cried. “It is false! It is wicked! Why
should I want to ruin a place out of
which I am making my living 1

“Well, there is certainly some truth in
what this young lady says. Why aren’t
the amusements of the hotel going *

“Yes, and why don’t we get better
food

“Why so many restrictions ?”’

“I'm sorry—really I” Mrs. Coates
faltered. “I—I assure you I was only

acting within my_instructions. If you
have any complaints, why, Fleue.
didn't you bring them to me? wang

L ‘I‘.-H

There -were murmurs of surprise, but Clara was adamant ; she did not
trust Ida Coaf
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to see every one of yon happy. I want
3’9].; to enjoy yourselves. But these
givl— .

“Fhose young ladies,” said the man
who had first spoken, “have only been
sticking up for what they believed to be
their rights.”

Mrs, Coates gasped.

“Clara I

“Well 1

“I—I'm sorry!” The words ecame
with difficulty, however. They were
accompanied by a vinegary expression
which gave them the immediate lie. “I
am sorry, I mean, that you should have

cn under a misapprehension as to my
intentions. I do most sincerely assure
you that I was only doing what I con-
sidered the best. But we all make mis-
takes, of course, and I hope,” she added,
with sweeping graciousness, “that when
I make a mistake I can put it right.”

Her words were greeted with approv-
ing murmurs, . -

“ 8o—so if you care to remain,” Mrs.
Coates ‘added, swallowing with an
cffort the gall of that offer.

Clara smiled grimly. Up from the
guests went a little cheer. Babs & Co.
delightedly nudged each other. y

““We’ll remain all right,” Clara said.
“But while we're on the subject of com-
plaints, what about doing the things
your guests' want you to do? What
about opening the swimming-pool and
the moat -boathouse? Why not have the
tennis courts cut and trimmed, and
throw open the indoor reereation-
rooms?’ And what about,” Clara added
beldly, “giving us more and better food
to eat, and ‘dispensing with all the silly
restrictions you've made 7"

Hate flashed from Mrs. Coates' eyes.

“I will think about it,” she stiltedly

romised. o

“But it-doesn’t want thinking about,
I guess,” Leila Carrell put in. “Why
not give us the low-down now 7

“Yes, rather |” g

Again Mrs, Coates paused. Again she
looked baffled. But the chums for once
were carrying the erowd with them.
Their grievances to & great extent were
the grievances of the others. There was
a cry.

“Yes on, Mrs. Coates! If you
really feel you've made a mistake—"

“Very well,” Mrs. Coates assented,
but her face gave the impression that it
was far from well, “I will do as you
wi I must warn you, though, that it
will add considerably to the expense of
running the estabhshment. As yom
assume so much on behalf of your aunt,
1 take it)’you will assume responsibility
for that? "

“For anything and everything,
Clara assured her cheerfully, “which
will make Pellabay Castle the success it
ought to be, and which, from -this
moment, it's gﬁing to be. Just one
more request, Mrs. Coates—"

“Oh, my hat!” gurgled Babs.

“VYes?”—in a grim tone from Mrs.
Coates. .

“As youw've so kindly removed our
!uggn out of the bungalow, and as we
dout%‘l?ke ‘the bungalow, and as there
is plenty of room in the castle itself,
gi‘l;e us rooms there.”

“We booked reoms in the castle,”

Clara sturdily reminded her.
ause,  Clearly Clara should have

shrivelled at the ﬁ;ok she received.. But
AMrs. Coates agreed feebly. She couldn’t
do otherwise.

“Very well,” she said, tight-lipped.
“1 will make arrangements at once,”

And, with that, she strode away. The
guests dispersed.  'Th ums, in a
langhing group, remained by their lug-
gage. *

But as Ida followed her mother she
threw them a glance. It was a glance
of ‘hate, of malice, of all things un-
charitable. ' 'Clara- & Co. had at last
forced her mother’s hand. Clara & Co.
were, most idedly, victorious.

But not if Ida knew it should that
}npp'y state of ‘affairs remain for very
long

- Wake Up, Pellabay!

: di

'3 OPPING, what?”
“ Spiffing 1”

“Ciel, it ees what you call

h im?—sc’'umptious !” Ma r-

celle shrilled, and 'ulapged her hands as

she g round in delight at the very

enug and pretty room to which she and
Jemima and Leila had been removed.

It was ten minutes later.

: e Cliff House chums were al last
installed in the castle. They had two
large, adjoining rooms on the first
oor, which overlooked the long drive
that led to the drawbridge, Qanked by
its two picturesque towers.
" They werc content. A haﬁpiuess they
had not known since they had entered
these’ precintts was now theirs. In. one
blow, apparently, they had achieved all
that they had fought for.

“But it’s not enough,” Clara said
now.  Clara was in her dourest mood.
“It’s" not enough! Mrs. Coates didn't
do this to please us. She just did it
because she was frightened of us!”

“Obviously! Just shivering in her
old elastic-sided boots—what?” Jemima
genially asked. Having . overstepped
the jolly old mark, she had to rg'nl:ef t,lll:

o it

TACIous ture and get

till, good work, Clara, old Spartan!
Oh, decidedly good work I And Jemima
grinned. ““Wonder what she's feeling

like now ?”

“I'm not bothering,” was Clara’s
characteristic_ retort.  “We haven’t
started yet. For weeks and weeks Mus.
Coates has been sending this place to
the do; If we hadn't arrived on the
scene there wouldn't have been another
guest in it at the end of the month. As
it is, the place must have got a bad
reputation, and it’s up to us—or, at
least, to me—to put it back on the map !
I owe that to my Aunt Grace.”

“And what,” Barbara put in quietly
but suceinctly, “is up to you, is also up
to us. But how does one put a place

on the map1” .

“We've got to wake it up,” Clara
said.

o) a1

“We've got to make things hum.”

“Hum’s the word,” Jemima heartily
applauded. “Like a hive of bees and

fifteen thousand spinning tops all work-
ing at the same time—what? But the
method, Clara beloved 1

But Clara was not listening. It was
obvious that something quite fierce was
going on in the Tomboy's brain.

Pellabay Castle, obviously, had to
win back its favour. At its present rate
of progress it would show a dead loss
on the season’s working, and Aunt
Grace, as Clara knew, had practically
sunk her last penny into the venture.

Its fame, once again, must be spread
abroad. It must be known that its
amusements were in full swing. It
must- be—

“My hat!”

“But you haven't got one on,”
Jemima observed innocently,

“Jimmy, don't fool—please!” Clara
begged. Her cyes were blazing now,
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“Listen' to me! I've got the ides.
What about a sports festival 1

“A what?”?

“A sports {estival. Cricket, tennis,
boating, swimming, races—the giant
marquee erccted in the grounds. Al
sorts of water events, like—like an
obstacle swimming race,” Clara rushed
on, the idea rushing out now in a
torrent of words. “Oh, my hat, this
is it, kids! It's it, I tell you! We'll
organise it. We'll put posters up abont
it.  We'll throw the castle open for one
day to everyome who cares to come
along and let them see what a ripping
place it is. We'll hire motor-coaches

and—

“Whoa, whoa, whoa! Ease up and
breathe, I guess,” Leila Carroll put in.
“Steady her, someone. She’ll have a
brainstorm at this rate. Now sit down,
chump! 'Take your time about it, I
guess. What's the big idea 1”

Aud Clara, thus controlled, ex-
pounded. Naturally, as junior games
captain of CIiff House School, her mind

flew to sport.
The biﬁ idea was a sports festival,
to be held in the grounds of the hotel

ten days hence, the hotel being thrown
open to the public for one day. .

From the guests in the hotel they
would make up teams. There should be
a ericket match, a tennis tournament,
open races on-the moat, novel swim.
ming competitions, track racing, a
merry treasure hunt in the castle itself
during the evening, a table-tennis
tournament, %erhaps, and a grand-con-
cert in the banqueting-hall to round
off the proceedings.

Tt good—overwhelmingly
good! In a moment the whole seven
of them were busy chattering, offering
suggestions,  discussing details.

Mabs 4t once was put in charge of
the eoncert arrangements; Clara would
organise the -sports. bs was to be
respopsible for the advertising; Leila
and Bessie for the refreshments—Leila
really being in charge of Bessic.
Jemima and Marcelle were to act as

ostesses.

‘With enthusiasm they got down to the

details.  Eniry fees would have to be
charged for the races, of course, That
would pay for some prizes, at all

events.

Apart from that they were all well
supplied with cash, Clara had no
doubt that Aunt Grace would put.up as
niuch as they uimd‘ but_as they
hadn’t got Aunt L‘rmeu address—she
was somewhere in the South of France—

proposed writing home to her
father and asking him to buy all that
was necessary and forward it en.

The advertising they would pay for
out of their own pockets. At St
Austell Clara knew a firm who would
do the whole thing—printing, distribu- .
tion, and everythmg—upon rcceipt ot
the necessary details.

Meantime, it was their
the interest of the guests.

“There are plenty of young people in
the hotel,” Mabs said.” * Il love
all this, We'll make a special appeal
to them. I vote we hold a_mceting
in the banqueting-ball after dinner to-
night. Everyone will be in then.”

That was voted a good suggestion,
Enthusiastically the chums set to
work. They had something to do row,
something to work for. _They were
f:nmg to bring back to Pellabay the
amous name 1t had always achieved.
They were going_to put it on the map.

While downstairs a furious Ida was
facing her scowling mother.

“A fine mess yosye made of things,”
she cried.  “Letting that crowd of
kids get the better of you! I thought

job to stir up
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were . working - to . ruin this

place—

Mrs. Coates glinced at her im-
pntientljy.

“Well, aren’t we?” .
“Looks ..like it,” Yda retorted.

:“When you're going to turn_ it -back
into a sort of gala ground. Why the
dickens didn’t you chuck them out?”

Her mother shook her head patiently.

*Ida, you're impetuous,” she said,
“also youre short-sighted. You know
the stake I'm playinﬁ for. You know
—but let me,” she added, with a sneer,
“refresh your mind. I took over the
management of this place for twelve
months, didn’t I? I took it over with
an eye to business.”

Ida shrugged. .

“The place,” Mrs. Coates went Gn,
“is worth a hundred thousand pounds.

rich American is interested in it.
He's offered two hundred thousand
pounds for it. He thought, if you will
remember,” she went on in the same
acidly grinding voice, “that I was the

owner, not ‘the manager. I let him
think so. He wanted to buy the castle
for "'two hundred thousand pounds.

Quite a bit of money. If you will
search your mind you will recollect

and the first of. those ways is to turn
evetybody in the hotel against them,
and.that— Good gracious !” 4
They both jumped round with a
start. © From .under the window had
come suddenly a deafening roar of
cheering. A trumpet blew, and a
pair of cymbals = clashed. Clara’s
voice, not at any time a whisper,
was raised in triumphant volume,
“Oyez, oyez!”
they could hear.
.5 of Polla.
ople of Pella-
il::y'. Ye great
news !”
Tarara! from
the trumpet and
a loud: i
Bom - bom!
from the drum.
The Coates
stood and @&
looked at each {
other in wide-
eved wonder.
*Those girls !
muttered  Ida,
only to pause as

|

——aae B
I the nick of time Clara stepped ‘back, as Ida was about to sli
Ida's treachery was her undoing ;

that he paid me five thousand pounds
as a deposit, on condition that ha com-
pleted the purchase of the castle by the
end of the year,"” -

Ida moved irritably,

“Well, I know all that.” Ny
“But it's . necessary to. keep wour
memory . Now,” Mrs. Coates

green.
went on, “I accepted that money. 1
accepted it on false pretences if you
like—which means, if it were found out,
that I could be sent to prison. And
You, too, as you are a witness to the
prelimiitary agreement. But we're not
going to {;_e sent to prison, because
when the time comes to com;slete the
purchase of the castle, I shall be the
owner of it myself. The idea, in the
meantime, is to let the place run to
seed, so that Miss Trevlyn, who is its
real owner, will beglad to sell out at
any price at the end of the season.”
©I see that! But now—"
“For a time all went well,” Mra.
Coates went on, a steely glitter coming
into her greenish

eyes. “Then along
ara and her friends.”

. we just can't afford to run
I had, for appearance sake, to
the koee. I bowed it, but om

f2r & time. We've got to be a little
cleverer than we have been—s liftle
morz subtle.  You understand? We're
Z3ing to get those girls out—but not
by copenls throwing them out. There
are more ways than one of killing cats,

into the pool.
Clara’s  voice _was heard

. “Roll up!  Roll u
life and gaiety to Pe
At onee [
the window,

In amazement they stared at the
scene which met their gaze. For there
was Clara, wearing a breastplate obyi-
ously filched from one of the suits of
armour that were everywhere dotted
about the castle.

And there was Babs, her merry face
laughing through the vizor of a
helmet, and between them they were
carrying, strung between two old-time
halberds, a great banner. . Behind
them were Leila & Co., laughing &nd
cheering, Jemima waving her monocle
in the air.

Around them, animatedly swarming
was a crowd of girls and boys, sons
and ughters of the guests of the
hotel, all enthusiastically . and excitedly
talking. Mrs. Coates and Ida blinked.

“ What is it?” Mrs, Coates asked.

“Read the notice,” Ida said. .

And Mrs. Coates’ mean little eyes
El.ﬁmst popped out of her head as she
id so.

For that notice, printed
bold black characters across
strip of sailcloth, imnounced :
- “'The Pellabay Sports Festival !

again:
Pl Bring back
labay 1” ,

and Mrs. Coates were at

in huge,
a large

“Positively to be held in the hotel
grounds. - & -

“Swimming, boating, fun, and games,
Public -~ invited. reat © Challenge

1 p the watch into her pocket,
she slipped, and with a terrific splash fell backwards

By Hilda Richards 5

. competitions! Wonderful - prizes. - All
guests at the.hotel are requested to
turn i:xp at & mass meeting to bg held
in.. the 5 1

banq g ha
after - dinner to-night,

when . Clara
Trevlyn, organiser, will
details.

give further
“Put Pellabay on the map! Roll

up! Roll up!” ;

Mrs. Coates' face turned white, Ida,

But .

with a sidelong glance at her, grinned
sardonically.
. “And, this,” she whisﬁ:ered ‘mock-
ingly, “is how to get the girls out,
Are you sure you don’t mean they'll
get us out, mother?” .
But Mrs, Coates for once was im-
ﬁernous to her daughter’s sarcasm.
er eyes were glinting with fury.

The Trép !
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OT for a long while had there
been such excitement at Pella-
bay Castle. 5

No doubt, the guests said, the

lace wanted waking up. nd no

gouht that Clara & Co. were in the pro-

cess of weking it up. That day, for the

first time during the season, the luxuri-
ous swimming pool was thrown open:

The tennis courts and the cricket

pitches were - mown, watered, and
rolled. “Keep off the grass ” notices
disappeared as if by magic, and- the

big boatshed in the moathouse outside
the castle was opened, and the  boats,
dir:‘ghias, skiffs, and punts once nore
added their note of jollity to the
general surroundings. % iy
Downstairs the recreation-rooms wera
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thrown open. Even the croquet lawns
were opened u

That was ara’s doing.  Every-
body realised it. But Clara was fever-
ishly busy that day writing her agenda
for the meeting, which was to be held
that evening. -

Lurich, for once, was a delicious
meal. The_ tea which followed it was
& banquet in _comparison with the tea
usually served, and when Clara held
her meeting, there was hardly a guest
in_the place who did not attend.

Ida was there, too, but Ida's mother
was not. Clara outlined her scheme;
h]dkthem a_ll_nl}out it. h'l‘hﬂ ﬁig‘f to
speak, surprisingly enough, was Ida.

