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RIVALS OF THE
HOLIDAY CAMP—WITH
JANET AS THE QUARRY!

A delightful incident from this
week’s splendid story of the
Cliff House chums.
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Magnificent LONG COMPLETE holiday story

Out of the Blue!

“ HO'RE top dogs
of Pinebay
Holiday
Camp de-

manded Barbara Redfern.

. And from the rest of the

e

. irls gathered about the
eader of the famous
chums of Cliff House School there came
a vigorous: o
“We are!”
“The Blues, of course !”
* Little us1®

“ Exactly,” Babs went on. “ And that
being so we're jolly well not geing to

’ rights of this oxtion reserved
‘a‘nli’i n.&anmﬂswmbﬁbmn

that

let ihe steal
honour ! . .

Which was precisely what was in the
minds of them all at that moment.

Between them, representing the Blue
‘Chalets at the camp, and rnother party
of girls who belonged to the Greem
Chnﬁts- , there existed & friendly baut
ruthless rivalry.

At the moment the Greens were un-
doubtedly one up on the Blues for they
held the emblem of honour, a flag.

“We've_got to get that ﬂaf ek
before dinner-time,” Clara Trevlyn
declared, her eyes gleaming to a_tem-

Greens try and

boyish light of determination. “If we
don’t—"
They all exe

hanged looks then,
“Tf we don't,” said Marjorie Hazel-

featuring Barbara Redferr}
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dene quietly, “the Greens hold it all

& Ce. of CIiff

day, azled they’ll have seored off us

again.
“Which is the reason I've called this
litthe cenfab,” Babs said. *Yeu see.

this? F's a plan of the camp. And it’s
ﬂix?ghhdp us get that flag in the

an hour or zo that’s remaining
before dinner.”

Instantly, nine serious faces pored
over the plan Bahs spread out en the
table in Cgulet No. 131,';5@‘ , shared by

Mabel Lynn, closest chum,
and Mar was the' head-
" * 22 Rew H

efforis t6 hold the fag this week, they
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House School and telling what happened to Janet Jordan

were most anxzious to turn the tables
on their rivels this time. :

Except for one girl they all belon%ed
to Cliff House School. And as at Cliff
House, 50 it was here, in the lovely
l:qln:iag1 ca.mﬁ—Ba‘bs was their leader,
with Mabs her vergonble snd expert
lieutenant, and Tomboy Clara her most
loyal and lusty backer-up.

Janet Jordan, the champion swimmer
of the Cliff House jumior school, wore
& look which suggested she might have
been taking part in the planning of a
real battle in a real war. Marjorie

. Hazeldene was smiling her usual gentle

smile; Bessie Bunter, plump, pon.
derous and n little dense at times,
blinked through her thick round

spectacles, while that strange and often
fuzz!mgl girl Jemima Carstairs thought-
ully polished het monocle as she smiled
%enﬂy' at the American girl, Leila

arroll.  The ninth member of the
party—pretty, fair-haired Lorna Bay-
ford, who was & fresh friend they had
made in the camp—was a-quiver with
the prospect of the fun to come.

«Well, here wa are,” Babs eaid

- «There’s Chalet No. 32—our objective.
The camp flag, at the moment, is flying
from Chalet No. 32, and it's our job to

et hold of it. Now here’s the plan—
eszie, you're in this.”
“(Oh, ves, of course!”
importantly.
- %We want,” Babs went on “a girl
with ventriloguism for this, Bessie.
Now listen. Presently we shall be
creeping up on Chalet No. 32.  As you
know, Chrissie Longmore & Co. will be
there, and we've got to lure them away
rst.  Well, what you have to do is to
use your ventriloquism to get them out
of the chalet into the store shed.”

- “0h, easy!” said Bessie.
~ % Janet, now you. Here’s -the key of

the store shed. Once they're all in, lock

the door and wait till we've erected the
flag in our own lines. You'd better go
off ‘now, hiding yourself near the store
shed until we're rendy. Once we've
grabbed the flag let them out, of
course. Wo. don’t want them to miss

dinner.” .

“Done1” grinned Janet. “Co now "

. ¥ Now,” Babs said. * Everybody else,
follow me.” = "
“Ay, ui', gkipper 1™ - -
. “Then let’s go. Janet first.

'ke‘;r Janet ! -

“Have 11" Janet chuckled.
 Bhe was the first to depart from
halet No. 13. Full of fun, her eves
&gemg with pleasure this adventure
afforded her, Janet was a reliable

and Bab

Bessie said

Got the

t'l"qbper, s had no fear that she

would fail to fulfil her role. A moment
later Babs followed, k.ee;fing, Bessie,
who was the one most likely to let the
party dewn, in close tow,

Row F, the home of their rivals,
with its green roofs, was separated
from Row H by Row G. Just in case
Chrissie Lcmg;nora & Co, had flung out
a scout, Babs sent Leila Carroll on
nhead to reconnoitre the ground. In a
few moments Leila returned, chuckling.

“0.K., she said. Chrissie & Co.
are all sitting on the veranda of their
ewn chalets eating ices, I guess.”

“Toppig!” Babs enthused. “And
when we've grabbed the flags we'll have
as many ices as we like.” ’

Once more she crept forward, the
chums following .her in single file.
Many of the other holiday-makers in

when—
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fawns was the store shed. Now she saw
for & moment a land appear from the
side of the shed, and knew by the si nnl
that Janet was in position. -She hodded
to Bessle, - \ .

“(o on, Bessie, do your stufl.”

Bossie, however, was already formin;
ber lips in that little round * O whic
was her usual preliminary to any ven-
triloquial performance. Bessie had few
accomplishments, but among them the
gift of ventriloquism was Lcertainly her
greatest. With such reality that even
the chums were startled for a moment,
& sudden terrific uproar sounded in the
store shed. Thero came - the noise of
spitting and fighting, followed by a

hu';r.lté)lﬁn voice. S ;

.. my ness, get away, you

cats| Help, ie’lp! Somebody, helpt”
“(iood work, Bess!” Babs gleed.

“Keep it up.” - - :
Splatter, hiss! Splutter, howl ! Then

thﬁ human voice sounded again.

gu ’ the it
_“Bay, ey're it !”
chuckled. . R
The Greens were “biting ” it.
had all started fo their feet,
Chrissie made a step forward.
Janet, hidden on the Hlind side of
?ua shed, chuckled. Her heart glowed

Leila

They
and

biting

or the siccess of old Bess, Now, deawn |
‘away by the sounds from the shed, the

Tremendous excitement at Pinebay Holiday Camp!
For Babs & Co., representing the Blue Chalets, are

engaged in rivalry with girls from the Green.
to decide who are champions of the Camp.
too—until Janet Jordan, of all people,
Again and again Janet deliberately -

very friendly,
begins to_cheat.
scores off the Greens in a
Why ? Simply because she

the camp, knowing exactly what was
afoot, chuckled ‘and followed the group
at s distance. Boon Babs, leading,
came within sight of Chalet No. 32,
which was shared by the leaders of the
Greens—Chrissie ongmore, Peggy
Aldridge, Anne Marchant, and Edda
Shortt. As Leila had said, they were,
on the verandss of their chalets
dressed in sun-suits or swimming cos-
tumes, And above them, floating
groudlv in its socket, was the coveted:

lack flag with its single white diagonal
stripe. ‘

The chums' eyes gleamed at the sight
of that flag. They could not forget the
clever trick by which the Greens had
captured it this morning—how saucy
Chrissie, disguised as s gipsy, had come
alnnﬁ offering to tell their fortunes fres,
and how, when they were all interested,
a sudden swift raid by her henchmen
had resulted in the flag being lost.

