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Here is the First.Long Complete Story in a Grand Series which will tell of the
adventures of Barbara Redfern, Bessie Bunter, Clara Trevlyn, and ‘many other _Clifr‘

House favourites, on theix summer vacation in-Pinebay holiday camp.

Trouble Over a Chalet!

13 HIS is something
!ﬂ like !” cried
Barbara Red-

fern gleefully.
“Whoops, kidlets, are we
oing to have a good time

Al lere 2”7
“Qh, Babs, I'll say we arel”
breathed  Mabel Lynn  excitedly.

“Why, it—it's a simply super holiday
”

“ Just look at the restauraut I plump
Bessie Bunmter glowed. * Kik-crumbs,
I bet they've got lots of grubbins
there, you know!”

Babs chuckled.  Trust plump old
duffer ‘Bessie to think of food hefore
everything! With shining blue eyes
she looked at the rest of her chums.

They were all from ChLff House
Schoal—all members of the Fourth
Form. There was polden-hairved Mabel

Lynn, Bahs especial  ehum, who for
vears had shared the same stndy with
Babs and Bessie, Then thoere was (hat
great sports enthusiasi, Tontbey Clara
Trevlyn, who ¢ven at that woment wus
cxclaiming gleefully :

“TLook ai those tennis courts! Aven’s
thoy in ripping condition?”

“Aml the swiinming pool! My hat,
gee 'ihat fellow  dive?”  This from
Janet Jordan ihe best swimmer among
the chume.

(Al rights of this publication are reserved
sgnd reproduction is strictly forbidden.)

“ And—hallo, that's an open air
concerf, going on over there, isn’t 1t,
Babs?”  Mabel Eynn asked, with
sudden interest.

“Relieve it is, Mabs,” smiled Babs.
“(an't forget yoar old Amatear
Dramatics even on haliday, eh?”
Chuckling at Mahs' cheerful grimace,
she glanced at the other three members
of the Clif House party—gentle
Marjorie Hazeldene, who was smiling
happily at a group of kiddies who were
enjoying themseives in the holiday
camp’s childrens' playground near by;
Leila Carroll, the American junior, and
sleek-headed Jemima Carstaira.

The laiter had her monocle in her
hand, and was polishing it vigorously
as she surveyed the scene:

“Weli, Jimuny,” chuckled Babs,
“what's your -verdict of Pinebay
holiday camp?”

“Tops!” voted Jemima. “No com-
plaint at all, old Spartan—none what-
ever. Let us sally forth and sce the
manager or somebody, and
where we are to park our fairy selves
and our luggage. You're our jolly old
leader, Babs, so lead ent” - =

Babs laughed happily.. Oh, it was
vond to be on holiday with these girls
—all such good chums together.

They had only just arrived af ile
holiday camp at Pinebay, on the South
coast, where they were to spend the
next month of the summer vacation.

Ruther eagerly they had all been
anticipating that holiday, and perbape
iust n wee bit apprehensive that it

learn.

!

might pot come up to the standard they
had visnalised.

But new—that very first leok put an
slight donbt they might have netaiueﬁ
completely at vest. Pinébay holiday
camp, sc far from not coming up to
expeciations, actually surpassed any-

thing they had ever dreamed of. It -

was glorious.

Perched on ‘2 high headland on the
downs, it commanded a sweeping view
of the hroad English Channel which
flowed beneath it. Brown, friendly,
laughing faces surrounded them on

wvery hand. and the acres and acres

of space which the camp ccoupied was
given over to games and amusements
of every conceivable kind. = Certainly
the enmdp seemed an ideal 'spot in which
to spend a most ideal holiday. |

“Well, hiere’s the managet’s office.”.

Babs said, “and the view over there is
the broad coucrete path into the ecamp.
*“What's the name of the manager—
Oh. yes. Mr. Mackenzie!”

“%Yes,” said a voice, and & man in
white flannels came out. “T am Mr.
Mackenzie. Ah, you are the CLiff
House party,” he said, looking at the
badge which Babs wore:' *Miss—"

“Redfern,” Babs dimpled.

“Pleased to meet you—very.”
Smilingly he shook hands all round.
“Your Inggage is here, all safe and
gound. But I'm afraid there has been

just one'little hitch;” he added. “You
over-

asked for two family chalets
looking the sea ”’ =
. * Please,” Bahs beamed.




EVERY SATURDAY

“I'm sorry. We've plenty of family
chalets, but if you are t¢ have two
together I cannst manage them both

facing the sea. If you would like 4w

separate ones, then I can fiz you up.

ut the shumas looked o little dashed
at that. KEach fanly chalet, they knew,
held four ple. As it was impossible
1o get-one large enough to _acc'ommudnte
the whole party of eight girls, they had
decided on "the mext best thing—two
rieighbouring chalets, with four of the
party in each. They were not keen on
bemng separated.

“But yon've two others
Babs asked.

“QOh, yesl Beveral, in fact, Over
there facing the downs. If you would
like to take +w6 of those, you are very
welcome. When there are two chalets
facing the sea available, vou may move
into them.” .

“Well, we'd sconer be together."
Babs said, “ard the view over there is
jolly. Which ones, Mr. Mackenzie?”

“Any along H row—or the Blue
Chalets as we call them, The rooms
are painted blue, you know.” ‘The
manager sraided.. * Perhaps yvou'd like
to go and have a look at them for
vourselves? J¥f vou'l let me know
which two wiil" suit you, I'll let you

have the ;
Babs - beamed.

_together 4

keys.

“That's topping!”
“Rather fun to Fick our own, even
though they are all more or less alike.
Come on, girls!” And off they wenr,

chattering excitedly, towards the great .

block of chalets which formed the lving
quarters ‘of the camp..

A great many were occupied. People
in bathing suits snd sun suits lounging
on the verandas owlside the chalets,
émiled at them in friendly welcome
as they passed.

From the luxury sun lounge on their

right came the sounds of music, showing
that some sort of dance or entertain-
ment was in progress, and from the
swimming pool near by the bellowing
tonies of a loud speaker announcing
some new-event in cne of the numerous
competitions for which the camp was
noted. : i

Without difficufty ther found Row H
—commdniy known as the Blue Chalets
—a row of newly erected chalets; which
a3 yet seemed to possess few inhabit-
ants. Most of them, indeed, seemed
to have the * Vacant ”’ card hanging on
the -door.

“Well, here we are,” beamed Babs.

“Chalets Nos. 15 and 17 look as if
they’'ll A1 the bill. - They're both
empty, too, so—hallo1” she broke off.

or suddeniy, from betwcen the space
separating Chalets Nos. 15 and 17, a girl
had -appeared—rather a nice-lookmng
girl in a grey costume, which seemgd
to indicate that she, like themselves,
was a new arvival. It Wwas. rather
eautiously she peered out. As she found
Babs' eye upon her, she turned back
into .the alley and vaunished.

“Bome playing hide-and-seek;”
chuckled Mabs. “Wonder who she is?"

“Semebedy .new to the place, like
us,” Babs said. “Scems fo be a trifle
lost. I say, this is dinky,” she added
eagerly, as she -peered through the
window of Chalet No. 17. *What
asbout this and Chalet No. 19, next
door 1"

“Qr what about Chaletz Nos, 15 and
15%” Clara Trevlyn asked, “They're
empty, too.”

Plump®Bessie Bunter shuddered.

“Nun-no, not thirteen, you Lknow!
Thirteen's .uhlucky! Let's have these
two. I sussay, Babs, lullets have a
look 7

They all had a look, peering inter-
ostedly through the window. Cer-
tainly the interior of No. 17 looked
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very snug and inviting: There were
four beds in it, two washstands, and
two wardrobes, a set of bheokshelves,
and a glass-doored cabinet. It was, of
course, [it with electric light, afid a
cool-lagking green carpet covered the
floor. ~

“‘Nos. 15 and 17 0.K.?” Babs ssked.
“Good! I'll run back and get the
kevs from BMr. Mackenzic !”

“Bnap into it, sister " Leila Carroll
drawled.

Away Babs, with a laugh, trotied.
As sl approached the manager's office
she saw a figure breathlessly running
ahead of her, and. rocognised the girl
whe had peered eit from the alleyway
between: the two chalets,

More leisurely, che walked on her-
self. She reached the manager's oftice,
and as she paused on the doorstep
before obeying the hospitable notice on
the door: “Don’t Knock—Just Came
in," she heard Mr. Mackenzie's voice.
It sounded a little vexed

"Miss White,” he was saying, “you
have been in this camp an hour——"

“Mr, Mackenzie, T'm serry,” came
the voice of a girl; and Babs, though
she had never heard he¥ speak, -knew,

3
“What—with a cabin for four?”
Babs asked ineredulously

“Yes. You—you see, I—I want to
do some work.”

“Oh!” Babs said, She quickly made
up her mind. ¥ Mr. Maclkenzie, please
tet_her have it.”

The manager shruggéd.

“All right. But this iz your last
change over, Miss White. I can't have-
the whele block upsct because you keep
changing your mind, Apart from
that,” lie reminded her, “vou're only
down here for a week, and these girie
are heve for at least a month. You're
lucky,” he added. “ Miss Redfern.
here are the kevs of Nds. 13 and 15.
Miss White, you'd better take the key
of No. 17.”

The strange girl jovfully took the
ko, Babs smiled as she quitted the
office with her.

“Poor Mr. Mackenzie !”

“I—I'm sorry for being such an.
awlul naisance, but~but——" And the
givl confusedly paused. “All the same,
Miss Redfern, I—I can't tel! you how
grateful I am?V

“Oh, stuff !” Babs said., “Anywar.
don’t let's be starechy, My name's
Barbara—Bahs for short—-"

“And—and mine’s Badie,” the other

irl confessed. “You're sure your
chums won't mind—Babs 7 )

“Not a scrap! One chalet is as good
a5 another to us. Only old Bessie is
a bit superstitious of No. 13, but she

** A simply marvellous heliday camp ! ** was the verdict of Babs &
Co. on arrival. And simply marvellouys it proved tobe ! Pinebay
holiday camp held just everything they could wish for to ensure a
wonderful time. And to add spice to their enjoyment, a likeable
and yet quite baffling girl brings mystery into their midst.

somehew, that it was the strange girl,
sgain, “Bat if you could  let me
change again—just this once—"

“Miss White, you booked Blue Chalet
No. 23,7 Mr. Mackenzie said severely.
“You bocked it, if you remember, in
advance, before you had even seen it
As soon as you did see it you didn't
like it, and moved to Chalet No. 18.
I agreed to that. But you haven't had
No, 19 more than half an hour——
Oh, hallo, Miss Redfern1” ke added,
as Babs popped in. “Have you found
your chalets ™ -

Babhs smiled. -

“Thank you, Mr. Mackenzie! We've
decided on Nos. 15 and 17. Is that all
right t”

From the girl came a sharp little
gasp.

“No P she cried.

Babs blinked. .
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“F—1 was just asking for No. 17 mv-

self [ the girl eried, —I—" B8he
fultered, coleuring crimsen in con--
fusion.

“Miss Whife,” the manager said

somewhat fiorcelv, “cannot make up
her mind. Miss White, I am sorry, but
I have to study other guests at the
camp, Here are the keys, Miss Red-
fern t”

“Thank you. But~but——* And
Babs paused, touched by the alarm and
the misery in the other's face. In-
stinctively she liked her, and instantly
she felt the securing of Chalet No. 17
was more than a pawing faney in this-
girl’s mind.  “Well, we don’t really
mind Nes. 13 and 15,% she . laughed.
“If Miss White wants No. 17, let her
have it. I suppose your ‘parents are
coming down?” she added sympathetio-

ally.
".E:he ather

§frl shook her head.
“Nun-no. :

‘'m alome,”

can go..in No. 15 Let's come along
and see them.”
Together they hurried back to the
waiting Cliff House party. .
“Here we are,” Babs said checrily.
“QGirls, a new friend for us. Meet
Sadie White,” .
Cheerfully the girls greeted Sadie,
and nobody objected when Babs told
of the change of chalets, though.to be
sure Bessie declared that she wouldn't
sleep in Ne. 13—%“not for -all the
grubbins in the world, you know {"”
“But, anyway, I'm glad you've got
what you want!” Bessie beamed at
Sadie.” “And I sus-say, you girls,
seeing that we've settled down, what
abont celebrating? Let's have a look at
the canteen? Aly treat.”

“Oh, no! Please let me
treat !” Badie begpged. \

“Q0h, nun-no! You know, I spoke
first,” Bessie said, “Besides, I'varplenty
of money | And for once Bessie had.
thanks to Miles Eastman, a wealthy
engineering  contractor, who had
recently  married Bessie's favourite
aunt, Miss Annie Bunter. “Look!"
she beamed, and fished out three ten-
shilling notes. “Come on!” .
" Bhe  turned impatiently.  Saclie
smiled. Then suddenly she stooped.

“0Oh, Miss .Bunier—Bessie—" she
eried.

“Yes, come on, you know!”

“But, Bessie, haven’t you dropped
something 7"

“Eh? Nol"

“Well,” Sadie said, with a laugh—
and it was very [good, somehow, to
kear hor Juugh. “The best of us make
mistakes, you know, and here’s a ten.
shilling note you did drop, Bessis.
Laook 1*

Bessie blinked as she looked at the
ten-shilling note which Badie handed
to her. There was no doubt that it

stand
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was her own, for thére was a blob of
green ink : ]
result of contact with a leaky fountain-

pen.
« Bessia gulped. .
“Oh, thuth-thanks!” P
They entered the cantean in a cheery
group., At least, it was not so much a
canteen as a.great luxury cafe.. Every-
where holiday-makers were seated at
tables sipping iced drinks.. A crowd of
other guests stood up at the counter,
while brisk-looking waitresses, moved
hither and thjther. .In .one corner,
hidden by palm-trees, a’ radip-gram
played soft musie. . e
“Jdolly nice, eh?” Bessie beamed.
*Beats the old tuckshop st Cliff House,
you girls. But I sus-say, lul-let’s stand
at the counter, you know; I.like to sce
what I'm buying before I buy it. Yum !
Ice cream sodas all round; please.
Two of those luscicusiecking deugh-
nuts for me., Sadie, what will you
have?” S - sl gl e
~“Iee - eream soda,” Sadie ' said,
“Nothing to eat, thanks!® .. . .
HJust Ca_ little  doughnut -
pressed. - 5 s i
“No, thanks; we shall be having
lunch presently.” N 2

Bessie

“Right-ho!"” Bessie said. “Then
order what you like, girls. I sus-say,
this is ripping, you know! ~ Yum'

I'm gomf to enjoy mysel here. QOch,
what a lovely froth on the' ice-cream
80da, you girls! Here we ae! I sus-
say, Babs, hand the glisses round, will
you " Bessie asked importantly, = .
“Right-ho 1”7 Bahs Ea.ug,hec}. “ Hero
we are, girlsl Now here’s to & super
holiday ! You, too, Sadie!” e
“Good holiday!” Sadie’laughed, and
suddenly stopped. “Oh!” she said
.. For -another  girl,’ who had .;been
seated at_a table when the. chums
entered, had: suddenly, . risen.  She
walked up to Sadie White. .. -
; “'Morning 1. she said pleasantly. “1
thought I recognised ~ your  ‘voice.
Weren’t you at this camp last ‘year "
Sadie was pale. - '
“N-no,” she said. R
girl  stared.

“No?” 'The other
“Sure? I'm surs I remember your.
voice. What’s your name?” ; '

“Badie White.” ‘

“Hum! Mine’s Eva Carnaby,” -the
other said, “Don’t’ remémber any
Sadie, White/! She stared at Badie,
and Sadie,. white-faced, shifted under,
the scrutiny. . “But I'm sure,” she.
said.. “I remember your face.’’. .

Sadie gulped. .

“I—I tell you I—I wasn’t here last
year,” she said, in a low, constrained

sort. of Vice.” * Babs, I—I wonder if
you'd excuse me a 1noment?”-. she’

added, putting' down “her glass.
“There’s something I've buddenly re-
membered T must do. I'll sze you.
later.” © " . .
.Babs blinked. - - -
“But, Sadie—Sadie! My hat!”
For Sadie, as if pursued, had fled
through'the door. Whén Babs wheeled
agemn it was to find Eva Carnaby
regarding her. Pt
“Agitated—eh?” she said lightly.
“Guilty conscience.” ) oAk
““What "do you mean?” demanded
Babs. _ . . 0 0 ool
“I mean;” the other answered,.” that
there’s something fishy about that girl.
And if 1 were you,” she added; a trifle
grimly, “1 should be: g big partienlar-
about! the friends you pick up. :Yon
mights find, yourself minus: ses eth'tglg."-
“Yol Sadie’s not honestt”

u mean
“Just that,” the other said, with a.

pod. ¥ Ho-longl?
And she “strélled away,

_ \ “leaving’ the
chums angrily glowering. : .

on -the- corner: of it—theé !

. & sthile.

"?'i,i_n’t you't

A Bad Sport, or—?

<jolly and saug ”
arbara Redfern
oo . langhed. “Looks
quite like home, doesn’t
w L iEPP 3
] It was an hour later, and
che; Mabs, Clara, and Marjorie; having
unpacked - their belongings in Chalet
No. 13, had good cause to feel pleased
with the result of their labours. For
Chalet No. 13 certainly had a most
lively appearance at once., o
There were ornaments of theirs on
the mantelpiéce, books of theirs in the
bookease’; Marjorie had a writing-pad
¢n the’ writing-table, and 'the drawers
of the chest full to overflowing with
summer holiday clothes. ' Babs had
evén' brought a photograph' of Cliff
House_School, which she had hung in
one of ‘the phanels which ' formed the

5 66 ThERE -we wre—all

walls, - y .
“And there,” Marjorie cried *goes
the lunch gobg.” ' s

“And has old Bessie heard' it?”
‘Clara grinhed, s an excited: “1 sus-
say, 'you girls!” came from outside.
“Come on; let's beetla]” -

They *beetléd,” joining their four
chums from Chalet Neo. 15. Qutiide the
large restaurant the great gong’ was
banging, and all the camp seemed to
be tramping in that direction.” In
cheerful good spirits théy crowded into
‘the place, beaniing round &% what'they
saw,’ LI

The restaurant at Pinebay was con-
‘strueteéd almost entirely of special sun-
plass," now for the most part screened
over by cool, green blinds. -

More, than a huildred tables  of
various’ sizes filled the floor, and on a
flower-decorated platform in one corner
an'orchestra was playing a lively tune
as they steppéd in; L o

People in bathing dresses, just com-
ing in from-the beach, others from the
ppol .in. the grounds,. were® awaiting
their meal, never even having thonght
of changing, and. the air was.briskly
alive with chatter and laughter. The
head waiter, rcsf)lendp,nt‘ in a gleaming
swit of white drill, oved forward with

+Miss Redfern’s party?"™ he said.
" Will ‘you come this way, please? iI
haye a table here for tén,” he added.
“Yp?u do not mind if another girl joius
ou 727 & - ) o
}‘_"'Of course not,’”” Babs said. “The
more the merrier, eh, kidlets?? ' -
““¥es, rather! As’ long_as-*th'e_‘e"ts

-plenty of grubbins, we.den’t care if'a

dozen girls-join
beameg. k¥
menu !’ . - :

Y Wait till 'you see it; hogginsfpogs;;"
Mabel Lymn chided.!. *Here's the
table, anyway, and—— . Oh, ‘hallo !’
she ndded, without. any. pleasure at the

us, you know I Bessie
sus-say, what's on tgre

_ eight of the girl already seated there..

“Hallo!”  Eva - Carnaby nodded
casually. ™ *Nice to meet old ‘friends
again, . Pretty tough being. here on
“one’s own. My friend’s eoming down

. at the end of the week, and here we're

both making whoopee until the middle
of - September. - Only arrived to-day,

Seo did 1.-- Seen your
riend, Sadie, since she walked out of

the cafef™ - |
- “No,” Babs said, a little shortly.
*“Have you?”? - - -
“No; but I faney she’s coming now.”
Babs™ leoked round. Sadie White
stood in .the.doorway—Sadie now in a
very pretty little frock, looking round
somewhat hesitantly, .She. no longer
,wore the hat in which the chums had
scen her -during tHe morning, and Babs
-was struck ai ‘once by the unusually
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rich, deep brown colour of her hair.
I seecmed to shine. ' -
- Bhe stoed up, waving an arm -to
attract Sadie’s attention:. - Sadie saw,
voluntarily smiled, and then, after
the briefest, of pauses, hurried towards
the CHff House table. - ., . .

“Why, Sadie, we've been wondering
about you,” Babs said. “Been busy:”

Sadie nodded, pausing a moment as
ber gazg fell uncomfortably upon, Eva,
Eva, however, nodded chummuly..

“Don’t mind me,” she invited. “I'm
only a stranger here like yourself,
though perhaps "—with a flash, of
jealousy—*not such a welcome one.
Altered the restaurant #ince last year,
haven’t they?” she added casually, as
Sadie sat down, = ' --

“Ye—" Sadie began, and then
looked up swiftly, crimsoning. “Oh,
ha-have they?” she questioned, trying
to recover the poise she had momeni-
arily lost. .

“Well, 'you remember, don’t you?*
Eva said innocently, yet with such a’
penetrating glance ‘at the newcomer
that Babs knew she was laying a new
trap, .- “They hadn't got those sun-
blinds, had they?* . -
atk me?™?

- ou were here last year.”

“I've already told you,” Sadie: said,
speaking with s sort of suppressed
control, “that this is my first visit to
Pinebay holiday camp.” - - -

“ And so,” Babs said, "let ‘it rest.
Hallo, here come the grubbinsl” -

The “grubbins ” it ‘wes, served by a
cool-looking waitress in gea-greén uni-
form and a whiteé cap. ' Boup frrst—
and such delicious soup thit' Bessie sent
back her ‘plate for no léss than' three
helpings—{ollowed by a choice’ of fish or
meat. - g ok

Tongues loosened and wagged. But
Babs was conscious that Sadie did not
joim' in that’ happy chatter, and was
conscious, too, that from time to' time
Eva looked at her across thé table with
&’ sort 'of quedr bafflement in her eycs.

Why should Eva be sg .insisient that

‘Badie had been at the camp last year?

And, if Sadie had been at the camp,
what possible
denying it? ' .

“I wonder,” Eva said suddenly, “how
Mrs. Holt is getting on? Sadie, you
remember Mrs, Holt?” ,

Just for a momeht a look of alarm
showed on Sadie’s face.