“Well, I tbirgk that’s splendid, you
know,” she said approvingly, *Per-
fectly splendid, Clara. And, of course,
mother will give some of the prizes.
8he’ll be delighted.” §

Clara blinked. The guests smiled.
If they wanted any further proof of th

management’s sincerity, they had it

here.

“But_what you ought to have, you
know, is a committee,” Ida went on.
“You don’t mind me making sngges-
tions, Clara * .

“No,” Clara said shortly. “But, as
it happens, we've got a committee,
We're the committee.”

“Oh!”  Ida shook her head. “But
y:';a"}'e all rather young for such a big
Job.

Clara’s eyes gleamed a little. Clara,
like Jemima, was one of those who did
not beligve that the leopard could

its spots.

Shngsdid no?obelieva now that Ida was
acting in a purely disinterested spirit,
nor was sho willing to believe that
Mrs, Coates had affected this amazing
change because she had seen the error
of her ways.

“Young or not, we've tackled bigger
jobs than this at Cliff House,” she

said.
“But don't you think,” Ida asked

sweetly, “that you ought to have an
older fH on ‘the committee? I'd
really like to help—awfully |

Heads craned to look at Ida. Ida

stood there, looking very sweet, very

yearning, very, verly much_in . earnest.

When she chose, Ida could certainly
. act, and there was no doubt now that
: she caught the sympathy of the crowd.

But Clara shut her lips. =

“I'm sorry,” she said, “but the com-
mittee’s fixed up,” A 3

“But Miss Coates is
know,” one lady put in. “It is a big
job for children like you, and think .of
the moncy which will"be involved.”

“It's fixed up,” Clara said inflexibly.

There was a murmur.
hurt. The woman who had made that
uuggestion now guestioned :

“You mean you don't like Ida?”

“No,” Clara said pluntly.

“But why not? Surely she hasn’t
done anything to you? On the con.
trary, I think she and her mothey—-o>

There ‘was a pause. Clarn, impatient
to be getting on with the business,
ignored the interruption.

“Well, as was eaying——" che
went on,

“Buedyou haven’t,” persisted a voice,
“cleared up this question. Does Mliss
Coates go on the committee?” .

Clara glared.

“Miss Coates,” ethe announced defi-
antly “does not come on the com-
mittee | If you all feel that an older
girl should come on, then we’ll gon-

]

sider the question. But not” she
added inflexibly, “Miss Coates!"
That effectively silenced the inter-

rupter, but it was noticeable that the
meeéting went on in a less enthusiastic

right, you

Ida looked -

‘them all,

spirit. Rather resentful glances were
cast at Clara, many the looks of
sympathy directed towards Ida, who
shook her head with a hurt, forbearing
emile, and looked as though in truth
she were the victim of spite,

Then ~ while Clara was waxing
eloquent again. there came a fresh
sensation.  This time it was Mre,

Coates herself who caused it.
. Into the rcom she came, pushing the
curtains aside S0 pale, so agitated

was she, that even Clara for one
moment felt sorry for her. She was
wringing her hands.

“Oh!” she cried. “Clara, I—I'm

sorry if I'm interrupting. But I must
a_sk—whg,]e everybody’s ™ here! My
rin i

“Your what?” Clara asked.
“My

gold ring—my wedding-ring !
Mrs. Coates gasped.” “It's the first
time since my husband died that I
have left it off. I had to take it off
because I cut my finger. It’s not that
it was worth a great sum in cash, but
it was the one link with my dear hus-
band that remained to me. Oh,
please, if anybody has found jt—->»

She looked around her—appealingly,
entreatingly. Certainly, if Mrs. Coates
were acting then she was acting well,

“Is there mno o01e?” she cried
entreatingly.

A shaking of heads.

“Oh dear, what shall T do?7”

“Cheer up, mother I’ Ida said com-
fortingly, and very touchingly pui her
arm round the shoulders that were
“It's bound to

shaking with grief.
Where did you

tarn up!”? she eried. “
lose it?7

“Well, I really thought that I had
put it on the table under the inquiries

window in my office,”” Mrs. Coates
replied, almost on the verge of
weeping,

“You left the window open?” Ida

asked.

“Wel, of gourse—it’s always open!”
“S0 that aiiyone who came along
could sée it, and, by putting a hand
through the window, take it1”
“Ida "’ . Mra. Coates cried, in a
shocked "and trembling ‘voice. “What
are you saying, child? Of course it—
it was there. But as -if anyone—any-
one would dream of stealing my poor
wedding-ring!  Oh, I dont ‘kiow!
Perhaps I dropped it in one of the
bed-rooms.  Clara, please do forgive
me for interrupting the meeting, but
F'm terribly worried. Ida, dear, please
come with me and help I
*Certainly, darling 1 Ida said.

They = quitted the room together.
Clara frowned a little. There was a
move among the company. Inspired

by sympathy now for Mrs. Coates’ loss,
wishing to help her, two or three of
the guests went out with her.

But Clara, had she only known it,
was  Mrs. Coatas’  victim. 3
cunningly, very artfully, had Mrs,
Coates -laid this trap. With her little
band of helpers, she suggested, looking
in_the bed-rooms she had jusf® visited,

Bed-room after bed-room was investi-
gated, with no luck, until they came to
that shared by Clara, Babs, and
Bessie. There again there was a fruit-
less “search. Until, about_to give up
in despair, Tda turned ‘with a sudden
exclamation at the door,

“Mother, wait a moment !

She "crossed the room, . Mrs. Coates
and three or four helpers, who had
volunteered_ to  searc with  her,
stopped.  Across to the dressing-table
Ida stepped. There, in full view of
she took something from a
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box, the lid of which was thrown open.
It was a gold ring.

“My goodness, it is m ring I"* Mrs,
Coates ‘cried, in trembling = accents.
“But I wopulde't have put it there!
IfI dtupged it at all, it should have

been on the floor.” And then, as the
thought apparently oeccurred to her, she
looked startied.” “Tla, you don’g
think—

Ida’s lips compressed,

“The ring,” she said, “was obvi-

ously put in that
who stole it!”
* Stole—"
“Clara Trevlyn!” Ida said
cantly, and locked to see the
upon the others. “It is her box.”

box by the person

signifi-
effect

Whispers of Suspicion

)

(13 UT I can't believe it! I can't
believe it !” Mrs. Coates cried.
“Oh no. it’s silly! * I know
Clara’s not a very law-
abiding girl, but surely she wouldn’t

steal 7"

Well, if she didn't steal it, how
did it come to be there?” Miss Mardle,
an_elderly spinster demanded.

“If she didn’t steal it, then ome of
her friends did,” said
a _ pompous-looking
middle-aged corpulence.
to tell the police I

Mrs, Coates appeared to look dazed,

however.

“Oh no, I couldn’t do that!” she
said. “The disgrace! It would be a
blot upon the hotel—and she the niece
of .the proprietress! No, not that!"
she begged. “If Clara took..t, it was
only Lﬁu temptation of the moment, I
am ' sure. Or, perhaps,” Mrs. tes
added, “not liking me—you heard the
wild, awful things she said to me at
the bungalow this afternoon—she took
it out of spite.”

"”Well, she ought to be punished for
it!

“Oh no! No,
pleaded. “Let us
—just a mistake,”
“You cannot hold up one. tiny offence
like this against a girl. It might worry
her dreadfully if she thought that we
all knew. Promise me—oh, please pro-
mise me that you won’t say anything #*

Oh, very artfully was that done.
Clara was a thief. “Everybody, it was
plain, believed that. But Clara would
not know that they believed it; would
not, until the poison which was now
sown in the minds of the people began
to work, never guess that anyone had
anything against her. -

On the other hand, how swiftly it -
restored Mrs. Coates’ prestige! If the
guests had been sorry for her before,
how overwhelmingly admiring they
were now.

Meantime, Clara, all unsuspicions of
the currents which the crafty Mrs.
Coates and her scheming daughter had
set swirling about her feet, was_finish-
ing her meeting in a blaze of triumph.

i‘rerjbody was alive with real enthu-
siasm, ~ The only tiny shadow on the
meeting was Clara’s brusque refusal of
Ida’s offer.

But that did not prevent the younger
clement coming forward. After days
and weeks of forced inactivity at
Pellabay Castle, Clara’s scheme was as
welcome as’a gleam of sunshine in &

fog.
Qu_:fte & heciic time Clara bad of

Sidney Porter,
monument  of
¥ You oughs

lease,” Mrs. Coates
orget it. It was just
sho added falsely,
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taking down the names of- all t\h.e girls
who wished to do something in the
festival. Girls who wanted to play
cricket, who were good at tennis and
swimming and rowing; who wanted to
reEreuent the hotel on the cinder track.

v that time the St. Austell printers,
etting out posters and handbills post-
aste, were already distributing .them

far and wide. .

“It's going to be a wow!” Leila
crowed, after the meeting. “Gee,
never knew so many young sportsmen
could congregate in one spot. Ripping
notion of yours, Clara.”

“And it's going to be jolly hard work,
too,” Clara said delightedly, for if there
were one thing the Tomboy loved it was
hard work—especially in connection
with sporting events. “We've got to
have trials, of course—bags and bags of
them. Got to find_ the best players and
all that, We're gmi!u%s o use CLiff House
methods for this, Babs. Early morning
training before breakfast, trial matches
—and so on 1™

Excited indeed were the chums.. Such
loads of work to do all at once. .

Late they stopped up that night, too
enthusiastic even to notice the curious
glances certain of the guests gave them
-as they passed, and too excited even to
resent the fact that Miss Mardle, who
passed them on the stairs, drew away
\\l:‘ltb a little haughty dnd contemptuous
shrug.

But by ten o’clock that night Clara
had all her plans made and ready.

Ideas had flown swiftly and furiously.
Babs had suggested an obstacle swim-
ming race. rrels to crawl through,
bars to climb over, part of the distance
to be covered while dragging a heavy
weight, and so forth. %

Then, of course, there must be a
wheelbarrow race—that was always such

fun. Egg-and-spoon and . humpty-
dumpty and—— Oh, goodness knows
what else! What with the excitement

and the ideas, their brains were buzzing
when they went to bed.

And in bed Clara smiled triumph-
antly to herself. It seemed at last
she had achieved her end. .

Up early the next morning was the
vigorous Tomboy. Once Clara had set
her mind on a project she was inde-
fatigable. Before breakfast she had her
chums on the tennis courts. She her-
self walked round to inspect the cricket
pitch, the tennis courts, the swimming-
pool, and to see that the boathouse was
open.

Teeming with ideas was Clara. She
told her chums. Then in an eager group
they made their way back through the

castle grounds, very ready indeed for
their breakfasts. A party of girls and
boys came swinging down the steps of
the castle as they tripped up them, and
Clara stopped with a smile, recognising
eager applicants of the night before.

“Cheer-ho I” she cried. “Don’t forget
the practices after breakfast.”

But, to the chums’ astonishment, the
group simply glanced at her and passed
There was not even a smile among

;i say, what's the matter?”
cried Mabel Lynn.

There was a general shaking of heads.
The party, some of them flushing,
hurried on. The chums stared after
them puzzledly.

“Well, what the dickens has bitten
them?” Leila Carroll asked,

They went on into the dining-room.
There were perhaps two dozen people
there, and they all looked up. at the
ohums' entry. A little murmur went
round. Babs, taking her seat, became
aware of hostile, riendly glances.

! _ﬁut"cla'rn, fortunately too preoccu-

pied with her own thoughts, noticed
nothing. i

“What was the matter with every-
body?” Babs thought.

Breakfast—a really good meal for
once—was disposed of. Engerly the;
gathered on the courts. lara hai
given very strict instructions that every-
one competing in the tennis trials shonid
be on the courts by half-past nine, but
when they reached the courts only one
girl—8usic Parkes—had turned up.

Clara frowned.

“Where's the others?”

“I—I don’t know,” Susie said.

“Well, we can’t jolly well start with-
out them, that’s a cert. Babs, vou
might go and round them up, Tell
them we've got a heavy programme io
get through.”

Babs nodded. She hurried back into
the castle. There she found one or two
of the party. They looked hesitant
when she told them that Clara was
waiting.

Quite patently some of their enthu-
siasm had evaporated. Ella Griffiths,
indecd, made a feeble excuse that she
couldn’t come.  Babs had a feeling that
the others only came with reluctance,
and would have been glad to dodge it if
fbe could. She frowned at them a
ittle.

“I say, what's the matter with every-
I thought you were keen?”

so we are,” averred Jean
Graham, : E
“Well, I must say it looks like.it,”
Babs returned. “You w the prac-
tloegvasr going to be at half-past nine?*

“Veas 1

c

“Then why didn't you turn up?”

_Again that strange glance between the
girls, full . of uncomfortable under-
standing, suggesting that they had some
sccre!:] between themselves, Jean forced
a smile,

LARA started forward, amazed at the sight which met her gaze.
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“Well, shall we go?”.she asked.

They _went, Babs feeling ruffled,
feeling indeed that she wanted to get
to grips with something she couldn’t
sce. . Out on_to the green lawns they
tripped, but Babs noticed with a frown
that they*did not catch up with her.
She noticed, too, when Clara gave the
instructions at the tennis courts, that
again that uncomfortable silenco fell
between them, aiain that significantly
secret-sharing look was flashed between
them. Mpysterious it was, but the
subsequent tennis at least, dispelled all
shadows.

Clara, much too engrossed, much too
enthusiastic to allow auytlunﬁ to inter-
fere with the carrying out of the pro-
gramme upon which she had set her
mind, pub them through their paces with
a skill and a relentless vigour which
would have done credit to a professional
eoach, eritically standin? by and
making notes as they plared
trials were over, She nodded.

“0.K.,” she eaid. “Looks as if we
shall be able to put three téams in the
field. I'll let you know the names of
the selected girls as soon as T've fixed
up the teams. Now' then, eversbody—
the swimming-pool.” R

And readily enough_they trooped off
to the swimming-pool, that most modern
and luxuriously appointed addition to
the Pellabay Castle Hotel, A great
many of the guests were there, revc!liﬂ
in the unusual luxury of the pool, whig!
had only been re-opened yegg_rﬂva‘_v.
Some were bathing, some sunbathing on
the lawns, some merely sitting watching—
with idle interest, .the antics of the
others. There, at least, Clara had mo
difficulty in getting tog}e\lher,_her,= team,
though two of the girls ‘who had “put

their names down were absgent,” Ida

Coates, a falsely friendly smile upén her

face, came forward, T
“QOhy Clara,” gl\c said.

For on the floor of 'her foom, was a sack, containing obviously...
there ?

valuable articles,

How had it come
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Clara glanced at her. - #
- “I'm sorry,” Ida said, “but owing to
the rush on the poel, most of the
bathing cabins are occppied, ' But I've
nanaged to save you éight at. this end,
which means, I'm afraid, that two of
ou will have fo share a cabin each.
You don't mind 7 - 3 .
_Of course they didn’t mind. The
reat thing was to get on with the job.
Most thoughtful of Ida, that was, FEven
Clara wondered for a’ moment if she
had misjudged the, girl. But Ida this
morning was as helpful as could be,
“Pve already put your bathing things
in the huts,” she said. “Clara, you
share a cabin with Jean Graham,
Barbara, you'll have one with Jessie
Green. So nice, I think, to mix you all
up a bit,” she simpered. “Helps you
to get to know each other so much
betier, you know.”
“Well, thanks,” Clara said.
. Bhe didno’t care. She was impatient
to get on with the job, But she might
have paused if she had seen the queor
Jook in Ida’s cyes as that girl turned
away.
*+ Into the cabins they went. In recor

time they re-appeared, clad.in their

bathing-costumes,

 Happy the iwo hours #hat followed.
The 1 was crowded. Marjorie
‘Hazeldene, looking ‘rather pale but

imuch better, came down te join the
sightseers, and- watch “Clara put_her
éompanions through their paces. usy
was the Tomboy, but she thrilled with
every moment of it. ’

“ material,” she remarked to
Babs. “Some fine swimmers among
this erowd.”