Twice since that they had -made an
attempt to re-capture the flag—once by
a bold attack which had ailed, once by
challenging the leaders of-the Greens
to a race round the camp with the flag
as the Etim, That, too, by the merest
few inches, Cliff House had lost.

Thase defeats, at all costs; must be
avenggd! . 4 )
Babs stopped, holding up her hand as
& signal to the othets, - Anxiously she:
peered ahead. Twenty yards scross the

Chalets
It's all

mean, unsporting fashion.
dare not do anything else !

Greens were advancing swiftly. Janet
dodged baek, slipping the key into her

‘hand. With a rush Fdda Shortt flung

o?en the door, peering into the interior
of the shed. .

“Come on!” she cried. .
. She darted into the shed.. Without
hesitation, her chums followed. That
was Janet’s cue. In a moment ghe hiad
leapt forward. With a laugh, she
caught the door, slamming it to just
ps Poggy Aldridge, with a shriek,
locked round. For a mament Peggy
saw Janet—but only for & moment.
The next the door had closed, the key
clicked smartly in the lock, and Janek-

“Hurrah i cheered Clif Iouse.

“QOver the tep with the best of ’

luck {* chirruped Jemima. “On
Stanley, on I : .
In a body they broke cover. ' The
ectators ered. Babs, reaching the

reens’ chalet, grabbed a ¢ and

climbed towards the roof, ¥rom the..
store shed came & furious banging and

shouting.
“Let us out!”
“Qpen this deori”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Jahet. “Gc .

“’BBI;?S !: that 1 grabbing
‘Babs at that misment was b

the flag: . Not until’'it was hw} in-posi-
tion on Chalet No. 13 would Janet lek



4 “ghe Had To Let Down Her Chums!*

her prisoners free. With delight she
watched as:Babs jerked the flag from
its holder, the rest of the Blues stand-
ing in a cheering group, Then. md-
denly, something happened,
Behind her a husky voice -called
Janet’s name. S Ty
Janet. wheeled.. 'Then, as she saw
the face which peered out &t her from
behind a pile of boxes at the ether
end of the. store shed, she jumped.
“Len " she breathed. : ;
Len Jordan, her. cousin, it was. .
_ “Janet, please!” he said. “I1—I
must talk to youn.” . o
At once Janet was filled with, con-
cern. At once she sensed from the un-
easy expression on his white face that
Len Jordan was in.some sort,of trouble.
Very, very fond indeed was Janet of
Len, a fondness which. was by ne
means minimised by the fact that Len
gordnn was not & physically strong
0y. .
At ance che hastened to him, forget-
ting all about the recapture 'of the
flag. And, anyway, Babs had the flag
now, and waving 1t on high the frium-
phant Cliff House party were march-
m%‘ away. . i
ather uneasily the boy "drew her
behind the wall of the shed.

“Janet, J—T'm porry. I—1 don't
waunt to bother youy——" ' '~
QOh, stuff ”° Janet said. = “Len,
what's_the matter?” ;
“I—I'm in trouble, Janet—big
trouble.”

She looked at him sharply.
“Yoy—you mean, Lei——"
T mean,” he said, and a4 bitter
smile twisted his palé features—"1
mean, Janet, old thing, I'm wanted by
the police |” sy

Unpleasant for Everyone!
OR & moment Janet's
heart seemed to
turn over. For a
" moment she
blinked, not able to digest
that startlingly dramatic
piece of information,
Len—her cousin! Len—this careful
roul of honour and chivalry—wanted

by the policel

“(Oh, it's true!”™ He nodded.
“That's why Im here. Because *—
with another bitter smile—"I’'m run-
ning away, .a fugitive from the law,
Janet old thing—that’s the latest role
your cousin Len is playing. Give mo
a day or two, and I think I can prove
my innocence. Bat at the moment I'm

in a jam 2 R
“Len, tell me about it!"” Janet vaid
anxiously.” - -

1‘\_‘11 will, b;g;TnM hahz'eﬂ the boy sa_ig%
“My—my photograph' was in op :
the papers this morning. Somgﬁod
might recognise me. Look here, let’s
get down to the beach,” he added.
“There’s a path in the cliff~here, and
at the bottom is a little: place wherg
we can tatk. You don’t mind?”
“Lead on,” Janet said. g ;
Her face was alight then, her heart'
beatihg faster. In the .ubéxpectedness’
of this little drama she had fergotten

all sbout Ber prisoners in the store-

shed—had forgotten, indeed, every-

AT : .

Wfth & ¢autious:blink-to right and
left the boy led the way: He rerched
the psth,:* peering along the beach
before he descended. There were many
heliday-muTu ii-olieh‘nﬁ on the sards,
but in the liftle cave where the:beach
was roék-stréwn and* shmﬁlx not _a
soul wis 10 ‘be seen, riskly he
- hodded .

“Good enough,” he said. “Fuonny
nobody ever seems to come to this part
of the beach. - Careful, Janet, old
thing,” This peth is slippery. €an I
give you & hand?” ;

“Thanks, I can managé,” Janet said,
smiling: a' little' in" spite of herself—
for though Len was a boy she was af
least twice as strong as he: }

Still, it was so charicteristic of Len
to worry about other people first.

Poor Len! Ever since thap horrible
experience five years ago, when he ha
been trapped in a burning building and
had jumped from a second-story, win-
dow, injuring his spine, he had, .been
a mere travesty of the fine, upstanding,
athletic . lad who had been Janet’s
favourite playmate in the days of her

inf

ok  he, Iﬁg‘d _courage, andt now,
sliding- and slipping, grasping at grass
and weeds, he went abead of her.
Breathing heavily, he at last reached
bottom, stretching up a hand to help
Janet negotiaie the last step.

. Near at hand was. a cave—a mere
fissure less than a yard wide-in .tho face
of the cliff, its entrance banked by
sun-dried weeds and a shelf of shingla
which had been. deposited there during
a storm of last week. With a nod he
hurried : across to it and entered,
Janet following.

“My home !” he said, with a smile.

“Home?” Janet repeated, staring
around. :

“And office.” Lea Jordan laughed
shortly, “I've brought the office

books with me.”