“Mrs. Holt? No, I—I don't know
her,” she said,

“Qh, Sadie, surely! You know, the
woman who lived in Chalet No. 1 in
Row B! Don't you remember? YWe
used to ecall her the First Lady of the
camp.” - ’ ! 5

‘Noy” eaid Sadie, but again there
was & half hunted look in her’ eyes.
“Hallo, here’s the dessert,” she added
in relief. : :

The dessert it was—a plate of deli-
cious fresh fruit salad and cream.

“Fine!” Bessie beamed. “VYum! I
sus-say, this is ripping, you know—-"

“Reminds me of a place I once knew
in Basingstoke,” Eva said. “I1 come
from near Basingstoke—frightfully nice
place. Let me see, you come from
Leicester, don’t you, Sadie?”

Sadic looked up quickly. ;

“No, I don’t. Darlington;” she said.

“No, really?' Well, that’s fuiny.”

“I don’t see anything funny about
it,” Sadie retorted. . "

“But your luggage, you know, I
happened to be in the store-room, this
morning, and I'm sure it was marked
Leicester. Sure you haven’t made a
mistake I - T ’

Sadié suddenly rose. ]

“I-T thidk, if you don’t

reason could she have for

mind, I'll
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go,” sho said unsteadily. “FEva has
done nothing all through the meal ex-
cept-to try to trap me, “I'm sorey—"

“No, wait a minute.” Babs stood up.
Her own eyes were gleaming now. She
fclt both nettled and indignant, and.
somchow, sorry for Sadie.  You step,
Sadie. If snybody's geing.” she added,
loaking directly at Eva, “it's you.
We're just about sick of the way you'rc
trying to get at Sadie!”

" Yes, we jolly well are’
Mabs.

Eva sneered.

“Have 1 said anything to you?”

“No,” Babs admitted, ©At the same
time, Sadie’s our friend.”

“TFriend of five minutes,”
scoffed.

v [Friend of five scconds, it makes no
diffcrence. She’s one of us” Babs re-
torted. © Anyway, if you can't be
decent you can go and find vourself
another table. If you don't+—"

«1f 1 don’t?” Eva asked, her eycs
glittering.

“We'll ask the manager to find us
one,” Babs challengod.

There was a momenl’s silence.
grin twisted Eva's lips as, with a shrug,
she rose.

«Al| right,” she said, “I'll go. And
I hope,” she added, with a darting
glance round, “that you won't find your
pew friendship too jolly dangerous.
Cheerio.”

Sadie bit her lip.

“Babs, perhaps I'd better—"

“You stop |” Babs said grimly.

And she held her arm while Esa
Clarnaby, with another mocking look.
drifted ‘away. Clara Trevlyn smiffed.

“Well, good riddance to bad rub-
bish.” sha said. “®adie, do you know
her?”

“Nq,” Sadie said, in a low voice.

“Then why on earth has she taken
such & dislike to you?t”

But Sadie shook her head at that,
and before another word could be
snid, the big loudspeaker, perched
above the band platferm, began au
shnouncement.

#Qit tight, evervbody, and listen,” it
announced cheerily. “Iirst, will all
who are desirous of entering tlo-
morrow's competitions apply for forms
at the menager's office? Don't forget,
all competitions are entirely free, of
course, and handsome prizes are to ke
won.”

““Whoopa! We rhust look into this,
kids!® Clora Trevlyn said gleefully.

“Second. Will all the new arrivals
assemble at 3 p.m. at the swimming
bath for the initiation ceremony, after
which there will be a water polo match
lietween the married and single mem-
bers of the camp? 'Third: Will every-
body please note that there will be a
grand firework display -at ten o’clock
to-night on the edge of the chiff? That
is all for the present, ladies and
gentlemen.”

The loudspeaker spluttered into
silence, leaving an inereased babble aud
murmur of voices in the hall. All
those items were interesting—and, in
their way, exciting. But 1t was the
recond which appealed to the Clff
House juniors.

“Sounds fun,” DBabs eaid. “I'll bet
it is, too, We're all going?”

“QOh, of course !”

“You, Sadie?”

Sadie hesitated.

“ Well—"

“{h, yes, she’s coming, of course”
sweet-faced” Marjorie Hazeldene said,
and after & pause, Sadie nodded.

The ices—last conrse—catne then, and
miuch excited in their minds as to what

)

supportid

Eva

"
-

A

form the initiation ccremeny would
take, they tramped out.

“Pirst,” Clara said, “to the
manager’s office. We're going to look
into this competition bizney.”

Sadie paused

“PDo—do you mind if I don't come?
I've some letters to write.”

“Right.  Then sec you at three”
Babs smiled. “Come on, kidlets.”

They trotted across to the manager’s
office, already besieged by other in-
terested would-be competitors, Outside
the door a notice was posted, and their
eves sparkled as they read it.

There wazs to be a cricket match be-
tween the boys of the camp and the
girls of the camp—and Babs, Clara, and
Janet immediately put down their
names for that. To-morrow there was
to be a girls v. boys relay race in the
swinmning bath. They put themselves
down for that. It seemed, indeed, that
Bahs & Co. were going to have some
very crowded hours in Pincbay holiday
camp.

Off, then, they scampered to . their
chalets, there to change into swim-suits
and bathing wraps. In a real holiday
mood they all spent half an hour sun-
bathing.

At five minutes to three Babs. jumped
up,

“Nearly Ahree, kidlets !” she
chiuekled.  *“Don’t forget the old
initiation ceremony.- 1 say, 8adie’s not
here,” she added. “T'll go along atd
fetch her.”

With a laugh on her lips she trotted
along to Chalet No. 17. She knocked
at the door.

“Com-come in!”  instructed the
rather bresthless and startled voice of
Sadie.

Babs pushed the door open. Bhe

went in, And then she blinked.
“Why, Badie, you're not ready "
she said.

Hdadie was not ready. She was, in

fact, still in the clothes in which she
iad had lunch. Babs noticed that her
hands were dirty, ss though she had

Bt MY chums and I have deqided to
. told the manager of the camp.
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been doing some work of a grubby
nature

Sadie bit her lip.

«]—[——" she said. “Oh dear! I'm
sorry, Babs! I-—I don't think I'll
come, if you don't mind.”

“But, Sadie, why not?”

“Bebecause Uve just found out I—I
left my bathing cap at home,” Sadie
said rather feebly.

“Well,” DBabs laughed, “you don’t
mincl getting your hair wet, do you?
In any case,” she added, I've a spare
cap. I'll lend you that, You must
cotne to the ccremony, Sadic. We all
want you to come. Wo all want you
to have & good. time.”

Sadie looked at her and gulped.

“That's sweet of you, Babs,” she said
unsteadily.  “I'll get dressed now.
would you—you mind looking out the
batbing cap, Babs? I'll join you in a
minute.”

Babs lathed as she trotted off to re-
join her chums. From her chalet she
colloeted the bathing cap. Outside she
tripped again, just as Sadie, a lithe,
shapely fgure in a really dazzling cos-
tume, came out of Chalét No, 17, and
joined the cheery party of CLif House

girls,

“(.K.!" she laughed. *Got the cap,
Babs?”

*Ves, rather! Here you are,” Babs:
said. . “Don't worry about it now,
though, Put it on at the bathing- poot,
otherwise; we shall miss the beginning
of the fun. Race youw all to the pool I
she whooped suddenly.

“Here, but 1 sus-say, look here!”
yelled -Bessie.

But everybody, entering at once info
the spirit-of the .thing, was running
then, leaving Bessic, with Jemima, to
waddle in the rear, They reached the
pool, with- Babs, just beating Clara,
almost- coliiding  with Eva Efarnaby.
who stood near the entrance. 8he
grimed as she saw Bahs, apparently
forgetting the scene at lunch-fime,

“Hallo!" she exclaimed. “I say,
this is fun! Brought Sadie slong?” -

“Yes," Babs panted.

have Chalets Nos, 15 and 17,”* Babs
Then she stared in astonishment at

the other girl in the office. ‘‘ Oh, nio,” the girl cried. - ** Not No. t7, please {

I—I want

that | "'
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“0Oh, gdod | I'want"to sce her.”

Bahs frowned. . . .

“Just a minute, Eva,” she said
tjuietly.. “We'll get, this rlght befors
we go any further We like Sadie—
she’s our grmnd—-a.nd if you want us to
like you yow've just got to foyget all

those silly insults you seem so fond of .

)okmg af her. If that's understood we
all get on O.K together. If-
not—>="
"“If nét youw'd be pleased to see the
hack of me?” Eva smd, in no way
cffended, apparently " O.K., Babs.”
But she did not smile at Sadle, as
Badie, with Marjoris and Janet, came
up, and Sadie, secing her, for a
woment looked just a little taken
aback. .
i Whoops, \\hats this?” Clara cried.

_¥Qh, qu hat, k1%

They oked and they grinned. I‘or
‘suddenly from the end of the bath
boom like the firing of an
ancient cannon, followed by a shout
and a lough as six young fellows,
erocious pirates, raced out
from behind the bathing cabins.

Thcy ,ca.rued between them a huge
lank’ and‘a dozen or so blown-up
alloons, and the leader waved a skuil-

and:erosshones flag. At the same time .

an announcement came from {ie loud
speaker, .

“Initiates to the oppdsue end of the
ba.th, please 1”

“Come on'!” Leilz Carroll pleed."
“Initiates |” rodred the leader of t
pirates, glaring cut of one eye, "the:
other being covered with & great black

patch which hid half his cheek at the,

same time. ' “Ten of ‘ye, there are, hy
hookey, and ten of ye shall go t?lruugh

he ordered, and they rangell themselves
in front of him.*
.man, Now, if any of you
can't swiny, stand “aside.”
Nobody stood aside, though Beﬁsle,
to be sure, looked - just a wee bit

nervous. i
“Right! Then yow're all gomg
throug Now, No. l—youw,” he

said, pomtmg at Janet. “This way I”
Ja.m.t with a laugh, stepped forward.
“Put her in 11-0115, men the p:rate

leader roared.

There wos a yell of laughter as two
of thé other pirates, coming forward,

© wrapped a string of ‘sausages round

_ing for a

Janet’s wrists and tied ,another strin
‘td her feet : Then one of the coloure
balloons was ‘solemnnly attached to the
‘réarmost sausage,

“Now blmdfo[d her [ barked tha
pirate leader

Janet wras blindfolded, a great black
hundkcrchuf being used for the pur-

.which she had not yet put on.

“Run out the plank,.
init:ates 8

- “ Bring

Babs gurgled.

“ She’ fl make it,” she said.

"But would she? For hardly were the
words- out of her mouth than 'Janet
gave a shriek, and both feet suddenly
stiot under her, and there was & splash

as: she went over the side to hit thae,

water. For the plank, in that par-
ticuldr spot, was greased !
But hardly was she in the water than

one of the other pirates, dressed as he

was, dived in after her.

There was another laugh. Every-
body chuckled. Now Imtiate No. 2
was being led forward—this time, Clara

Trevlyn,
“Your turn.’ next; Badie!” Babs
grinned. * Better get your ecap on, aud

look out for that greasy spot!”

Sadie laughed. So interested had
she been that she had altogether for-
gotten Babs' borrowed bathing eap,
Now,
drawing it epen with her ingers, she
raised 1t towards her head,

Then she pansed, her face fn]lmgs.

“ Babs, it’s too small for me.” -

. Babs blinked.

“Oh, my hat' Stoop down. Sadle

Lot me try.?”

She, tried. But it was obvious- that
cap woyld never fit Sadie.

“No go,” Bﬂ.bs said at last. “ You'll
have to go in without, Sadic. Halle,
they’'ve  blindfolded ~ Clara!® she
grinned, turning. © “You'll soon be
able to dry your hair in the sun,
Sadie.”

' Of -course [* Mabs said.

‘But.'Sadie, all at ouce, was 400k:11g
nervous. Unhappy too! She, did not

. join in“the’ shriéR of mlrth ‘that went
it! Now, then, ail in & row there.

F whoen 1Clara, toftering ‘en +to "The
Eeank tried to find the slippery pidce

fore she Teached it and lost ther
balance altogether and went overboard.

“Next onel” the pirate: leader szid.
forward...the next initiate.
You I'" he added, pointing at Sadie.
But Sadie suddenly ahmnk bncL.
“No, no!” she cried. “N
“Oh, Sadie, go on!* Babs smd dis-
appomted]y
“Show your p]uck il sneered Eva
Carnaby.
"‘I—I cantl” Sadie almost: panted.
“I—~] can't swim!” )
' The chums stared at her.
ing. Sadie had already been asked that
question and 'implied that she could
swim, the denial, they felt, came rather

Consider-

ate,
« Well, it doeﬂnt ‘matter,”  Eva smd

‘:"You’ll be caught when you go in

Anywuy, if you can’t swim——"
“*1 can’t!” Sadie panted.
*“Then,” Eva said, with a grin, * 1h’

_.ahout time you learned 7

Then there was ;another
laughter as fwo of the pirates,” vamsb-
‘moment, reappcared; stag-
gelmg under & great bathful of cregmy,

oaming soapsudse , At a sign from

.their leader ancther pirste drepped’a

mop into tha <uds, and Jamet splut-
tered as the mop, carrying a great
head of the sude was splashed over her.
‘Then, while she was still gasping, she
was led forward towards the plan

hich: pow hal been thrust ever! the

ent of the swimminhg pool,

S Initiste No, i will now walk the
plank,” the pirate chief announced.
*If sho can reach the end she may re-
move' her ' blindfold and dive. Turn

‘her round, men' and set her 6n the foad

to. Davy Janes 1
There was another: daugh, and Jauet
wag spun half a dozen times, _thei,
with fect tottering, was thrust ot “on
to the plapk. With.hands in front of
her she riinced gingerly forward, feel-
mg- the plank \ugh
step.,

yell - of

her foot befqre each -

And she leaped forwafd and pushed.
Sadie gave & cry, staggered, aud went
in with a splash.

“ Eva, you cat 1” Babs cried furmus]y

“But I say, look!” cued Mnuorle

- Hazeldene.

They all stared. For Sadie, in the
act of hitting the water, had twisted
hersc cutwards, shooting away fromn
the side of the bath, Even as they

. ‘watched she went cleaving her way just

under the surface, swimming so fast, so
grandly, that she might have been a
fish. While they were still helpless in
the' throes of amazgment she reached
the side of the swimming-bath, caught
tho rail, and with one heave dlew her-
self out of the ‘water. Then she was
running.

“badlel » yelled Babs in amazement

“Hadie 1" shrieked the chums.

Badie fed. between two of the. chalets

‘and ‘disappeared.

‘In, utterly baffled bewxldermarrt they
tared at each other. .

.-whopper -

bhecause

Tunging at her.
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“Well, I guess, for a gu-l who can't
swimn, that Wwas a pretty hut exhibition,”
Leila said.

“And for a girl whos supposed to
tell the .truth it was & pretty big
she” told about mnot -swim-
ming,” Eva Carnaby jecred. Whnt
price your friend now. Babs ?”

“Sadie’ s Been Caught——Sleahngl"

UST for a whilo after
that Babs felt more
.than. a little disap-
pointed, more than
a little hurt and badly
shaken in that good
opinicn she - had - almady
formed of Sadie.
It annoyed her, in ihe first Qluce,
4va was now copenly- able to
crow that all the

said about Badic wero justified, and

"it hurt her to feel that her own chums’

cordiality towards Sadie had suffered
a change. Like Sadie, as they did,
they could. find little excuse in their
hearts for a girl who told such scnse-
less whappers.

They felt even less for a gu] who

_could so unsportingly spoil the fun of

the uut.lat]on ceremoiy by getting out
of it in the way Sadie had done:.

Not, indeed, that the,fun was inter-
1upt.ed ‘more than temporarily. For as
soon as they had recovered from the
shock of Sadie's asbrupt disappearance
‘it was Babs’ turn to walk the plank.
Poor Babs!| 8he fared no better than
Janet and Clara, and;, spluttering snd
loughing, came up just as Bessie was
being put through the hoop. .

But Bessie wag determnined o turn
the joke against per ppersecutors. She
used her skill at ventriloquism just as
the man with the soapsud mop was
And he, slarmed by
the sudden ferocious buzzing of a bee
in_ his ear, turned ,with a, wild swipe,
sweeping one 'of tha puatea into the

" swimming pool amid a smother of soap-
“suds.

What a yell there was then!

Another: hilarious cheer, too, .as
Jemima Carstairs, snatching up one of
the wooden cutlasses, engaged the pirate
leader in a bout-of swordplay.

Joyfully the leader tdok up Jemima’s
challenge, not knéwing, of course, the
fine swordsmanship of which that girl
was capiable. To the edge of the bath
a battle was waged, intil Jemima, skil-
fully forcing him on to his own plank,

-prodded him on to the grease pateh,

where he went overboard with 8 wild

What price Chff

—ydi Clara ecreamed.

‘Good old Jimmy !

House 1

“Oh, bravo—bravo l" cheered the
onloukers

Great fun! Great afternoon ! But

though the initiation ceremony lasted
a full hour, Sadie did not reappear.
By that time Babs' feelings were
shghtly different. After all, she was
telling herself, Sadie must have had
some strong reason for telling that
fib. . In any case, she would be fright-
fuily sorry for what she had done.
Babs now was aching to tell her that
she was forgiven.

So when Clara, after th lmt:at]on
ceremony was over,’ said . “ What abaut
a spot of tepnis on the couits?” Babhs
said: “Yes; but I’ll go and se¢ Sadie
first. She must be feeling dreadful !”

Clam grunted ‘a little.. The Tomboy
wam 't 'quitd so tolerant as Babs. -

K., Babs,” she said. “Buf we
dont want any more funny busmeas
from Sadie, you know.” = .

Babs went off without answermg that.
She reached Chalet No, 17, and
wondered a httle why Sadie had drawn

L 4 T

things she bad”

L
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all the blinds, for if the sun was strong
it was ecertainly not shining on ihe
windows. She knocked. *

There was no reply, though Babs
heard a quick movement within the
place. She kuocked again. This tiwe
Sadie's voice, rather tremulous—a little
agitated, to Babs’ fancy—reached her.

¥ Who—who is there?”
C“It's Babst* %

“Oh1” Sadie said. and
another pause; then her
coning towards the door.

Rather to Babs' surprise the key
clicked in the lock before the door
opened, proving, for some reason, that
Sadie had locked herself in. Now she
appeared, her head swathed in the folds
of-a towel.

“8adie, we're going to the tennis
courts,” Babs said. “I thought you'd
like to come along. You know,” she
added, struck again hy the miscrable
expression of the other,”* you are look-
. ing a washoul, and you ought to make

the most of every minute. You'll go

back a wreck, at this rate.”

Sadie Aushed.

I know. I—I’m sorry ! she blurted,
“But, Babs, I—I can't come to the
tenuis courts—not vet, I'll come and
look for you when I'm ready, eh?”

“Right-ho, then !” Babs laughed.

“And—and Babs, TI'm  awfully
sorry,” Sadie mumbled, *for what hap-
. pened at the swimming pool. I—I was
la fﬁo]l,. I suppose, bat I just los: my
head.

there was
footsteps

“That's all right,” Bals said com- .

fortingly.  “AH the same, old thing,
- you did tell rather a whopper about not
being able to swim.”
HSadie was secarlet.

“I know. I'm sorry, Babs.”

Babs smiled. Impossible to feel any ‘

resentment against Sadig when she
looked so genuinely repentant as she
did now.

When she reached the tennis courts
Clara and Janet Jordan had paired up
agoinst Eva Carnaby and Leila, and
were engaged 1n a smashing donbles
game. Jemima, lounging back in a
deck chair next to Bessic Bunter. .who
was fast asleep in mnother deck chair,
smiled lazily.

“Not coming?” she asked.

“ Not vet!” Babs said.

“Tough ¥’ Jemima murmaured. “Too
tough| ~ Nice girl, though, what?
Wonder what dark old secret is prey-
ing on her mind?”

Babs shook her head.
wondering that herself nows

The game ended, with Eva and
Clara victors. Eva lounged off the
court,
arm. Bhe looked at Babs.

“Didn't find Sadie, she
asked.

“Yes, I did,” Babs replied. “She
was in her chalet.”

“My hat] What a tine the girl
does spend in that chalet! What's she
doing there—planning & burglary or
something ?”

“Mabs, come on!” Babs said
gustedly. *“Let’s try a singles.”

So Babs and Mabs went on to the
court while Eva, after Watching a few
moments, drifted away. Babs saw her
go and breathed with relief. Somehow
she felt better in the absence of Eva
Carnaby.

The singles came to an end. Then
another doubles game was started—
Mabs and  Babs this times against
Leila and Clara—with Clara on top
of her form, making sure of victory
for herself and the American juntor.
Then suddenly there came a confusion
of voices from near by ;

“Thiefl [hinf! Stop, thief!”

Sho was

then "

dis-

excitement.

tucking. her racket under her -

‘“Hallo !” Babs exclaimed, listening.
“What's that?”

“Bervice !” Clara ervied from the
other side of the net, “ Babs, don't
stand staring like a duffer !

The ball came over, but Babs didn't
aticmpt to return it, for Eva Carnaby
had come dazhing up, red-faced with

“Hi, Babs!” she cried.

T tell you?"” “What did

“Tell me what?” Bahs demanded.
“Badie’s been caught—stealing !”
“What 7"

“It's true!” Ewva’s face was aglow.
“Perkaps now you'll believe me! T
told you that girl was a crook! Mr,
Clayton caught ber in his chalet—No.
21—about five minutes ago and chased
her out of it and then grabbed her.
Now they’ve sent for the manager.”

Down went Babs' racket, the tennis
forgotten in a mowent. It was a ridicu-
fous story, of course. It was untrue.
Sadie—a thief! .

There must be some mistake !

But there seemed to be no mistake
when they reached Chalet No. 21,
where Sadie, white-faced and quiver-
ing, was confroiting Mr. Mackeuzic,
while Mr. Clayton was scarching ‘in

his chalet to sce if anything was miss-
ing,
Babz went straight up to ler.
“Badie, what's this?”

THE GREATEST GIRL DETECTIVE
. IN.THE WORLD, AND HER CLEVER
ALSATIAN DOG, WILL BE HERE

. Next Week!?

(See pages 18 and 24 for full excitifg
g details.)

" They—they caught me in—in No.
21t Badie gulped.