“Yes,” Babs assented, with a happy
laugh.

The festival was going well. No
doubt that everybody, once in their
stride, was keen. No doubt thag Clara
had fired - them all - with hel own
enthusiasm.

Twelve o’clock came at last. Happy,
breathless and in need of a rest, the
girls repaired to their hute. Clara was
jubilant. She could think of nothing
except the success of her festival—and
what a success it seemed to be going to
be. She grinned at Jean.

“Enjoy it, Jean?”

“Qh, floved it,” Jean said, “Clara,
have you a comb ?” P

“Yes, rather—here we are. Give it
to me later,”” Clara said, for in her
usual careless way, she dressed
herself without reference to a_mirror,
and was anxious to be out discussing
details of the morning’s performance
with Babs. “Any time will do.”

She sauntered out, pushing the canvas
flap back again, absently strapping on
her wrist-watch as she went. )

Across the pool, she saw Marjorie, a
little colour in her cheeks at last, sitting
in a deck chair, Hovering near to her,
talking to each other, were Ida and her
mother. Mrs. Coates was dressed in a
bright summery frock, and looking most
attractive, Clara went across to her
chum. 5

“Hallo, Marjorie, old thing!”” she
greeted her. “Enjoying it?7”

“Yes, thank you, but——" and Mar-
jorie frowned.  *Clara, what's the
matter?” she asked, in a concerned
whisper, N .

T “Matter ¥ Clars looked surprised.

“I mean. what's this the:f'ra saying

about you t”
“Who’s saying what about me??
“I don’t know, but—"". Marjorie
bit her lip. “One can't sit among
people without hearing things,” she
said. “It wasn't intended that I ehould
- hear, of course, but I just. couldn’t

help it. Somethin,
was found in your

Clara shrugged,
.. “Y.don’t know anything about a ring
that was found in my box. That's silly.
Nobody could find a ring in my box
without my being aware of if, could
they?” she asked. “ You've got hold of
the wrong end of the stick there, old
girl. . Here’s old Babs and Leila,” she
added, as'those two emerged from their
bathing-hut.  “Excuse me a moment,
old thing. I must have a word with
Babs” -

She rushed off to greet her chums.
She did not see in her excitement that
Jean, who had also emerged from her
dressing-tent, was now talking to her
mother on the other side of the pool.

Nor 'did she see the quick look that
Jean’s mother threw in her direction, the
sudden agitated shaking of Jean's head,
as ‘though she had ' protested against
something her mother had said. ~

By that time Clara had caught up
with Babs and ‘Leils, and was enthusi-
astically plunged into a discussion of

about a ring that

the swimming events,

But all at once—

Clang |-

Startling, alarming, the great brass
bell at the other side of the pool
chimed out. %

Everybody stared-in the direction of

the gong. Silence for a moment
descend upon the pool, as Mrs.
Coates, mounting the lowest diving-

hoard, ‘took a megaphone and placed 1t
to her lips.

“Please pay attention,” she said.

Silence fell: ‘

“I regret to anmounce,” Mrs. Coates
went on, “that one of our guests—Miss
Jean Graham—has lost a silver wrist-
watch. She believes that she dropped
it in the bathing-tent she shared with
Miss Treviyn, If anyone has found
such a wateh, will you iinc}ly return it
to me at once.”

Clara frowned. Jolly careless of
Jean, she thought, o have dropped her
watch, not reflecting, in her own careless
way, that she had never even glanced
at her own watch even though she had
strapped it on her wrist—simply accept-
ing it as her own because it was in
fﬂa.oe _where she had left it—on the
edge in the bathing-tent.

Then she became aware that heads
were craning, people were staring.

She flushed hotly, Why the dickens
were they staring at her?

There was silence, an electri¢ silence.
Mrs. Coates bit her lip.

“Miss Trevlyn,” she said.

“Well 2

“y suppose, as the sharer of Miss
Graham’s hut, that you did not see the
watch 7 p

“I did not!” Clara returned shortly.

“It is very strange,” Mrs. Coates
went on. “Jda, will you have another
look round, please?”

Ida, as if with the intention of explor-
ing the bathing-hut again, strolled
across towards the chums.

She gave Babs a friendly smile,
paused _as if to speak to Clara, and then
stopped.

“Clara 1" she said.

“T'm here,” Clara said gruffly.

“You have a watch on your wrist,”

“Well, is that very strange?” -the
Temboy wanted to know. “Of course
I've a watch on my wrist I and slowly,
mechanically, she lifted her arm.

At the same moment there came a cry
from Mrs. Graham, - -

‘“But,” she cried, stepping forward,
“that’s met your watch, E‘[lsa Treviyn1
It’s not! That belongs to Jean! Tt is
Jean’s 1 h ?

She caught the suddenly. stupefied h

Tombey's wrist and turned it upwards.
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“Jean, this is your watch, isn't it?*
“ Yes,” Jean muttered uncomfortably.
And everybody turned to gasp their

disgust,
\ﬁﬁl's Clara, in startled _wonder,

stared at the watch on her wrist.
It was not hers!

Clara Condemned

&

"N stupefaction Clara stared from the
watch to the severe face of Mrs.
Coates. 5

She saw Jean eyeing her in
horror, Jean’s parents, grim-lipped,
accusation in every line of their Fmea.

“I—I never saw—"" Clara stuttered,

hardly realising what she was saying.
“I never knew—-"
Mrs.

“That is
Coates asked,

“But I didn’t take it!” Clara broke

out.  “I didn’t! My hat, you don’t
think I'm a thief, do you? This watch
was on the ledge where I put mine. I
never even fave it a glance when I took
it down and fastened it on my wrist. 1
must have put it on in mistake.”
. A pause. Wildly the Tomboy eyed
the accusing faces about her, ~There
was no_sympathy, no belief in those
faces. Everybody-in the hotel had by
this time heard the rumour which had
gone round—that the Tomboy had
stolen Mrs. Coates’ ring. _ Everybody
already mistrusted her.

“Wait a minute!” It was Babs who
came forward. “There must be some
mistake [ she cried. “Clara, you are
Fosilive you placed your watch on that
edire 1

not .your watch?”

‘“Of course I

“Jean, where did you put yours?”

“On the seat—among my eothi‘n?.”

“In that case,” Ida put in, strollin
forward, “the matter’s easily settled,
think. If Clara really meant to steal
your watch she must have her own on,
too. If it were a mistake, then her own

still must be in the bathing-hut.”

Clara looked.up. Suspicion stabbed
her all at once. Ida’s k was turned
te the crowd as she faced her new.
There was no mistaking that cunning
glitier in her eyes. .

“Clara,” she added, “I am sorry, but
you must realise that this is a serious
matter, You can only clear yourself by
one means,”

“And  that?” asked
danﬂamus!y.

“By agreeing to allow yourself to be
searched.”

At that the blood ran up into Clara’s
cheeks. Searched—she !

Then she caught & look from Babs:
Babs who was nodding her . head
appealingly. Babs, who was trying to -
say: “It's a beastly unpleasant business,
but submit to it and get it over !”

“All right,” she said, between her
teeth, “go on!" .

There was a murmur. Ida smiled un-
pleasantly. ) i

“Hold up your arms,” she said.

Clara, crimson with humiliation, held
up her arms. >
' Bilence—even the pool was deserted
now.

Then: k -

Just for an instant Clara caught. the

leam of something in Ida’s closed hand.
E‘he hand was diving towards the pocket
of her dress. M opened slightly, For
one fraction of time she saw the watch
which rested there—the watch which, in
the next instant, would have been in
er ket, ready, of course, for Ida
to "m 1 This girl had the watch, was

Clara
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deliberately intending to “plant-® it
on ner. - . s

“You beast!” she cried.
don't ! .

Quickly, as Ida’s hand dived towards
her pocket, she stepped forward. She,
snatched at the wrist. Ida took one pace
backwards, the watch still in her hand.
There was a cry:

“Look out !

“Idat”

“Oh, great goodness !”

Too late! Kven as Babs ran forward, -
as Clara, just in the nick of time, threw
herself back on_her heels, it happened.
Ida, unaware of her close proximity to
the edge of the pool, caught her foot on
the slippery edge. Her feet slithered,

_her hands clutched at empty air, Ther
—splash!
. She was in the pool.

What a' shout went up then,
furiously ‘spluttered.

Mrs. Coates, with a thin scream, flut-
tered panic-strickenly forward. .

“You awful girl 1" she cried at Clara.
“Why did you do that?”

_ 41 didn’¢1”

“You did! ' It was deliberately done
~—1I saw it| Xda, Ida, my poor, dear
girl! Are you all right?”

Ida spluttered furiously.

“I'm all right,” she said, and she
climbed up the steps. “But I've saved
the watch 1” she added loudly. “ Look!”
she shrilled, and held it ug. “That is
why she pushed me in the bath. I took
this out of her pocket and she tricd to

grab it back !
-Clara stood  still,
humniliation and anger. .
Obviously it was Clara’s intention—
and a very fiery intention—to have the
matter out with Ida there and then.
Babs saw the light of battle gathering
in her eyes, and plucked her arm.
“Come on, old thing !
Clara’s jaw set obsbinately.
“Wait till I've spoken to her !”

“No, you

Ida

seething with

“Qh, my hat! Clara!” Babs whis-
pered urgently. “Please don’t be a
chump, old thing. You won't do your-

“self—or us-— any good by having another
row, You don’t want to mess up the
festival, do you?”
“Eh? Of course not!”
“Then come on, chump!
speak to Ida later.” -
And Clara allowed herself unwillingly
to be led away.

You can

Drama at the Fete

%

UT for the rest of that day and all
the next, Clara saw nothing of
Ida. That girl, like Brer Rabbit,
was lying low,
But her mischief was done. 3
From ‘then on there was a noticeable
coldness in the attitude of the guests of
the hotel towards Barbara Redfern &
Co., and especially towards Clara
Trevlyan, "Quite a few of the girls who
had cnthusiastically joined the festival
now came along and asked for their
names to be erased. B
But if the attendance at the meetings
was lower in those next few days, en-
thusiasm for the festival certainly was
not. The news had spread abroad by
now.
Clara was deluged by requests for
invitations, by ‘ers of . assistance.
When Clara had a job to do she spared

neither herself nor her helpers, and in -

the bustle of those next few days she
had no time for thoughts of revenge
upon Ida. 5

But things 4were being said, Rumours

By Hilda Richards "o

% IN a trice the chums had the ladder against the wall ; but Clara did not

bother to climb down all the way—she jumped, and'a moment later
Babs'

was with her chums. again—safe, thanks to

passed swiftly from lip to lip. Half the
hotel was already convinced that Clara
was a thief. There were sly glances
when the chums entered the public
Tooms, -a ceasing of chatter,

More and more girls, obviously in-
fluenced by their parents and their
relatives, failed to turn up at meetings
and practices. One of these was Ivy
Smith.

Ivy was Clara Trevlyn's _tennis
champion. She was, in fact, a girl who
had already won distinction at the game.
She was Clara's trump card for the
tennis event, -

On  Wednesday night Clara had
arranged a singles match between her-
self and Ivy, and Clara was already on
the ground when the time for the match
eame round, But of Ivy there was no

sign.

“Ob, my hat, where is she?” she
groaned. *Marjorie, go and find her,
will yon?™

“Certainly,” said Marjorie.

Off she went. “She remembered having
seen Ivy with her mother and father in
the lounge. Into the hotel she went.
But the lounge, for once, was un-
tenanted except for Ida Coates, who
threw Marjorie a swift look as she
entered,

- Marjorie, stopping, flushed a little.
1t was the first time she had seen Ida
since the swimming-pool incident. Ida,

‘however, came forward in a friendly

fashion. :

“Do you want anything? Can I
help?” she asked. J

Marjorie paused. . Marjorie, .like
Clara, had no use for Ida Coates. But
Marjorie counld never bring herself to
be curt. Bhe said:_

“No, I'm just looking for Ivy Smith,
that’s ail.”

“Oh, Ivy ! Ida dimpled. *She's up’

in her room, I think—I -heard her say
something about having & nap.”

’ brainwave.

~“Thanks,” said Marjoric hastily.
“I'll go up.”

She hurried off. Ida smiled a crafty
smile. She waited only for Marjorie to
disappear, then swiftly vanishing in the
direction of the reading-room, popped
her head in at the deor. Ivy Smith,
looking very mutinous, and her father
and mother, were there. ot

“Ahem! Excuse me,” Ida said. *“I
thought I'd tell you, Mrs; Smith, Have
you given Marjorie Hazeldene permis-
sion to go into Ivy's room?”’

“Why, goodness gracious. no! Why?*

“I thought not. Well, she's in there.
I saw her as I came down.” X

Up in a moment jumped Mrs. Smith.
Ida, with a smirk, retired.

Marjorie, meantime, mounting the
stairs, was shaking her head a littie.
What a waste of time, she was thinking,
for Ivy to be .sleeping on a gorgeous
evening like this.

She reached the room, knocked at the

oor.

No reply. .

Knock “again. Marjorie
Everything was very still.

She turned the handle of the door and
went in, "

Ivy’s bed lay. behind & concealing
screen. Impossible, without stepping
behind the screen, to find out whether
she were in bed or not. Round the
screen Marjorie 5bepfed, and _then
blinked and frowned. I'or obviously the
bed had not been disturbed at all. At
the same moment there was a step in
the passage. v

The door apened. Mrs, Stml:l-!, accom-
panied by her husband, came in. Her
eyes were full of suspicion as they
darted at Marjorie.

listened.

“You! What are you doing here?
.,-she cried. .
Marjorie jumped.
“I—I came to look for Ivy,” she
stammered. - i
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“Indeed?”

flinty. “It did not eccur to you to look
in' the public rooms first ?” she. asked.
‘‘Why should Ivy”ha in her bed-room at

this timne of day ¥

Marjorie turned pink.

“Well, I was told by Ida Coates—"

“Oh, I say!” said Ida, entering at
that moment. *“Is anyone calling me?
Excuse me, Mrs. Smith, I had to come
in,  Marjorie; did you say something
about me ?”

:\‘Iiadrjmio looked puzzled,

a, tell them.” ~You remember I
asked FW where Ivy waa” .
1da lcoked blank., ~ °
“When 7 . e
“Five minutes ago—downstairs.”
“I'm sorry, but I've certainly ne -

recollection of it,” Ida said, “As a
matter of fact, I was up: hers five
minutes ago. I saw you in.this yroom;
and naturally I thought you were talk-
-ing to Ivy. But when I went into the
writing-room and saw Ivy there—*

Marjorie’s face turned pale with

norror. ! 5

“But, Ida, you know—you . must
Wiy 2 :

k I think that’s "enough!”
Mrs, Smith said tartly. “Please dan't
tell fibs, Miss Hazeldene.” She gazed
quwk]; round. “What have you
u%;n e {ainch

+-Marjorie’s eyes widened.

: “Taken? You mean—-"

I mean,” Mrs. Smith said shortly,
it is obvious why you came here,
must ask you to show the contents ot
your pockets!”

Marjorie turned pale.

She looked at Ida, She saw it all
then. Ida, making the most of her every
opportunity, was seeking to tar her with
the same brush as the one with which
she was endeavouring to paint Clara.

. Bitterly she resented that. implicafion
of her own honesty, but more bitterly
did she resent it for, her. friend’s sake.
Her head went up proudly.
J refuse,” she  said,
searched [” i

Mrs, Smith’s lips came together.