Janet began to understand as she
took things in. Three great ledgers
were piled on top of & stone. On that
stone was also ‘a fountain-pen_and
several sheets of paper. Near it Len’s
coat was laid on the sandy floor, and
a little way from that was a bed of
dried seaweed whichk had obviously
been used as a resting-place.  There
was also the remains of a fire and an
empty ‘salmon-tin which suggested the
remnants of & meal. Janet stared at
him quickly. .

“Len, how
here 1**

“Hince last night,” the boy said.

“You mean—you—you slept here?”

“Yes")

“But, Len— Oh, my hat!” Janet

long have ymi been

cried. “Suppose you'd been caught b
the tide 7" . 5 ’
“Well 27 He shrugged. “Sup-

posing?” he said. “The tide’s all
right as long as there’s. no wind.
should think it never comes into this
cave except in storm times. Anyway,
I 'just_had to risk that,” he added,
“and T reckon I'l} have to go on risk-

-

ing it until I'm through.”

“What have you had to eat?” Janet
asked.

“Oh, some salmonl! And—and a
sandwich.” } .

- “In twenty-four hours?”

“Well, what elss .could ¥ do? I've
got a littlo money, but I daren’t openly

" show my face in town or camp, and so

I've had to diet. That, as a- matter
of fact, was why I wanted your help,”
he declared. “I don’t want te moke
myself a nuispnce—" )
.“¥on've -not-to talk like ihat, Len
Janet eaid stqrnly.  “Let's hear how
all this happened.
Very séricus”’ .
Serious enough it was in all trnth.
She: was quick fo realise that when' the
details were explained.  Back: in
London, Len was a junior secretary
handling large sums of money- and
valuable: bonds for -English people

abrosd.  Verg:clever and, conscientious th

d had steeped himself in his books.,

Is it—i& it really.
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. &t his work, Len's position was rather
an important one for a lad of eighteen.
Janet knew all that, of course. One
of the things she had most adffired
about her uncompleining éousin was the
way in which, forced 'to' give up the
athletio career he hdd' dreamed ‘about
in his early youth, he had completely
taken ‘to the desk work ivhich -wiust
have been so jolly irkiome and boring.
A few days ago, with notice that the
usual audit wés shortly 1o be held; L'Ie|n
[ ]
his horror he had discovered several
false withdrawal entries, and on com-
paring the bank balance with those
entries found ‘that‘some unknown per-
gon had takerr the Thoney and deliber-
ately altered the books—to make it
appear, ‘of course, that' Len was the
thief. Not so easily did Janet ‘follow
#ll that, buj she saw the gist all right.
“And so,” Len went on, “the night
beiore the audit was due to take place
T resolved to take the books home and
go through them there. . I knew, of
course, that as soon as those false
entries were spotted X should be acoused
of having made them, and when the
cash balances were weighed uwp I
should also be accused of having taken
the several hundred pounds which were
missing. It was obvipuslﬁ up to me—
and stil] is—to find the faker.”
Janet nodded.
“Well, I

worked. - I worked o6
dashed hard that I fell asleep about
dawn over the blessed books. When I
came to myself I found that I should
be an hour or more late for the office,
and the auditor would be there, By
that time I thought, they’d surely have -
discovered what was wrong, and the
fact that I had apgarent!y done the
disappearing act with my books would
tell against me.” : .

That was enough for' Len. Realising
the utter helplessness of his position,
he had hastily packed a bag and taken
the first train out of town. ] )

By the sheerest chance the train last
night had hdlted at Pinebay Station.
He had remembered suddenly that
Janet was there. ,

“And so, here I am,” he szid. “You
see the position? I've been hanging
around the camp for hours waiting to
get in touch with you. And now,
Janet, if you wouldn’t ‘mind doing
something for me——" .

“Len, you know whatever it is you've
only to ask,” Janet replied earnestly.
“Byt—oh, my hat, what a mess!. You
—vyou're sure everything will come ouf
il right?® | , o

*“(iven timg—yes,” he said. *“But
there are hours. and hours of work in
front of ma. You see, I've got to make
‘sure of my.iacta. The only clues to
those facts are in the bpoks themselves.
But I want food, and I daren’t go and
get ';t? openly. Would you get me some

ral 23 "l‘ p &

& “I'm going—now,” Janel said de-

" cidedly. “No, Len, don't give me the

money—1I've got plenty. And when I
cbme,_yb;&ék, ™ she added, *yon'd better
pack .up.. We've got to find another
and safer hide-out than thig " .
She did not wait to listen to what

- he had to say, but went out at once,

Len—Legn—what o hotrible muddld’
and mix-up this was! ‘What a caddish
{rick ta play upen a boy like him! Her

" heart- byint with resentment againsy
the own_forger who bad larded
him~ in' this dreadful-.disaster; :bué
thank; goodness he had tHought of -aske
ing het fér helpl Tha oodness,. -
given tinte, he could prove his innos;
cenee I°  Meantime, of course, it was
us

hat: ddve,

conqp 1 Maantime, of coprsa it
t" impossible for kit to remain in
E %ﬁeﬁ t:rdb bomething "abouk
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But where, Janet puzzled, could she
find him a hiding-place?

Practical minded at all times, Jafet
had sclved that problem before she
rcached the half-mile away village of
Pincbay. She récalled a place called
No Man's Manor—a rvambling old
place whose most curious feature was
a turret containing a belfry which,
loca! legend had it, was haunted. It
lay about three miles from the camp,
nestling in e little copse, and before
the War had belonged to a German
who had never returned to claim it.
Thus its name.

An ideal place for a hide-out. Its
ghostly legend—people did say that the
old bell tolled of its own accord on the
anniversary of the day its former
owner was suppesed to have been killed
on the Western Front—caused it to be
avoided. Those who knew of it rarely
visited it, and those who did not know
of it never saw it, becausc of the thick
copge which surrounded it. That was
the spot. That was where she'd take
Len upon her return. Meantime, what
of Babs & Co?

Should she tell them?

Janet debated that point for some

time.
* Babs, she knew, would only be too
eager and anxious to hkelp. But Len
wouldn't like that. Len wouldn't want
all her friends to become involved in
his affairs, and it would rather spoil
their own enjoyment. ey could
hardly be the same happ¥, care-free
girls whose one and only ambition now
was to captura and hoeld the camp flap.
With Len to be thought about,. looked
after, and helped, things were bound
to happen which wouli considerably
curtaiFtheir style.

No, Janet reselved, her cousin's
recret  should - be her secret. Time
enough to tell Babs & Co. when it was
all over.

1] HA, mA, HA! Do we smile?’ Bar-

hara Redfern laughed. “I say,
kidlets, I've got an idea—lovely idea!
What about marching the flag in to
dinner 7

“QOh, my kat! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ripping i

“Sure will make
the Greens look
boiled!” Leiln
Carroll  chuckled.
“Here we are,
Bzbs. You're the
old standard-
bearer, I pguess.-
Fall in, the Blues!
But say, where's
Janot ?”

It wasn’t the first
timo the vietorious
Blues® had  asked
that question since
the recapture of
the camp fag.