The chums looked at cach other.

“But what were you doing in No.
217" Babs asked.

“Just—just looking round.”

Mr. .Mackenzie's face was grim.

“Doesn’t sound a very convineing
story, does it?” he asked.  “We
haven't many rules in this camp, but
breaking into other ?eoplc's chalets is
one of them, and it's the strictest of
all.  I'm afraid, Miss White, you'll
have to leave.”

“And a jolly good job, too!” Eva
cried. ) 2

“You be quiet!” Babs
her.
but somehow
Hadie.

“Hadie, what were you doing in No.
21 %7 she asked.

“I tell you, I--I was just looking
round: Nothing else at all, But—
but Oh, Babs don't mix yourself
up in this!” she added wearily. “It
was wrong, I know, and—and I sup-
pose I'll "have to pay the penalty
now—"

“Hewroic ! sniffied Eva.

At that moment Mr. Clayten came
out, He looked grim, but also a little
relieved.

“Well, I'm glad to say nothing has
beer touched,” he said.

“Then that's all right, isn"t it 7" Bals
asked swiftly. “Mr I\fi:ncl;enzieﬁ—»"

“I'm -afraid,” My, Mackenzic said,
“it’s far from all right, The fact that
nothing 15 siolen doesn’t mean that
nothing would have been stolen:if Mr.
Clayton hado't come along when he

flashed on
She felt a little sick all at once;
she still had faith in
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did. You may pack your things, Miss
Wlite,”

"But—but——  Oh, no, no!'” Sadie
eried in sudden, sharp despair.

“I'm sorry #

“Mr. Mackenzic, please!™  Bals

pleaded.  “No harwe has been done,
has there, and I'm sure Miss 'White
meant ne harm at all. T'm sure Mr,
Clayton doesu't want to be harsh about
it, do you, Mr. Clayton?"

Me. Clayton, uncomfortably colour.
ing, shoolt hLis head.

“'Well, no, of—of course not.”

“And Miss White is & friend of

ours,” Babs said.  “ Please couldn’t
you forgive her just this once "

There was silence, Clara & Co.
looked ar each other, feeling the
responsibility Babs had put upon thew,
feeling, in their friendship for her, they
had to back her up, but not at all sure
now that they were doing the riyhs

thing.

‘Mr. Mackeuzic looked at  Mr,
Clayton,

“Well—"  the manager said.
“Hum! In that case, Miss White, you

give me your word of honour that yvou
weren't in that chalet for an unlawful
purpose ¥”

* ¥es,” Badie muttered. .

“Then, perhaps—yes,” Mr, Mae-
kenzie considered. “ But only because
Miss Redfern has pleaded for you—
only because you are a friend of hers.
But I must warn you that if anything
like this happens again, you must
leave 1™ ;

“Oh, thuth-thank you!" Sadie stut-
tered, '&111},93t trembling  with  relief.

" Babs—

Babs tock her arm.
“Badic, old thing, come on!” she

said.
“What, still friends?” LEva Cavnaby

sucered.

“Btill friends!” Babs bitingly re-
torted. .

She went on with Sadie.  Eva
shrugeed,

“Well, all I can say,” she said, as
she waiched the two enter Chalet No,
17, “is that you Cliff House crowd
deserve what you get! Il be fun
for you. won’t it, if eext time it hap-
pens you geb thrown out with her?
And if you ask e, that's what it'll
come to!" .

“Well, we haven't asked you!” Mahs

retorted. * Come on, girls, let’s go and
bathe or something. We'll see Babs
later.”

Mystery Prowler in the Camp!

£ O you charge

D anything,

Lo Bess 1" asked

g Clara  Trevlfn
solemnly.

“Or is it all free?”

* inquired Janet Jovdan,

her eyes twinkling. .

“Perhaps it's half price to us, as
we're vour chums?” suggested Leila
Carroll. )

Plump Bessic Bunter blinked wup
from her plate. That plate had been
full of delicidus strawberries a shart
while ago. There were ouly a few
there now.

“T sus-zay,

what are you talking

about?” she demanded, and then pro-
ceeded enthusiastically.  “ Arven’t these
strawberrigs rippin’, vou girls? Fancy

iving" us strawbciries  for  tea!
Horee—»

She broke off indignantly.

“ What are vou doing, Clara?"

For that sullen-faced Tomboy was
waving her hands gently to and fro
in frout of Bessie's startled features.




-8 “The Secret of the Biue Chalet!”

*Do say you don't charge anything,
Brss7” che pleaded.

Tho plump one gaped.

“Chcharge t”

“Yes, you wouldu't make money out
of your old pals, would jou?” de-
mainded Clara, gravely. A

The expression on DBessic’'s  face
Lrolght a sudden Lurst of laughter

{fvow the ClLff House chums, lt rang

merrily  above the cheery tea-time
chatter st Pincbay holiday camp.
Holiduy-makers at ncarby  tables

grinucd over at the givls, and Clara,
with a swift wink st her gurgling
chunis, again held her hands in front
of Bessie’s plump face.

Bessie just blinked dazedly.

“My turn next, Clera, old Spartan,”
ahsoeved  Jemima  Carstairs owlishly.
“Ah, thought so!" she cried as Clara
suddenly jerked her hands away. ~'Too
shrongizh, oh1?

! Terrific,”
flapping her hands.
Jhave warned me 17

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bessin glowered.

criedd Clara,

*E sms-say, what are you ta}kinzg
about?”  she  demanded  poevishly,
“Blessed if I can see anylhing to

2acklo about, What's tervifie?”

“The  beacon !” uwrmured | Janet
Jordan, and smilingly held a mirror in
frout of Bessie's flushed features.

“ Bu-beacon ?”stultered Bessie blaukly.
She suddenly caught sight of her nose
in the mirror. That suub little fea-
ture had caught the sun—and caught it
Lbadly ! It shone with a glovious ceep

red.

“Really  high-powered, old  Tess,”
gurgied Clarz. * Practically scorched
iny hands away!”

“S0 we hope you won't charge,”
grinned Mabs.
Bessic heaved a deep breath. She

hegan to understand how ihey had been
pulling her plump leg.

“ You—yon silly idiots
* Yon—-:" )

“Just warming my bands on your
nose,” said Clara cheerily.  “Suvely
vou're not going to he mean abeout it,
Bess?  Why, think of me freeziug tu
death !

“Ha, ha, ha |”

Bessie's glower was fierce cuough to

. erack her spectacles.

“You—you silly fu-fathead!” sho
hooted. —"

Fhe chums rocked with laughter, and
that laughter was taken up from the
tables near by, where the gentle
ragging of Beasie had been overheard.

"Su-sillg things " shrieked DBessio,
“What about your ewn susilly nese,
Clara 1" ) _

A fresh howl went up as {he Tomboy
tentatively fingered her nose, for in.
deed it had caught the sun almost as
badly as Bessie's!

“(.K.” said Olara ruefully, “Laugh 1"

They did! !

Good fun, and everyone in the
highest of epirits! Strangely cnough,
however, Babs had not joined quite
whole heartedly in the laughter

* she gaspad.

Truth to tell, her mind had been’

engrossed by other things—Sadia White
and the strange happenings surround-
ing her. The chume as a whole were a
little doubtful of Sadie. Was it to be
wondered at? But Babs—somchow, in
spite of all that had occurrcd, Babs
still believed in the girl. J
That Sadie had a secret wgs abvious.
The nature of the seerct Sadic had
not confided in Babs, yet how utterly
grateful she bhad been to the CIliff
ouse leader when Babs had accom-
panied her back. to her chalet !
. Babs meant to stand by her. Perhaps
it was the persecutions of Eva Carnaby

“Bess, you might

that «had caused her to champion

Sadie’s cause. Perhaps it was just
instinctive liking, an intuitive sense,
which told her that in spite of all Sadie
was true blue, Anyway, there it was,

Babs was sticking by Sadie, and the
rest of the cliuns, doubtful though they
might be, had decided to back up
Babs, as they always had done in the

ast. They had faith in their leader’s
judgment,  and somehow they 'still
liked Sadie.

‘The girl had not come in lo tea. Babs
had hardly cxpected that. TFor a
miercy, neither had -the sweering Eva
Carnaby, :

After tca, the chums strolled dow
to the beach and coutentedly ambled
along by the sparkling sea for some
hour and a half. Then as a brisk little
wind sprang up, they turned back for
the camp. They hadn't long, anyway,
before the daneing began in the great,
glass-domed sun lounge.

“Are you going to change, Babs?®
asked Mabs, as they swung happily u
towards their chalets. *‘Think I will,
I'm dying_ to wear that new summer
frock of mine.” .

“I}atherI" Babs smiled. “I shall,
too

“Not for me,” grinned Clara. “I
fecl happier in a pair of slacks. And
ihere’s no need to change, is there?”

“Guess not,” put in Leila Carroll,
“Think I'll keep on slacks, too. Gee,”
she chuckled, regarding Clara. “You
look hat!” N

The Tomhoy tossed back her unruly
hair and puffed.

“I am,” she admitted. “Wish I
was more hke old Marjie! Beats me
how she always looks so cool |”

And indced, ‘gentle Marjorie Hazel-
dene looked wonderfully fresh, -and her
clegr, pale skin was hardly affected by
the sun at all,

Jemima Carstairs, immaculate ‘as
ever in the latest type of slacks and
short-sleeved shirt, was another of the
‘ always cool’ brigade, and elected not
io change, as she wasn't frightfully
keen on dancing anyway.

A high-spirited fifteen minutes was
spent in the two chalets, changing and
applying sunburn lotion to the unlucky
ones. Then in a gay group, they sct
off for the sun lounge.

Dancing was already in progress.
Babs glanced round with bright eyes.
Almost immediately she saw Sadie
White.- Sadie was standing by herself
in one corner, looking rather lonely.
Babs' heart was smitten by a sudden
pang of pity.

“Ma

bs—" she caught her chum’s
arm. “Quick, do something for me,
old thing.” '
“¥You bet, Babs, What?”

“Go ug to the band leader,”
breathed Babs awiftly.” “and ask him
if he'll g!aay: & Paul Jones next. I want
to get Sadie in thiz—buck her up I*

Mabs nodded understandingly.

“Good for you, Babs,” she said, and
drifted away through the laughing
couples, Babs turned to the rest.

“ Listen, girls,” she said quietly. “I
want to make things brighter for
Badie. Will you back me up7”

There was an instant nodding of
heads, and when the dance 1’:'|ni£«hedg and
a Paul Jones struck up—proving Mabs
had donme her work well—Babs nodded
at her chums,

“Coma on !» )

And they went in a cheerful rush,
headed by Babs. Down on Sadie they
swooped.

" Badie—you old slacker I whooped
Babs,- “What on earth are you doing
sattlt}F here by yourself?” :
- Badie looked round with a start;
she flushed. = s -
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“I—I'm quite enjoying . myself
watching, Babs—"

“8tuff 17 Babs laughed. “Come on!
It’s a Paul Jones. You're in this,
Grab her other arm, Clara! Whoops!
Off we go!? R

And before Sadie, hesitating, could
say another word the laughing chums
buad pounced upon her

“Gents  outside—ladies in  the
middle 1’ the M.C. called cheerfully.

" Ladies—that’s us,” gurgled Babs.
* Link up 1"

‘And in a laughing group they linked,
up in the middle circle, while the men
and boys circled round them, The
music. stopped. On Babs' right a
cheery - looking, red - hcaded boy
awooped on Clara. Sadie was on Babs’
left, with Mabs beside her. Mabs was
bagged instantly, leaving only & dark-
haired fellow opposite Babs and Sadie.

Sadie would have drawn back; bug,
with a laugh, determined that Sadie
shouldn't be out of the fun, Babs
skipped away first,

“8hall us? Lets! grinned the dark-
haired boy, and whirled Sadie away in
& quick-step.

Drifting to the side, Babs watched
with a smile, When the quick-step
ended and the Paul Jones melody
commenced again, once more Babs
made sure that Sadie had a partner.
And how delighted the Cliff House
leader was to see a flush come to
Sadie's checks, a smile to her lips,

-As the dancing wount on Sadie really
began to enter into the joyous high
spirits of 1t all. No need for Babs to.
watch her then. No need to feel
anxious that Badie would be out of
things, :

It was all grand fup, and the Cliff
House pa.rg and Sadie were beaming
and cxcited when at last they trooped
away to supper in the magnificent
restaurant.

Eva Carnaby was at the door, talk-
ing to Mr. Clayton. She flashed Babs
rather a sneering smile as she passed
with Sadie. DBabs said nothing, how-
ever; and Sadie merely tuvrned her
head away.

They had supper—a really excellent
meal of ham and tongue served with
crisp, green salad, with fruit tart and
creamn to follow. Then they discussed
plans, For the first time in many
weeks they had no set hed-time to
worry about, and they were all rather
anxious to make the most of their
holiday freedom.

“1 vote,” Clara said, *a moonlight
walk and watch the fireworks from the
beach. Who says?”’

“Goody!” approved Babs. "“You'll
come, too, Sadie?”

“Well, if—if I might,” Sadie agreed,
but paused. “ Whar time 1

“In fifteen minutes,” Baba said.
“That agreed, everybody? Now, let’s
get back to the chalets, I want a wash,
and we'd better collect our coats.
Might be a spot chilly.”

So off they went. Tt was not quite
dark yet, but a glorious full moon was

eeping over the sea, and the air was
resh and warin. An ideal evening for
the walk. - .

The chums entered their chalets, and
Sadie went to hers. Some of them had
to change out of their dance frocks,
and they all wanted a clean-up. Ready
at last, Babs trotted off to get Sadie.
To her blank amazement, she found
that’girl in Her pyjemas. o
- ““8Badid,” she eried, “I thought you
said youw’d come with us{™ 2

Sadie looked uncomfortable. | )

“I-—I know, Babs But I’ve got'such
a splitting headache that—that I
theught I'd go 1o bed.” .

.Iﬂi-ﬂuh"&h“ wag all sympathy,
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¢ 'IVIORNING,"” said the stranger, with an affable smile at Sadie. ‘‘ Thought I recognised your voice.

‘Weren't you at this camp last year ? "'
look of dismay that came to Sadie’s face.

“Poor old kid !’ she murmured.

“You don't mind—really 1 .

“No, of course not! .You'll sleep it
off,” Babs said encouragingly. *See
you in the morning, Sadie.”

“Yes,” Badie [
yow’ll have a nice walk. Going now?”

“Right away.”

When she looked into Chalet No, 13,
however, there was a further delay.
Bessie had lost her spectacles,

“QOh dud-dear! I'm sure I put them
on the table,” she said. )

“Well, chump, they're not on the
table now !"* Clara said. .

They looked round—in vain.

“Well,” Clara snorted, after five
minutey’ exasperating search, “you are
a fine sort of wash-out, aren’t you?
Did you leave them in the restaurant?”

1 dud-dear! I don't know,”
Bessie stuttered.

“Did you have them in your hand
when you put your coat on?” Mabs
said. “My hat[” she cried. *Look!”’

And they all glared as Mabs, point-
ing to the pocket of that coat, _indi-
cated the rims of the spectacles, which
were now sticking out. -

“Well, I sus-say, fuf-fancy that, von
know I” Bessie said in surprise. “They
must have been there all the time!”

“You're telling us!” Leila eniffed.
“Well, let's go, sisters! Bure won't be
starting this walk till midnight at
this——  Oh, hallo!” she added, as
there came a knock at the door and
Eva Carnaby's face peered in.

“HalloI” Eva said. “I say, what's
Sadie doing?”

“Badie’s in bed —headache,” Babs
gxslalined briefly. “Come on, every-
" y r

“Badie’s what?” Ewa smiled scorn-

fully. “You meaa she told you she
was in bed.”
“Potoll you she is in bed {” Babs said

impatiently. “If she iso’t, she’s just
about getting into it.”’

“Keep your wool on,” retorted Eva.
“T've just seen Sadie, that’s all, sneak-
ing along towards the end of the row—
and fully dressed. And if you think
I'm . just trying “to make mischief, go

and have a peep in her chalet,” she
challenged. . .
“Ratsl” Babs retorted.  “I. don't

belicva it.. I tell you'she's in bed.”
-

said. “I—I hope’

“Calling me a fibber—eh?’ Eva
sneered,
“No, but— Oh, well—" And

Babs shrugged. Obviously the quickest
way to put an end to the argument was
to prove Eva wrong. “Tll go and
see,” she said.

“F'll come, too, I guess,” Leila added.

And, leaving Eva with the rest of
the chums, they strolled to Chalet
No. 17. The lights in the chalet were
full on, and Bobs, peering thromgh the
window, looked in. Then she frowncd.

Sadie’s bed was unoccupied, and the
pyjamas she had been wearing when
Babs visited her were thrown back on
the bed, proving that Sadie had
dressed again.

“Say, it's right [” Leila breathed,

Babs had to admit it was.

* What's the big idea ?” Leila asked.

“(Oh, T don’t know !’ Babs shook her
head, as if by that means she would
banish the little worry which had crept
into it. “Perhaps she found she
wanted something,” she said, “and had
to dress to go and get it. Anyway, it’s
not our business, Let's get back.”

- “And apologise to Eva,” Leila said,
with a grimace.

They didn’t apologise to Eva, though
it twasn't easy to admit they were in
the wrong. At the same time, as Babs
rather _bluntly pointed out, it was no
crime for Sadie to declare she was
going to bed, and then get up again.

They started their walk—without
Eva. With the cool breeze playing
upon their faces, the silver-ribboned
sea on one hand and the dazzlingly
illuminated camp on the other, they
swung along.

A marvellous night! Descending the
cliff, they walked along the beach until,
reaching the little jetty where boats
plied for hire, they were tempted, at
a shilling a head, to go by motor-launch
into the bay and there watch the fire-
works which would be released from
the summit of the cliff. Out in the
taunch they sped.

“8ay, I wish now I'd brought my
camera,” Leilas regretted as -the fire-
works started, *8ure would be fun to
get a snap or two in this Light.”

Interestedly they settled down to
walch. Certainly the firework display
left notliing to be desired, and they

Babs, who was casually watching, had quite a shock at the
‘“No, I wasn't | *’ Sadie said almost passionately.

were all sorry when it came to an end

and they were chugged back to the
shore,
It was past eleven o’clock then, and

despite the novelty of being out at
such an hour they were all beginning
to: visualise bed with something like
pleasure. The day, starting with the
trip from Lendon, had becn s pretty
strenuous one.

In contrast with its noisy gaiety of
the day, the camp scemed deserted and
silent when they climbed the cliff path
mto it.

The moon had disappeared now; a
grey sort of darkness, which made them
move carefully, had taken the place of
the silver brillianes which had filled the
world when they set out.  As they
turned the corner of the camp in which
the Blue Chalets were situated, how-
ever, Babs gave a jump.

“My hat! I say, look!” ehe cried.
“That’s our chalet!”

The chums stopped as she pointed.
Row H, its-occupants in bed, was in
darkness except for one chalet in which
o light gleamed. Even as they watched

the light was extinguished. They
heard the sound of a door being
opened.

“A bib-burglar!” guivered Bessie.

“Bomebody nosing around,” Babs
said angrily. “Come on!”

She was the first to run forward. As
she did so she saw a slinking figure
pulling the door closed. Whether it
was & boy or a girl, it was impossible
to tell. - Swiftly, however, she ran,
intent on heading off the unknown
intruder, ‘

At the same moment the latter heard
her approaching, swiftly turned, and
began to run. There was a deafening
otank as a pail which stood in the way
went over, a cry as the intruder for a
moment measured his or her length.
Babs whooped.

“Come on; we've got him

But they hadn’t.. For even as she
dashed up, the unknown, jumping up,
had darted off, disappearing between
Chalets Nos. 19 and 21. Babs stopped,
panting. ;

“Got away,” she said. * Bother it.
8till, better look round and see that
everything is all right. Hallo, what's

1"
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this?” sha added, stooping down. “I
say, & clue—a hat”

“A girl's hat,” Mabs breathed as
Babs picked up the object near the
overturned pail, A girl's hat it was—
of the close-fitting  Juliet variety.
Quickly Babs took it into Chalet No. 13
and turned on the light. But before
she examined it, she looked anxiously
round. ’

T'wo of the beds had been moved, but
apart from that no damage seemed to
have been done, and Clara’s bag, which

. that carelessly untidy tomboy had’ left
on the mantelshelf, was untouched.

“Funny,” Babs said, “Whoever she
was, she hasn’t taken anything.”

“Probably heard us coming and got
the wind up,” Mabs said. “Babs, let's
have a look at that hat.”

They examined the hat, though it did
not tell them anything. It was & rather
cheap little hat, marked here and there
with brown stains. . There were no
initials in it not even a maker’s tab.

“Poesn’t tetl ws much,” Babs con-
sidered. *“All tho same, whoever she
was she had no right to bo in here.

What shall we do—tell tho manager?” -

to-morrow 7 Clara
said, with a yavn. ‘“Theré’s no harm
done after all, so why worry? Vote,
kids, we get io bed. Hling that hat on
the chair, Babs, We'll hand it in at the
manager’s office to-morrow morning.”

Which, in the circumstances, every-
body considered was the hest possible
vort of advice,

“h, tell him

Sadie Unmasked!

i1
€6 4 ET up, ¥you
1 slackerst Cet up
) —and look at the

. jolly old sun! It's
shining its head off !
© .Clara Trevlyn's exuber-
ant, ‘hearty ‘voice rang
through Chalet No. 13 the next momn-
ing, and it was followed next moment
by Vthmge spluttering gasps.
Up in their comfy little beds shot
Bubs.v Mabs, and Marjorie, :
o What on earth—" gasped Babs,
‘Here, my face is all wet!”
“And mine!” eried Marjorie and
Mabs simultaneously.

Clara, a[?‘eady dressed in shirt and
blue shorts, frmned down at them un-

sympathetically. 8he licld one hand
behind her baek, and Babs blinked
suspiciovsly. )

“What  have you pgot there,
Clara—"

“A sponge—soaking wet!” whooped
S"Jlara. making a playful leap forward,
“You've had one dose, you slackers,
nn;l"zf you den’t want another—tumble
out !

Grinning, they hastily tumbled ont
and dived for their towels. Babs
- started as she glanced at her wrist-
watch on the little ckeam table beside
her bed.