“Then,” she said, “you will not leave
this room until I have satisfied myself
that you have not taken anything. Shut
the door, please, Miss Coates!”

And while Ida, with a slow smile, shut
the door, standing there with her back

towards it, the search began. “
._Marjorie, pale as a ghost, looking as
if she mlg}_lt at m{ moment collapse,
stood swaying on her feet while the
search progressed,

o

“to  be

[} AmiorE! My hat!  What's the
"' matter with you? You look as
white as a sheet.”

Thus spoke Clara Trevlyn ten minutes
later, as Marjorie, trembling. and
shaken, came back to the temnis courts.

In the absence of Ivy, Clara had just
commenced a brisk singles with Babs.
She came over to Marjorie now as that
girl, with a_ rather broken little cry,
sank into a-deckchair, -

“ Marjorie—""

““Oh, 1t—it’s nothing !"” Marjorie said.
i “But what's up, old thing? ~¥ou look
Ly

“I—I'm all right,” Marjorie faltered.

But she wasn’t. Easy as anything
was it to see that, 'The ordeal of the
last ten_minutes had shaken the gentls
-one_of Cliff House’s Fourth Form, She
?]nul_d never forget the horror, the trepi-

ation in which she had waited in Mrs,
Smith’s room while that room had been
‘ransacked. Nothing, of coiirse, had
been missed, not that that prevented

suspicion, she felt, being attached to her.

ngme. Id

a, by her lies, her treachery,
had ]

scored” up’ another black  ‘mark

Mrs, Smith’s. face was

against the names of the. Cliff House
chums, i

Not, however, that Marjorie intended
to say anything of that episode.
Marjorie knew very well what tem-
estuous reactions Clara’s would be.

ith no thought for consequences, she
would go mzf have it out with Ida.
That, could only create further un-
pleasantness, further acrimony.

¥ Please dun’t-dun’t worry me,” she

said, :
“Oh, all right!”” And Clara shook her
he‘?%puzr.l'edgy. “ Did.you find Ivy?”

IN-DO

“ Well, what’s the matter with her ?*
*I—1 don't know !*

-Clara snorted. .
“Strikes me that everyqudy
lace is going crazy,’’ she said,

in_this
“ Well,

jother it1 _Come on, Leila, I'll take
you on. t’s see ' you give me &
whacking.”

That; however, was beyond the powers
of Leila. Clara’ was_easily the best
tennis player in the Lower School at
Cliff House. .

The set was finished, Just before
dinner Marcelle .uu%Eented a swim, The
tide was out, so they made it a sea
bathe. Hungry, they came in'to dinner,
excitedly chatting about the festival,
bubbling with enthusiasm.

To-night they were to hold the first
rehearsal of the concert. But when the
time for the rehearsal came, only three
of the twelve who had volunteered to do
turns were there.

“Well, where are all the rest?” Mabs
asked.

“They're mnot coming,” said Pansy
Finch. y

“Not coming?_But they promised.”

#Well—* ~ Pansy - shrngged  her
shoulders. She was a candid, outspoken
girl; moreover, like the other two, she
was at Pellabay Castle without parents
or relatives. “Well, you know what
parents are. There’s some funny idea
going about:in the hotel about you Iot,
and—" 8he shrugged again. “But
why worry?” she asked. “It's their
look-out, not ours. I guess we can run
thé thing without them if they don't
want to come. Anyway, we're backing
you up.” Ko v X

That was some comfort, but it was
small comfort. Mabs, who liked her
rehearsals to go like clockwork, was
not_satisfied. : : :

She went off to round up the others.

instance.

Now Jean Graham, for Jean
was a jolly good little and it
would be a feather in the Cliff House
chums’ -cap to get her back. About

this time she and her parents usually
retired to their own private sitting-
room for ee. .
The door was open. Mabs was about
to knock when she heard Jean’s voice

inside.

‘“But, daddy, let me—do, please!
It's all so silly, really.” .

“My dear,”. her father said kindl{
but inflexibly, “I have said enough.
refuse to allow my daughter to associ-
ate with thieves 1"

Mabs flinched. For a moment a
burning flush came to her cheeks. -But
it was enough. The very tone of the
voice, if not the words, showed that
the Cliff House cause was hopelessly
lost as far as Jean was concerned, at
all events. She turned rather heavily.

Hopeless, hopeless, she told herself,
and in rather distracted frame of mind
walked back to the hall. The rchearsal
that night was not a success. The
trials on the morrow were not a suc-
cess.  'The attitude of the guests to-
wards CLff House became more openly
hostile, more aloof.

It looked as. if the

pageant were
going to be & wash-out, }
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“Well, we won’t ‘give them the
laugh,” | the Tomboy vowed. “We
jolly well won't! We'll go through
with it. If we only st together,
we're bound to come out top dogs.
After all, it doesn’t matter as long as
we get the outside crowd here.” The
whole thing is being staged for the
benefit of the hotel.  If these ninnies
won't take part, we can’t make them.
We'll just revise the programme so
that we can carry it off our own bats.”

And that they set  out to do, The
cricket match, of course, was out of the
question, so was the tennis tournament.
Mabs had the brilliant idea of turning
the concert into & supper -cabaret,
which meant that they were free to
give individual performances instead
of acting as a concert team, =

Clara’s  tomboyish spirit _inspired
another thrill—that of a climbing race,
the venue of the climb to be one of the
castle towers, the methods of climbing
to bo ladders erected against the walls.

They wouldn't be beaten—they jolly
well woulda’tll Ehl‘:e’s’ttti. show {!&esa tmm-
trusting people t they.could get on
without ﬁum. . %

In great determination they started
on the revised programme. Pansy and
her chums stood loyal next day—the
day before the tournament. There
was no rest in the energies of the
festival makers. | 5 .
. Boating, swimmmg. running, were in
full swing. Many of the girls and boys
who had been forbidden by parents to
take part in the festival came down to
watch with envious eyes, and from
their own window Ida and Mrs. Coates
watched with eyes that spitefully
glittered. ¢

In Mrs. Coates’ hand was a letter. Jt
was a letter from Clara’s Aunt Grace,
which she had just received. With it
had also been a letter for Clara; but
that was burning. in the flames of the
fire which, even in the hottest weather;
Mrs. Coates kept going in her room.

“There’s no putting that girl down,”
she said, between her teeth. “Anyone
else would have cleared out by now
of their own accord. We worked to
put the guests- against ‘her. - We've
put them against her. Bub does that
make any dilference?”” .

1da frowned gloomily.

. ::They seem -to be getting on with

.-"Yea; they're getting -on with' it
Mrs, Coates’ frown_ was bitter.
“They'll

hold their festival. It will be
a success. And then—what? In -this
letter here Grace Trevlyn . is asking

uestions.. She wants to know why
lara hasn’t written to her. Bhe hints
that something must be going on. If
she takes it into her head to come here,
what am I to say?” .

Ida's frown was gloomier than ever.
Then she started. N

“Wait a minute!” she said.

2

it a minute!” She looked ex-
“I've got the idea. My
racious, it's THE ideal ~ Now,
isten " she said feverishly. *“We've
sown the seeds. Everybody in the
botel, practically, is up against Clara,
Everybody, if you ask me, is staggered
that she’s still carrying on after what
happened. But supposing it became
whispered round that she was organis-
ing the festival for a purpose.’”

“What purpose?’”’

“Well, we've given her the name of
thief. hat other purpose? Every-
bedy will be out of doors to-morrow
when. the festival takes place, That
means their rooms are left unlocked
and unguarded. Now wait a moment.
To morrow—be artful about it, 6f
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course—but let it be known that rou’ve
heard something. Tell everybody who
is going to the festival to lock their
. and hand in the keys at the

rs. Coates looked startled.
“You don’t mean—"

“I mern that,” Xda grinned. “It's
a cinch!” she cried. “What happens?
Leave the rest to me. When I give
you the word, let it be known that
someorie has stolen the keys off the
hotel board. That will send everybody
stampeding at once to" their rooms.
And what then will they find?” Ida
added, with a chuckle.  “That the
rooms they left locked are now open;
" that most of ,their valuables have dis-
appeared. Those _ valuables,” she
added, with a mnod, “will turn up
afterwards,” along with the hotel keys,

in' Clara’s room.” .
__Mrs. Coates stared at her daughter.
Even she looked a little ‘appalled at
. the sheer audacious treachery of that

scheme, .
“ And—and then?"” she breathed.
“Then,” Ida stated with satisfaction,

“we send for the police. If Clara
won't get out of her own aecord, we'll
make her, that’s all.” 2

While the CLiff House chums, all un-
mindful of the plot being hatched, went
on with their preparations.

Cireat the excitement next morning,
when at ten o’clock the great draw-
bridge was. lowered. The coaches and
cars streamed in, bearing with them
visitors from miles and miles around.
.Jemima and Marcelle acted their
part of hostesses to perfection.. The
hotel, alive with merry, good-bumoured
crowds, all in holiday mood, and with
holiday money to spend, were shown
.round, to comment, admire, and envy.
In the refreshment booths Bessie and
-Leila did a roaring trade. Babs and
Maibs, helping Clara with the amuse-
ments and the sports, were nearly run

off_their feet.
. But the festival was going to be a
-success—no doubt about that. In the
eneral spirit of cordiality introduced
into the castle, even the guests thawed
out. To be sure there were rumours;
to be sure there were many anxious
backward glances at windows of rooms
already left locked up.
Amazingly Mrs. Coates was there.

greeting and beaming at all and
sundry, making herself indeed, as
.affable as she possibly .could, and

hoping  that everyone- would enjoy
themselves, - .

‘The chums scarcely had time for
lunch, =~ So many things to do, and
everything was going off so swimmingly.
Merry the fun then in the pool during
the obstacle swimming race, the high-
diving and the stay-under-water contests

lara, in her endeavour to win that,
did everything but drown herself!

Then came the climbing race—what
a thrill —won not by Clara but sur-
prisingly enough by Marcelle Biquet,
who could be as active as a cat when
she chose. Then the track racing
events.

Clara was starting off towards that
when she met Jemima.

“Going well, what " Jemima beamed.
“1 sce Mrs. Turncoat is making herself
conspicuous.  But what about the old
waistcoat, what?”

“The what?”

“The waistcoat—the Ida cat. Haven't
seen that merry child,” Jemima
marked. “You haven’t imprisoned her
in the castle Gl.m%eons or_anything, to
kaef her out of the way?”

.Clara laughed. No, she hadn’t done
anything like that. Truth to tell, she
had been too busy even to think of Ida

re- in.

Coates. - Quite accidentally she looked
towards the castle.

Unconsciously, or instinctively, it was
to her own window that her eyes
travelled. And then, looking, she
jumped. . )

For there she saw a movement—a
movement in her room. Immediately
afterwards a face looked swiftly
thmngh the glass, then as quickly
turned back. The face was that of
Ida,

Ida—in her room! : i

Clara instinctively withdrew behind
the hedgerow which hid her from the
window’s view, What was Ida doing
there? Saspicion, sharp and fierce, took
possession of her mind at once. The
quick, furtive, guilty glance which Ida
had thrown through the window hinted
at once to the Tomboy’s mind that
treachery was- afoot. v

er lips came together., Right!
Well, one- little scheme, whatever it
was, should not succeed. She'd surprise
Ida in the act! &

Carefully keeping the hedge between
her and the window, she stole towards
the castle.

Miss Mardle; whe had been watching
her, turned to Mr. Smith. .

“Why, there goes that girl Clara,”
she said. “See is:ler creeping along the
hedgg there ?”

“What’s she doing—playing games?”
Mr. Smith frowned. 7

*Looks almost as_if she doesn’t want
to be seen,” Miss Mardle said. X-
traordinary !

Extraordinary it was! Extraordinary
was Clara’s conduct to anyone who did
fot understand. For to prevent her-
self from being spotted from the window
again she had to walk at a half-crouch,
and ducked and waited when she came
to the gaps in the hedge.

She went on, unaware of the watch-
ing eves that followed her, unraware
that despite her caution Ida, from her
own room, had carefully. watched her
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shadow as it crawled nearer. Now—
she had reached the castle.

Into the deserted lounge she went,
tiptoed up the stairs. She reached the
door of her own room, paused with her
hand on the knob and then, with sud-
den purpose, flung it open. She went

“Noy, you—"" she began.

And stopped. The room was empty.
Lxcept for— £
And then Clara’s eyes bulged: ‘'What
was this? For on the floor at the foot
of her dressing-table was a sack. It

‘rushed up the stairs.

By Hilda Richards 1t
was a bulky sack. Its neck gaped open,
and out of it had fallen several things.
A watch, a pair of exquisite bed-room
slippers, a necklace that seemed to be
of some value, How_ had that' come
herc? How—

And then—
Slam ! .
That _was the door shutting behind

her, Click! That was the key turning
in tl:]e lock. With a jump Clara spun
round. .

At the same moment she heard Ida’s
voice velling into the courtyard. -

“Help! "Help! Thieves! Clara
Trevlyn is burghing the castie !”

Clara, the Fugitive

th

ARBARA REDFERN and Mabel
Lynn, standing there, looked in
the direction of the ery and saw
Ida leaning out of an upper

window, excitedly waving a key in

hand. . -

Mabs looked at Babs. 5

“Trouble !" ‘she said. g

“Looks like it. But come on,” Babs
said. “Where's the rest of the gang?
Jimmy! Leila!” she called urgently.

“My hat, what's thq:ene&?" e

“Something about Clars,”” Babs said
tersely. ——

They joined the ecrowd which was
now thmngmgminto the castle. Mrs.
Coates, with Miss Mardle snd Mr.
Smith in tow, swept past them as they

At the top
Marcelle, looking extremely bewildered
and flustered, joined them.

Up the stairs they all flew. At the
top Ida, red-faced, brandishing a key
in her hand, faced them. - i

«J—I caught her!” she cried. *She
was going Into her mum'dnggm]g a
sack. She came out of the room along
the corridor. It was full of stolen
articles, because several of m
dropped out. I waited till she got to
her room and then I locked the door
on_her.” € 2

From Clara’s room came a furious
pounding of panels, and Clara’s voice
raised furiously.

“It's lies—lies!

Let fne out!”

“No, no!"” cried Mre. Coates. ‘Oh,
my goodness, this is dreadful! -Ida,
you say she's in there—with the things
she stole?”

“¥es!” panted Ida. s

“0Oh, rubbish !’ Babs_cried angrily,
pushing her way forward. “What's this
—a joke?” .

“I am afraid,” Mrs. Coates said, her
eves glittering, *it is too serious to be
taken as a joke.”

“She must have stolen_the keys from
the board,” lda said. “I noti when
I came up that they weren't there,
Naturally, mother, I thought you had
them 1" ¥

“Indeed 1 had not!”

There was a mutter from the crowd.

“Then—then I thought it was just as
well to have a look round, as you left
me in charge of the castle,”” Ida went
on. “I came up here—irom the back
way. I tried the doors as I passed, and
imagine my consternation when I found
them all unlocked. Then I—I heard &
sound—in this room. I dodged into
Miss Smith’s room and watched. And
I saw Clara—come out dragging this
sack with her.”

“It’s not true!” Babs panted. “It's
all a pack of lies!” .

“Ts it?” Miss Mardle came forward.
“I hope,™ she said with a frown of
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severity at Babs, “that you are not
mixed up in this. But as it happens,
both Mr. Smith and I saw Clara acting
in a very, verﬁ peculiar way a little
while ago—slinking along by the side
of the bushes as if she did not wish to
be scen. We watched her disappear
into the castle.”

. Mrs. Coates’ eyes flamed.

“And you ‘would be willing to tell
the police that, Miss Mardle?”

.“Most certainly I should !