‘TRIUMPHANTLY
Babs waved the

flag of henour, and
Janet, an guard
over the chums’
imprisoned rivals,
made to join in the
cheers.. Then she
g:ﬂaed A figure
1ad bobbed up from
behind a heap of
boxes ' near by and
was' ur eﬁtlrv
" becko . It

was her cousin,
Len, who should
.have, been miles
away in London !

Thas flag was there now, for the
dinner gong had rung, and ihe rules
governing this extremely energetic aml
exhilarating game said that whoever
was in possession of the flag when
dinner-time came was to be regarded as
victors for the day. The Greens must
he feeling pretty <ick at having been
pip}aed on the post. :

Nobody Lknew that the infuriated
winners, were still cooped up in the
store-shed, for it had never occurred to
any of them  that Janet would not
carry out her part of the plan.

84ill, it was funny where Janet had
got to. :

Not, as a matter of fact, that anyone
was unusually worrying about that.
Janet, cbviously, was somewlere about,
and she’d turn in to dinner.

Naow, with Babs at their head, the
grinning chums and Lorna Bayford
lined up. As Babs gaily sung out
“Quick march!? they started forward,

There was a cheer as they reached
the great restaurant, and Mr. Mae-
kenzie, - the manager of the camp,
smiled at them with pleasure,- for cer-
tainly Babs & Co. had helped to liven
things up at the camp since they had
been in it. Still smartly marching,
they stepped into the hall.

From the diners there went up a
roar and a cheer. Everybody, of
course, knew about the great rivalry
between the Blues and Greens for the
camp flag, and everybody was keenly
interested in the changing fortunes of
war.,

But when they reached the table
vsunlly occupied by the Greens they
paused. .

"For. of Chrissie Longmore & Co.
there was never a sign.

“0Oh!” Babs said a little
certedly.

“C&ﬂ.t
asked.

discon-

face it—what?” Jemima
“Tut, tut, my children, how

" bitter is the brew made from the ashes

of deleat! Btill, tie the flag to your
chair, Babs, old Spartan. “Twill be
the first sight to gladden their faded
old cyes when they do appear.”

Babs laughed. The flag was tied fo
the chair. The chums sat down and

- :
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the first course was served, Still the
Greens had not turned up—nor, oddly
eneugh, Janet Jordan. '

On came the fish. Still no Chrissic &
Co. The main course followed it, and
the Clif House chums looked in sur.
prise, It did seem, after all, that the
Ureens, feeling the humiliation of their .
defeat, were keeping away.

The sweet followed, The coffee.
Still no (ireens, e

“ Well, they're chumps!” Babs =aid.
“They've missed dinner. If they do.
come in now therc’ll be nothing but
scraps for them., Hallo!™ she added. -
“Here's Janet,” i

Janct it was, hurrying towsrds them.
She looked a little Hushed and Lreath-
less, and for & moment Babs thought
she was worried, too.

But her smile flashed out as she
came up.

“Borry I'm late,” she said, “I-—I
had something to do. Oh, I say, is
dinner ever?” she added. *I suppose
that meats I must have what can be
scraped up. See you've got the flag.”
she chuckled. grinning at the emblemn
tied to Babs' chair-back.
Oh, my hat!” She paused, stricken.
“The Greens!"

“¥You mean, where are they?” Babs
laughed. “They haven't shown up.”

Janet's face turned a fiery and
embarrassed red,  For the first time she
had just remembered her hapless
rivals, Quickly she spun round.

* Janct.,” Babs cried, “ where—"

But Janet, pantingly, had bolted.
The chums hlin?ced.

“What the dickens—" Leila mur-
mured.

“ What's bitten her?!” Clara asked.

“And where the dud-dickens has she
been, you know ¥ Bessie nsked.

They all frowned a little. Funny,
that. Not like Janet to turn up so
late for a meal and then, without o
word “of explanation, fly off again,
But even as they argued the question
among themselves Janet re-appeared.
And this time there was a yell all
round the room. With her, looking

“ And—

decidedly angry, wers Chrissie Long-
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more & Co.
freely with ‘Janet,
“I'm sorry—" Janet was saymg
“Bor my foot " - Chrissie cued
scornful y “T think it was mean and
beastly of you, Janet Jordan |’ .
“bJa.nct who?" inquired a voice near
abs
Baba turned. It was a man.who had

Chrume was

spoken—a young, od-looking -man
who had only arrived at the camp that
day. Babs had noticed him before, -

mainly because he dressed in the most
expensive clothes, and she had seen-him
flinging money about as thugh his
object was to get through as much as

lgosmble in the shortest space. of time..

She smiled

“QOur friend—Janet Jordan,”
said. “You know her, Mr—"
“Reon,” he said, * “Rob Eversl;gh
that’s my name. No, I don’t know her.
I thought you &gid Gordtn at ﬁrsp. I
do know a”young lidy'!named< Janet
Gordon. Your friend looks upnet 1 he
added,

Janet certainly did look upset But
she looked less 56 than the 'Gteens,

she

who, having found they had completely .-

misged dinner, were furious, Apart
froin that, a minor accident had _be-
fallen one of their number—a‘
nared Ada Chance, who. it —trymg 93
redeh the skylight of the store #h
which had formed their pnﬂon,:had'
fallen 'off ‘a tier of packmg cuses, badly
grazing her heel, -

“1 think it was- ahabb trick 1
Peggy Aldridge sxuﬂed %Ve don’t
mind you carrying off the. , but to
shut us up fo¢ an hour snd a haifee—?

¢ We.what - Hl.l'is stated..-w
what’s this?”

“Oh, dear! . T—I'in, sérky1” "Ianet
ntu&tered, crimgon w.zth confyusiom.* It’s
my: fault |
of the shed.”

in faomtarna.tmn
in
amd bltterl
dmner An
our dinner, but poor old-Ada’s crocked
het foot in trying to force the sk]yhg-ht
open so that. we could ésca sup-
gosa you CLff House girls think it's i,

wait a minute.”  Babs
quickly stood u “I'm sorry,” she
paid. “We hud no intention of playxng
& trick like that.” At the ssma. time
—Bhe gazed oddly at’ Janet—“I can't
qmto make it out, How did you- mme
torget Janet1”
. s, that would he xather interest-
mg, sts Jordag,” Ron Everahgh

murmured. D
““Well, I-L"” J anet

had to go somewhere.”
“Where 1" asked. Clara,

we've missed our

"Oh.ed just—just mmewhare," Janet-

stl!}ter

To meet someone, perhaps, ‘eh 17

Evarahgh asked, w1th penetratmg

Ja.ﬂel'. blinked at him, . on ber gnard"

at orice.
, = i;W?ll“ never mind. I——Iin Sorli'yr—:[
rightfu y , sorry on ' girla —.
wouldn’t_have hacf ik, Eh

worlds,
oo, ill-feelin, g

stand . tréa
dinnert”

what about lejting
for some . tuck | afﬁ

The Greens looked a little mollified’
at that, ‘though thay weie 5till inglined;

Chirissia "

very 1humanly, to
““R¥el), - that's ungno]ﬁ r:,r”
Lon more . admitted. .Y AJl. Tight.
rqm: yon thn :6nce, élﬁ)ui: I warn
m'hym ith, Jou i ﬁfo Testant
_ ms ed - wi oum
tim ‘needn's. jolly well. think,"’
gddﬂ to Bn.bg. " ﬂmt you re going to"

sfguing 4z

- Mahnor 1"

‘you

1 sy,
I—-—I Eorgot to let them out-'
“Oh, my - glddy ‘aunt m. (,}‘lam cned :

conuegqence,” Edda’ Shortt’

"not only have we missed-

ututtered—“ I .