“Aly hat! Half-past eight!” she ex-
claimed. “Phew! That’s what comes
of having no rising-bell to awaken us.
Bet you haven't been up long either,
C]‘a.rgl.’_’ she accused cheerfully. o

*Guilty, your honenr,” admitted the
Tomboy, grinning, *'I'en minutes, to
be cxact. And now "—she waggled the
wel sponge—" I'm going to pop in nexs
door and see if those other slackers are
still snoezing 17

“Bet old Bess is, for one!” Mab
chuekled.. k .
“No takers I Babs langhed. “It's a

cert that—" She broke off with a
start.  “Halln, that's Eva Carnaby's
voice, jsn't it 7

They listenml.  Vaices they clearly

heard now, and loudest of all came Eva
Carnaby’s angry tones:

“I demand a search!” she was
angrily erying. “I demand it now. I
tell you, somcbody broke into my

chalet during the night and stole four
pounds from the drawer of my table,
And not only my money, but my brace-
let and gold ring as well!”

“Hal-lo  breathed Mabs, .

They heard Mr. Mackenzie’s voice,
rather worried and trying te be sooth-
ing, Then Eva again.

“And if you ask me, you’ll find it in
Chalet No 17,” she said. “1I told you
you were making a mistake when you
let Sadie White go yesterday after
sneaking into Mr. Clayton’s chalet.”

Babs' lips set. She swung a dressing-
gown abowt her shoulders,

“(ome on; we're in this,” she eried.

Hastily she slipped her feet into her
slippers. Then she went outside. At
the entrance to Chalet No, 32, which
was opposite, Eva Carnaby was furi-
ously confronting My, Mackenzie, Quite
a little crowd of holiday-makers was
gathered around. ' o

“Wait a minute!” said Babs, hurry-
ing up. 1 Z

Eva glared.

“Look here, you 2 : .

“ny. Mackenie, that's not fair,”
Babs said. “You can't search Sadie
White's chalet just because this girl's
got a spiteful grodge against her.”

“'Well, maybe I have no wakrant to
search the c¢halet;”” ‘Mr. Mackenzie

said, “but I must ask questions. Ab, -

here is Miss White I” he added, as the
door of Chalet No. 17 opened, and
Sadie herself peere:%x out with wonder-
ing faco. “Miss White, will you step
this way a moment, please?" }

Sadie stepped that way. Her eyes
opened in horror when she heard what
all the commotion was about.

“But you surely don’t think that—
that ¥ She faltered.

“Miss White I think nothing—jyet,”
the manager said. “If it E:(;omes
necessary, L shall guestion everybody in
the whole camp. Did you, or did you
not, enter Miss Carnaby’s chalet lasi
night 7*

“No1"” replied Sadie, with unhesi-
tating directness. ) :

“And you weren't, T suppose, snoop-
ing round the camp affer you teld
Barbara Redfern you were going to
bed 7 Eva sneerad. “Don’t lie your
wa.yps)ut of that, Sadie White. I saw
you!

Sadie started a little, looking quickly
at Babs, Then she shrugged.

“Well, there was no harm in that,
was thers 7 sha asked.

“Not at all,”” the manager said.
“ At the same time, this does not alter
the fact that theft has taken place in
the camp, and it is the duty of all of us
to try {o get to the bottom of it. Did
anyone else here see anyone behaving
in a suspicious manner m the vicinity
of Miss Carnaby’s chalet—or any other
chalet 7"

“My hat!” breathed "Babs. * When
we came back f-om the fireworks some-
body had been in our chalet. We spied
her coming out, hut she got away.”

“You didn’t see her face?”
managm; asked. " 1 .

“No, hut we jolly well got her hat 1™
Mabs said. 195 £

“Then;”  Mr. Mackenzie said,
“might 1 snggest, Miss Redfern, that
yoi produoce it? There is just a chance
that semebody in the camp may be able
to identify it, Clet it, please!” :

Babs nodded willingly enough, turn-
ing towards Badie to give hef an en-
couraging smile, Rather to ber sur-
prise, however, Sadie had vanished.

She stepped hack _infn her chalet.

the

THE SCHOOLGIRL

Now, where was the %at? Last night
she had left it on the chair there, but
it wasn’t there now. Funnyl!
Blankly she gazed round.

Where the dickens had the thing got
2

Mr. Mackenzie; Eva, Clara, Mabs,
and Marjorie peered in at the door.

“Miss Redfern, have youn got it 1 in-
quired the manager.

“Dashed if I know what's become of
it 1” Babs said. It was here a few
minutes ago. Sus-somebody must have
stolen it 1"

«“And that somebody,” Fva savagely
flamed out, ‘“was Sadie White! = Oh,
you didn’t see her jump when you men-

to

‘tioned the hat! You didn’t see her
suddenly disappear! But I did. It
was her hat, of course, and she’s

nabbed it because it mig‘ht bowl her
out !”

“Don’t talk rot!” Babs retorted; but
for the frst time she felt shaken,

“Well, we'll soon find out,” Mr.
Mackenzie said. “Tt is strange, to say
the least, that Miss White should boly
off in the middle of the inquiry. Come
along to her chalet.” :

“Looks,” Clara Trevlyn muttered,
“as if therg is something in it, Babs,
old thing.” ' :

Babs

“Come "on
fievcely. .

She led the way along to Chalet
No. 17, which Mr, Mackenzie and Eva
had already entered. Sadie, white-
faced, shrinking, was facing them
when the chums appeared at 'the” deor.

“Did you remove a girl’s hat from
‘Miss Redfern’s chalet?” the. manager
was asking.. .

“Oh, I—I—that is to say—I—I—och
dear 7 .

Mr, Mackenzie's face was stern.

“Miss White, this has gone far
enocugh,” he said.  *“That hat, as you
know, is a valuable clue. If you did
take it, then I can only conclude that
you took it because yon have a guilly
conscience. And if—"

“Look ! cried Eva Carnaby, whose
questing eycs hed been roaming round,
And before anybody could stop her she
had plunged towards Sadie’s. bed.

Babs saw, and thrilled with horrer.

said,  almost

_For bencath tlie pillow was showing

just a tiny corner of the hastily con-
ecaled hat which she had found last
night. .

While Sadie gave a cry Eva threw
aside the pillow, grabbed up the hat,

and flung round. . ;

“Ys this it 7" she eried.

“Miss Redfern, i3 it? Mr,
Mackenzie demanded.

“Qh, Sadie!” cried Babs, *Sadie,

what did—" And then she gave
another jump as Eva, darting towards
the mantelplece, picked up a pair of
tinted spectacles.  Then quickly she
sJooked at the cap, quickly looked at
RSadie. Her face was flaming with
exultation now.

_“Ho I was right—all along the line !”
she cried. . “Mr. Mackenzie, look at
this hat. Don’t you remember the girl
who wore it last year?”

From Sadie came a low moan.

“And see the hiown steins in it?”
Fva vindictively went on. “Dye, Mr.
Mackenzie! Look!” And before the
bewildered Babs guessed her intemtion,
before Eva could move, she had canght
the girl; was viciously running . her
fingers through her glinting hair.
“See " she almost panted, and held up
hands marked faintly with brown
stain.  “8he’s blonde really. Mr.
Mackenzie, tell her te put those spec-
tacles on.”

“But, Miss. Carnaby-—" Mr.
Mackenzie said bewildetegly. # :

“Tell her!” ' Eva cried. “Mr,
Ma-keizie, don't vou sce? This girl

L]
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is in disguise. Eler real name is Lorna
Baﬁyford.” B
he mrapager jumped. -

“ Lorna Bayford—no ! Le eried; and
then he stared at her again, a¥d a
f‘hmmgr of understarding came inte
is eyes “By gosh!” he exclaimed.
“I believe it's true! You wore fair
hair then, and had tinted spectacles.
Miss Carnaby, pu. those spectacles
on l” ; ..

Sadie, her face white and desperate,
had turned towards the door. Her eyes
were wild then,

“Let me go!” she cried.

Babs, behaving like some stunned
automatom, made way for her. , But
guick as Sadie was, the triumphant
Eva was guicker. In one tiger-like
bound she had jumped on her, twisting
her round, and at the same time
jammed the spectgeles on her face. The
tinted lenses, covering the blue eves,
certainly made a startling difference.

trap her into admitting it, but the

“was just a bit too artful;, especially as

Miss Hedfern and her " friends were,
backing her up. I hope you're satis-
fied now, Barbara Redfernt”

Babs did not speak. She could npt.
She tried to catch Sadie’s eyes, but
Badie averted her face. TFrom her
chums, gathered behind her, a mutter
of disgust went uE. Ce '

“And now,” DEva said, her face
alight, “I wanot wy money and mv
ring and bracelet, you thief!” -~ =

“I never took your things!” Sadie
panted. “¥You're making it up!”

“Am I?” Eva flamed. and suddenly
she darted to the manteipiece, grabbing
up an earthenware pot which stood
there. “Wait & minute!” she cried.
“What's this?” And with her back to
the room she emptied the pot into her
hand, then turned. “Here they are!”
she eried. *You awful little thief 1”

Sadie eried out.

By Hilda Richards It

prizoner 'in this camp, waiting to be
taken off by the ;poFice. Sacie—that
strangely acting girl whom she had
liked—whom she still liked—in spite of
anything, Ob, there must be some mis-
talke—there must—must! .
Sadie was honest. She still felt it.
And remembering suddenly . that small
incident of Bessie Bunter’s ten-shilling
note, she found her doubts beginning to
dissolve. IF Sadic had been & thief
by instinct, then Sadie, most certainly,
w_otu_ld have stuck to that ten-shilling
note. T
" Babs began to review facls in 8 new
I:ght. Last night Sddie supposedly
nad Broken into their own chalet, but
she had stolen nothing, another factor
which pointed to her honesty. What,
then, had she wanted in that chalet?
And why, from the very first moment
she set eyes on her, had Eva Carnaby
been so vindictively set against hert
“Babs—" Mabs startes.

¢ H{1, Babs, what did I tell you? "' came a cry, and on to the court dashed the unpléasant Eva Carnaby.

As Babs, ignoring the ball, turned towards her, Eva gave a low laugh.

“But—but .what,” she asked, “is
Sadie supposed to have done?” -

“¥You do not know ?” Mr. Mackenzie
acked. His fsce was grim. “Last

vear, Miss Redfern, this girl was at
the camp in the name of Lorna Bay-
ford. She robbed an old lady named

Mrs. Holt, and was expelled from the
camp- ] ‘

“And that,” Eva cried scornfully,
*“is the girl you made, a friend of!

Didn’t I tell you all along that she was

8 crook? “Just look at her|”

Babs Releases the Prisoner!

HEY were all goazing
at the girl" who
called herself Sadie

; White now, Stricken
~ and guilty in all truth
- " ghe looked, and Sadie
‘ meeting their eyes, turned
her head away.

Bals. clenched. her hands. She had
made a mistake, then. For once in-
stinct ' had not guided her aright. “It
was Badie who had broken into their

-own chalet last night—Sadie, all along, .

who had lied to them, deceived them!

“I had an idea from the moment I
heard her speak ‘that she was Lorna
Bayford I Kva eried.' “1 _tried-~to

she added maliciou;ly, ““ stealing ! 7’

“1 tell you T nmever took them !”

I think,” Mr. Mackenzie broke in-

angrily, “that is enough. Miss Whitc.
vour denials are uscless. Last year I
refrained from calling in the police at
Mrs. Holt’s kind request, though her
money was never found. This time I
shall show you no consideration.. Miss
Redfern—everybody—please leave. Miss
White, I am going to lock you in this
chelet until the police come!” ;
Dazed, bewildered still, they went
out, Eva with them. Bhe turned wit
a .sneer upon Babs, .

“Well, Misz Doubting Thomas, per-
haps you will believe me now!” she
jeered. “Was I right?”

“Oh, rats! Don't talk to
Babs said groffly.

“Dash it, I think you owe me some
sort of sn apology,” Eva said.

.Babs flushed. Her chums locked a
little guilty., Eva was right., They
ought to be grateful to her, perhaps,
for having nipped the scheme of Sadie
White in the bud. ' Yet somehow they
were not. '

They all walked away,
Even Babs, so loyal.in her champion-

me [

ship of Sadie, had no tword to say, it
seetned, P \ )
But Babs was thinking, all the same.
She was begiuning to get back her
poise. - Badie—a  thief! Badie—a

‘‘ Sadie’s been caught,”

“Wait a minute, Mabs I'm thinkiag

something out,” Babs said. it

along Lva "Carnaby had beén
ahremitting in_her persecution of the
girl in Clalet No. 17. There wis no-
body’s word except Eva’s that her
clialet had been raided last might—and
Eva herself had found her own valu-
ablles—whilst her back had been turned
ta her audience ! Easy enough it wouild
have been for Eva to have had those
things in her hand or her pocket all the
time, her object, of course, to get the
search in Chalet No, 17 organised and
then so arrange things that her beleng-
ings would be found therein, Why go
to those lengths to snare Sadie? There
could only be two reasons.

One. eeause Eva, for some reason,
was afraid of Sadie. Two. Becanse
she wanted to get hor out of the eamp.

“Babs, you—" Mabs said.

* Mabs, just another second !

If Iiva was afraid—why? Babs shook
her head, Why should she want to get’
Sadie out of the camp, though? And
suddenly & new train of thought was
set going in her mind, .-She was
remembering now that, before “their
arrival, Sadie had a‘ﬂreadNV oceipied *
two chalets in row o. 17 had
been her third, After that she had

(Continued on page 14)



HIS is a real holiday letter to you
T this week.
For here we are. Mother, Yather,
&mall brother Heath (or Heatherington in
full) and your little Patricia (or Pat for
short}——on holiday !

This is a glorious spot on the coast of
Porset. Adorable Derset, I ecall
ginee it's “ Glorious Devon,” and *' Smiling
Bemersot,” ands* Romantic Cornwall,”

An "I -think I told you, we've taken
rooms at & ducky little farmhouse just
about a mile from the sea. And as we
bave the car with us—which is parked
with the cows, incidentally—we are able
to get around quite a bit.

* Coo, the sea!” serearmmed Heath at

the top of his voice as soon as ever we

arrived, “ I'm going to build a. castle as
big—as. big as—as what, Pat 1 ”

And he turned to me,

" Aa big as & house 7™ T guggested.
But apperently that was pretty feehle.

*“ No,” said Heath scornfully., * Much

“ bigger'n a house. As big as—what,
mummy "’

“ Oh, about as big as Buckingham
Palace, I should eay,” suggested mother
vaguely.

** Yea—as big as Buckingham Palace,”

agreed Heath,
@ On the Farm

But even the sea waa forgotten when he
saw the ** a'mals ” on the farm.

There never were such darlings, I'm
Bure.

I don't know which I like best so far.
The baby animals are the most fascinating,
of course. The young calves are simply
heart-melting—Pansy, Daisy, and Butter-
eup, their names are,

" Wish my eyelashes were as long as
yours, you little darlings,” I say to them.

Then, of course, I adore theé young ~

foals. They've got long, foolish, wobbly
legs, that seem always to be in the way,
and such large feet they’re always iripping
over. And their mothers look so proud
when I fondle their * bahies.”

_There are also geese on the iarm—which
1 confess were just a spot frightening at
tirst—and turkeys, too. I'm sorry, but
1 can't pretend'that turkeys appeal to me.

@ Happy Days

I have the dearest little hed.room—which
¥ share with Heath—in the farmhouse,
I bhas tiny windows, which are never
eloped, a real old-fashioned wash-stand,
and a feathex bed, in which I nearly lose
myself,

‘Fhe water that I wash in in the morning

it—

THE SCIIGOLGIRL

UT OF SCHOOL
HOURS |

Your PATRICIA is on holiday this week, but, of course,

she wouldn't miss writing ber weekly fetter to you all,

which is as bright, breezy and helpful as ever—just the
sort of letter you love!

ie beautifully soft and silky—straight
{rom the rain-butt. The first meorn-
ing, I made it g0 soafy that I had to
get fresh. But now X know just how
Tittle soap you require to use in ** soft
water, qut like ours at home—which
is rather like washing in rocks !

There’s no bath-room in the eottage,
80 we go bathing each day, in the
seo—ull the family. )

One thing I'm afraid of is that we shall
ell be putting on a terrific amount of

" weight, {Mother's getting quite penicky-

about it 1) It’s the food.

We get such enormoua eppetites that
we just ean't resist the marvellous farm-
house fare that’a provided for us. I'd
love you to ses the great basins-full of
cream that are on the table for every meal.
(Our milkman at home weuld just faing
right off at the sight of so much, I'm quite
sure.)

@ Breaking Up

But I maustn’t cerry en like this, or
vou'll say I'm writing all. about. myeelf
this week—and that wouldn’t do at all.

Instead, let'a talk about you.

Poor pets, 1 erf)eﬂ. ou're forging your
way t-hl‘];l.ilgh the last o}; the exams, aren’t

ou ?
Y But that'll be over in a day or two—
and then, three cheera! Your break up,
for—

Holidays !

That means that next week we shall

ALL be on heliday, and I do hepe you have
a lovely time, whatever you do.

@ Seaside Brooches

It's sometimes a bit of a puzzle on
holiday, imu't i, to know what to do
in the evenings aftér supper 7 You don’s
want to go to the pietures, and a walk
along the prom seems & hit tame at times.

Personally, I like stopping in, or sitting
in the garden, and having a * goed read.”

Which reminds me that am excellent
book-mark can be made by cutting the
corner off an envelope. It fita perfectly
over the corner of & page to mark the
place.

I've also made myself two little fob
mascots to wear on my holidey coat.

I begged two pipe-eleaners frem father
to make them. (As & rule, he's a bit
mean with his pipe-cleaners, He'd much
gooner give you the cash to buy some than
part up with those he has. But being on
heliday he waa feeling generous, I suppose.)

Anyhow, I cut one pipe-cleaner into
two fairly long pieces and one short piece.
One of the long pieces I bent so that it
had a lcop at tha
top. The other I-
made into a sort of
quarter circle, with
an arrow shape at
each end,

These I placed
tegether—asin
the picture—and

put the short piece aeross, near the top.
I hound the joina with cotton, and sewed
a safety-pin to the back.
The result was quite a smart .little
anchor breoch, S
ie other brooch was a sailing ship,
made from just two pieces of pipe-cleaner,
earefully bent. One makes the mast, and
the other the sails. I think you'll see the
idea best by looking at the picture,
‘They're both very simple to do. -

@ A Pretty Trimming

But I mustn’t go too holiday-fied, and
forget the nice schoolgirl who’s st home
these days. Perhaps she’s not going
away amtil Intor, or perhaps she’s just
going somewhers each day. :

If the at-heme girl feels she’d like to do
somothing to cheer
up someé of her
summer clothes,
what about trim-
ming a plain dress
go-that it looks like
the one in the g
picture here 7 %

There was no
trimming at all on
this at first, But
two yarde of rick-
rack braid—as it-is-
caled—was bought,
and double rows of
it sewn arcund the
neck, and sleeves
as shown,

It looks now as
if the dress has
very simart coflar
snd cuffs—and the
fact that they're

“only pretend” mokes them oll the
smarter, of course, Especially nas they
don’t have to be remraved for washing !

@ A Treat for Mother

If you're going to the gea and your
niother doesn't bathe—nor even paddle—
lu]hen there’s something you must do for

er, s
You must bring some buckets of sea-
water to wherever her deckehair is and
tell her to bathe her™feet in it. Tell her
the dactors eny sea-water is terribly good
for busy feet, It really does take all
aches and pains out of them.

Then you can look for some nice wide
strips of seaweed, and cut some “ socks ™
out of these. Tuck them inside Mether’s
rubber beach shoes—and she’ll ind them
most restful and comfy.

And Lere’s another idea for mother.

It she’s knitting on the beach, she’ll
probably get a bit worried because her
wool will keep dropping in the sand. So
hang o spare Lbucket on the top of the deck-
¢hair and place the wool in this, '

-8he’li bo so pleased with her olever—
and t!auu-ghhful—-c!uughﬁl?rl : .

Hap davs to you all, nxy pets.

PPy o l'ouzy friend, Py.!’&%eRICIA.

S~

-
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IN Your Houpay Suitcase

Patricia helps you with your holiday packing—

Just to make sure’ nothing is forgotten !

CKING to %‘? away for a fortnight or
longer is SUCH a business, isn't it ¢
Semetimes you're so anxious in
case you forget something, that you
simply pack everything you own ¢ Thia is
certainly a sefo way out of the difficulty,
but it im't a.lwzis_.the -best, becauss you
don’t want to take a load of unnecessary
clothes and treasures away with you.

As you knew, this Patricia of yours is a
great believer in making out * Lsta.” To
806 things written down does help, I
always think. Then you can add to it or
eliminate—end check off all articles as
they are packed,

80 here I've prepared a* list " of holiday

_packing for you. You won't follow it
exactly, of course, but it may help you in
remetnbering everything when compiling -
your own, :

We'll protend, then, that you're going
to the sea for a fortnight.

You'l have ell clean undies on for
travelling, of course, and wear a surmmer
dress, and biggish coat for the journey, T
o

xpect.
Pli-divide the list into three parts for
extra aimplieity—* Fssentials,”” those are
the ' naugt.-haves * for wear, The "' Odd-
ments "’ are nearly as necessary, though
ean usually be obtained at your holiday
resort, if they should be forgottén, And:
the ** Luxzuries,” which are not esgential,
but nice to have, J '
So, firat, here’s the ESSENTTALS list.

¥ pair thick shoes (for trevelling or bad
- weather days).

} pair beach shoes or tennis shoea.

2 pairs over-sox.

1 pair sitky stockings (for best).

2 nighties. - -

2 pairs pantics.

bramsuirssanaress

DO unpack your suitcase as soon as you
arrive, and put all clothes into the ward-
robe and chest-of.drawers of your home-
-for-the-fortnight. It's fatal to leave them
in the case “ until you want them "—
for they can become so horribly creased
68 you rummage to the bottom, for one
thing or another.

DON'T dash down to the heech and
into the sea immediately you arrive at
your Noliday resort. Give yourself time
to get acclimatised fisst, You'll enjoy your
first bathe much more if you take it on
the second day of your holiday.

DO spend your first day exploring,
Change into summer% elothes and then
go for o leok round. Find the post office,
thé shop that eells the best postcards,
the best tea.room, and the chémist.
Yowl want all these
and it will-help mother quite a lot, too.

people, I expect; -

2 pettis.