“Then,” Mrs. Coates said, “go and
telephone for the police, Ida. Give me
the key of that room. It must not be
touched, must not be opened. The girl
shall be arrested as she stands, with the
fruits of her guilt in her possession !”

*“Why, you great—-" gasped\ Leila,

“I had o warning of this,” Mrs.

iz

Coates wént on. .“Tt was whispered to-

mé that tliis festival was only a cloak to

enable Clara to make this coup. She and.

that girl Marjorie Hazeldene are re-
sponsible. They are plotting it together.

overheard them. Please, pleass do
not come near me,” she said, as Babs
almost beside herself with fury, took an
angry step forward. “Ida, f:]eua will
you go.” Phone up the police imme-
diately.”

“¥es; but it will take them an hour
to get here,“ Ida pointed out.

“No matter, phone them.” .

There was a cry. Faces were looking
grim now.

From.Clara’s room no sounds came.
Babs - felt. dismayed—distraught. . She
saw now that the whole thing was pre-
arranged. Those rumours- which had
gone before had prepared the ground for
this—the greatest of all the Coates’
schemes against her ehum.

Something had to be done.
body had got to act swiftly.
this moment Ida was phoning up the
police. In an hour they would be here.

Babs felt a pluck at her sleeve. Mar-
jorié, white-faced, was at her elbow.

‘“ Babs, Leila,” she muttered, “and

Some-
Even at

‘Mabs—all of you. Clara wants to
speak to you.”
“Clara 1”

“Outside.”

Babs wonderingly followed; for a
moment_her heart was bounding with
hope. Had Clara in some way-contrived
to escapei But. remembering the un-
climbable wall, the height above the
ground, she hardly thought that
possible.

_In a body she and her chums went out-
side. Clara had not escaped, but the
window was open, and she leaned out.

For the moment at least the grounds
were deserted. -

“Hallo, Babs!? the Tomboy cried.
Her face was red with wrath, “I say,
what. exactly is the little game

_“It’s not a game—or if it is it's a jolly
sérious one!” Babs told her. “Ida’s
phoning. for the police.”

“What for?”

“They’re going to have you arrested.”

“But that’s rot—"

“It's not rot. They're in deadiy
earnest,” Babs said. - “ Whether they
find ]]-ou innocent or guilty, it means

you'll be detained by the police for a
week, or perhaps even longer. You've
got_to get out of this|*

Clara glared.

“What do you mean?”

“You've got to escapé.” . =y

“What—dodge the. police?” = The
Tomboy eniffed. “No, thanks! TI've

got nothing on my conscience, so why
“should I be afraid to face the police?
Let.them send for the police I

“But listen, you chump—-=>"

“Wellz> T :

“Clara., for goodness’ sake,” Babs
pleaded, “listen to reason! I tell you

: she turned to Bessie.

they've got- the .whole thing framed
against you. You don’t realise it, but
you're right in the soup. If they take
ou away, goodness knows what will
happen. And are you going to sit in
gaol while Mrs. Coates stays on here
calmly tuinjng the place? You know
jolly well that’s her game |”

Clara’s face changed. Obviously, she
had not thought of the thing from that
angle. o

‘“Well, what do you suggest ?”

“Ts anvone coming 7"’ Babs asked.

Clara looked to right and left. From
her high position she commanded a wide

“No.

“We've got to hide you,” Babs said,
“somewhere in the castle. Now listen!
Leave everything in my hands. Do you
know a place where you could lie low ?”

Clara smiled %'rimly.-

“I know one all right. Only my aunt

THE TOMBOY'S
"ORDEAL

L ] A FUGITIVE on holiday !

That is what Tomboy
Clara Trevlyn has become
—thanks to the crafty
schemes of those who are
resolved to ruin Pellabay
Castle.

But neither Clara nor her
chums are going to give in
without a fight, and in next
w'eek's brilliant long l:orn';
plete holiday sto u wi
read ofthe!r"'valiyn{oeﬂom
to save Pellabay. -

Don't miss thlsufrand
tale, which is entitled :
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and I do know it. There’s a secret pas-
sage leading off the minstrels” gallery in
the banqueting-hall.2

“Is that the only entrance?”

“No; there's another one not five
vards from where you are standing,”
Clara said,

“Then that’s fine I Babs whispered.
“Now go back, Clara. Leave the rest
to me. Wait till you hear a-whistle.”
And, as Clara obediently ducked back,
“ Bessie, you can
do it,” she said. “Go to the otner side
of the castle. Raise some sort of diver-
sion—anything to get people away from

re.  Understand?” ;

There were surprising moments when
Bessie could grasp a suggestion without

question. She nodded.
“Right-ho, Babs! Leave it to me 1”
- She made off. LW

. “Now wait,” Babs said to her chums;
but her eyes were resting on the ladder
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which had been used for Clafa’s thrill-
ing climbing raco. “Scon as the com-
motion starts, grab that,” . she said
tersely. “Put it up against the window.
Then as soon as we’'ve got Clara out of
the way rush back into the castle and
join the guests. Marjorie—and -you,
Marcelle | ~You'd better do that now—
just in’case anybody thinks to look for
us. Whatever you do, keep them from
coming’ this way " -
Without -a word Marjorie ard Ma
celle nodded. One look they gave at
each other and skipped off. :
There  was a ‘three minutes’ heart-
wracking wait. - . -
Then suddenly— :
“Help, help, help!”
castle was raised in stentorian:

A voice in the
panic.

“Help! I'm being killed! "I'm faint-
ing! Thieves! ire!l Quick—every-
body 1?

No one would have guessed the voice
was Bessie’s. It sounded like that of a
shrill, reedy old woman. Bessie's ventri-
loquism had once more found a useful
outlet. P - Lo

Followed startled shouts, the thuddin
of feet. “Now!” Babs cried, an
whistled. . 5

In a trice they had the heavy ladder
Elantud ainst the wall. Out popped

lara, She did not bother to climb
down all the way. When she was about
ten feet from the ground she jumped.

Breathlessly she landed among them,

“0.K. !” Babs said tersely. * Nobody.
coming. Now get the ladder back,
Mabs—and you, Leila. Clara, where’s
this secret entrance 2

But Clara was already leading the
way. The way was considerably more
than five yards, however. She stopped
in front of the solid outer wall of the
castle. B

She got her hands against. a solid
block of masonry almost as_tall as
herself. Once, twice, three times she
pushed. The block swung over silently,
tike a see-saw, A dark cavern yawned
within.

. “My hat, I feel like a fugitive from

justice I she groaned, as she disap-
peared.
And that, from that moment, was

exactly what Clara was. For when the
olice came_and_had attended to Mrs.
“oates and her daughter, backed up by
Mr. Smith and Miss Mardle, a warrant
was issued immediately for her arrest. :

For Clara, of course, was discovered
to have flown by that time. How . she
had gone, however, nobody knew. - The
sensation of Clara’s escape was almost
as great as her alleged theft.

But some things from among the
stolen property were still missed
They were a pearl necklace, a bangle,
and several hundred pounds belonging
to Miss Mardle. Ida smiled craftily as
she displayed them to her mother later
in the evening.

“For while these are missing, they'll
still be after her,” she said. * While
these are missing, the memory of the
robbery will be green in the minds of the
other guests in the hotel. The question
is, how did she get away 1*

Mrs. Coates smiled sourly.

“Daes it matter 7’ she asked. . . “She
got away. _Wherever she is, she’s gcf.
to keep quiet. The only thing that
remains now is to get her friends out of
it. But after this,”” she added slyly, “X
don’t think they will want to stay.”

Which was just where Mrs. Coates was
completely wrong.

Wﬁa{ever hapgem:d, Babs & Co. would
not leave Pellabay Castle until Clara’s-
innocence was proved, and until the
rascally manageress and her equally
rascally daughter were brought to botk1

&ND OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.
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Dramatic Chapters of This Vivid Thrill-and-Mystery Serial
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FOR NEW READERS.
CATHERINE STERNDALE and her cousins,
MOLLY and CHARLES, are ng at a
%uear ese house” owned by their
NCLE GERALD. Catherine makes a
friend of a little i

¥ Chinaman—KAX TAL, whom they
strongly mistrust. Uncle Gerald, however,
appears to ve the greatest faith in

Tal, and has little sympathy for
Kwanyin.

Kwanyin believes that her father is a
risoner in Pagoda Place. ;Catherine and
er cousing Ef‘omlse to help her find him,

One day Catherine sees Kwanyin being

forced into a car. Bhe rushes to her
rescue,

(Now read on.}

In Pursuit

“)? ARE, Kai Tal
It was Catherine Stern-
dale’s Cousin Mollie who
called that warning as
Catherine ran forward in the hope of
stopping her uncle’s car.

In the car was the little Chinese girl,
Kwanyin, and iss Smith, Uncle
Gerald’s secretary. But Kwanyin did
not look back, although Catherine could
see her head through the rear window.

Catherine gave up the hopeless chase
and looked warily at Kai Tal.

She took good care to hide the
rolled-up message she had for Kwanyin,
for she did not mean the evil Kai Tal
to get Possessiun_uf it. R

i Tal walked towards her, his face
expressionless. Catherine could not tell
if %e were a.ngrg, pleased, friendly, or
filled with hatred.

Catherine spoke first.

“I didn’t have a chance to say good-
bye to Kwanyin,” she said. “Has she
gone to the station?”

Kai Tal folded his hands humbly.

“Very miserable Kai Tal not any
more the servant of the-illustrious uncle
of Miss Catherine,” he said. “No
longer considered a trustworthy person
to receive master’s secrets. Kai Tal is
?ov; no more than the mat beneath the

eet.” -

‘He spoke in dejected tones, but that
did pot deceive Catherine, who knew

e e S

His
smooth .?eech nauseated her; it cer-
tainly did not bring any sympathy.

. “Then it's no good my asking you for
information,” she said, turning away.

Kai Tal gave her a momentary look
of bitterness.

“Please,”
please—"

Catherine hesitated, although Charles
and Mollie, her cousins, were making
frantic signs to her from the veranda
of Pagoda Place not to talk to him.

“Well 7 she said.

Kai Tal bowed.

“Despicable and miserable, much
despised, this person is, and with all
reason, yet he will be honoured to per-
form a simple service for the noble and
courageous young lady who now has the
great kindness to address him. If it is
that young lady’s gracious wish to send
a message to the departed Kwanyin,
this person will delight in honour of
taking it.”

Catherine felt a stab of alarm.

Kai Tal knew that she had a message
for Kwanyin. His words made that
clear. Did he know that the message
was supposed to be from Kwanyin's
father? The question sprang to her
mind, but she could not decide the
answer.

“T will ind my uncle,” said Catherine
coldly.

And then she bowed mockingly es
Kai Tal bowed to ber.

him for a rascal and a humbug.

he murmured—"if you
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Ilusirations by E. Baker

Charles and Mollie called her
eagerly, and she went to them.

Mol]]{e spoke in a whisper. .

“Cath, Charles says his motor-bike’s
here in the garage,” she said. “He
didn’t tell us before, because he didn’t
want to have us on the pillion. Bug
pow he can race the car to the station,
and—"

*“ As a special business,” said Charles.

¢

“Just this once,” said Mollie, with a
sly wink at Catherine.

“My word! How marvellous!” said
Catherine eagerly. “We can race the
car !”

Charles hurried forward,
Catherine turned to Mollie.

“(io into the house, Mollie, will you?
And make Kai Tal think we're follow-
ing—to give us a chance to get away.”

Mollie  hurried to the house, and
charged in in her usual blundering way.
She did not realise that Kai Tal was
just inside, listening and waiting. But
she discovered it when she crashed the
door into him. E B

The Chinaman reeled back, lost his
balance, and Mollie. toppled and fell,

and

too. But she fell more for effect than
of necessity, and she did not hurt
herself,

It was casy cnough to prevent Kai
Tal's chasing her cousins, for she care-
lessly, but deliberately, trod on his
garment. The simple trick effectively
prevented his springing up.

By the time he was on his feet, and
had managed to get ast Mollie,
Charles and Cathérine had reached the
garage.

Charles’ motor-cycle was there, just as
it had been deposited by the van from
the station. It took only a moment to
fill it up with petrol. hen, with the
engine roaring, Charles drove off, with
Catherine astride the pillion.

“Go carefully I’ warned Catherine
anxiously. “No need to be reckless, you
know.”

“T am never reckless |” said Charles
huffily. “But hold tight |”

They went like the wind. He raced
through the gateway of Pagoda Place,
and sent the motor-cycle rocketing
along the lane to the station.

It was not long before they saw the

car. As it was a large limousine, it
could easily be seen over the hedges,
and Charles put on a spurt to catch
1t up.
“Easy 1” warned Catherine. “We
can't stop the car before the station.
Mustn’t let Miss Smith know we're
giving Kwanyin a message.” '

Charles caught up the car and stayed
behind it.
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The station was only a'niile away, and
the car was ahead and going “at a
smooth, steady speed. There were
cross-roads ahead, and the car slowed.
Its pace eased to a crawl. Presently,
some distance in advance of the cross-
roads, it stopped.

So sudd did it stop that Charles
had to pull out to avoid it,

“What on  earth—=—"  exclaimed
Catherine, and then saw that the side
door was being opencd, and that Miss
Smith was getting out.

‘Fhe  secretary walked back, and
looked down the road as though expect-

. ing to see someone, She did not see
the motor-bike, as it was hidden from
her by the car, |
" “Now’s our chance !” said Charles,

“Open the door of the car for me, as
you're nearer!” breathed Catherine,
with her eye on Miss Smith,

_But Kwanyin, inside the car, had scen
them, and managed to pull the door
open, e

Oatherine did not speak a word, but
;mshed the roll of paper—the mess.a%e
rom Kwanyin's father—into the little

- Chinese girl’s hand. i

< Station !” said Catherine to Charles.

He opened the throttle of the motor-

evcle, swerved in front of the stationary

car, and sent the machine speeding
down the road. - : ¥

Miss Smith glan round for a
moment,.and then looked back down the
road, the way they had come. She was
oh\"l.oully expecting to see someone else
arrive. The ear had been stopped at
some meeting point, R

Catherine looked back, and wonderad
what Kwanyin thought of her message
—vwhether she were verv excited or
pleased, or if it were bad news.

She was quite unprepared for what
she saw next, - - - 2

Kwanyin's head appeared in the door-

way of the dar; she setmed to speak to
the driver, ' Then the car moved for.
ward rapidly, . - s %

Miss Smith ivas left behind in the
roadway, 2

The last glimpse Catherine had of
her, the secretary was waving her arms
and shouting. But the driver of the car
could not hear. .

“My goodness! Kwanyin's collared
the car !” said Catherine cxcitedly.

“Done what 12 yelled back Charles.
-“I think she wants to speak to us:
pull up.”

Charles took the next bend, and then
slowed.

Catherine, looking back at the car,
expected to see it stoﬁ; but it drove
on past them, with Kwanyin at the
window, making signs. . _

There was a dangerous bend ahead,
which had to be taken carefully, and the
Chinese driver slowed for it. Catherine
urged . Charles on, for now was their
chance to catch ug with the car. It had
been going at a far greater speed with
Kwanyvin alone in 1t, and Catherine
feared it might get too big a lead and
lose them,

But Charles, bending low,
machine going hard.

- The car accelerated away from the
bend, and Charles followed.  He caught
it up in a hundred yards, and then, in
tritnph, overtook it.

Catherine peered inside. She had ex-
pected to sce Kwanyin's face at the
window : but the little Chinese girl was
not to be seen,

“Stop—stop !” she called to Charles.

He applied the brakes, and Catherine
looked back down the road. She was
convinced -that Kwanyin was not in the
car. The little Chinese girl would not
have hidden, after trying to attract
their attention.