Look here, just to show there s‘

by the time Welvg, ;

“stick to that ﬁag, even if you have got
‘it now, We've haVing it back tc'
morrow.’

9 You re weleome, 1.f you can g'et ﬂs
Babs returned.

“Right! Then here s .8 chailenge
Chrissie said, ““You know No Man's

Janet started.

“Bat—but—"

“But what !’ asked Babs.

“Oh, nothing I Janet muttered.

But Babs was struck by the sudden
anxiety on her face. * What were you
saying, Chrissie?”

“I’'m- flinging down the ntlet "
Chrissie - said. You all ow the
manor, you .all know the ha.unted be]j
Well, there are two roads to the
manor—one through the woods, the
other oveér the river, and théy're both
a dead three miles long: You'll take
one road, we take the other, and the
first to get to the malbr ,and toll the
haunted "bell holds -the. flag without
any further arguments for the day

*PDone | cried Babs at once. “ And
wo’ll take the river road *.she added.

" “Qh, no, you jolly well won't !
We'll tallk about. that after Janet's
treat. We'll meet in 'the récreation-

girl ‘room, and settle the q"gestlon on the

tennis-table, Whoever wms most
.games has the choice of
_ “My hat,” Clara chuc lcd “dont

recns like asking .for lickings!
Janet, bag you for partner in the
doubles.”
Janet, however, was biting her lip.
“Yes, all nght. But~but—"
She shook her head. "I say, couldn’t

we have some other challenge?’ she
asked uneasily. . I mean, not run-
ning fo the haimied mandri”

. ‘“Afraid - oi ‘the'sighost 1. Clmssle
sniffed. E

“B}ﬁ' blkt‘—i”h k ith & jolly &

" stpff 1 I thin 1!:’5 n jolly

suggeshoﬁl: Clara m

afraid to toll haunted pell?

“That's. on. And we’]l

roads we have after din-dins.” .,
They - trotted off.  Janet and the

Greens, the latter still looking a trifle .

peeved, sat down at the table. A Full
coursé dinner siich as had just been
served was impossible at that late
stage, but a fairly mbstantlal make-
shift meal wai substituted. ” "And’ that
same meal was also shared'by Janst.
But Janet, straf ely énongh,” had
little ‘appetite’ for that meal. Now

that Babs & Co. had departed, and
she was alone, she was. looking
atra.ngely WOTTI
With cause,

For less than an hour ago she had
installed Hér cousin in the self-same
ruins, wh;ch wore to be the scene of
the ‘new challenge between the Bhics
and the Greens to—morrow. + And
there, unsuspecti f the noisy
crowd: 'which woul suddenly descend
l];opon him, Len was working on his

She'd got to warn him. She must.

R £ Lan were ca.ttght now—s

She Couklnt Do Her Best! -

HUDD ERING a
little, Janet hurried
.oyver her food. But
"shé’ oould- noy forget

how bad it’ was of her to

-have left' "ihe G
Frlsoners, and o
rly  rotten that “Ada

Chance ghould ‘have had t.hat aecident.”

A.fter the meal she went over to her,
Adn

L

settlo which °

‘decided, Ade should accompan

s; emashed her way throu

against & tough pro
|hows the ; heel?” sh.e aak,ed,: ig - po

daemt mat&r F' Ada md ‘ _lost.

THE S¢HOOLGIRE,

but- with- just’ tha pmeat touch : of
"diffid dence. “ It's hirtihg a hif, but I
hope it'll be all rlght to-morrew be-
cause I don't want to'miss the haunted
‘bell’ race. But what oh_earth made

: you leave us like that?"

- “I was called away,” Janet said, ‘
“Indéed [” And nnst flushed” red
to see the though{‘ful eyes of Ron
Eversligh  regarding " And

Her. An ¥
whom, "Miss Jordan? Jordhn is the
nan}e iso’t it 1 '

t

is,” Janet retorted a little

shortly.

‘But who called you awayf"

“Just a—a friend of mine,” Janet
said, and turned  to ~Ada again,
& Well ‘T ‘hope it’s all right,” she said
smcerel %1] never forgwe myself
if you have to miss it.

way, we'll
fix” that,” ‘she adided conﬁéyently “If
you can’t run, perhaps you can cycle
or somethmg? We'll see, shall we?
Come on now, and let me ‘stand
tre&t‘,’ .
8he went out friendlily, tucking her
arm in Ada's in order to help that
limping girl along. ~  How to warn.
Len, though—that wns the quustlon at
the back of her niind. - :
They went to the restaurant. There
Babs Co. were already wa,ltmg
After the dinner they had just fin-
ished, no one was feeling very hungry,
but Lverybody had either an ice or a
‘cooling drink, and by’ the time the

treat was *inished the Blues and the

CGreens were on their old friendly,
though still ﬁercely keen, terms of
rivalry,

Teams for the table-lennis competi-
tion were arranged. Bessie, of course,
was out of that, though uha really be-
lieved herself tobo & _first-elass player.
Ada, because of her injured foot, was
also out of ‘it, E]lecmmn which
brought a pout of dlsa.ppomt.mcnt to
Ada's lips, for if there was one game
she was really fond of, it was table
‘tennis. .

They decxdea it ghould take the form
of four doubles matches, with a fifth
as decider, if necessary, Whoever
won would be ent:j;bed to the choice of
route for to-morrow’s race, .

To win the right to the river road -
was now & point of honour. It was
true that both roads were about the
same distance, but the river road was
much the easier of the two, betause it
cut out the rather ah% hill which lay
between the camp and the copse. If
Ada’s heel waas net well enough, tllaxey
er
team on & oycle, though she would not

-be included in the race.

And now, keyed up to a .pltch of.

_exr_itement they repaired to the great

glass.roofed | recrcation-room, where
half a dozen games were afread]r in
progress. .Clara, chugkled. -

“We go off - first, and mind you, phy
up 1" sha eaid., *“Make lt bot for’
them 1”

Janet smlled a htt]e Back i, ChE
House . she and” Clm-a were mf]
undispiited ' championa at table tenms,

their only rivals, }n junior “s¢hool, in-.
' deed, 'being  Barbira Hedfein and.
‘Christine - llmer—a.rid was  Chriktine

hot. &tuffl . It looked' like- bemg a
walk-over for them. .-+ . woow
As jt was, Janet, thoﬁﬁl 40-be sure -
still worried, apéned none: t.oo steadily; . -
But _Clars, - - top fét

and  first point was-ie: 5xe Blu (it

the nexlf ﬁarg:a bg‘w&embe, pliyi;

ing with Mabsias her T, Wag U
eition: i Ohaisig:

nm

ong.mdre AN

d - another s girl: 'named, ;
ay' ag-:odd they.:

Pk #



.