2 vests {or bodiees, according to which.~

ever you wear),

2 ordinary beach frocks
have them),

1 best beach frock

1 sun-hat:

1 pair best ehoes
sornewhere emart)

1 bathing suit.

1 bathing wrap,

1 bathing cap. ’

1 wool jumper or cardigan (for chill
evenings).

1 pair shorts (or stacks).

2 blouses or san-tops. -

1 mae (sorry, but tE.ia should go 1).

1 dozen jes. -

Now for the ODDMENTS list. Pick

ut from it things you kmow you'll need.

1towel. i

1 face Bannel,

1 nail-hrush.

2 tooth-brushes,

Tooth paate.

Hair brush and comb.

gidtnes brush.,

ponge-bag.

Beach:bag. i

Shoe-cleaning outfit.,

3 coat-hangers.

Shoe-trees.

1 dressing-gown (if you haven’t a bathing
wrap), - :

1 pair bed-roem slippers.

1 pair gloves,

(more if you
(for special outings),
(if you're stopping

That looks rather a lot there, I know—

" but I expect somse of it, will be among

the * famil, g
“The m?x{ fst. in-the “ LUXURIES »—

' not essential at all, but you may like to

take them with you.
5 N A
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Camera.
Manicure things
Sun-tan oil.

0il of lavender (for stings).
LCold cream (for soothing sunburn),
Favourite book--or weekly paper.
Notepaper and envelopea.
Fountain pen or peneil,
Hair ribbons.
i

air grips.
Macintosh hood.

Pack all the heaviest garments at the
bottom of the suitcase, won't you :

Lay frocks ag ftat as poasible, and if
they're silk, place a piece of tissue paper
between all folds.

Fill up all odd corners of the suitcase
with rolled up articlesthat won’t coms to
harm—for the clotheg in a tightly;})auked
ease will-jump about- rouch less, and arrive
in better condition than those in a loosely-
packed one.

Give the rase a rub over with furniture
ereath ; see that thalocks are working well.
‘"Now you're ready—iéady to enjoy
the holiday of your young livest .

" YOur FirsT DAY AT THE SeA

Some very wise De's and Don’ts that reatly will
help to make your holiday more enjoyable,

DON'T clutter up the hall-gtand with
your particular clothes and treasures,
will you ? The landlady will leve you if you
take them up te your room, and so leave
spsce for other people in-the hall,

DO be on time for meals—even if the
pier is fasoinating, and the band just
goirg to play your favourite piece.

DON'T use the landlady’s er hotel-
keeper's” towels on the beach, especially
if you're going te apply sun-tan eil to your
ekin. Instead, ask meother if you may buy
& special beach-towel. They’re vémy cheap,
and so useful back home again.

DO ask your landlady if she is willing

to pack pienie lunches for those days-

when you want to be out all day—whether

- on the beach or on a coach irip. . I'm sure

she’ll ey yes, and they do save such a Job
of money.

DON'T leave your camera in the full
glare of the sun on the beach. Cover it
with .a towel, or place it under a deck-
chair on a piece of paper, sa that the sand
won't et in and * spoil the warks,”

DQ keep your wrist-watch well up your
arm. ' More watches go wrong on holiday
-

through sand getting inte them, than
you'd believe possible. 8o this musta’t
happen to yours. s

DON'T forget to wear your sun-glasses
if the weather's all T hope it is for you,
otherwise you may get headaches, and a
crotchety }}eeliizg ﬁmt. you won't be able
to aceount for.

DO place a towel, or paper, under your
head when you lie on the beach. If the
sand does got into your hair, you'll-be se
sorry, for it can tickle most annoyingly.

DON'T put off the writing of that
eard home to mother g8 soon as you
arrive if you've gone away without the
{amily, will you? And post it, too!

DO give any *“ valuables ” and some of
your holiday money .to o grown-up to
lock after, = It’s so upsstting to lowe

. things on holidany—and ‘so niee" to have
some money left for the last few daya.

DON'T forget that the grown-ups are

" on holiday, tvo,.50. be your nicest young

, self, thoughtful and kind, ond shawing

pleasure at all the treats asranged for
you, i ;



34 “The Secret of the Blue Chalet!”

{Continued from #age 1)

becn ‘found in No. 2l—another in the
same row. Last night she had yisited
No. 13, and for all Babs knew, she had
also visited No. 16—which meant that,
at pne tithe or gnother. .Sadie had
looked found all thosc chalets which
were' next door to each other.
’ N(;\\F‘ was she gettmg someﬂhete at
ast ¥

Wlw should Sadle be mterested in
that onc particular group of chalets?
The reason was' solved when Babs
remembered the disturbed state of
Badie’s own chalet on the' first occasion
she had visited it.
for something !

That was it,

“I don’t believe it!”

at them. “Sadie’s true blue, as
always salcl she was, This is a trick—
8 plot!”

“But there’s ho doubt about her
disguisc " Clara peinted out.

“None at all,” Babs- agreed. . “On
thu other hand, would you come back

l)(nurself to a place youw'd once been
kw cd out of?”

“But why did she come back?”.
Leila Carroll uanted to Lknow.

“I don’t kmew.” -

“Well, T thmk it's plain,” Janet

Jordar sniffed. “I didn't like Eva
Cmnab‘, but we've all got to admit
she’s been right. Anvmﬁ if you ask
me, we're well out of iti”

There wero nods. Most of the chums
s]yu'ed that _sentiment,
did not rcﬁh, nor at this sta.ge did she
argue. er ob
Badie—to learn from Sadie's own lips
the truth before the palice came.

That, as it happened, was nat o hard
job. . Sedic was -locked. in her. chalet,
and outside an a.ttendnut had been
placed on guard,” But in_the rear.of
the chalet was also a door, and, as the
doors were of a standard pattern, Babs
had hepeés that. the. key of their own
chalet wonld fit it When the chnms

went off fo the swimming pool, Babs,

excusing herself on the plea of having
letters f:n write, snoul-.ed along to the
vear of Chalet No. 17,  She pauscd at
the door, her heart gznng a little Junp
es she heard the sound of u stifled sob
from within.

8he joserted the key from" her own
chalet and turned it.  Tu her joy the
door opened at once. - Bwiftly she

stepped in, closing the door bekind he:
again.

Sadle her face wet with tear:,
]um ved up A P :
abs she breathed—* Babs, you,
you—"
“Badie, Ive come—to help . you,”
Babs sajd. “No, doun't thank me xet

because, after n.ll, I nght ot be ub]e
to, do anything. 'But, Sadic, you've
got to tell me how why you came hevé
—and exacily what happeuod last. year.
Spesk softl), thougk

“Yes," Babs, I wish I'd teld vou
h(-foro now,” Sadie said.  “But—but

“Well, tell me now,’ Bni)s invited.

And Badie, in a low voice, told the
stmﬁ-—«a simple enough story. in all
trut

Last year she had come to the camp
for a fortnight, but the camp had not
been helf so big or so luxurious as it
was now. She was coumpletely alone,
and returning late one night from a
midnight bathe, had been passing the
door of Mrs, Holt’s chalet when .two
figures had suddenly rushed out, one
cannoning into her.

“Wha they were I did not see, because
it was dark, but immediately they had
gone I saw 50met]’lrng kving in the path.
It was a five-pound note. Then, while
I stood wondering what to do with it,

‘Badie was looking:

Babs lookec} .

" Babs, howerver, -

jeet tow wWas to see

.cash’ 1 'booked

Mrs. Holt started erying out that she
kad been robbed. T knew then -thau
hhe two girls 1 had met hnd robbed

er.

Bhe, went on from that pomt 'I’hcre
had been no time to’ do_anything but
the quickest thinking. With that io-
criminating note in her hand she had
realised that, if caught, she might
judged to be '{he thief. She had bolted
U ortunately, she had been seen going
into her chalet. The fact was reported,
and when the chalet was searched the
five-pound note which Mrs. Holt
identified a3 one of those stolen, had
been found.

“Th-then I told my story. They
didn’t believe it, of course. Mr.
Mackenzie was going to send for the
police, but Mrs. Holt, who was a very
kind old lady, bated the idea, and so
I was just expelled from the camp.
I went. But the story presently got to
my employer's ears, and as. Mr
Mackenzie was a friend of his and he
had sent me here in the firse place Le
took & grave view of it. * Sadie,” he
said, ‘I am sorry, but I cannot have
a glrl in ny employment who is sus-
pected of being a thief, and who, ore-
over, is believed- te bave kept twenty
pounds of the money she stole. Until
you return that money, or until you cpn
fsrme you are not a thief, you must
eave my employment.” ”

-Bgbs’ heart melted.

“Poor old Sadie |” she muttered.

“And so I—I went,” Sadie said un.
easily, “I couldn’t find work. T've
nevel had a proper job since—only odd
jobs -here ang there. ., Not so.long ago
mother was taken il nnd I went' to
the doctor, While I was, in the wa1t—
ing-room I heard two glrls talking"in
the next room about this holiday cemp,
and pne of them said:.® What did- you
do. with Mrs, Holt's twenty pounds ? **

“Phew ! whistled Bab: s,

- And the- other said: ‘1 rammed it
between  the floorboards of ~Chalet
No. 23, in Row ‘H, and I 'expect if's
there now. f'way ‘I'm going along
this sammer to_look for it dgain.’ vShc
also said something about some snaps.’

“You saw the girls"” Babs asked

tensely,™
“No: when I got into _the room thcv
had gone. But I vowed.then that 1t

should be me,* not her, who would “find
that money, and a]thnugh I hadn't much
No. 23 of the Blue
Chalets right aw And, naturally,
having bu.n ex elfed once, I had.to
come here in lagulse, and under a

. different name.’

* Baby’ eyes were s}nnmg w1th exute-
ment.

“But what was your reason for chang-
ing chalets so quickly #*

“ Because,” Badie sald des a:rmglv,
“as soon as ever I saw the chalet T Knew
it wasn't the right one. You see, the
camp had been considerably altered and
added to since last year, and they must
have, renumbered the doors, I couldn’t
remember cxactly where No. 23 was, but
when I found out that I was on .the
wrong rack I had a look round, and
then. Was sure that No. 19 was the
chalet. . I moved into that, - only to
find again that I had drawn, a blank.”

“And that’s why Babs smd,“‘ynu
wanted No. 17?

“Yes. I'd worked 1* out to m
satisfaction thag the nngmal
mllht now be No. But there,
also,, I was in the mong,
desperation I decided to search every
chai) t in the row. But I—I never went
near Eva’s chalet—I swear that!

own

paling.
For outside came a_voice

- touch with you. Look hera!

0. 23

and in

And.
—oh!"” she ‘awdded, her, face: Buddenly_

THE Scnoomm:.

it “Babs I” Badie cried, wh1te to "the
ips .
I;E!abs jumped up
AN rlght, steady 1 ghe wh:spored
“Fm hel ing you now! I've got an
idea I. mlght be able to do something,
but you've got to do what 1 say. First
of af] I've got to get you out of this.”

“You mean, you've going to help me
to eSs[cape ?” Badie gulped.

es

“But, Babs, if it's found out—"-™"

“Never mind ‘that now. ' Sadie, this
way,” she said, gomg to the rear door
ang opemng it. *Wait a minute,
though. I'm going to fou:a this lock.
to make it look as if you've broken
out.” Bhe fitted the key in the lock,
fiercely turned it, bending it at the
same time, so that the lock jammed.
“Now |” she hissed, as a_key grated in

the front lock, get ‘to No. 13, Koeep
under cover, though 1 12
Sadie nodded. Out she flew. Babs,

pausing only to jerk the bent key-from

the lock, followed her

startled voice rang out.
“Bhe's gone [*

The Trap is Laid!
> LL clear Babs ?*

o s “All cleart”
.Bazbara Redfern
.announced. “ You

can come  out . now,
Sadie !”

The face of Sadic White
appearcd from beneath the bedspread
which ovethung the side of Babs' bed
in, Chalet No.

LIt was an huur later, and the police,
as far as Babs knew, were still scour-
ing the countryside in search of. the
missing fugitive who had escaped flom
Chalet No. 17. -

Buch a hue and ery therp had beenl
And all through w Sadie had lain
lndden under Babs" b

Clara & Co., shll in the. swunmmg
pqol knew nothmg of all that, however.
Im once, Babs was playmg a lona

And from t!na moment on Babs was
determined to F ay o lone hand. If she
was on the wlong track, then serious
consequences  would Iol[ow not only
for Sadie, but for herself. Babs had
no intention, until she was sure of her
grouud in overshadowing heér own
chuins’ happiness by, makmg them ‘share
her anxiety. -

Sa.dle, you've got ‘to get awny from
hele, she said. “ Borrow some of mny
clothes from ‘the case, here, and watt
till lunch-time, | when nobody will be
dbout, and slip.out. Don’s go too far,
thuugh hecauise, I .may want to get in
: Telt you
what,” she "added. “Meet me at the
bottom of the steps leading dovwn to
the beach at eleven o'clocks Can you
mauage until then?”

“Yes,” Sadie said breathlessly.
Babs, what are you going to

“I‘lrst” Babs =aid, “I’m gmng to
find out which really is the ori nal
Chalet No. 23. And tha!: shouldn
hard. Mr., Mackenzie’s bound to ava
a map, or something. Sadie, why didn’t
you tlink of that ?™

Sadie bit her lip.

“Well, I—1 dld 5 she sa,l,d, ébt.lt--—hn!:
—oh, Babs, dper laps you can under.
stand? I dido’t want to do anythmg
which would brmg1 up the past,
Mackenzie might have been curious 1{
I'd started asking questions, -and
wasn't_so sure of my disguise as ‘all
that. That was why I didn't get about’

moid than T could help, and j.hut wag

"why 1 ran aw 8y at the mztmtxbn
&l H.allo, here are the polu:e ab last; !” i

ceremony.’ ‘ . i

just as Eva’ ‘e
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“No, I don’t quite follow that,” Bahs

said.
" Well, you sec that bair dge, it—it’s
only a temporary one,” Sadie said.
“QOnee that dye gets wet, it comes
off' like ‘anything, you know, and if I’d
gone into the waler without a bathing
tap I should have been spotted at
onee,”

“Qh ! Babs said, and then under-
stood.  -“What a lime you've had!”
the said softly. " Still, new do as I
azk. L1 try to keep Clara, Mabs,
and Marjorie out of here until after
banch,  Meantime, don't forget—eleven
u'clock to-night at ihe foot of the steps
loading down (o the beach.”

Away went Babs to the manager’s
olice.  Mr. Mackenzie, smoking his
pipe ai the door, nodded to her as she
rame up.

“Borry to say ihere’s no news of
Lorna Bayford, Mizs Redfern.”

“Qh )" Babs said, frowuing. * Scems
to have got away all right, eh? Tunny
whout that girl, Mr. Mackenzie, don’t
you think?  You kuow, I've been
thinking about things—in a vagne way,
uf course. She did book Chalet No. 23
lrefore she come here, didn't she?”

“That's right.”

“And 1hat was her chalet when she
was in the camp last year?”

“No.”! He frowned. “If T remem-
her vightly that chalet was occupied by
. Miss Carnaby hersclf. But why, Miss
Redfern?”

“Oh, nothing ! Just trying 1o follow

up a train of thought,” Babs said. “It
struck me, yon know, that she might

have had some object in asking for a
~chalet with a spacial mumber. I
thought, perhaps, she might have been
alter her old chalet for some reason.”

He smiled a little,
“COh, I know what you're driving

at, though T can’t see it leading to any- |

thing. In any case, getting hold of
tha same number chalet she had last
year wouldn’t have helped her, because
during the allerations and additions in
the winter all the »pumbers were
Chalet No. 23 of last year
Why, ves,

That’s

changed.
would be—now Jot me see?
it would be Chalet No. 13
yours, isn’t it, Miss Redfern?”
“That's ours—yes,” Babs agreed,
though the manager could never have
guessed what an exciting thrill that
piece of information gave her. ‘' Odd,
it 157" she asked, with a little laugh.

“Do let me know as soon as you get

any news of her.”

The manager amiled as Babs
sauntered away. She reached the
swimming pool, to find the chums in
the act of poing to change for lunch,
* and with them was Eva Carnaby. She
looked up with a quick scow] as Dabs
approached. .

“Well, I gee your crook got away,”
sho sncered.

“Thal’s right,” Babs apreed imper-
turbably.

“And 1 hope now you've jolly well
got your eyes openi”

“I have,” Babs said, “ but not in the
way you necan, Eva.”

*“'What do you mean?”

“T1 mean,” DBabs said, “that I've alill
got an idea that there’s an explanation
to all this. I just ean’t got it inio my
head, you know, thai Sadie is a thief.
I'm not asking any of you to believe
what 1 think, l7out—weil, there are one
ur two things 1 wani to think out.”
 “Buch as?” Clara Treviyn ques-
tioned.

S Welly in the first place, I've just
been having a talk with the manager,”
Babs said. Do ynu know, girls, that
our chalet wae Chalet Nc. 23 last
yeart”

LEva looked up quickly.

“Well, what's that got to do with
it Mabs asked. ~

¥ Nothing, perhaps.  On the other
hand, perhaps a lot. It just struck me
as odd that SBadio should bave {ried to
get hold of that chalet, and then, hav-
ing got it, moved twice into other
chalefs near it, You know,” Babs said
thoughtfully,“I've a definite idea she
was scarching for something.”

She did nct wmiss the stm‘tfed light in
Eva's eyes.

“And just supposing,” Babs went on,
“she was scarching for something in a
chalet that was numbered No. 23 last
year? True, we caught her in ocur
chalet, but we probably disturbed her
before she esuld search properly, which
means,” Dabs rcasone({’, “that what-

ever she was searching for must still be
hidden in Chalet No. 13.*
“0h,
easily,
“Well, T don’t know,” Mabs -caid.

pifle I Eva exclaimed un-

oA 4

BABS’ chulr_n stared at her in

window of the chalet, raising a hand for caution,
- “You were taking us for 2 bathe, and now—-""

Leila Carroll protested.

‘¢ Hush,'* Babs enjoined anxiously.

“Pabs is generally right about these
things. Amyway, it’s no business of
ours.”

Y Baut it 1s,” Dabs said quickly—" very
much so. At least, I consider it my
husiness, DBecause, you see, without
asking for any of you to share it, I've
got a definite hunch that Sadie isn't
the bad egg everybody thinks she is,
Now if, for instance, we could find the
thing she was searching for,” Dabs
went on musinﬁly, “that might help
s to understand things. Anyway, it
will be fun having a try.”

“But—but—  Oh, stuff, it's still
rot ! Eva broke out. “If there’d heen
nnythin%', vou'd have found it
already.”

“JIf,” Babs said, “we’d looked
properly, but we baven't. For in-
stance, there arc the floorboards. They
are covered by carpet this ycar, aren’t
they? They weren’t last year. Pretiy
big joh,” she aded. “Can’t do it to-
day, because this afternooen we're in
the tennis championship. Might have
a shot to-morrow norning, though,”

-

amazement as she tiptoed to the lighted

By Hilda Richards 15

“ Hallo, there's ll,mch Lell!

1+

she added.
Come on kidlets: let’s go

“¥es, rather! Hurryl”
advised eagerly.

Off, then, they dashed. for a hasty
change before lunch. Badie had gone
when they got to their chalet, and in-
wardly Babs chuckled. Lunch—an ex-
cellent meal, accompanied by the usual
orchestra—was enjoyed. and after that
it waz a case of all crowding to the
tennis qourts for the first stages of the
cempetition in which they had entered.

IEva was in that. ITva, of course,
had to go along with them.

Tt was a hot afterncon, and an excit-
ing one as it happened

Eva and Clara were drawn as
doubles partners against Babs and
Mabs, and hot and fierco was the on-
counter bolween-them, with Clara and
Iiva just winning

After that came a serics of singles,
with Babs trimmphant this time. And

Bessie

*‘ But look here,"’
“ Listen 1

after that they all returned for a short
bathe and tea~tea this time, at Babs’
suggestion, taken on the veranda of
their chalet, and -with, most amazingly
enough, Babs inviting Eva as a special
guest.
with a quick look at Eva, brought out
the suggestion she had been mentally
toying with for some tifhd.

“1 say, I've got a ripping stuni for
to-pight, girls!l  What about a moon-
light, bathe frem the beach?”

“Rippiug " Clara voued.

“You'll all come?”

“What-ho 17

“Eva, what about you?” Babs asked.
“You keen on the idea?”

“Well, T gin—yes.” Eva nodded her

43

head. *What time will you start
she asked.

“(Oh, about fen, I should say! Do
join us1” Babs urged.

But Eva gave a sigh of regret.

“T—I'm sorry. I'd love to come,
really, but I'm afraid it ean't be man-
aged. You wee, I've promiscd to—io
go to the supper dance, and that won't

And it was then that Babs,

El
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be over, as you know, till midnight.
Would have loved to, otherwise. Ten
o'clock you're leaving, did you =ay?”

“That's it,” Babs nodded.

There was a motive, of course, under-
lying Babs' suggestion, but the chums
never suspected it. *
At --ten o'clock they all for-
gatheref outside Chalet No.-15, and
with towels on arfms and bathing suits
under their swimming wraps, tramped
off.” It was only as Babs passed Chalet
No. 32—that occupied by Eva—~that she
cast a quick look round.

“And then, rather grimly, she smiled.

But Babs said nothing to her chums
until,  reaching the lane outside tho
entrance to the camp, she stopped.:

I—I'in  gorry, -girls,’”” Babs =uid,
“we've got to go back.”
- “Look here, what's

tlie giddy
game?” snorted Clara, '

“(Come on!"” Babs bade.

They stared. - But Babs was already
turning. - Then, with a resigned look
at each other, they followed her. Back
along Row H Babs led the way, nntil,
nearing Chalet No. 13, she paused.

“Hist 1" she warned. -

“But look here—" Leila Carroll
whispered.

“Hush!” Babs said again. * Now
follow mie. Go carefully, and for good-
ness’ sake make mo sound |” .

On tiptoe Babs led the way, her eyes
gleaming as she saw the fainf, wavering
glow of light which reflected against
the w1;1dow of Chalet No. 13. OQutside
the window which flanked the door,
she paused,

“Hush!” ¢he
“Listen 1"

They listened, and they started, For
from inside the chalet came a distinct
squeaking sound,

Cautiously Babs stepped towards the
window; cautiously sl?e raised herself.
Clara and Leila, close on her heels,
foliowed suit. Then they all started.

meone was in the room.