Then where was she?

set his

There seemed

only one - answer?
from the car.

Catherine, even though she was pre-
ared to see Kwanyin when she looked

'k, had a shock when she actually did
see her. N -

The little Chinese girl, limping slightly,

was waving her hands in great excite-
ment and pointing to the hedgerow.
Next moment, before Catherine could
make signals in reply, she had vanished.
Meantime, the car ]fnd e on.
. Charles turned his machine as soon a3
Catherine had explaired, In a moment
they had reached ‘the spot irhere
Kwanyin had disappeared. o

It was a short path leading into a
wood; but of Kwanyin there was no
irace.

“ Must
Charles. - -
<« Catherine- looked anxiously about her.
She was thinking that at any moment
Miss Smith rnight come into sight, or
that the car might return.

arles’ motor-crele might be recog-
nised, or if Miss Smith or the chauf-
feur recognised them, the motor-
eycle might provide a clue. S

“Bring the machine on to the path—-
quick 1" said Catherine. A4

She had acted wisely, for. no sooner
were they hidden from the road, with
the machine behird .the hedge, than a
car came along at- high speed!. They
only just managed to see the occpants,
for-it was a ‘hired station car, and they
did not at first think it important.

But in it was Miss Smith, and beside
hér was—Uncle Gerald!

Instantly Catherine guessed that it
was for Unele Gerald she had waited.

be there, though,” said

Both were looking out of tlie car
anxiously, staring ~ahcad, obviously
. hoping _to see their - own ecar and

Kwanyin. -

But Catherine and Charles remained
hidden. The car went on, in .vain
pursuit.,

What Does It Mean?
ATHERINE and Charles felt
rather uncomfortable when they
realised that they were taking
part in the deception of their
own uncle. After all, as Charles argued,
they were his guests. They ought to
consider- him.
. Catherine saw that point clearly, and
she did not make her decision to stand

by Kwanyin without any kind of
qualms. .

But she had a surer.instinct than
Charles.

“Even if they come back, say
nathing,” she said. .

“But Kwanyin _will have to be

found,” protested Charles.
soft voice came from just behind

them. Kwanyin had crept from hiding.
Her face was pathetic in its anxiety as
she looked from one to the other: for
she was obviously not guite sure whether
they would help or betray her.

“Me here,” said Kwanyin. “Me no
run way. Not runee Lookee, lockee !

She lifted the hem of her Iong frock,
and Catherine, with surprise an anger,
saw that the little Chinese girl wore a
heavy bracelet round each ankle, and
between the bracelets was a chain.

F was not to be wondered ‘at that
Kwanyin hobbled. .

Catherine’s eyes flashed,

“That scttles it,” she said. “Who-
ever did that is just mean and horrihlel

Miss Smith must have known it—-
Kwanyin gave an eager nod. She

saw the anger in Catherine's eyes, and

that Charles’ hands were clenched.
“Miss Smith—velly bad!” she said,

"She " had jumped’
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nodding. “Kwahyin no likee. Kwanyin
stay I 4
“Stay where?” asked Catherine,
““ Me stayee near Pagoda Place,” said

Kwanyin. .
“While uncle’s away?” asked
Catherine. “But he'll search for vou.

He’ll be hunting high and low.” ;
“P'laps huntee, p'laps not,” said

Kwanyin.  “Guessee me go findee

illustlious father. Waitee catchee.”

“ Except that uncle’s gone away,” said
Charles, frowning an adjusting his
glasses solemnly.  “This will mcan a
great inconventence to him, you know.
It will upset his plans.”

“Yes. My goodness, he can’t go away
and leave you at large !” said Catherine.

Kwanyin gave a flocting smile.

“Uncle Gelald p’laps go way. P'laps
no tell you Kwanyin is missing, You
see. Goee back. Me sendee message.”

Then she asked them to help remove
the anklets, which Charles managed to
do quite easily.

They were some distance now from
Pagoda Place, but there were only an
open field and some stretches of wood-
land between. . i:

In fact, Catherine presently saw the
pagoda itself when she moved amongst
the trees to see just what kind of
eountry Kwanyin would have to walk

“acro:

58, ¥
“¥You think you can manage it?”
she asked.

*Yes, ves. No wo'ly. Kwanyin she
findee wayee, much t'anks!” eaid the
little Chinese girl, and took Catherine’s
hands and Kkissed them in sincere
gratitude, i

Catherine wanted fo know what the
message was from Kwanyin’s father,
but she could not let her inquisitiveness
master her to the extent of asking. TFor
if Kwanyin wanted to tell, she could do
50 in her own time.

Charles walked to the road and looked
up and down.

Let’s go back,” he said. “Mollie’s
all alone in that place.” p

Kwanyin = understood, and gave
another " of her rare smiles. For the
first time since they had met her, the
cousins saw & look of happiness in her
eves. The thought of the return journey
and of the difficulties that must follow,
clouded them almost instantly; but it
was enough to tell Catherine and
Charles that there had been no really
bad news.

“Where now?” asked Catherine,
when they had watched Kwanyin until
she was out of sight.

“Home, of course.” said Charles.

“Or the station?”

. “The station? Why?” Charles asked,
in surprise.

“We've got to explain why we rushed
off —where we went.”

It took a moment or two of argument,
but finally Charles agreed that
Catherine was right.

It did not take them lon,
the station, and when they
found their uncle’s ecar alrcady there,
and the hired car beside it,

The hired car drove off as Charles
ran his machine up to the kerb.

Miss Smith, who bhad been in the
booking-hall, hurried out, saw them,
veturned, and then came back with
Uncle Gerald. '

“Hallo, hallo! Come to see us off 27
he said. “Where were you? 1 looked
for vou, to say gmd—bye. You've just
missed Kwanyin,

Catherine stared at him blankly. She
had s‘éppuscd that he would be very
worried and anxious; that he might ask
questions. But he seemed quite uncon-
cerned by Kwanyin's disappearance. )

“She went on’the train,” said Miss

 to reach
id so _they
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Bmith. “A Chinese lady came. by
arrangement to meet her. They have
gone together.” 3
~ Catherine tried to lock as though that
item of news was not a great shock.

She looked startled, however, and so
did Charles. For Miss' Smith scemed
to be lying with great fluency, and

Uncle Gerald was making no attempt
to correct the statement. 3

a1 O%_qul,_ as long as she is all right I”

said Chtherine. “I wanted to see her
go when she went.”
" bad!” said Uncle Gerald.

+ «But pever mind. You will probably
see her again some_ time. I'm afraid'i
have one or two things to see to,
must catch the next train.”

Then he assured them again that they
were welcome to stay, and that Miss
Smith would look-after them and do all
she could.

“And don’t_be afraid,” he ended.

They wished ‘him a safe icnm

and
ood Tuck, and then, when he ans i

Miss

mith had stepped into the car, Charles £

turned his machine:

“Fooling us—eh?” said Charles
grimly. )

“Or trying to keep it_from
we don’t worry,” decided Catherine.
«After all, we should worry if we
-thought she were lost. “They're pro-
bably going to search for her naur.
They've probably telephoned the house.

1s so that

Chinamen may be searching—waiting

for Kwanyin.”
Charles gave a nod, and settled down
totakethe motor-cycle home at top speed,
- for all this while Mollie had been alone
in the house, and although she was not
a nervy girl, she must be feeling lonely

and-a little on edge, El_ley decided.

But Mollie, "in their abserice, was
dsing’ some ekploring ~on her own

account,

Mollie is Mystified

1 OLLIE STERNDALE, left alone
in the strange Chinese house,
had walked about, filled with
idle  curiosity, examined pic-

fures, . embroideries, orbaments, idols,

with great care and interest.

Kai_Tal had_ hurried away when he
had discovered that Catherine and
Charles had escaped him, and Mollie
had not seen_him since.

At first a Chinaman had followed her,
not speaking, not even looking. She
had gone from rcom to room, and
evetywhere she went he followed.

But
as an cxcuse for following her. He
would pick up an ornament, or finger a
piece of tapestry, or adjust the set of a

TUg.

fio]lie, however, realised that she was
not to be let out of his sight, and that
idea had not pleased her.

“Speakee English?? she had asked

im.

He had turned with a start, as though
not previously aware that she was
there. .

“No apikse—EnF]ish," he said.

«Oh,” said Mollie, “what a pity! 1
was going to ask you if you would like
a pound note.” e .

i 3pikee little English,” said the
Chinaman impassively. -

«T'd like a pound note, too,” said

* Mollie, her eyes glimmering. .
he Chinaman’s face did not show his
feclings. He bowed his head, and
alt’ereg a rug slightly from one position
to another he liked betier. y

Mollie walked to the rug and changed
it back to its former position. .

The Chinaman said nothing—did not
even seem .to notice, )

Next Mollie had up-ended & chair
very carefully. .

and 1 .

he always found something to do.

. The Chinaman fad to put it straight
again, and Mollie very softly tiptoed to
the door and dodged into the next
room, hiding behind a screen.
. She_did not see him again. She
‘waited ten minutes or more, and crept
out to find the whole place seemingly
deserted.

Even in the hall,  where there was
usually a servant standing, there wa:
no one.. A large wooden idol stood to

/4

P

it was to_be seen vanishing
speed.

one_side of the hall, and Mollie looked
at it very carefully.

To her surprise and delight it was
hollow.  There was room 'ior her to
stand behind it and be completely
hidden. There were even slits in the
eyes through which she could see.

“Artful dodgers,” she chuckled. “I
bet one of them stands here hardl
breathing, and spying on evurithing.”

Mollie stood quite still, and peered
through the eye slits. Everything in
the house was still; there was nothing
to suggest that she was not quite alone.
Moments passed, and then suddenly
Mollie grew alarmed. The stillness
began to get on her nerves.

creaking sound broke the silence
suddenly.  She brought herself to
earth. ~ Holding her. breath, ghe
listened. There came a soft tread.
hen followed the now easily recog-
nised_rustling of a bead curtain, —
old-

hinaman stepped into view,
ing to the curtain, waiting for another
fo follow. They stood together, whisper-
ing, and Mollie watched them carefully.

“\What a shock for them if I sud-
denly jumped out,” was her thought.
“«Qr if T made a deep groaning sound.”

She was known as a joker at school,
and she would have fallen to the temp-
tation to give the Ghinamen a little of
their own medicine, if something alto-
gether surprising had not happened to
take her interest.

One of the . Chinamen suddenly

“ THERE'S the car—look | "' Catherine
round a distant corner. Charles put on
They must not lose sight of their quarry. g
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orossed, to the wall and swung aside the
bracket on which a small bronze idol

rested. 5

The action was deliberate and pur-
poseful, and Mollie- watched. ue
when she saw a dark, gaping hole

where a panel had been, she nearly
gas]}:]ed aloud.
The Chinaman who had moved the

idol walked through the hole into the
darkness, But his companion hesitated.

exclaimed, and sure enough

}-!_e seemed suspicious, and stared about

xm.

Mollje scarcely breathed. She realised
that if he looked at the idol he might
see her eyes gleaming; but she dared
not move. - .

“If they see me they'll say I spied,”
she told herself in alarm. '

Mollie felt thab, above eversything,
ghe must scream. She was strung up
with excitement. i

But the Chinaman turned quite sud-
denly and went to the gap in the wall.
He ducked low to enter, and then, just
as.Mollie ‘was relaxing, he turned.

Click !

Hiz next movement was almost &
:Ering through the hole in the wall,

e panel went home behind him.

Mollie was staring at the blank wall
again.

“Now, am I dreaming?” she asked
herself. . !
Then silence reigned again. Not a
sound. No movement. She was alone
in this quaint hall, with its gong, its
dragons, the idols and tapestries.

Thousands of years ago these very,
things had adorned Chinese temples.:
Men who had lived thousands of years
ago had carved them, before England
was dreamed of.

Mollie _shivered. €
from behind the hollow idol a
about her.

“] was dreaming,” she told herself.

And she almost iclieved that she had

She stepped out
ma looked
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just dreamed the incident of the China-
mien and the little idol. But she went
across to it and very carefully moved
the bracket. - - -

It was just an experiment. It was
something that she bad to do to make
quite sure that she was really awake
now. .

Suddenly she felt a draught. +

She looked to the left, and there was
a black gap where the panel had been.

Mollie did not move; she stared at
that gap in fascination and dread, ex-
pecting a Chinaman's head to peer
through, or a clutching hand to come

groping out. .

But nothing happened, and, gainin
couirage, she stooped and peere
through.

.For a yard or two the daylight pene-
{rated sufficiently for her to sec a red
carpet. The panel gave on to a secret
corridor, and of a sudden she realised
that . this ~must be the place where
Catherine had explored.

Only Catherine and Mollie shared that
secret. .

Gatherine, so Mollie remembered,
had seen men busy in a kind of tunnel,
digging, and working \\'ith_sickaxel.

utting her head just inside the hole,
Mollie listened, Voices came faintly,
high-pitched, eing-song Chinese voices.
She ‘heard, too, the clink of pick-

axes, .
Mollie was excited. S8he wanted to

explore, just to- have a peep at what

was going on: She wanted to know why

they were digging, what they could pos-
sibly be doing, and whether it had any
connection with Kwanyin's father.

Was Kai Tal there,
‘What was happening ?

So intent was she that she did not
heat a soft step behind her. She could
only hear what was going on inside.
hUnsgen, ‘a Chinaman crept closer to

er,

* Without a sound he sprang. But he
did not pull her back. He gave her a
violent push that sent her stumbling
into the darkness.

“Much regret,” said the
mocking voice of Kai Tal.

A wild scream of terror came from

smooth,

Mollie. Then the door closed. She was
locl in,
Kai Tal, his eyves turned

linting,
back into the hall nng tiptoed to the

front door.

He pe¢red through a small glass panel

an_d saw a motor-cycle advancing up the
rive. -
. Catherine and Charles were return-
ing.
“Phew | Thank goodness thai’s over,”
Catherine was sn.ymi. “1 should think
Mollie must have heard that fearful
din from the village.” g

She turned the great brass knob of the
door, and pushedg.

Kai. Tal moved silently aside and

supervising?  goi
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stepped -bebind -the- large, hollow idol,
where Mollic_had been.
“Hallo! No oue at
Catherine.
“The chap who usually stands here’s
ne, too,” said Charlies.” “I bet they're

home,” said

all looking for Kwanyin—"

“Yes, poor kid, they'll be waiting for
her,” said Catherine. ~She did not guess
that Kai Tal was standig only a few
yards from her.

“Let's tell Mollic,” . said Charles.
“Qnly be careful, Catherine. No giving
anything away. The Chinks, I mean,
may be listening, and they would pretty
soon guess that—" .

“Shush! No sense_in telling them,
then,” warned Catherine.

“Who's telling them " said Charles.

“You were just going to, duffer.”

“Don’t call me a duffer! There's no
one here to tell.”

“Well, don't we know that walls have
eaxs here?” asked Catherine, and then
she cugped her hands, and called:

#Mollie 1"

They listened. No reply.

“Hope she hasn't gone to the lake for
a swim,” said Charles. “Once I'm ous
of the way, vou gitls do such senseless
tl)inFﬂ. If Mollie’s gone to the lake I
shall be most frightiully annoyed, you
know.”

“Shame !” said Catherine, with heavy
sarcasm, “ But, I say, I don't feel at
all afraid, do you? .I mean, these idols
don't seem so sinister in this sunlight.
Hey, Mollie ! she called.