E

_--f{:ﬁex“p}we felt rather uneasy as she
gaw . the dmile Ron Eversligh gave her.
“*Why," she

-

EvERY SATURDAY

Chrissie,

“ One—one, " chortled  Ch
“Next players, please! Marjorie and
Lorna on your side, is ii,

Peggy and Anne on ours.”

hey all gathered round as the
game commenced.. Other guests in the
cumﬁ, sceing_the Greens and the Blues
at their rivalry again, came to watch.
And again Clif House went down.

“Two—one |”” Chrissie cried. ** Phew !
This is geiting exciting. Forward the
next pair!”

The pext pair_ were Leila and
Jemima—and  Leila was brillant.
Cliff House won that, making the
score two all.
“Right! ‘Then we have the de.
cider I Chrissie eried.  “Whoops
girlies, the match of the holiday!
Clara, you and Janet are your cham-
pions, aren't you?! You play Luecy
and me. Now watch!” she said.

“And get ready to cheer the Dlues
Clara laughed.

For o momgnt Janet’s face wore a
hu‘nt.ed expression.

Al

‘Janet, wo want you for the
deciding garne,” Babs said.

“0Oh goodness! Can—can’t somc-
body else playi” Janet asked.

ut, Janet, you're Clara’s pari-
ner!” Babs said in - astonishment.

“I know,
take my place?” Janet urged.
—I've got to go out.™

“Important?”’ Babs asked.

“Well, yes, in & way.”

“But, Janct, old thing, can’'t you
cancel it?" Babs asked. “You know
CUlara wants you. ‘She'll be awfully
cross:”  And then she paused again,
noticing the almost harassed expression
on her chum's face, reflecting all at
once that Junet had not been her usual

cheery self all the evening. " Janet,
old girl, there’s nothing wrong, is
there "

“CGood gracious! What should be
wrong " Janet asked in surprise.

“Well, you don't seem vourself, you
koow,” Babs said keenly. * Anything
I can do, old thing?” ;

“No, Babs, no!” Janet said, but she
gulped, and for a moment Babs
distinet impression that she had been
about to blurt something out to her.
“N-no, of course not,” she said hur-

riedly.
“Then won't you come and play this
game? If you don't,” Babs said,

“everybody will want to know where
vou've gone, you know. It won’t take
ong,” she urged.
take your things off.”

Janet hesitated. Well, she was in
for it. The one thing she did not
want to do now was to excite comment
or curiosity.

There was quite & large and excited
crowd round the table now; every-
body was excitedly discussing
result .of the fifth and final game

Clara, however, was supremely confi-
dent, ~ for having marked the skill of
“her opponents she reckoned that if
Janet was in good form it would be
certain victory for the Blues.

“Here we are, Janet—and remem-
ber—game of your life!” she chuckled.

“Watch me !” Janet said, and going
7 : wondered - for .a vague
mbment, was that fellow so interested

CMin lger® ’ .
n Chrissic called service.  S8he
qba white hall-flash in front. of her.

saw

Now, Janet, pull yourself together!
he went into i, .
. No doubt, in Chrissie and Lucy,
Jatiet” and "Clars :
:of their ‘stéel.

had met foes worthy
First point to the

But—but couldn’t you !

had o

“Go on, Janet—

the,

Cireens; next to the Blues: next to the
Creens, and so on, 'ding-dong.

Babs? » But Janet was warming up Dow.

Helped on by the cries of the crowd,
by the knowledge that Clara was trust-
ing to ber, she played as if she were in
competition on the tables at Cliff
Honse,  Tirst game 21—i6 in Cliff
House’s favour. BSecond game 21—19
in favour of the -Greens. Excilement
was at fever-pitch then.

“Last game!” Chrissie cried, swing-
ing her bat in the air.

“No quarter,” sang Clara Trevlyn.
“Aake the pace hot, Janet.”

Janet breathlessly laughed. She was
enjoring herself now. Fond of a keen
contest such as this, the game had

JEAR WIGRINS (Eynsham, Oxford).—
Your very charming -flttle letter reached
e gmite safely, Jean. But if you're writing
again, here’s m& address full: THE
ScHOOLGIRL  Office, . Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. You'd
be in the Second Form if you went to CHff
House. Now, you woun't be too shy to
write to me again, will ¥ou, my dear?

JEANNE ANGELA COOPER (Pitamoor,
Shefield).—Thank you so much for a very
sweet * first letter,”” Jeanne. I do hope
it won’t have been vour last one! You'd
be tn the Upper Third if your went to Cliff
House. If you'd Hke to write to Patricia,
her nddress is the same as my own. (It's
in the little letter above.) I know she’ll
be delighted to hear from you. F've passed
on your suggestlon to our Liditor, and he is
going to make a large note of it.

ENID GEORGE (Bristol).—I was de-
ii%};bcd to hear from you again, my X,
Thank you so much, Enid, for your
eood wishes to my dog, June. The darling
is keeplng very fit just now. I hope your
own pet, Chum, is very well, too!

SHEILA FREESTONE (Worthing, Sus-
sex),—Hope you recelved my letter
safely, Shefla! Here's the printed reply
to ‘which yon were looking forward, I
think I've answered all your C,H. questions
in my letter, so hese I'll just say 1 hope
von are keeping well—and all your pet

worked into her blood, momentarily
banishing the cares and the worries
which had descended upon her with
the arrival of cousin Len. Again she
saw Ron Eversligh regarding her;
sgain she wondered vaguely why he
smiled as he did. But now—-

At it again! For the honour of Cliff
House! For the honour of the Blues!

Whiz ! eame the ball from Chrisste—
a difficult shot. But Janet, with a fly-
ing leap; smashed it back well beyond
the Greens’ reach. A joyful erow came
from CLE House.

'“’:I.‘opping, Janet!
us. .
Janet lsughed again. Oh, this was

fun! But onee agein her " eyes
attracted so him by the mdvement-of a
2 g ) 2

First point to

"By Hilda Richatds <7

paper, she turned towards Tton Evers-
ligh. And then suddenly her blood
seemed to fire, For Kversligh now
was standing reading a paper, and that
paper, folded, showed her a photo-
graph,

It was the photograph of Len. On
top of it was a line: - ]

“Vanished Secrelary Now Wanted
by Police.”

For an iustant ihe paper scemed to
dissolve in  mist before Janel's
feverish eves. (ame Clare's voice:

“ Janet, vou chump, look out!”