A torch was on the floor, its beam
shining on the carpet. It revealed the
back view of a gir]l bending over the
carpet. It revca.fed that carpet rolled
back and the girl, with a hammer in
one hand gnd a chisel in the other, in
the act of prising up a board, Clara’s
breath eamo in & hiss,

“Babs, it—it’s Eva e

whispered again.

“1 know.. But shush! Leils, cut
off—quickly I  Fetch the manager!
Don™ do anything, Clara—yet.”

They watched. Now Mabs and
Jemima and Marjorie had come
forward, With their eyes on a level

with the sill, they stared in. They
saw the chisel go under the board, The
board came up with a squeak of nails.

Suddenly, from behind them, there
was 8 sound of footsteps.

Mr. Mackenzie, with Leila in tow,
hurried up. *

""Miss Redfern, you seat for mo?"

! Yes,” Babs nodded grimly.

Bhe caught his arm. While the
chums stood by, she led him to the
window—just in time to see the floor-
bonrd completely removed, and Eva
plunge her arm into the aperture thus
made. Mr. Mackenzie's brow darkened,

Without_a word he turned from the
window, In two secconds he was at the
door, That door,-sinco Babs had the
key, was not locked, and yielded to his
first touch. Mo stepped inside, at the
same time pressing on the electric light,

“ Miss Carnaby 1" he cricd.

There came a cry that was almost a
scream from Eva as she flung round,
in her hand a small yellow packet,

“Miss. Carnaby, what are you doing

here 77
stuttered Fva, and then

[ I_I-“"‘""
gave back But teo late, Babs, with

one swift leap, was across the room and
had snatched the yellow packet from
her hand “ You!” she choked. “You
—give that to me! It's ming!”

But Babs swiftly passed it to Mr.
Mackenzie, while Liva, eyes blazing,
checks flaming, ‘made a futile snatch at

-
P

The vellow packet was an ordinary
snapshot wallet, and on its front was
written Eva's own name ‘and the date
on which the snaps had been developed
—August; 1938. Eva gasped.

“Mr. Mackenzie——" ’

“Mr. Mackenzie, look in it,”* Babs
said desperately. * Please—"

“Don’t you dare!” screamed Eva,

But Babs was in front of her as she
-flung herself forward. Clara, half-
upderstanding now, was at her side,
The manager opened the wallet, and
then jumped. For out of it came
se\'el‘!ai negatives—two or three printed
snapshots—and four five pound notes.

“What—what—"_ the manager
stuttered, “Miss Carnaby, what is
this ?”’ " @

“This,” said Babs scornfully, *is the
money Eva stgle from - Mrs. Holt last
vear | 'This is the rerson she’s done her
best to get rid of Sadie White—because
she knew Sadie was trying to find that
money to prove her innocence. To-
night she had to make this search
becanse I told her that we ourselves
were going to search to-morrow.”

“Is that true, Miss Carnaby?”

Eva did not speak. It seemed that
she realised she was lost.

The wallet itself gave her away—
with her own name on its front and ner
own snaps in its interior.

“0Oh my hat!” eried Clara. “Babs,
how did you find this out?”

** And where,” breathed Marjorie, “is
Sadie now ?”

“Just wait hers a few moments,”
Babs smiled. “Mr. Mackenzie, while
vou talk to Eva, I'll go and fetch
Hadie,”

“You mean—she’s here?”

““Near here, You see, it was T who
helped her to escape this morning while
I set this trap for Eval” -

- A few moments later Babs brought
8adie to Chalet No. 13. By that time
Mr. Mackenzie had sent for the police-
officer who had remained in the camp

“THEIR SEASIDE FEUD
WITH THE FIREBRAND!”

THe ScHOOLGIRL

on the off chance of finding Sadie, and .

Eva was in his charge. The manager’s
face changed as he saw Hadie,

*“Miss White,” he said, “or rather,
Miss Bayford, I owe you a thousand
apologies. I supposé vou hgve heard
what has happened?
friend, Miss Barbara Redfern,
innocenee is proveéd.”

¥va looked dazed.

"Babs_"'_""—

“And npaturally,” Mr. Mackenzie
went on, “I shall do my best to make
up for the awful mistake of Jast lyear.
This very night, Miss Bayford, I am
writing to your former employer to tell
him what has happened. 0, pleaso
do not thank me,” he added quietly.
“Thank Miss Redfern,”

*“ And, Sadie—or Lorna,” Clara said,
as the police-officer led Eva Cammaby
away, “kick us at the same time!”

Lorna was launghing then—shakily,
but happily.

“Then—then please shall we say no
more about it? Bat, Babs—oh, Babs,
how wonderful you've beenl!” she
breathed. “And how clever! I shall
never, never be able to show you how
grateful I am.” !

your

“Won't you?” Babs laughed. *But
vou will and can. From now on, Sadie
—Lorna—you’ve got to be happy.

You've got to enjoy your holiday, and
you're going to he one of us, Is that
agreed, girls?”

Agreed it swas—heartily and with
enthusiasm. That night there was no
happier girl in Pinebay holiday camp
than Lorna Bayford, and 1in the
morning certainly no more joyful. For
by the very first train Lorna’s old
employer came down, not only to assure
Lorna that her situation was open for
her again as soon as she chose to return
to it, but also to give her an extended
leave which would exist until the Cliff
House chums departed from the holiday
camp.

And apart from that, & whole month’s
salary to make up in part for the injury
he felt he had done her.

From that mement Lorna was, in
truth, one of the Co., looking forward
with the greatest enthusinsm to the
glorious days and adventures ahead of

er.

THE END.

It is not the fault of Babs & Co. that Pinebay Heliday Camp
becomes the scene of a “*battle’ between themselves and
Diana Royston-Clarke, the stormiest girl in all Clff House.
Diana appears like a bolt from the blue, and, in her supercilious,
ambitious way decides to become Queen of the Camp Carnival,
But Babs & Co. have other plans, and so Diana becomes her old
vicious, scheming self—yet, in segret, generously doing a good

turn to someone in need.

+

Don't miss this superb Hilda Richards.
story. Itappears next week.

Thanks to your -
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To Save a Husky!
O for a joy-

“ 0O, boys!
!] ride " i
Kit Hartley reined up

lier horse, Pete, as she
hailed the three cowboys who had, just
grouped themselves in the yard of Red
Ranch. There was something in their
manner so grim and earnest that it
filled Kit with uneasiness. So when
she had asked about the joyride, she
had been joking.

Wherever they were going, it was
not on a joyride. Darre]l Lamoine
had a Winchester repeater in addition
to & brace of six-shooters, and his eyes
wora the dark glitter of anger.

“Just ridin' around?” asked Kit
quic';n,l’y. “Mechbe I eould join up with

ou i o=

Sho looked at Jem, the youngest of
the three, and the one she liked best.
Bit he did not seem inclined to talk.

Darrel Lamocine locked down his
nose.

“Reckon it's no gal’s business,” he
said gruffly. |

“QOh? Waal, that means it’s tough and
rough, and probably silly,” said Kit
candidly. “And as it's something that
can’t be said, I guess it's not on the
level, either.”

She knew that’d brave Jem up, and
she was right, for a squarer lad never
sat a horse. .

“1t’s the dawg,” he said. .

“The dog! hich dog?” asked Kit.
“The little yeller fellow in the town?”

Darrel Lameine’s eyelids snapped.
He was a surly fellow whom Kit did
not trust, or like, and now he seemed
to be pgotting raw.

“ Listen, Miss Kit!"” he said erisply.
“What we're gonna do is for the goo
of the cattle. And that’s all. But it's
gotta bo donc fast, and soon.”

Ife clucked his tongue, and his horse
moved forward. The others followed,
and Kit sat astride her horse, silent,
thoughtful, and anxious.

Quitag clearly the three punchers were
out stalking a dog, and stalking it with

the intention, wheir they ran it down, .

of shootifig it,
The thought turned Kit's bloed cold,
“went

angd, swinging from her horse,
y the gompounﬂttn Tus,

Bill, her dad's moustached
foreman., -

“’Lo, Bill!" said Kit cheerily, to
put him off his guard. “What's the
fun about the dog?” )

“Fun!” said Bill, grunting. “It's
no fun when the cows are mauled and
chased.”

“Gee, that's bad |” said Kit, stariled
and dismayed. “Do you know the
rageal 7™

Bill nodded, his eyes narrowing.

“Ah, we koow him all right!” he
said darkly. “Leastways, we's pretty
sure. There’s only one dog herearound
likely to do it. Fools think they can
tame ’em, but they can't.”

Kit knew at once without further
searching for clues, whoso dog it was
they held to blame. Jennie White's
husky, a dog believed to have a strain
of wolf in it. .

“Bolo? Jennie’s dog?” Kit cried,
aghast. “Wh, whatever people say,

tough,

17

There was Iitile hope of her out-
riding the boys. She knew that. But
there were other wavs of petting abead
of riders than overtaking them on their
own road—there wers zhort culs

The cowpunchers were in a hoery,
but they hurried along the road, When
Kit was in a hurry she called up ier
Redskin friend., pretty Nedwing, of
the copper-tinted skin and gentla smile.

It was easy ro lind Redwing by giv-
ing the Redskin call, anl as Kit rode
along she put a finger to her wmouth,
and let it go.

Presently bark came the answering
call, and then fram the hillside came
Redwing, mouvied ou her horse, rid-
ing  Dbarehack—Indian  fashion—and
leaning well back as.the horse cantered
down the steep, tricky slope.

“Gee, she's glued 1o that horse !
murmured Kit, in wonder. “I'll never
learn to ride that way in yoara!”

Redwing, cantering up, swung her

“1'll save your pet,” Kit vowed to the distracted owner of the
* wanted ** husky dog. But it wasn’t as easy as all that, for before
long Kit herself began to wonder if she’d made a big mistake,

that dog’s tame. And Jennie sure loves
him, Bil. Where’s the proof that he
mauled the cattle?”

Bill  looked a little shame-facedly
down at his boots, and shuffled; for
Kit’s honest eyves were hard to meet
when there was the light of scorn in
them, as thero was now.

“Waal, looky here,. Kit!” he mur-
mured. “Hyson saw the dog roaming
loose right where the cattle were
mauled.”

“Hyson? The man you fired a month
or two back?” Kit cried. “That crook?
Gee, you'd shoot 2 dog on his word !”

Ang, anxious and indignant, she ran
to her horse. Bill took an alarmed
step forward.

“Hey, Miss Kit,
going 77 he asked.

“To stop this shootin’|? snapped
Kit, leaping into the saddle and gallop-

where're  you

ing away. * :

. By N

Elizoheth Chester

horse round, fore feei in the air, and
smiled happily.

“Miss Kit,” she murmuved, “you
ride fast?"

“Redwing,” said Kit, her grave
voice showing lier anxious maoad, “do
you know the girl with the husky--
Jennie White 17

The Redskin girl nodded, lifted a
lean, copgcr-tintud arm, and peinted
through the trees.

“Bhort way—quick | she said.

"“Then lead eon, for it’s a-matter of
}i{f_e and death—for the husky,” :aid

it.

Redwing led. 8he swerved and
turned, cleared bushes, and ducked
between trees whers no way scemed
possible, up-hill and down, but always
taking the shortest way.

It was not long before Jennie White's
shack came in sight. was "a log
cabin on the hillside, . Sho lived thera
with her granddad, now too ald to
work and tgor whom she kept house.

When they were still a few hundred
vards away, Kit saw her emerge frem
the house to shake a cloth; accompanied

T




18

Your Editor's address ts:—

The 80HOOLGIRL Office, Flectway Houss, -

¥Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

BEYWEEN_
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!

MY DEAR READERS,—Well, I've
two exciting items of news for
you this weel, so I won't delay
# moment longer, but start telling you
&ll about them right awey.
First of all—

“ VALERIE DREW’S HOLIDAY
MYSTERY ! »

~ There! It's out at last! Now yon
know the meaning of those little
notiees which have be¢n appesring in
Your favourite paper receutly stafing
that the famous girl detective would
shortly be making her bow before you.

For Valerie Drew is to rake her
bow next week. And those of you
who have never read about this
wonderful charscter—not to mention
her lovable and extremely clever
Alsatian dog, Flash—are going to be
thrillingly awrprised.

ose of you who have met Valerie
before—well, you’ll all be eager and
impatient to renew that acquaintance, 1
kuoow,

* Valerie Drew’a Holiday Mystery
is one of the most enthralling serials

have ever read. It concerns
delightful, picturesque farmhouse,
where Valerie and her pet go to spend
& quiet 'holiday.

But it isn’t &t all quiet. In fact,
Valerie and Flash are plunged into a
baffling mystery the very instant they
arrive. won't tell you what the
mystery is ebout, but leave you to
discover that for yourselves. But it's
going to intrigue and fascinate wou

X Iriday, August 4th, instead of Saturday .

tremendously. What i more, you'l
revel in the happy holiday epirib which
runs through the whole story.
Remember—the first instalment of
this thrilling story, specially written
for-us by Miss Tsobel Norton, com-
mences in next week’s ScHOOLOIRL—
which, by the way, will be published
one day carlier than usual, that is, on

the 5th. So do order your copy well

in advance. Then xou’ll make sure

of the second treat in store for you.
And that is——

“THEIR SEASIDE FEUD WITH
' THE FIREBRAND!"

Diana Reoyston-Clatke at Pinebay
Beaside Camp'!

No wonder Babs & Co., having the
time of their lives, are rather taken
aback. And it's the sarge old -Disna.
too—magnificently lording it over new
acquaintances, setting her heart on a
certain selfish objective. and trampling
rough-shod over all who get in her
path, and vet, coming upon semeonse
lilr; lne&ac’t of help, generously giving that

Naturally, Diana, with all her
“ Firebrand  traits. crossed the chuma;
naturally she is ruthless in her efforts
to score off them. WHhat eares Diana
if she is breaking someone's heart 1*

The Holiday Camp are holding a
carnival, angd Disna is determined
to be Queen of that Carnival, no matter
what it invelves. .

Meanwhile, tho Clif House chums
are equally determined that someone
else shall be the Queen. And so——

You'll 'be enthralled from first word
to last of Hilds Riohards’ new master-
piece.

As usual, our fiext number will con-
tain another delightful Kit and Red-
wing COMPLETE, and more of
Patricia’a Bright and Interesting Pages.
And, of courss, thers will be a fow
more remarks from

Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR.

by her busky, a dog from the Frozen
North, Soleo,

“He's there still, y

But, turning in her saddle, she saw
a choiid of dust moving on-the road a
mile behind them., ‘““Hey, the boys!
F'ast’s the word, Redwing [*
. There was a clear stretch in front
of them, and standing in the stirrups,
Kit gave Pete his head. They reined
up just short of the shack, and Kit
sprang off and ran {orward to Jennie
who;, having seen the riders advancing
at such speed, was at the fence to meet
them, .

“What's wrong, Kit?” she asked.

“The husky—get him hidden—here,
let me have him!” said Kit breath-
essly,

“The husky—S8olo? Dut I dor’t get
it.” said Jennie, her prettv, fair face
wrinkled. *“Why do you want him?”

There was no time to argue. Kit
pointed te the cloud of dust that was
vapidly moving nearer. i

“In the middle of that dust-cloud
ave three of our boys,”™ she said, “and
one of them’s got 'a Winchester. At
three hundred yards he could drop
yvour husky, and I'm telling vou he
will. It's why he's come here 1

A light of horror was in Jennie’s
eves_as she logked from the dust-eloud
to Kit.

“In a winute they'l! see wus—and

* gaid IKit, in relief,-

guess,” said Kit. *Can the dog jump?
Then up here. boy!1”

“Up " coinmanded Jennie, ‘

_Kib looked down at the bright eyes
of the husky, ‘and smiled as he poised
himself. for the jump.. Then, with a
fine spring, he was on to the saddle,
which she moved back to vacate.

“Forward a bit, laddie!” she mur-
mured. “Hold on—we're off! Don't
worry, Jennie ' she ealled back. *“ He'll
be safe where we hide him 1"

Before that cloud of diist became a
group of riders, Kit and Redwing hacl
to be in the neavest clump of trees,
going ont of sight—and out of range of

arrel Lamoinels Winchester !

Suspicions!
LU E'VE made it!" gasped Kit,
when they  were  safely

hidden amiongst the trees
some minutes later.

Then, leaving the husky with Red-
wing, who speedily plaited a lead out
of tough creeper, which she cut with
her sharp knife, Kit moved beck to
the fringe of the trees to watch. She
saw the riders rein up, and two of
them go to the shack and knock.

Darrel remained ot the gate, and
even as Jennie opened the door the
Winchester went fo his shoulder.

“mured il

3
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But there was no husky to emerga,
and Kit almost clapped in delight to
think bow he had Ecc-n fooled of - his
prey,

The two men argued with Jennie,
and then ker old grandfather came ta
the door and sheok his fist at the men.

“Search, laddies!” ‘breathed Kit,
“Smart  work | Keep  them  thar
scarchitg, Jeunie, while we get Solo
away |"”

Bhe turued back and rejoined Red-
wing, who had SBolo safely held witl
a longz, strong ereeper lead.

“Now where'll we take him?” mur-
“It'lt need be somewhere
pretty  far and safe, I'm thinking
Darrel will luuit like a foxhonnd now.”

They discussed. various likely places;
and Redwing said that she would will-
ingly eamp out with the lusky to
walke sure that he did not roam.

“We've got to take carc of his honl-
“That'd give
Now, Solo,

ing, too,” mused  Kit,
himm away mighty quicl.

old chap—no yauping t*

The husky, bright red tongue lolling.
lovked up with worricii eyes, and then

sat down. And no amount of tugging
would drag him on.  He just stayed
et

“Thinks he’s being stolen !" frewne:l
Kit. *“And in a way he is, so far as
he knowst” .

She dismounted and spoke to him.

“Listen, laddie, we're vour friends,”
she said gently, “so you'd better come
along with us!”

It took several minutes of coaxing tn
persuade Solo that he had better, %ui
sfter petting, he scemed to understand
that these girls were not enemies, and
off they all went, leading the"horses.

“Way up ou hill, fine place—eave,”
satd Redwing prescatly.

A cave reemed ideal, so they made
the slow, laborious journcy, weaving a
ZAGZAE course to mai:e the elimb easier
for the horses, and presently Redwing

“pointed aloft,

“There 1” she said.

Kit stared, seeiug a cave, and then
moved her head to one side slightly.

“8ay, that's no vacant site; I can
see smoke,” she murmured,

“Smoke ?”  asked Redwing, *Yes,
yes!”

Bhe slipped from her horse, and
went swiftly up, returning in a womeut

or two as silently as she had gone.

“Yes?” asked Kit.

*“Man,” whispered Redwing.

Even as she spake, there came the
bark of &' gun, and the shrill whistle of

‘a bullet as it passed over their heads.

It wes not dangerously near, but Kit
grabbed at Redwing and ducked.

A rough roaring voice called to them.

“Git goin'! And don't come back.”

Kit did rot argue; signalling to
Redwing, she hurried down the slope,
and did not speak again until they had
reached the path below. She had not
seen the ‘man, and she did not recognise
his voice—although she thought that she
knew all the mwen in the district hy
sight and sound. .

“Do you know him, Redwing?" she
asked. g

“Plenty beard,” she said, touching
Rer chin. “Not sce him much, but
t'ink—t'ink him once work with your
dad.”
“Gee I gasped Kit, as she suddenly
recalled her conversation with Bill.
“A bearded muant You mean Hyson?"

Redwing gave a nod of assenk; and
Kit whistled softly, inirigued ‘and
excited.
. “Hyson, eh? And it was Hyson whn
said he snw Solo hunting on the plain!
A gink like that who'd bin fired by dad
wouldn’t have a nice warm spot in his

heart for the ranmch or the cattle!™.
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And_Kit was deep in thought as ghe
rode on with Rédwing. Connécting

" Hyson with the mauling of the cattle

uess; but it was as good a

was only a L :
arrel Lamoine’s accusing

guess  as

-~ Bolo. Nevertheless, it was not easy to
. see how Hyson had done the work.

-“TIt wants lookihg into,” mused Kit,

 “hut first ‘we've got td find e hide-out
--for Solo, and

somewhero safe where

- Darrel won’t be snooping around.”

front of which was a platean. -

" anxiously, when they arrived.
 back with food for you and blankets,

Redwing, knowing every inch of the

h countryside, 'soon  bethought herself of’
" a new hiding-place, another cave, in

g

“ You’ll be all right here ?” Kit asked

“T’ll bd
and if 1 'ecan slip away without, beirig

secn, I'Il' be here m¥self pretty often.”
'Redaing' smiled,  touchéd ~ by her

! friénd’s thoughtfulness.

.. would not desert her, post.

Lamoing & Ce.
- talking teher dad,

cheen maiming’ my cows, and I'm not
‘etanding 6,7 - .o gl
. Kit, Brows knit, put her arms akimbo,

. Not_worry, Miss Kit,” she urged..,
“Redwing . keep Solo.. He not get

' 'way. No one come take him.”

Kit knew well enough that ;Red\vinp:.
Solo would.

safe . with . her; and .alréady he

p seemed  to have made up his. mind: that
.she‘was a friend. More contented,- he

sottled down, and locked from one-to.

‘the.other. Then; whén Kit, deciding to-

go, said ‘good-bye,” he sat. zp politely, ,
and gave her his paw to shake: . - e
-With- a" wave to them both, - Kit.

returned to Pete; and. then, following.

- tho Redskin girl’s directions, found the

quickest way back to Red Ranch. -
‘As . she tethered Pete, she 'saw

in the ranch yard

“'Lo, dad,” she said, -

tone. * What's this about yout hiding-
Jennie White’s husky? . That ‘dog. has

“Dad, T'm sorry to hear ydu talk this,

way,” she said in reproach. ! What?
makes. you_miightg sure that it ‘was’

Jemnip’s dog did the damage? There's!

.no kind of evidenca exc?t that Hyson

says he saw him aroun And wha's:
Hyson, anyway! A gink you fired”
Darrel Lamoine cut in sharply.’

- “Never mind Hyson,” he snapped.