Mentic rved
i Torniaaens

(Allrightsof this
and reprodue!

tion is

DEAR READERS.—Yet
another move! Yes I came
back from my holidays to
learn that I was fo
installed in a new office. 8o for the
past- few days, Gusty—my office-boy—
has been having 2 high old time, clear-
ing everything up in readiness for the

move.
I think Gusty would like a move

MY

every week. He simply revels in the
general upheaval and excitement.
Unfortunately, he has an unhappy
knack of either losing or breaking

everything which he touches. X

For instance, he started taking down
my few pictures. You would think it
was a sinple matter to take down
three pictures—but no. Gusty, perched
precariously on a high chair, turned
the affair into a sort of acrobatic
feat.

In fear and trembling, I watched as
he wrestled with the hooks. And what
I dreaded only too scon came to pass.
The chair suddenly wobbled, usty
staggered wildly, and then, with a
orash tliat must have been audible half-
way down Fleet Street, collapsed into
the fireplace. 4

Unfortunately, he did not crash
alone. The picture came down with'a
run, and when the dust had somewhat
cleared, I saw Gusty squatting in the
fireplace, entmgled in picture wire -and
surrounded by breken glass.

However, the move was safely accom-
plished at last. and now you may
mmagine your Editor safely ensconced
in a newly decorated room, the pic-
tures (what remains of them) safely re-
hung, and everything more or less
tranquil once again.

Oh, T almost forgot to mention my
new curtains. en my niece,
Claudine, heard about my move, she
said; “Oh, you simply must have some
new curtains. LIl m you some.”

Knowing Claudine, I didn't pay too
much attention. Judge of my surprise,
therefore, when the other day she
appeared with an enormous parcel con-
taining—curtains. And such curtains!

Duly hung. they presented a truly
wonderful appearance (for Claudine’s
ideas of decoration are rather start-
lingly modern). I'm afraid some of my
contributors, entering my room, must
have something of a shock.

Now, in a very few words, I must
tell yvou something about

NEXT WEEK'S STORIES

The third -of the present series of
complete ClLif House holiday stories
afpeam next Friday, under the title
of “IN HIDING ON HOLIDAY.”
Written by popular Hilda Richards,
this magnificent tale stars your great
favourite, Tomboy Clara Trevlyn, and
is a stirring narrative of exciting
events at Pellabay Castle,

Marjorie Stanton’s “MORCOVE IN
UNKNOWN AFRICA,” and Elizabeth
Chester’s “PAGODA OF PERIL,” will
thrill you again next week, and there
will, of course, be another sparkling
complete story featuring Her Harum-
scarum IMighness.

Pat's four pages of delightful
articles complets a really splendid
number—ene you simply mustn’t miss |

And don’t forget that your SCHOOLGIRL
will be on sale on Friday next week;

With best wishes, YOUR EDITOR.

“You go that way, I'll go this,” said
Charles, pointing out tghe way he
expected Catherine to take in obedi-
ence to his command.

He passed through a bead curtain,
and the sound of his footsteps dis-
appeared.

Catherine turned to obey him, bub
paused. A soft, strange sound had come
to her. It was the sound of an indrawn
breath.

All at_once her lightness of heart
went. She stiffened. = She hardly
breathed. :

Someone was watching, spying.

She glanced round the small hall, and
then nearly screamed. For, looking in
the direction of the small idol that
operated the entrance to the secret
panel, she saw something that filled her
with horror.

At one side of the panel, to the left of
the idol, was a piece of bright material.
It protruded from the beading of the
panel.

At a glance Catherine recognised it.
It was a piece of Mollie’s frock.

She stepped- forward, and then hesi-
tated, looking about her warily. But
now she could see that the material
had been traplpcd, as in a door. The
panel was slightly ajar where the
material had caught.

“A secret panel,” she told herself,
and then remembered the occasion when
she had been wearing the idol's lead.
Then she called softly:

“ Mollie, Mollie !”

It seemed to her that a soft reply
came, and she went to the panel, to
open it. .

But that sound she had heard had
come from behind her. Kai Tal had
moved from behind the idol. As he
sr.epied forward Catheritic moved the
bracket on which the little idol stood—
the secret catch that opened the panel.

trapped by
Next Friday's

this dramatic incident, so make quite
certain. of - your SCHOOLGIRL by
ordering it right away.
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In Quest of the CGolden Grotto . .

. Thrilling Adventures with

the Morcove Chums in This Exciting Jungle Serial

ORLOVE

FOR NEW READERS.

BETTY BARTON & CO., of Moreove School,
together with members of Grangemeor,
are in Afries, seeking a mysterious Golden
Grotto in the Kwamba country. They
have a rival —a Frenchman wnamed
DUPONT.

Arriving in the Kwamba country the
expedition makes friends with the natives,
the Golden Grotto

her brumer, Jack, are chosen to accompany
MR. W OUGHRBY on the last stage of
the rllouz expedition. Their guide h to
be an old witch-doctor who, however, bas

nlrew proved himself their deadly

enemy |
(Now read on.)

The Valley of the Giant
aﬁ !
“ m-e(fou iwo girls getiing
a b

AMr. Willoughby; not

“An hour since we seb out—um!
Well, from what the Kwamba chief
said, we shouldn’t have to go much
farther.”

“8o long as our, gmde is taking us
the right way, sir.”

This was Jack Linton, with a private
wink for his sister Polly and her chum
Betty.

That_pair of Morcovians, ver Py
at having to go with Mr, Wlfuughby
and Jack upon what promised to be
such a thrilling bit of sightseeing, quite
understood the meaning of the win|

They and Jack had agreed not to
say anything too disturhing to Mr.
Willoughby about the native guide. AL
the same time, there was no
implying mistrust of the man. So
Jack’s wink had cimply meant: “Be-
cause I've said that, don’t you girls
say the rest.’”

But now - Mr.* Willoughby, walking
slightly ahead of  the three juniors,
with the Kwamba guide still more in

front, smiled round in a very knowing
manner.

“You youngsters don’t like this black
fellow? Neither do I, He's the very
last man I would have wished to pick

from the whole Kwamba tribe—their
witch-doctor.  But you know how I
was placed. The chief would have

him take us to this strange place—de-
clared, in fact, that not another soul
in the tribe could ever be persuaded
to go there I'"*

“All T'm saying is, sir Jack
grmned “the old bloke looLs his
part.”

“Doesn’t he?” Polly grimaced.
“ Horrid, skinny wretch 1™
Mr. Willoughby gave an agreeing

nod, and faced to the front agam. So,
like the two girls and Jack, he could
keep an eye upon the Fnde, who at
the best had been openly sulky from
the start, and yet, siramgely cnough,
he was leading the way quite eagerly

“I can just imagine what he's think-
ing,” Betty shrewd!y muttered to Polly
and Jack. “Sort of nasty, spiteful
idea; since the Kwamba chief would
have us go to see the Valley of the
gxant. then we must be taken there.

"

“If only we can come to harm, so
much the better for old Cross- -Eye !
Jack said, with a grin. at the nick-
name suddenly thought of for the
odious creature. “Say, though !”

This added exclamation was due to a
sudden increase in the impressive
nature of their, surroundings.

In the last few moments they had
followed the witch-doctor. round . a
sharp bend in a rough track—one that
was like the dry bed of a watercourse,
walled in by brown rocks.

Beyond the bend the view ahead be-
came a wide one, and it was what

could be seen of a sudden by looking.

beyond the plodding guide that so
excited Jack.

By MAR] ORIE STANTON
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As for Polly and Betty,
stantly wondered aloud :

“But is this . it, then-ufhe \”a]ley
of the Giant?”

Again Mr. Willoughby smiled. round
upon his trio of youthful companions;
but as the witch-doctor still padded
on, his bony feet untroubled -by ‘the
pebbly nature of the track, there -was
no - -halting for an exchange of
comments.

The leader of the Morcove Expedi-
tion to Kwamba. and his three juniors,
would certainly have come to a stand-
still just here if the guide had con-
sulted their wishes. For the ‘“‘surprise
view * was more than impressive in its
rugged grandeur. I was sensational.

A more enormous valley than this
that had suddenly opened out to them.
between two of the vast mountains of
the great Kwamba range, Betty and
Po]ly could not have imagined.

Sunless was the bottom of the great
valley at this time, for the burning
African sun was but two hours from
his setting.  Accustomed in the last
few weeks of holiday travel in

equatorial Africa, to the most dazzling,
grlllmg sunlight, the juniors at once
marked the cool gloom which this
valley had to offer. Vet it was a
change from trying heat that did not
seem to give relief.

Instead, the mysterious place was all
the more oppressive, bocause of its
being in deep shade. The very spirif
of the valley seemed to be “hlspm ing :
“All who enter here—beware !”

Suddenly the witch-doctor ‘stopped,
and, facing round, let them see that
cunnmg face of his for the first time
since he set off to conduct them, by
tortuous ways, to this spot.

No proud or pleased smile was his,
such as any erdinary guide is likely to
indulge in, having provided eager
sightseers with a thrill. . He could, of
course, only speak the native I:mguage,
of which none of his companions knew

they in-
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a word. So he had to resort to looks
and gestures, and they were all'of a
sullen “There-you-are-then !” kind.

“ , then,”” Polly " impatiently
clamoured, “where s the Giant—*the
man turned to stone,” as the Kwambas
call him? This must be the valley,
right enough.””

“We'll take 8 look round—after a
few minutes’ rest, perhaps?”

“Oh nol No hanging abeut,” Betty
laughingly pleaded. *\Why?”

“All right, then. Come along with
me. Our guide, I take it, prefers not
to go any farther.”

Tie witch-doctor  bad suddenly
squatted down, knees to chin. His
bony black arms were clasped about
his “doubled legs, the posture being
altogether one of sulky determination—
not to go another step.

‘““Hanged if I tip him when we get
back!” Jack grinned. “Now, if old
Kwamba could have come with us,
what a difference I”

“ Like some bald-headed old vulture,”
Polly said, as she looked back over a
shoulder.  “What a shame it is,
though, that these tribes must always
have some awful witch-doctor johnny,
only living to make trouble for others.””

“We'll watch it that he doesn’s make
any trouble for us,” Befty murmured.
“Naturally, a man like that is bound
tobe j a.l]{ms of our standing so well
with the tribe and its chief:  Then
there’s the reason for our having come
to Kwamba to find the Golden Grotto.
The tribe wants us to find ‘it for them,
but I very much doubt if he does.”

“That's just. about 'it;" Jack Heartily
agreed. ‘“He only wants things to stay
as they . are, so that he can go on

‘smelling out’ as many victims as ever, -

and have a high old time in his own
rotten way. «Nasty bit of work !”
“Strange,” said Betty to the brother
and~ sister, Mi: Willoughby keeping
slightly in advance, “the witch-doctor is
the only. Kwamba who is not afraid of
coming here. . I ‘wonder |+ H the truth
were - known, - perha; the cunning
wrétch has “caused the valley to be
haunted 1’ . 5
“8o that he could have the place all
to: himself,” Polly rejoined. *In which
case he may have found out something
about it that he hasn’t wanted the tribe

to discover.”

“I ~ wonder!”  Betty - whispered.
“Hallo,” as she - glanced - back, *“he’s
gohe[” -

“Good riddance, then!” Polly

grimaced. “We can easily find our way *

back. But he hasn't gone far—not he I

“Bkulking_amongst the rocks—spying
upon us.’”:Jack was carrying on the
shrewd talk, " when Mr. Willoughby
called out as he stopped dead, pointing.

“Over there. See it?”

#0h I” jerked Betty and Polly, whilst
Jack i’airfy shouted : -

“By. Jove, so it is]. Hurrah! The
‘ man turned to stons v

v "
The ™ Man Turned to Stone
HE two girls and’ Jack had Mr.
E Willougﬁb keeping -up * with
them as‘they made their own
eager dash to get a closer look
at_the colossal stone’image. .

It had come into sight suddenly upon
their left beiig set up in a recessed
posifion amongst great boulders.

As the four of them reached the half-
enclosed space in front of the figure,
they could almost believe they. were
treading ' the boulder-strewn foor of
what had once been a vast rectangular
building, its wall fashioned from blocks
of hewn stone, )

But the recess was g perfectly natural
one—simply the freakish shape a gully
had taken” at_the foot of one ufs-’utlle
mountains which
of the valley.

As fo the “man turned to stone;” the
giant after whom the valley was called
by the Kwamba people—it was obviously

e work of ancient Egypt. - )

Even the three juniore.could recognise,
ust as quickly asdid Mr. Willoughby,
ow exactly the image resembled one of
those impressive stone figures which still
survive to-day amongst the tombs of the
Pharaohs,

But the size of it !

That was what held Mr. Willoughby
and his young cognzﬁmionu spellbound.

Twenty feet, }“f , at least, was the
figure, and this although it was that of
a seated man. The weather of thou-
sands of years had erased much of the
original sculpturing ir_all its faithful-
ness to proportion and other rules of

formed a whole side

art. o
. The face itself was worn smooth by
time, so ‘that it now presented a
strangely bleared effect as to the ex-
pression. Yet the eyes, deeply carved,
skill kept their staring, sphinx-like look,
and the firm set of the mouth was trace-
able above the square, bearded chin.
There ‘he sat, the giant of the vn}leg.
alert, kingly as a monarch upon his
throne, the upper part of his arms
coming straight down to his ‘hips, and
then ‘the forearms lying along his
thighs, so that either hand clasped ovér
a knee. 47 L
“King Ankh?” Betty wondered aloud,
ending a full minute of silence due to
awe. “Is that who he is supposed to

be 1 .

“I expect s0,” Mr. Willoughby
nodded. ~ “He was mnever here, of
course; but those who found their way
to Kwamba as an expedition from his
kingdom—they sét up the. figure in

onour of him.” . i’ .

. “What it must have cost them to do
it !” Polly gasped.. ‘¥ mean the labour,
to say nothing of the actual sculpture
WoEk . &g

-, "How on garth did they ever set about
it all?” Jack marvelled. - “See the size
of him'l - Did they simply carve him out
of one whacking'great mass of rock ?”

“But I don't believe it is done all in
one block,” Mr. Willoughby muttered,
going closer still to start a very keen
inspection. *Anyhow, the Egyptians
did some wonderful things in the way
of setting up huge stones on end.”

The juniors also went nearer, and

then he remarked :
“No, this image is not all of one
piece. It seemns to have been' made in

three—four—five sections at least. Btill,
pretty good’ effort |
“I should think it was!” Betty ad-
miringly exclaimed, “And that makes
you wonder why—why they went to such
trouble. 'The Ankh sign on the moun-
tain above our camp—that you can
easily account for, It was done merely
to show their claim, as it were, to the
Kwamba country. It can be seen from
miles away. But this statue hidden
away in this valley!” - %
“Has it something to do with the
Golden Grotto itself ?” was Polly’s thrill-
1y
gold at Kwamba which made them want
to come back again, some day, and ged
more of it.” I wonder if they ever did ?"
“Very likely mot,” Mr. Willoughb
responded, whilgt hé still prowled z'oung
and round the stone figure, sometimes
with his eyes only six inches from the
taven surface. “One thing is certain.
1l knowledge. of this p;aee died wi
the King Ankh' dynasty.”

suggestion. ‘It was their finding .
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“Whew {” Jack whistled. - “ When you
think; chaps "—as if his sister and Polly
were schoolboy pals of his—*we really
are the first white people to tread here!

f any exBlore‘r had come this way at
any tune he would have been bound to
shout about it when he got back home.”
. As we shall do!” chuckled Polly.
And have samples of the gold to show

as well, perhaps. How perfectly splen-
did! Oh, what a holiday trip this has
been! First, getting to Kwamba, and
now—this 1" .
_ “¥es,” Betty laughed, in great exoite-
ment. “Here in this Valley of the
Giant—somewhere here, * surely, the
Golden Grotto.!”