Janct looked, but she had not even
seen the ball which beat her. In front
of her the photograph secmed to be
swelling to enormous proportions, the

“Thank You So Much,” says
HiLpDA RICHARDS

to ALL her correspondents,
here our popular author replies

And

to just a few of them.

budgerigats, too, Write again some time,
won't you ?

BESSIE GECRGE (Victeris, Anstralia).—
Many thanks for writlng agaln, Bessie.
1 was delighted to get your very_nice
letter 1 Evidently the concert your Form
gave in aid of the Bush Fire Relief Fund
was o great success, and I think you've
every Teason t0 cougratulate yourselves.
Tell me your latest news next time you
write, won't vou ? .

CHRISTINA AND BSHEILA EORNBY
(South Bhields, Co. Durham)—So fon
would like to know which Forms you'd be
in at C.H.? Wmmishm, you would
be in the Upper , and you, Sheila, in
the Second. Do write again, boéh of you,
and tefl me all about yourselves.

PAULINE BRUCE (Northamplon) —
‘When are yon gnlnghto send me another of
_i'our nicely typed little letters, Pauline ?

'm afraid it isn't possible to buy portraita
of the . H. chums to in your serap-
bhook, my dear. But you could cut oub
Mr. Laidler's excellent deawings, couldn’t
you ? Very best wishes !

BARBARA GOODE (Luton, Beds.).—
Thank vou so much for a very sweet letter,
Barbara. You'd be in the Sceond Ferm It
wvou went to CIIT House. Babg ls just
14 vears and 6 months old—so you weren't
far out in guessing her age, were you?

JOSE JUKES (Birmingham).—Delighted
to hear from you once again, Jose, I
wonder if you've heard from your Grammar
dchool yet 7 Do let me know if you've
passed your oxam, Yes, I'm ho? ng to
featurd ¥aith Ashton from time to time
in future stories.

VIOLET EALL (8imla, Indis).—So glad
to hear from you, Violet. Patricia's

address is the same as my own, ¢/o THR

8cH00LGIRL. The oldest girl ot C.H. is
unpopular- Sarah Harrigan., She i 18
vears and 9 months. he youngest is

little Dolores Essendon, who is only 8 vears
and 4 months. Byc-bye for just now!

letiering above it taking “on poster-

type size. I1f"anybody else should sce
that—if anybody—

“What the dickens
with you?” Clara said crossly. “

“0Oh dear!” Janet said. “I—Y'm
sorry—" . ) :

She bit her lip. Oh goodness! 8he
must concentrate, concentrate—and she .
tried to. ) :

The nhaxb ihot she l:“d no;;J muff, bot
again the photograph was hypunotising
her. Bhe ‘cou'ld;igt play—she couldn't!

“ Mz, ‘Eversligh—" she broke ont
at last. “Oh. dear!  Would—would "
you mind puttit{‘g that, pa.f::‘sway i

P

is -the matter

“Why, no,” he- said santly, but '
again regarded her. "&ny_th.‘ms offen-
+ An wh'ih;

sive in b, Miss.Jordan?”




8 “She Had To let Down Her Chums!”

Janet trembled, he puzzledly turned it
over, “There,” he said easily, “I'll
put it in my pocket, shall I7* ’

And, folding it, he slipped it into the
outside pocket of the Finen jacket he
wore. It may have been an accident
that the photograph of Len Jordan,
however, still stared at Janet from
over the edge of the pocket. '

She was shaking now. But she must
—must pull hex‘sefi together,

For sbme minutes she tried to, but
the effort was a weak ome. In the
middle of it Ron Eversligh, with a
curious stare toward her, walked.out,
the paper still in his pocket. -

Desperately Jane rallied herself, and
for a time played really well, if not at
her best,

But it was too late. The game ended
with Chrissie and Lucy easy winners by
a large margin of points,

“And so0,” ‘Chrissie whooped, “that
seftles the route. The river road for
us, girlsl Ha, hal Thought you
could play table-tennis, Cliff House?"

“Oh rats 1" Clara retorted,
“ Janet-—"

“I—-I'm
muttered.

“You jolly well ought to be!” Clara
zaid. *You played like a kid from the
Hecond Form 17

“Yes, rather, you know! You jolly
well let us down1”

Janet turned away. She felt that if
anybody seid anything else to her she
would cry out, so great was her dis-
appointment and her mortification.

sorry | the scarlet Janet

——

Even Her Chums Were Angry!

T seemed that the most
perverse of fates was
dogging the footsteps
of Janet Jordan.

8he left the tennis table

with a sense of mortifica-
. tion for her own haphazard
play, with the sure knowledge that she
had let down her side, and with the
impression that, though they tried not
to show it, her chuma were all resent-
fully disappointed in her. She was
also worrying about that paper which
she had seen in Ron Evershigh’s pocket.

Supposing that got ahout?

In no mood to be calm at the table,
she forced herself to be ecalin then,
Well, what if it did? she asked herself.
None of her friends knew Len Jordan
—not eyen Clara. Jordan, after all,
was not such an unusual name, and
though the coincidence of names might
create idle comment in some, nobed;
was really going to associate her wit
an absconding secretary. 'Silly, those
fears, as she saw now.

All the same, the most vital thing
nowwas to see Len and warn him of

_ to-morrow’s adventura.

As soon as she could, she set out te
do that. She was just on'her way out
when Mr. Mackenzie called to her.

With Mr. Mackenzie was Anne
Marchant, the champion swimmer
among Greens, and Anne, who

knew that Janet was Clif Houee's
junior champion, was smiling. Janet
smiled back, though she had to force it.

“Migs Jordan,” the manager said,
“could we have & word with you? I
_think you'll be interested.”
There was no help for it. Janet,
most _dreadfully afraid of exciting
. eomment. or suspicion, stepped into the
office, and with his face es-beam, Mr.
Mac;}kan‘:ia_- unleashed the news.

b ¥ tu h there w
going to bo s Eiddiey iy
8

imming gala

-camp, aod as Anne apd - Janet

were the respective champions of their
blocks, would they get together and
think up some novel stunt calenlated to
amuse the kiddies?

That, of course, meant bringing Babs
in—Pabs was always jolly good at
those ideas. L.

S0 Babs was sent for, and Chrissis
wasg sent for. By the time all the sug-
gested schemes had been talked over, 1t
was bed-time—and Janet had no real
reason for exensing herself to her
chums. Only thing for it was so sneak
out during the night. )

But there she was disappointed.

For it was madcap Clara’s idea that
the Blues should raid the Greens in the
middle of the night,

Janet had to take part in that, of
course, The raid itself was a whooping
success. Armed with pillows, the
Blues not onrly succeeded in completely
surprising the eleeping Greens—the
chased them out of their chalets an
half round the block before, cornering
them against the fence, they forced
them to ery surrender.