4 What other dog

e’d have done the

damage?. A pug dog? The little

terrier? It was a pretly big, powerful '

dawg.” -

- Kit shru "ed-he}, shoilders.
 “OK. Bub give the

Jocking' round she saw the
.arh'ose ‘ndme. was' on her lips, Jennie

ut give the dog a break.-

He's got as much right to go on living

to think of—* . :

-ap you, and what's more, there’s' Jemmle = *

-.-3he broke off, for there cams qum the

hard, and

sound of a horse, ridden
very 'girl

White. Jennie, clearly. panic-stricken,

aeined. up, ‘almost threw hersélf from

- her horse, and without waiting to tether
v it, ran to.the group. g B

- “Mr, Hartley,” she panted. “What's
ull this 'bout shootin’ Solo? He's never
maimed cattle. He's just a pet, and
a:gone who says he’s got a stréak of
wolf is just crazy.”

- wKit_slipped- an arm ahout .herj “ds,

" soared gnd, anxious, she looked from the

three grim cowboys to Mr. Hartley.
*That’s all right, Jennie,” said Kit.

“These thick-heads don’t Jmow how to .

think I ., .

: "qu,':ﬂad ‘ﬁpoke slow]yl.l wéighjng‘ his

wiprds,

. “Tf the dog didn’t do if, then T reckon .
“thers’s hb néed y sai

.‘_,B.ut;wg:,;f gonpa find the rascal that
b HEA fid, dhe v -

to, worry,” ' he said.

“did, and t

d R e
..11' "_'I‘l!é_"‘l'ie‘?,ijgdn’t_ never ﬂﬁi‘i Ckeni,’
_ﬂﬂppﬂg . i i i

Lamoine,

* had not left h

Kit felt Jennie shiver.
faced her dad.

“Dad, swear that you won't allow
Solo to he shot. Can’t yousee? It'd
break  Jennie’s  heart) ‘
Darrel says, whatever Hyson says, T'll
swear they're both wrong. Sole's not
to_blame.” " ‘ C ot .

Datrrel Lamoine turned away, M
expression sneering, but Kif’s dad
nodded ' gravely,
hearted man, and just.

Squarely, she

“All'right, Kit,” he said slowly. “No' scene,

pet dq% will bo shot without proof of
his guilt. ~ Guess I c¢an’t say. maore'n
that,” And,” he added, turning to the
three cowboys, “if any gink takes the
law into his own hands, then he’ll
reckon with'me.” = -~ = .
ennie, congoled . .and encouraged,
returned to her horse with Kit, and for:
a_few minutes thoy stood chatting,
discussing the mysterious affair. Kit
told her about Hyson, .and—having
made sure that Lamoine was not in
hearig-~explained to Jennie haw she
could find' .?.d.‘"inii".ﬂ secret hide-out;
for Jennie naturally
her'pet, and assure herself that he was
all.right.” = . T
. Jennie swung into the saddle, pross-
mF‘ Kit’s hand in warm gratituds ‘for
all the trouble she was taking, but as
she ‘'did’ so, théte came a shett from the
compound. . A cowboy had just comao

riding in ‘from 'the 'plaink, o -
, “I've seen him!” he shouted. *The
dawg that's bin sulin’ the sheep™ ' [
shot at him but he got gway——>"
“It's that husky, 'the half-wolf be-
longing #o thaf girl thefe ! & i
Denial trembled on Kit’s lips; but it

“Here,  Kit ! he called in severe \oo.& fime for desils not. worda. Thicre

was at last, ‘a sure way of proving
whether ' that dog was ‘Solo. or—a
double | IS & TN T }

If Solo was still with Redwing, and
er, then he was not the,

culprit the cgwpunehers were’ seeking.

N%]._o‘nger, need Jennje fear for his 1#Ha'!

i 1t sprang fo Petd, and ‘mounted
im; oLt L R

, on, Jéﬁnierf” ‘she (I‘,-_l‘i(_!'d.

-

« V[ISS Kit. Looky hére. Quick
o T ground,  Kit, lea.dng déwn
the strange miarks in

Whatever. =

wanted -to ‘go' to-

By Elizabeth Chester 19
- Found Guilty!

IT reimed up.

8he had ridden as hard as

she could,, and’ Peté ‘was steam-

: ing after the fast run_ to the
base of the hill, where quwmg;ghd
the "husky ‘were hidden, ‘Jennie;” at
slower pace, was_Tollowing, mot know-
ing ‘all thé hawdrds of the. roite as Kit

Hoe was a kind-; did,. buf she was_not far behind.':

“Dismounting * in_ thé lovely ~'mmlit
it Tooked - up . the  hillide,
-amongst the treés, bushes, ahd grass for
some sign’of Redwing. . K
Surprised that the quick-eared’ Red-
skin girl had net heard her comiing, she
called, but there was no ‘response.
Then, her anxiety growing, Kit'hurried
up the hillside. :
“Thié silence prepared Kit, far the dis-
covery she made, -though: it was a
shock. For the cave was deserfed.
Redwing was not there, nor was 8qlo!
“Alarvmed in éarnest now, Kit gave
the Redskin .call,” and presently hecard
the response. . .
“All right,” called Kit to Jennie,
who 4vas hurrying ' up . the 'hillside.
“8Bhe's "answered. ' Mcblbe she's just
taken Solo for a run.” Faw b
That was what Kit hopéd was the
“true, éxplanation of the Redskin’s girl’s
absence, but in her heart sho doubted
Cat, an, sl wia T
.Bhe ran to meet Redwing as she
camé info sight, +Redwing’s face
showed her' distress, and, teeing Kit

" she stogped, looking: worried and

ashamed. She was glone. = -
v ““Solol  Where is:he, Rédwing?”
Kit gasped. SR
Rédwing pointed ‘fo the plain.
“Gone  'way over,” she faltered
miserably.. . o _
i You mean he got away from you?”

- Kit asked. o .
But 'l%_(edwing shook her hoad, and
now spoke more freely ‘with a ring of
indignation  in- her voice. It was' a
startling story she ‘had to teM.:
. MBad nrixi come; hold gun,”she said.

1 Redwing cried, pointing fo the
from ‘het' hbrse, startéd bs she saw

the ground; = They had been made by an animal—but
- not the ** wanted '’ husky If - -
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20 “Ki of Red Ranch!”

“3ay he want food.

. any, Dog he go for bad wan

“Yes?” breathed Kit. *And then
what—"

“Man carry old sack. Throw over.
8olo. Cut creeper mpe. Man run
"way. Solo go free.”

{it whistled softly, amazed and

indignarit, ;

“#leld you up with a gun, eh? You
mean Hyson?” 3 )
“Yos.” Bad man!” eaid Redwing

cadly, ]
"Izoor Redwing! It wasu't your
fault,” said Kit consolingly.  “Bug,
gosh, I reckon tliat rascal noeds what's
coming to him. Jennie,” she added,
turning - to that friend, “you heard?
Solo’s, at large. v A
him! And let’s hope that Redwing’s
story is believed.” )
Kit wasfed no time, but, Lnrried off
with Jennie to search for the dog. It
was only a few hundred yards along
that trail that they came upon telltale
signs—thin, faint spots of blood.
“He's been shot!” cricd Jennie, in
horror.

Kit did not answer. She followed

the trail,
troubled.
HSuddenly Jennie gave a shout.
“There he is, Kit!"
Kit saw the rustle of leaves alicad.
and through a gap between two-bushes

her face dark, her eyes

came Splo. -He halted, and then, with-

a sharp cry of joy, ran forward to
greet his mistress, On his left flank
was a slight gosh, but he was not other-
wise wounded. Yet there was sign of
blood about his jaws, aud Kit stared
in Horror. .

That blood .could.mean but one thing.
8olo_bkad just mauled cattle!

“Oh!” murmured Kit.

Jenunie sprang. down from her horse,
and (hrew her arms about hiin.

“Sole, Solo}” she cricd. “Oh, dar-

ling, what happened? Whe hurt
vou "
From behind, kit hieard the sound of
men’s  voices. The cowboys were
coming,

“Jennie, ride on!" she eried. “Ride
on, and hide him, and clean him up
guick as you can!” ' i

Wheeting her horse, Kit rode to-
wards the advancing cowboys, whist-
ling and calling Solo, as though she
did not know where he was. Given
a few minutes’ lead, Jepnie might get
home even yebt with her pet.

‘It was a simple ruse, but it worked,
and when the cowboys saw Kit riding
to the west, they followed, shouting,
and calling her boack, But she could
not maintain the pretence for long,
and very soon she had to pretend that
she had lost him. -

Leaving them to search, she returned
to Redwing.

The little Redskin gir]l was kneelivg
on the ground, a hundred yards or 0
from the foot of the hills, and on seeing
Kit sprang up excitedly.

“Miss Kit,” she cried, * looky Lere!
Quick 1"

She pointed to the ground. and Kit
swung off, and stered down at a queer
mri\rk at a spot where the ground was

soft, .

It had thg appearance of being some
soimal's paw, yet it was one she had
never seen before in her life. It was
1ot Holo’s, nor any dog's, vet it clearly
was an animal's footprint.

Suddenly she shot a look at Redwing.

“(ee, d'ye get it, Redwing?” she
cried excitedly, “This mark—some
other animal made it. Not a dog at
all. And- that animal's the one that
did the mauling.” ‘

A shout from Darrel Lamoine came
tp her then.

Hay not have .

We've got to find-

Ilt to wait for your favourite

“C’mion, fellera! Wherever the
dawg is now, I reckon it'll find its
way back home. On yer way, boys!”

Kit clenched her hands and looked
down at the mark. It was evidence,
clear and convincing, that another
animal was lurking in the district; but
even so it was not clear enough proof
that it wag to blame for the mauling.

And suddenly Kit, deep in thought,
gave an exclemation as a startling idea
came to her. Turning, she looked to
the hill where the first hideout was.
Hyson’s lair!

*Hyson ! she exclaimed, and, with-
out mentioning her thoughts to Red-
anl Kit mounted Pete and wheeled

ini.

In a' few minutes she reached the
foot . of the hill on which the sacked
cowpuncher had his cave. Dismount-
ing, sho tethered her horse, and
climbed, Redskin fashion, up through
the bushes, - 2

But she did not go right to the top;
for when she was half-way there sche
saw 8 bedrded, shabbily dressed man.
In his hand he held a stout chain, and
as he walked he looked about him
worriedly, calling softly. :

Kit's thought raced, and now a plan
took form in her mind. Bhe was cer-
tain that this man had planned the
(}:Ettle raids; and now she mcant to trap

m.

‘“Hey1!"” she called
“Hyson 1’

Her swung round as though he had
been shot,

ONE DAY LES
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“’Lo, there!” he answered, looking
for her amongst the trees and bushes,

“If you can give evidence against the
husky,” called Kit, “you're wanted at
the  Whites' shack mnow. Darrel
Lamoine's thar.”

He hesitated, and then called reply.

“0.K.1 I'li be right theve [

Kit went back to her horse, moved
it to a place of hiding, and remained
hidden with it as Hyson came down,
putting on a jacket ¥le hurried
along the path, and soon was lost to
sight. Instaptly Kit hurried wp the
slope again,

On hands and knees she scarched the
ground near his cave, and as she found
what she sought gave a sharp cry of
excitement. TIn all directions were the
same marks as those that Redwing had
found. There were signs, too, that
others had been recently obliterated.
In a corner of the eave was a slrong
chain. Kit shatehed it dp, |

With that as evidence of the animal's
existence, she mounted- her horse, and
then hard as she could go rode to the
Whites' shack. Ahead of her was
Hyson, on foot, but she took a course
through the trees that avoided him.’

Presently she saw Jennie's shack. In
the garden stood Jennic, her hands
covering her face, but of the cowboys
there was no sign. Kit hailed her;
and Jennie, ruuming forward, ex-
plained between sobs that the boys had
taken Solo to Red Ranch.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

“Jennie, keep -hopin'!"” called Kit.
“There's & chance even yet!”

But because it was a race against time
she could not stay to explain, She rode
on, pressing Pete hard, and did_not
rein in until, to her amazement, Red-
wing suddenly jurnped into view ahbead.

“Miss Kit— cougar — puma |’ she
“Bad hurt—wild—go trough
trees! Take care!” .

A cougar! A savage, wild animal
unused to these parts. e mauling
of the cows was ifistantly explained.
But, even so, that explanation might
vet come too late to save Solo.

Kit, riding hard, saw a cloud of dust
ahead, and presently was but a hundred
vards from the cowpunchers, §he
hailed them, and they slowed. In their
midst trotted Sola, held by a rope,
head down, as though he knew that he
was going to his doom

“8top, you raving mutts! Tt was &
cougar did the maiming ! shouted Kig
urgently. “8et the dog free!”

Lamoine: wheeled,

“This dog's caught, and he's guilty
all right ! he retorted

But Kit did not reply. She had
fioticed a movemenl in the long grass
beside the road, and, turning in ‘her
saddle, she peered closely at the spot.
Horrified, she saw the black-spotied,
vellow body of a cougar.

At that moment the cougar sprang.
straight at Lamoina’s horse. The horse
reared; and Lamoine. flung off, crashed
to the ground. In & moment the
cougar was ob him

Bat Kit saw Solo’s lips curled back, -

—. saw the.Bash in his eyes; and; Jump-.

ing forward, she freed the rope from
Lamoine’s saddle.

Solo leaped in. For a moment there
was & wild fight; then the cougar drew
back, snarling, turned tail, and bolted,

In a mob, guns blazing, the cow-.

unchers went m pursuit of the cougar;
E_ut. Kit loitered to attend to Lamoine,
who, although not badly hurt, had a
bitten arn.

“And there’s the dawg that saved
your life,” said Kit grimly. “Now
you know what the bloodmarks on his
jaws were; he's fought the cougar

“Guess he won't have to do it again,
Miss Kit,” said Jem, ‘putting his gun
back into the holster, as he returned
with the others. “And reckou that’s
the, fast of the ma.iming business,”

“Not quite the last,” said Kit, and
Leld up the ehain. *“See this? I got
it from Hyson's cave on the hills.
That cougar was some kind of tamed
thing he brought here—and brought
here for the one job of wreaking ven-
geance on Red Ranch !”

Five minutes later they were o]l back
at the Whites’ shack, where Jennie,
hardly able to believe her eyes, stood
motionless in grief, -

And there, after her plad reunion
with Solo, Hyson went to give evi-
dence;: but what he had to say for
himself he said later at Red Ranch,
where he was taken a prisoner by the
infuriated punchers. 1t was rough
justice he was given—a hooting down
the trail—but justice nevertheless,

Taking Kit's advice, Jennie kept
Solo to the ranch, execept when she was
with him; lenceforth she was not
taking even a chance of her dog get-
ting into the cowpunchers’ bad books.

END OF THI® WEEK'R BTORY,

REN'T Kit and Redwing a delight-
fully attractive pair of characters ?
You’ll be meeting them again next week
in another fine COMPLETE story, and
remember that our next issue will be
published on Friday, August 4th,
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.. FORNEW READERS. -

BRENDA DAY, who has spefit most of her lifa

“in ail orphanage, 1s delighted when she is

' naked to b on to wealthy
YERONICA 8C

her aunt and uncle and her five-year-old

brother, Dickle. Part of Brenda’s duties

consist of looking after the lovable

ungster.
" Yo()nca installed at Fernbank, the Scholes’

licuse, she 1 . : -
RONALI) BENSON,: who tells her he Is
, Ronald revegls

~worling on her_hehalf.
holes s an

., . After many adventur
- to" Brenda that Vetoniea S¢

- impobtor—1ihat ‘she, Brends, is_the real
- Veroniea, All slong Ronald has been
. .working to prove t| 1s, T et
Ronald and Brenda find the yital proof
of Brenda's identity, but it is stolen by a
certain Mr. Jones, who 13 really Veronica's
" father. Mi. Jones hides thia' proof—
‘zotnally a child's story-book-—in the honse

' he has rented near Fernbank, -

.Ronald plots to get it back, But
Veronica and her father are desperate
now, It is essenmtial that Veronica shall
ngt be shown up at Fernbank for at least
two days, for ten thousand pounds s due
to come to the real Veroniea by then.
That is what the impostor and her father

are after. . :

Learning who Brenda really s, Mr.
Jones lures ter from Fernbank by a bogus
hone call, In her absence a letter is
ound which seems to prove she has
-stolen money off Mr. Scholes and bolted.
This i Veronica’s work, of course. Mean-
while Brends finds herself trapped by
Mr. Jones and accomplices.

(Now read on.)

——

Ronald Learns of Disaster!

1] ET me go—let me gol” Brenda
panted, and, with all the
: stlfengtil of utter desperation
. she tried to wrench free of
her captors. }
“But it was uscless. Between them
Mz, Jones. and his’ two confederates
easily held her powerless, and while
r. Jones himself fastened a scarf
about her mouth, ono of the others set
the car leaping f’oi-wgrd. .
Away  they tore. Brenda, realising
that resistance was futile, sank back.
What ever had gone wrong? How had
Mr. Jones discovered her secret—for it
was ‘obvious ‘he.miust have dene. ~
-.She did mot discover the. arswer to
that, problem; but presenily Mr. Jones
copfirmed . the: fact tiut he knew. she
wAs.. heiress. . of . Fernbank, the..'real
Veronica,Scholoa.. ~ . . .. ..

Bcome COom

Further chapters of our ,dramatid a

HOLES. Veronlca lives with-

- don't bother to enli ;
gou douy bether e enlghien a8 af - bank. Mrs, Seholes’ voice, both agi-

'

C.lL:yil

The car drove l.ga to the house he
was renting, and Brenda was carried
qut into the house, and up, to the top
floor room where Jones, sighalling to
oke of his companions to remove her
geg, smiled mockingly, -~
7% Don't bother to shout, my girl1"” he
taunted.  “ You're too far. from the
rdad or another house. You'll stay
SEre,.; s couple of, dags, then my,
lpughtér- and”I will be “saying ‘goody-
bye with ten thousand cgmmds, which
should realli-lbnuy‘ours,
ag for that kid’s story-bogk 1 got from

to why you're so keen on it. As
shall burn it before I go, it doesn’t
matter. = Oh, by the way, that boy
friend of yours can't help you to-night.

BRENDA ACCUSES THE
"~ IMPOSTOR!
But her accusation meets
with ridicule and brings
danger to herself.

I'm having him well trpiled, Make

yourseli comforteble,” he ended, with
& eneer. i
And then he was gone. C o
Brenda  stared azedly about the
room; with its single table and chair
and shake-down beg.' It was some con-
solation to reglise that the plotters did

not understand the significance of that’

boolk-—that i

idéntity. | f
‘But- what scant consolation, indeed!

Wearily Brenda senk on to the bed,

chin resting, in her hands. A’dry sob

shook her frame. e s
@he’'d lost—lost everything !-

could establish’ her

A o s .t

« Attaboy! They've, gone!” Ronald
Benson breathed, giving his tie a tug.
It was the fﬁﬂolwing piorhing, and
Ronald was swiftly dréssing; standing
by his bed-room ‘window, Last night
he Had' Been gorgven,‘.ed fromn séarchilig
for the vital book &t Mr, Jones’ house
by the, ‘persistent. shadoWing of &

course. And-

nd unusual serial— y .

couple 'of men, who 'had even' remained
on wateh outside this same window last

night: Lo o
%ut there was no sign of them nfbw,
and Ronald, elated at his-: sudden
freedom, quickly' finished his' toilet,
breakfasted in: record time, and sbt off
to ‘gét in touch with ‘Brenda.:
“Poor- old kid, she’ll 'He expecting
me to have that book—wondering -why
I dido’t phone: her 'last night1” he
muttered. “I'll have a shot at getting
it later’ : B -
But all thought of the bookefled from.
his mind when he got through to Forn-

tated and relieved, interrupted his in-
quiry for Brenda the . moment . she
guessed his identifiy.' ST

“(Oh, Ronald, T'm so glad you've
rung! D've just rang-you, but yeur
father said you'd' gone rushing out.
What ever do you think?- Brenda—
Brenda—Ronald ! She—she’s gone !”

“Gone !” Ronald cried.. He clutched
the receiver. “How do you mean—
gone " . [ ;

“(Gone, Ronald—run away! . Just—
just left us1 Bué that’'s not all! Some
money's missing—twenty pounds! My
hushband and Veronica are sure- she's
taken it! . I—I don’t know what to
think! Oh, Ronald, could you—would
you come over 7. : s '

Ronald’s face was a picture of in-
credulity. Brenda - gone! Twenty
pounds missing {- But—but— -

And then, mm a blinding - flash, he
understood. (Good goshl A' plot!
That’s what it was—a plot by Vieronica
atid her {ather. i

“I’ll be over, Mra,
cried. “I'll be over right away[” .

" “What do you think, Ronald? ' Tt
doesn’t seem possible for there to be
any mistake, does thére? That 'note
We all know it.”’ ‘

Despairingly, Mrs. Scholes -epoke.
For shé, baing &6 fond of Brends,’sti]l
wanted to’ believe her'innpeent, And
yet, how could shb in ‘the’ ga.oa of suth
overwhelming evidence? Kven Rdnald
was grim-faced as he studied ‘the note.

Scholes ! he

ust—just proves it.' I_tfa' har! writing.

“
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t was a remarkable - forgery.
Ronald would have sworn Brenda had
written it; But he kuew her too well
for that. Aud, in any case, common
sense told him that no Eu'l would
abandon her claim to a fortune, to
parents, to everything Ferobank meant
to the rightful daughter for the sake
of twenty pounds.

Something had happened to Brends.
She'd been kidnapped or lured away,
and this forgery lhad been left to ex-
flain her otherwise incredible dis-
appearance,

Desperately Ronald. wanted to rush
off. to learn where Brenda was, to re-
lease her, if she was & prisoner, and
that book. But first—he must make
surc Mrs. Scholes, so deeply pained
and grieved, did not suspect the truth.

“ Not much doubt about it,” he said,
and, sighing, handed the note back.
“She's gone—with the money. But,
my gosh, it's amazing! She scemed
such a topping kid! Must have been
a shock to yeu—especially for poor old
Veronica, - How's she taking it?”

- “She's dreadfully upset, of course.
She's still in bed.”

“Well, anyway,” Ronald said, to
close the couversation, “the party’ll
buck her up to-morrow, Axd that ten
thousand pounds she'll receive then,

too t”
“Oh, yes! We had, you know,”
Mrs. Scholes said, “iotended giving

her her cheque-book duritig the party,
but as it's her birthday to-day, aud
the banking aceount is now open, and
there are one-or two little things she'd
like to get—presents for other people, I
believe, we've agreed to give it to her
this afternoon.”

“This—this afternoon?” Ronald
said, and eclenched his. fists.