“Better open your hayersacks and get

a bite and a drink,” Mr. Willonghby
affably suggested, as he himself lighted
another cigarette. “We mustn’t hang

about for long, this first visit. If we
are to be back in camp before dark——"

‘“But we shall come out here again to-
morrow I’ was Polly’s glad, taken-for-
granted ery. ith some of the others
—a whole ‘day here ”

+ “How about shifting camp to this
valley, sir?” Jack suggested, as he un-
st?pered a water-bottle that held golld
coffee. “Have some of this, girls.
What I'm thinking, Mr. Willoughby?
we are more on the spot here. This
valley was morée important “to the
Egyptians than that mountainside where
they carved the Ankh sign, wasnt'it?”

“Not the least doubt, going by this,*
Mr. Willoughby said, nodding towards
the colossal image. “In fact, I'm won-
dering whether . L2

And there he broke off ubruptlly, no
less startled than were the two girls and
Jack by a sudden noise of alarming
significance.

he brooding silence of the great
valley had been . put to flight by a dull
rumbling as of falling rocgl;s on one of
the steefw slopes. B

“Oh, look—look I” Polly yelled. “Up
there I’ she went on to a louder. yell of
“Look out!” at the same time darting
to be out of danger.
~ With her ran Betty and Jack and Mr.
Willoughby. It was a general stampede
to get more away towards the dead level
floor of the valley, whilst down the steep
slope behind the stone giant came tons
of falling rock.

To the rumble and crash of bounding
boulders, as ther came !kiﬂfmg down-
hill, was added the har roar of
loosened pebbles drawn after them.

For a few moments there was such a
deafening noise in the ears of the two
girls and their companions as reminded
them of the roar of breakers along
Morcove's ruiged shores.

Then, as they stopped and looked
round—feeling sure they had run far
enough to be out of harm's way—they
were just in time to see one of the fore-
most rocks, of all that were hurtling
down, hit the stone image.

A loud, jarring smash sounded
sharply above the general avalanching
roar. That lump of rock, in full career,
had dealt the statue a shaking blow.

Crash! Again—smash! The ancient
stone image was standing right in the
ath of rocks that still hurtied down.
t was doomed to sudden destruction—
at long last!

Those who were near to see this fate-
ful thing happening ame aghast,
For thousands of years, that wonderful
work of art had survived, and now it
was being suddenly shattered—smashed
to_atoms! s

Betty and the others saw it falling
to bits under such s terrific assault.

th. The head was off—lying about in all

the dust and smother, somewhere. After
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thousands of years—no more would that

stone face stare out, with its sphinx-

like ex?ressiﬂn, into the valley 1
*Awful I"” Betty gasped, when at last

the rumble of cascading stones ~was
dying down. “Oh, and it seems such
a shame !”

“Smashed —~ wiped  out!” Poll

panted. “And so now our chums wil
never know what a wonderful thing it
was. We shall try to describe it——"

A& wild shout imterrupted her. It
came from Jack,

“But that’s why it happened!” he
was angrily roaring. ' See him—up
there, where the rocks came from!
The witch-doctor 17

“What | = ]

For now Betty and Polly, like Mr.
Willoughby, were gazing up the steep
mountamside.  Jack’s outflung hand
was pointing dirvectionally,

tiny figure to them all, seen as he
was_from so far below—there was the
guide who had conducted them to the
valley.

The witch-doctor—he was up there, in
view to them only because he had not
been gquick enough to scramble out of
pight. Now he was doing his best to
clamber to some hiding-place amongst
the crags.

For a few seconds longer they could
see him, as he wrigg].ed and stooped
about; and then—he 111 ed |

He slipped and fell, because of
guilty over-haste. And, even though
only a few moments ago the man’s ill-
will towards them had en shown
again, they all cried out in great con-
ﬂEl‘!}ll,_ linowi.ng the fate that must now

8

The Secret of the Valley
N the veturning silence, after all the
appalling commotion of the last
few moments, Betty and Polly and
Jack turned their eyes upon Mr.
Willoughby.

He was looking very grave, still
staring up to that part of the craggy
tlope where the witch-doctor had last
been seen,

“Yes, welll Now I shall have to go
up—to see,” came the calmly-voiced
decision. *'I must know if he is lying
about up there, only injured. If is,
then we'll do our best for him.”

“Shall we all go, sir?”

*No, Jack; your sister and.Betty will
stay about, down here, and you must
keep with them. I shan’t be long, and
we shall be within easy shouting dis-
tance. There's no risk, I imagine, of
any more rocks coming down,” added
Myr. Willoughby.

He hurried away, to start his awk-
ward chimb, and for a little while the
two girls and Jack watched him.

“Gee, though,” Jack muttered. *Just
fancy the witch-doctor trying that game
on us! Talk about being ‘put on
the s?ot’.’ ‘We were on the spot just
then 1"

“Near enough, anywo;," Beity
agreed, a little shakily. "I believe
now that we might have been hwrt
after all, if the stone giant had not
been in the way.”

Polly nodded.

"Ye’P; Some of those lumps of rock
were fairly round, They might have
come bowling at us, even though we had
run to be out of the way.”

“Let’s have a look at what remains
of poor old King Ankh,” Jack said with
returning joviality, ““Find his head,
chaps; take it home as a souvenir I”

i t’t‘.’W?”t P}r:l] jested back. “Don’t
expect me to help you carry it, anyway.
Just.l.i,ook at the state the place is 1;;:
now !

“ As if there’d been an earthquake,”

Betty put it. “We'll be able to take
back tiny bits of the statue, anyhow,
for the Morcove museum! There are

parts of it simply smashed to atoms.”

They were almost back at the very
spot where, five minutes since, they had
stood grouped in front of the image.
It was a case of having to step warily
now, for the debris was heaped in many
a loose mound. Big fregments of
smashed boulders, by suddenly turning
over, could easily crush a foot.

Jack suddenly whistled his renewed

awe.

“I'm bothered, girls! Even the sort
of foundation stone of the statue was
upset | - King Ankh was fetched down
good and well, that time. It made a
clean sweep of him.”

He had no sooner voiced that com-
ment than he saw Betty make a pounc-
ing movement—as if to snatch up some
interesting fragment. But her hand
did not go to ground; she merely
stooped low, appearing to use her ears
rather than her eyes,

‘“Here—listen, you two "

Then Polly and Jack, putting them-
selves close to Betty, felt sure that there
was a faint sound coming, as it were,
out of the ground!

.“There must be a crevice just here,

letting u? the trickling noise of running
water,” Jack broke out in great excite-
ment. ‘" Gee, but that's odd! Is there,

then, an underground waterway, where
the statue suxx‘]’”

\
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“Or a dug well?” Polly hazarded.
“l:;ic;"they put up the statue to cover a
we

_**Dashed big lid for a well-top, if they
did,” her brother derided the sugges-
tion. “No! But look here, supposing
the statue was set up, to cover a kind
of mine-shaft?” .

“The way in to the Golden Grotto!”
Betty cried, brirg];ng her hands together
with a clap. “Oh, quick! Let's see if
we can find out something, by shifting
away some of the broken rock !I"*

“It’s the very thing to do,” Jack
shouted.

Instantl% they fell to work, and for
the next five minutes therc was an in-
cessant rattling and crashing as the
fractured rock was removed,

Often it took a couple of them to shife
aside one extra large lump. They had
begun work upon what was a mound,
and as this was slowly reduced it seemed
to them that the ynmistakable noise of
water, gurgling' along an underground
channel, grew slightly louder,

Then Mr. Willoughby came back, to
raise his brows in astonishment at what
the juniors were doing, )

“Fact is, sir, we’re on to something
good, we reckon !” Jack puffed. “You
can_hear running water.”

“Water!  Ah, then!” was Mr.
Wﬂ}ougglgxy’u understanding murmur.
“But about that witch-doctor. I found
him, and—nothing I could do. Don’t
know how the chief and his tribe will
take the news, but that man broke his
neck when he fell.” .

JT was a wonderful sight that Mr. Willoughby’s torch revealed—the
thed.

Golden Grotto.

“‘ Found. at last ]’

breat|

Betty
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- Tho tragic news was given.in a sub-
dued tone which was not without its
note of pity. And the listeners showed
how they, too, were being affected by
the witch-doctor’s death, when thes
paused for a few seconds and looke
most solemn. .

“Let me give you a hand,” Mr.
Willoughby quiet{y offered at last,
“We ought to be going, but it would
be fine if we could take back the news
that we have actually found the
rotto’s very entrance. It may well be
gbat." “as o 3 5
“If it is—oh!” Polly panted, work-
ing on again as fast as ever, * And
need we be in such a hurry to go back,
Mr. Willoughby ? After all, vou did
bring a torch, so if it does come on
dark before we—-"

""" Jack’s excited shout over-
whelmed ° Polly's breathless  voice,
“How’s that, all! Just look "

He stared and nodded down to the
spot from which he had just lifted &
large lump of broken stone, to cast if
aside with the rest. And . his com-
panions saw—a hole in the ground
Just ‘there, roughly D-shaped.

ere  was mno need for Mr.
Willoughby to tell them that it looked
as if the very shape of the hole meant
that it could easily be enlarged. Jack
and the girls were realising; the
straight nid? was part of the edge of
 square opening. _They had only to
heave away some more slab-like pieces
of stone, and then the top of the shaft

would uncovered,
“But we can’t get down,” Polly
bitterly  deplored. o 01!, rotten !

We'll have to wait until—

“No!” Jack suddenly shouted again,
in_greater excitement than cver. “It's
O.K., boys! I can see now—steps lead-
ing down|”

———

The Golden Grotto

N a moment they were all four on
hands and knees round the un-
coverod shaft-head, peering down.
But it was black. darkness only

a yard or so below the square mouth
of the pit.

Mr. %Villoughbv produced a torch
from a pocket of his white drill jacket,
thumbed on the. current, and shoue the
brilliant ray into the black void.

It had been possible.to sce the top-
most stone steps. Now the eager
gazers saw how other steps went
steeply down in a direct ‘'way. . And
every step was one well out in the rock.

Mr. Willoughby switched the
torch, and then looked at his watch.
_“A_few minutes make no odds,” he
significantly smiled. “I shall go
down, You two girls had better come
after me,” lddeg the leader, “and
Jack will follow last- of all. That'll
make you helpful, Jack, if there’s any
awkwardness about scrambling out
again. First of al!, though—*

And the juniors—fuming with im-
patience—hadi to watch him as he took
out his notebook and tore from
several blank leaves. i

Crumpling these together, he set
light to them. Not until the handful
of paper was a flaming ball, did he
drop 1t into the dark shaft, in such a
way that it missed the first few steps.

Pecring down again, they all saw
the paper still burning, - after it had
Iodged upon a step fully fifteen feet
from the surface.

“Air’s all right as far down as that,
anyhow,” Mr.” Willoughby commented
in delight. “8o here goesl” - K

it

Betty. followed. him down, and after

her came Polly, then Jack: As soon
as the daylight from above failed, Mr.
Willoughby switched on the pocket
torch again. The girls and Jack were
on the alert, ready to act instantly on
any warning or checking word.
. But the descent was perfectly easy.
To their joy, Mr. Willoughby was soon
remarking that the air must be quite
good everywhere. He had lighted and
thrown down another ball of paper to
a ' greater <depth, and it not only
remained aflame,
draught.

“Fact is, the running water down -

there means a whole lot to us,”’ he
voiced in the gloom. “There is pro-
bably an underground stream. Where
it enters the ground the air passes in
as well, and it finds its way out where
the . water reaches the open again,
through some fissure or gully. ~ Are
you youngsters all right ?” 4

“Yes!” the girls gladly shouted,
whilst Jack droned a geart‘y:

“0.K., chiet "

Except that the stone steps became of
irregular size, some being so deep that
it was a case of having to jump, the
exploring descent remained as simple
as it was thrilling.

Then the juniors knew that Mr.
Willoughby had come off the last stej
on to level ground. He was at & stand-
:_s‘lf;ill, shining the torch this way and

t.

at.

Betty got down to him, and instantly
there were  her si ht-seeing cries to
make Polly and Jack come on down all
the faster.

“Oh,
entranced cry.
time |2

wonderful I was  Betty's
“The sight of a life-

"T'r= Gouoen Grorro—at last! - .

They had found their way into
it. 'Theirs were the first feet to tread
the rocky Hoor of this.cavernous place,
since the Egyptians were here, thou-
sands of years ago!

By the electrio ray, these discoverers
were viewing now what must have
been first révesled to those ‘ancients
only by the smoky flame of primitive
torches.

A single advancing step, then a
pause before going on just one more
step; thus they were still proceeding
after their first ten minutes below
ground.

No sense of doing a risky thing
accounted for the slowness of their
advance. They had a smooth, level
rock-floor to wa]yi:, 1n places coated with
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. reddish grit. It was like following &
winding road beside which ran a
stream.
I -flashing in the light from
the ‘electric torch, seemed to Betty and
Polly such a delicious ‘sight: " -
‘heir weeks in equatorial Africa. had
often nieant a half-serious moaning. for
‘water in abundance—and here it was,
ice-cold, pure as any spring water of
the Homeland | S ;
+ And to lock away from that cryatal-
clear stream was to be thrilled by the
mysterious grandeir of the whole place

A golden. grotto, - indeed !

Alread r.  Willoughby, - whilst
Betty held the torch, had cupped his
hands to fetch up some of the silt over
which the water flowed, and thére had
been his word for it, as an expert, that
they were ticy grains of gold which
speckled the hendful of slop.” Gold,
too, was ir all the rocks forming walls,
roof, and strangely shaped columns in
this' great cavern. o

_Gold in such rich veins that, which-
ever way the explorers glanced, they
saw the colour of it in shimmering

streaks !

“But  we must get  back,” Mr,
Willoughby sighed, so that his com.
panions could tell how reluctant he was
fo take returning steps. “We mustn’
have our friends getting anxious about
us., Besides——""

He paused, like one forgetting what
he bad been going to say, and for a
moment he kept the torch shining
steadily upon one part of the solid
rock which was all little ledges.

“See where those Ankh fellows
worked the place as an - actual old-
mine I” he keenly commented, hey

got the ore away, right enough. As a
rule, the Egyptians only obtained their
gold from river-beds.” 5

Then, taking the girls and Jack with
him upon_the way back to the sloping
entrance-shaft, he resumed:

“I was going to say, I think we
ought to spare a few minutes, above
ground, covering that shaft-entrance.
Ymbl:nd I, Jm:lci c%n—" b

“Oh, easy, sir ut just su ing
that stone giant  had ‘nevm? e
smashed to bits like that! What on
earth chance would the expedition have
stood of —» v

“Don’t talk about it!” Polly was
exclaiming, when she had reason for
suddenly rearing her head in a listen-
1 manner.

* Voices 1”7
lously. “Hark {* .

“I heard—yes, and there they are
again |” Betty said, under her breath,
*Is someone speaking-.down the -shaft
to us? That’s what it sounds like (",

They all four stepped quickly, to get
back to the foot of the stone steps. -

“Somebody come atter us from the
camp 1 Mr. Willoughby conjectured.
“I think it must be. That was not
native lingo we picked u, just then,”

*“ Sounded to me more like—— '8t )"
Jack broke off, for a hollow murmur of
voices could be heard again. *There!

ehe  whispered inéredu-

omeone said ‘ Vite, wvite! 'That's
French for ‘quick,” isn’t it?"
“French 1” jerked Polly.
“Madame bupont!" gasped - Betty.

“And she has her husband with her 1"

In the very moment of the Morcove
party’s triumph, it seems that their
rivals, the scheming thonts,‘ have

turned up. You will be longing to
know what happens next, so make sure
of reading next Friday's thrilli

instalment by ordering your

copy o
THE SCHOOLGIRL at once. E