Why—why, that gave him less time
than ever !

“Yes, Ronald, I think it’s quite a
good idea. Don't you agree?"

“(3h, yes, quite—yes, rather |"’ Ronald
falterod. “ A—a topping idea!”

But his'mind was in a turmoil.

Oh, cunning- Veronica! How artful
she. had been! Realising how dan-
gerous her position had become, she was
making sure ‘of the money a day in
advance. . And, Ronald mused, jaw
hardening, once she had it in her pos-
sexsion, and was herself clear of Forn-
bank, she'd communicate with her
father, and the pair of them, together
with the fortune that belonged to
Brenda—and the precious book, too—
would vanish ifrom the face of the

earth.
Ronald did not delay another
moment, but, excusing himself as

politely as he could, he left the house.
Only one thing did he stop to say, and
that was:

“Don't tell Veronica I called, Mrs.

Scholes. She'd wonder why I didn’t
see her. I'll see her at the party, any
way."”

Quickly he walked down the sunlit
lane, bracing himself determinedly.

Almost certainly Brenda would be a
prisoner -in Mr. Jones’ house, he de-
cided. He'd go there. Somchow lec'd
rescuc her. On he strode, anger rising,
alarm and perplexity ever gnawing atb
his heart.

Why had they kidngpped her? IHe
starfed. Because they knew wino she
was ?

_“My gosh!” Ronald muttered. eyes
lighting up. “That's about the size_of
it. They've found out at last. No
wonder they collared her. Must have
felt pretty desperate. Now I see why
that: little rotter wants that money
earlier. And Brenda's at that . house.
I know she is! I—I—"

i But Ronald broke off then, biting his

ip.

‘Did he know? Not_for certain.. He
only had suspicions, and his own shrewd
reasoning to go upon. .

“How the dickens can I make sure!”
he fretted, hands clenched, and set his
lips as the house came in 51%’ht in the
distance “Oh, gosh! If only I eould
make that Jones scoundrel give  the
game away, trick him into betraying
where Brenda is, I reckon— By
jingo I .

Excitedly Ronald halted, shapping his
fingers,

“Got it1” he breathed. “Jim—he's
the fellow to do it! It's the only
chance "

Freed—and Caught!

ONALD broke into a_ run. He
entered the callbox farther
along the lane. Grabbing up
the receiver, he gave a number.

In four seconds he was throg?;h ta a
pal of his, Jim Marshall. 8wiftly, ex-
citedly, he spoke. )

Three minute: later, hanging up, he
went racing out of the box, His first
mission was to buy a pound of the
cheapest and hardest toffees the first
sweet-shop had in stock.,  Armed with
this queer supply of ammunition, he re-
traced his steps.

By the. garden fence of Mr. Jones’
house he halted, whistling softly. At
once the same two mastiffs who had pre-
viously prevented him from entering
the house came tearing across, their
long chains rattling, their tceth bared.

But the snarls changed to_ noisy
crunching as Ronald threw handfuls of
the sweets in different direciions, taking
care the dogs could reach them. The
bag empty, he tossed it aside and tore
for the gate. .

“That'll keep them busy long enough
for me to get .to the houze,” the
murmured mid e -

The trick. working iike a charm,
enabled Ronald to steal up to some
french windows without a solitary bark
or growl to betray Ms presence.
(autiously pressing himself against the
wall, he peered. into the room beyond.

One man was there, seated in an easy-
chair, reading. His back' was towards
Ronald. who tried in vain to recognise
him. In suspense the lad waited. He
glanced at his watch. Ten mirfutes
since he’d phoned Jim. Time Jim did
his part. At any second now” he
should—— :

Ronald tensed. There it was—the
ringing of the phone. And it was My
Jones  who dropped the book, and,
springing up from the chair; strode over
to a small desk.

Scarce daring to breathe, Ronald
watched. He saw Jones give a violent
start, heard an exclamation of alarm,
then saw him smash down the receiver,
and, in an obvious state of panic, dive
for the door.

Ronald, whipping out a penknife,
waited unfil the man had disappeared,
then, swiftly working at the cateh,
forced the french windows oijen. Into
the room he stepped. Quickly he shut
the windows, tiptoed across to the door,
and looked out.

His eyes gleamed as he saw Jones just
vanishing up the stairs.

Daringly he stole in pursuit. Up two’

staircases went Mr. Jones, obviously
making for.the top of the house. Not
far behind come Ronald. And when he
saw Jones dart doivn a passage, halt at
a door, and turn back the key, his face
lit up.

.
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“The {rick's worked!” he breathed.
“Ho that's where Brenda is!”

Satisfied, he stepped back into hiding.

As Jones appeared on the threshald of
her prison, Brenda looked up. Bhe sab
on a chair over by the window, her face
pale. Though misery and dejeckion
were in her heart, she faced her captor
bravely.

“If vou've coma here to gloat you can
save yourself the trouble,” she said
scornfully, and turned hack to the
window.

Mr. Jones, glaneing about the room,
nodded understandingly.

“Just a little try-or, eh?” he mur-
mured. “Well, I must leek into this.”

He withdrew then, and Brenda looked
at the door, frowning,

“Try oni” she echoed. *“What on
earth’s he mean? I haven't tried any-
thing on.” )

She was still pondering in a half-
hearted fashion when the key elicked in
the dock again, and for the second time
within as many minutess the door
opened.

“Why don't you leave me alone—"'
she began, and then started up as she
saw'who it was: who, slipping into the
room, quickly withdrew the key and
locked the door on the inside.
“Ronald!"” she gasped huskily. *“Oh,
Ronald, it—it can’t be you! onald—
Ronald—" : .

Half-laughing, half-.choking, she
reeled across the room. Ronald.
grinning hugely, helped her on to the
edge of the bed, then clasped her hands,

“I's me all right, old thing,” he
said in a low, tense whisper. *“And
I've got to work fast. So have you.
Listen! This is how shings stand now,
Brenda—we've only got two or three
i}:Eoul'-a';' to spare at the most, perhaps
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Brenda was dazed at first when he
had told her of the developments at
Fernbank. Slowly, her eyes wide, she
shook her head.

“And—and Lhey believe I stole it:
that I—I robbed them and—and
bolted?” she whispered. Then, as
though transformed, she sprang to her
feet. “We've got to get out of here,
Ronald! We've got to get back to
Fernbank and—and——" She broke off,
utter hopelessness in her eyes. “Oh,
but—but how can we, Ronald? Why."”
she Iooked at him in amazement, “I'd
forgotten. How did you get in?”

“FEasy as pie. Just got a pal to
phone up: Jones pretending te be me,
and say you'd escaped. Naturally
Jones, with the wind-up, panicked off
to see if it wus true. T slipped in,
followed him, saw him enter this room,
and—thers you are!”

He gave an expansive little gesture,
but next moment became grim again.

“You've got to get away from here.
You can, if vou’ll take a risk, by a rope
made from sheets.”

“(Oh, I'll risk it, Ronald. ¥You know
1 willl”

“Course 1 did,” he smiled, and
patted her shoulder, “You dash back _
to Fernbank and try to hold things up.
Keep Veroniea there. Bluff, do any-
thing you can—even accuse her of
being a frand. But don't let her slip
off with that money[”

“T'l do my best,” Brenda said,
drawing 8 deep breath. She began
dragzing off  the bedclothes, ut
suddenly, as Ronald started to help her,
looked rtound in fresh dismay. “Bue
the story-book, Ronald, we'd forgotten

the "book! We can't do anything
without that. We couldn’t preve a
thing 1"

“You leave the book to me,” said
Ronald quietly, and would explain no
further. “Right-ho!” as he gathered



EVERY SATURDAY
up the sheets from the bed. “Now let
ne show you.”

In five minutes the rope of sheeis had
been mede, In dnother minute Brenda
was sliding over the window-sill. Down
the sheets she slid. She reached the
ground, paused to wave, and then went
tearing off. For a horrible thirty
seconds Ronald feared the dogs might
spot her, or Jones himself, But to his
utter relief he ‘saw 'her reach the road
and vanish.

Drawing back the sheets, he unlocked
the door and stole out. Stealthily, on
tiptoe, heart beating, but fists bunched
for instant action if the need arose, he
crept down the stairs.

Got to find that book! Wiere was
the most likely place? Jones’ room!
The room the man had been in just
HOW. But—supposing  Jones  had
returned to it?

Ronald was in Inck’s way, for as he
neared the hall he heard the man cough
in * another room. Like lightning
Ronald seized his chance. He swiftly
stepped into the room by -which he had

entered, half-closed - the door, and
quickly scanncd it i
Ah! That desk in the corner. With

long, panther-like strides he reached it.
Drawer after drawer he examined:
drawer after drawer he dismissed, until
—he eanme to one that was locked.

Exuirc(llly then, he produced his pen-
knife. With shaking hands he inserted
it above the lock. A-deft twist, a click,
a tug—and the drawer came open. Was
the book instde? Did this mean—
triumph? Triumph, after all—

But—what was that? A sound from
hehind him !

Round Ronald flung, He saw some-
ane framed in the doorway, and his
‘heart wont cold, For that someone was
M¢, Jones himself !

The Story-Book Again!

OBBING for hreatly, her head
S whirling, aud her legs dragging
like leaden weights, Brenda
staggered up ihe winding path
of Fernbank towards the house.
All the way from her prison she had
ruin
Ahead came now the sound of a car’s
engine, © womeni later a blue
linmousine turned the hend ahea:d,  Just
in time, Brenda crouched out of sight
in the bushes, watéhing the car disap-
pear through the gates

“Wonder  who  that ~ was?”  she
warmured,  hurrying o, YA man
dyiving—rather an old tnan. Never
seen him hefore——""

“Oaco, Aunty Brenda!  Aunty
Brenda, is you back again? ’Ray,
‘ray !” sounded a deliriously happy .

childish voice, and then little Dickie
Scholes, his chubby face one flushed,
radiant beam of happiness, came
charging across ihe lawn, to hurl him-
self 1t6 her arms.

Brenda clutched him to her. There
was 8 mist before her eyes. Dickie—
her very own, darling ‘little brother.
And what ' was he asking? Had she
come back—for good? For evers and
overs !

“Y-yes, dear,” she said tremulously,
and forced a smile. “For—for good.
Just you go into the summer-house and

*wait for me, and T'll be with you in—
in no time.”

“Not hours an’ hours?™ Dickie said
anxiously, eyes rounded.

* *“No, darling. Just a teeny-weeny
while,” Brenda smiled, and then, as he
turned to skip happily away, she gently
caught his arm. ‘Ob, there’s just one
little thing you could do for me,
Dickte.  Who was that gentleman in

the motie-car
now 1" t .

“Qooo, solicitor-mans!” said Dickie.
nodding importantly. “Canie to see
Vronca an’' give her lots 'an’ lots of
pennies! Bye-bye! ' I'll be as ‘good as
good in the pummer-house, Aunty
Bwenda, till you come

“Bye-bye, darling,” Brenda ‘whis-
pered, and watched him frélicking off.

But she was thinking of something
else.’” The solicitor! Ob, goad
gracious, there wasn’t a. moment to
spare! His visit could mean only one
thing. Everyihing was ready now for
Veronica to take over her banking
account; everythipg was -ready for the
plotters to strike!

Somehow =he' got to stop
she must, she must!

Desperately she tore for the house.
She raced up the steps, let herself in,
closed the dJdoor, and then, hearing
voices, from the drawing-room, lhurried
across to it. The door was ajar, and
every word from within clearly reached
her _eays.

She “ser Ler lips,
was talking—

who drove away just

them i

then, for Veronica

l‘.h ¥ ; ;

¥ don't you leave me alone——

“WH
up with a cry.

into the room.
huskily.

“Of cowrse. I won't draw our muely
aunty: ju:ﬂz,_vzu_n!pil for one or two sur-

prises for evervhody,  Oh, dear, you
don’t know how excited T am. It's so
lovely having vour own hank-hook.
You're two perfect dears. T won't be
gone long——" y

Brenda, rrying to calm her pounding
heart, . pushed the door wide and

stepped over the threshold.

At sight of her the three oceupants
of the raom seemed momentarily turned
to stone.  YVeronica, dressed in her out-
door clothes, stopped in her stride
flung a hand te her mouth. fighiing
against a scream, and" then - stood
motionless: Mi=. Hcholes' eyves widened
to a look of mingled hope and pained
veproach ;. while Mr, Scholes registered
blank amazement,

But he it was who recovercd first:
and then his face suffused with anger.

“You'? hie snapped, taking a stride
forward. %o you've come back, have
you? You treacherous, ungrateful liltle
wreteh, where’s {hat money?”

“Why, my goodness.” said Veronica,
with a shaky little laugh, * How—how
extraordinarv. Brenda, we thought——"

“ Brenda, why have you retwned like
this?” asked Mrs. Scholes, in .a low,

tremulons voice, -

Brenda began, and then started j
For it was not her captor, &
but Ronald; who now slipped silently §
‘“ Ronald 1" she gasped ¢
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“] returned,” Brenda said, hands
clenched, “because I didn’t take any
moncy. I didn’t!” she repeatéd pas-
sionately, “I'd never have been awny
al night if I hadn’t been—kidnapped !”

“Kidnapped |” barked Mr. Scholes.

“Well, if—if that doesn't take the
bis¢uit,” gasped Veéroniea, tryiig to
hide her agitation by pretending to be
almost amused.

“Kidnapped, ch?” said Mr. 8choles,
with an ominous smile. Then his face
set, ** Kidnapped, my foot ! he rapped.
“You don’t imagine for onc moment
that we're going to be deeeived by that

utier Fubbish, do you, girl *” .
“Tt's true, all the same,” Drenda
cried. “1 was kidnapped. Last night,

when I went down the lane to—-"
“And why were you kidnapped, may
we mquire?” Mr. Scholes cut in, drvly
sarcastic. :
“No that vou'd believe
maney,” Brenda returned.  * Somcone
else 1ook ihe money and wrote ‘hat
noie. and a confederate dragged e
inte a car and made me a prisener in
a house. Oh, I—I kuow ir =oumls, un-
helievable,” she eried, as =he saw his

I took that

inérednlons expression. “bup it's trie.
Eveiy wowl of 1’s trie, and "

S Bvery -word of it is an outrageons
invention '™ saud My, Scholes  wrimly,
s Xilenee. girl! 1 refuse to listen avy
longer.  Veromica, von will he passing
the -police station, Tell thun to send
a constable at once !™ .

“Yery good, unele,” Veronica said,
aml drawig on her gloves, she made
for the door.

It was then that something secimed to
blaze up inside Brenda.

The sight of that Dhmpostor, vith
flushed face and gleaming eves, abuoin
to make her getaway, ~lireed her far
more than Mr. Scholes' Tury, or Mrs
Seholes” seorn and pain.

“Brop ! she cried, amd. darting to
the door, sent it crashing ro. “Just o
moment ' shie said hoskily, harring
Veronica's pail. “Mr. Scholes—Mrs,
Scholes, now Tl tell your why T was
kidnapped  and who by, By this girl’s
farher 1 '

The Scholes stared at her blankly.

“Mhis girl's father kidnapped me,”
Rrenda went on, breathless, quivering.
* She stole the money; she wrote that
note in my handwriting.  And whyv?
Because T know her seeret. 1 know zhe
isn't Veronica Scholes at all, but an

i
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impostor, a flaud a cheat. And—and
I also know,” Brenda faltered, all the
fire seeming to go out of her now, “that
I—I'm the real Veronica! That's w hy
I was kidnapped !”

Panting for breath, she !eaned back
against the door.

Veronica, ashen-taced, had retreated.
For an instani stark terror showed in
her face. Then she burst out in well-
assumed indignation :

“Why—why, of all the silly idiotic
nonsense—"
Aud she gave a little laugh, very

shaky, very unreal.

Mr. Scholes, seeming io swell, strode
across the room and seized Brenda’s
shoulders.

“Miss Day,” he ground out, his eyes
smouldering, “are you mad? Never
have I heard of such a fantastic story.
Your conduet is absolutely unpardon-
able ! Thera- is only one way to deal
with you!’

\V:lh a rough push, he sent Brenda,
gasping and dizzy. slumping on to a
chair,

“8it there and don’t dare move a
finger!” he rapped.” “You run along,
Veronica, but don't bether to call in at
tlie o‘mtmn I'll phone them myself—
now !

He madc for the phone then. but
at that moment someone burst into the
room; someone. at sight. of . whom
Brenda almost swooned with' the mad-
dest, wildest joy and relief.”

“Ronald !”

“And just about in time, I fancy,”
Ronald Benson said grimly, doamg tho
door.

He looked an extraordinary sight,
with one cheek cut, his hair dishevelled,
collar and tie asl\m\ and his clathes
torn and grimy.” D@t there was a gleam
of t11umpi in his eyes.

%ony to have to behave like this,
sir,” he addressed Mr. Scholes. .“And
I hope you'll excuse the mess I'm in.”
He gestured to himself. “I suppose

Brenda’s told you about that girl and
her father?” '
The - Scholes ™ exchanged staggered,

dumbfounded looks.

“You—you mean it’s—it’s true?” Mr.
Scholes said incredulously. And then,
as if furious with himself: “OhL, rub-
bish! Now see here, voung man i

“Ring the paolice,” Ronald swiftly
advised. “They'll confirm what T say
This girl's father’s in their hands by
this time. We had a bit of a scrap,
and he took a dive down some steps
phoned the police to get him,
rushed here—with this "

From undér his coat he produced a
fatt('ud and grimy children’s story-
hook, which had bolonged to the real

and

Veronica Scholes. -,-.),Tln:- Scholes started
a\ they ‘sauw  it.=" Veronica, deathly
white, lookéd: n't)nut her like a hunted
animal. ¥ 487 -

And Brenda ,,p;azr‘d at. the book with

all the wondtous’ fascination of some-
one who has”foiind the most priceless
treasure in the’world.

“0Oh, Ronald, you got it!" she
breathed, clasping her hands, “T'll-—
I'll never be able to thank you! Mrs,

Scholes—and you, Mr, Scholes—that'l]
prove I'm reallv Veronica " she eried,
eyes shining. “My finger-prints are on
it! Tt won't matter what that girl
says now !
HERE WAs a clear case against the
plotters, whose real name was
Jones,as it happened, Mjyrtle Jones
and father
The book. together with the evidence

“Brenda’s Task of Mystery!”

of Brenda and Ronald themselves, and
the other witnesses they were able to
call—including the photographer and
Miss Allen, the dance instructress—not
only convicted the Jones, but estab-
lished Brenda's identity beyond all
doubt.

As a result, Myrtle Jones was sent to
a correctional institution, and her
father to prison.

But that was some weeks after the
sensational evenls which took place on
Brenda’s own_ birthday. By then, of
course, her parents, whom ~she could
not even remember, had been reunited
with her, soon recovering from the
shock of ﬁndmg on their return from
Canada that the girl they had Jeft
behind was a fraud, under arrest, and
her place taken by somcone elsc.

But once they had become reconciled
to it, Brenda knew, with almost un
bearable happiness, that they were
overjoyed. Kveryone was overjoyed,
for the impostor had mnever inspired
complete afflectmn and admiration, and
the birthday” party, despite the amaz
ing circumstances in which it was held
was a glorious success,

The whole story was soon pieced to-

gether, Brenda’s real npame was
Veronica, of course. When four years
old, she and her parepts had. been

involved in an aeroplane disaster over
the Welsh mountains. An old hermit
woman had found her beside the wreck,
and, believing the other  passengers
dead, had adopted her. l&ﬁm wards,
unable to provide for her any longer,
the woman had sent her to the London
orphanage, with some story of having
found her abandoned on a deorstep.

Meanwhile, Brenda’s parents,” saved.:
nac¢t mourned her as dead—until, out of
the blue, Myrtle Jones had appemo;}-
She and her father had 'learned tlie
story from the herniit woman, and.
knowing of the legacy due to Véfonica
on her eighteenth birthday, had seeir;
a way of making easy money. '

Armed with Brenda's. baby clothes
and a locket she had been wearing at
the time of the accident, it was eas)
for Myrtle Jones to convince even
Hrenda's parents that she was their
long-lost daughter.

But one person had been curvions.
doubtful, and finally suspicious That
person was Ronald Benson, who. one

evening at Ternbank, u\p].unml
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been your old playmate, old
he said, smiling at Brenda, as
she sat, with her baby brother on her
knee, fﬁcmg her radiant parents. *‘And
Myrtle didn't remember a lot of things
she ought to have done. Apart from
that, I'd also met that old woman in
Wales. A pretty queer coincidence,”
he grinned, “but a mighty useful one,
as 1t turned out, And when I learned
her story, and then learned that some-
one was coming from the orphanage
to be companion to—well, to the sup-
posed Veronica, I had a staggering
idea. That’s why I popped up
at your carriage window with the
ornament. And when you admitted it
was familiar, I kpnew I'd struck oil.
The next tlung was to get proof, We l
vou know as much as I do how I
proof,” he ended, \nth a rem mhcem
chuckle,

“I think you were awfully clever,
Ronald 1”7 Brenda said -*And you
deserve Oh, just lots and *lots
doesn’t he, mummy and daddy ?” ™

Her fathm a tall, handsome man of
military heaung nodded, and looked
with twinkling eyes at Brenda's pfetty
mother, whose hand was tightly clasp-
ing that of her new-found daughtu )

“()h by the way,” he said, “you
know that blue Epmts car in Baker's,
Ronald? - Well, I'm having it dc-hwlod
{O-1NOTrowW ﬂlOll]l“ﬂ'_ab "Oul hol.lbL‘

Brenda caught in her breath; Ronald
sat bolt upright. For a Ioug moment
they just stared at each other. Then—

“Whoopee I Ronald shouted, spring-
ing to his feet. ‘“Oh, boy—oh, boy—
oh, boy! That car—that Epankmg
racer—mine ! My—my gosh—we're all
lucky now !”- hﬂ

g m ! Brenda' said impp]h “You
—that “car. I—well, Ilve _]mh gor.
everything T'll ever want!” =~

“An’ I'se got nice picksher-hook “IHI
a tigie on the front !” Dickie glped up
at tﬁat moment brandishing the object
art in
bringing Brenda’s dream to reality.

She smiled. Her face was flushed
and radiant at that moment; the face
of a girl who, standing on the threshold
of a wonderful new life, knows that
she will find greater happiness than
che had ever - tliought possible—and
means to share it with all those who
have a place m her heart!

THE END.
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