A great and gallant victory, that—
and one which, Bessie Bunter sug-
gested, was worthy of a celebration.
Recklessly they celebrated, all crowd-
ing into Janet Jordan’s chelet for the
purpose, where Bessie had a seoret
hoard of ginger-pop, cekes, chocolates,
and fruit.” A merry meal that was in
truth—exeept that Janet’s heart was
secretly burning to have it done with so
that she could get away.

But alas for the Cliff House lack of
caution! In the middle of it the
Greens, determined on reprisals, crept
up and locked them in. 5

And nine not-so.victorious girls were
forced to share the.cramped quarters
of one chalet for the rest of the night.

All good fun, of course. All fair and
above board. And because they felt
they had had the lion's share of the
day’s fortunesein spite of that reverse,
the chums accepted it all in good
humour. But Len_ still remained un-
warned when daylight broke et last,
and the CULff ouse party were
released, and there was time to do just
absolutely nothing before the great
race to No Man’s Manor commenced.

Rather desperate was Janet then,

And rather desperate now was the
plan she had in mind. Perhaps it was
just as well for Babs & Co. that they
did not guess her intention,

In high feather they changed after
breakfast into shorts- and jerseys for
the run. All of them, except Bessie,
were takin _part—lor_ﬁessie, in a stern
chase as this was going to be, would
have been more than useless. Flushed,
smiling, and eager, they certainly
made an atiractive picture when they
were all dressed for the fray. At the
appointed meetm% place—which was
the courtyerd not far from the camp—
they made their way, and with them
went Mr., Mackenzie, who was to start
the race, Earl&as they were, Chrissie
Longmore & . wera there before
them, With Chrissie was Ada-—and
Ada_had her cycle. ,

“Well, here we are,” Chrissie said.
“ AN readé, eh? Not,” she added,
with a sniff, *that it will be much of
& serap. Blessed if I see why you don’t
hand the flag over now.”

“Bow-wow !’ Clara said good-
humouredly, “Get on with the wash-
ing. This is our road. That’s yoprs,”

“And no _short-cutting, ~mind,*
Chrisste warned,

“Btuff! We don’t belong to the

Mr. Mackenzie

steady 1" ) )
‘“Saye  your  breath, girlsl

said.

{ifq,u’ill_._néed' it ;Nm_qr, just before you-
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start, let’s repeat the rules of the race.
The race is to No Man's Manor—the
Blues taking the hill road, and the
Greens, the river. Right?”

“Right it is,”? Jemrima chirruped.

“And the first girl to ring the
haunted  bell, wins the flag for her
party 1”

“That's_it,” Babs laughed,

“Right-ho! Then line up !” .

They lined up, watched by a grin-
ning crowd which had deserted the
camp to watch the start, Tense, on
tiptoes, Clif House stood, grinning at

each other. .
"Then Mr, Mackenzie raised his .
pistol. Bang! p o .
“We're off! Go it!1” - shrieked 1
Chrissie,

“Up the Blues!” cheered Jemima.
“Tally-ho! Whoa-hoa! Bteady, the
Buffs! Look at Janet 1”

Y Janet——" yelled Clara. . :

For Janet had shot away like a
streak of light.

She ran, not as if she were starting a
race, but as if she were putting on the
last tremendous do-or-die spurt which
meant to win it, nd as Janet was
reckoned among the best four athletes
in junior school at Cliff House, that
pace was terrific,

She reached the end of the road &
good hundred yards ahcad of her
chums. Her face was pale as she ran,
her hands fiercely clenched. But once
out of sight she breke away from the
road, cuiting swiftly through a little
strip of woodland. 'That, she knew,
would reduce her distance a guarter
of a mile, at least.

And when Clara & Co. rounded that
bend, they pgasped. For in front of
them was a three hundred yards stretch
of clear road., Janet was not even
visible.

“My hat, she must have sprouted
wings [” Clara gasped. .

Dabs nodded.  But she Jooked a little
uneasy. Had Janet taken a short cut
through the woodland ?

But Babs, if she guessed that, eaid

_nothing, though she felt just a little

concerned.  Definitely, Janet Jordan Py
was beliaving very queerly these days! "
They went on. Now Janet, well :
away, had slackened down. Even she,
energetic as she was, could not main-
tain her own cracking pace for Jong.
Now she had reached the fields, with
beyond them the river and the road
which was the (reens’ route. A hun-
drod yards away, running steadily, she
sew them. .
On, on. Janet did not look round.
A good two miles she ran, her breath
rasping in her throat, her chest
heaving in the stress of her efforts.
Then at last she reached tho green trees
of the copse which surrounded No
Man’s Manor. Dodging through those
trees, she presently swung in through
the forlornly rusting brenze -gates
which had once been the manor’s chief
ride. As she did so, there came.a
ail behind her. K, oot
“Come on, girls !” ; ‘ R
Janet gasped. That voics belonged . *+ -
to Chrissie Longmore, The Gréens -
Wt}re on herhheeillth e "
anet set her teeth as she started up-
the drive. Now she had g

ea “thp, N
outer door of the manor,- bm eRpar-Nr .y
ate push, and it gave before-her Y
Not fifty yards  her the EGrst of
the Greens were bursting threugh the

tredd, :
What to do? . - o7
Len wss upstairs—in ¥the retmineki .
tolt_hs beifwlem {‘ Vo :tﬂﬁ'hﬁfp{ e
In a moment of orisis the: human
mind works fast: Bo Janet's.did now.
Almost at-onee she Bad her:of :
of action cut: and .deiad.~and fo

b 2
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she was mided in that plan by

atel
% In

having visited the manor before.

front of her was a room, with an innexg,

door leading to the belfry. Both outer
and inner doors were fitted with a key,
and Janet, diving into the room,
locked the inner door, removed the key,
and darted out.

Then, just as footsteps sounded on
the weed-grown drive, she dived behind
& tattered curtain.

Not a moment too soon.

, - Chrissie, with a whoop, came in, her
followers strung out behind her. After
them cycled the injured Ada, descend-
ing from her machiné now to join in
the chase. . :

Straight to the room which led to the

] beliry Chrissie rushed, and the next
moment the last of the Greens had
followed. .

Janet leapt from her hiding-place.
In a moment she had caught the door,
and bang ! it went as she slammed it
to. Click| went the key, as feverishly
she turned it in the lock. From the
other side came a shrill ery in Anne
Marchant’s veice.

“My hat, did you see that? Janet
Jordan egaini And she’s locked us
in !

Janet took no notice. Desperately
she raced to the stairs and scrambled
uP them, pauvsing only for an instant to
glance tiu-ough the l.mdmi window to
gulp again .as she saw Babs & Co.
emerging from the trees. Then wup
a._gailin, bursting into the room on her
right.

* Len Jordanm, his
startled, jumped up.

[ et 1” "

face white and

“Lon—quickly 1 Janet cried.
“You've got to get out of this! Hide
those books—quickly ! = Now lock the
door and keep the key. The place is
swarming with girls. You’ve got to get
out of here!” .

“ But—but, Janet—""

“Down the back stairs I Janet hissed
urgently, *Outside you'll find a bike.
Grab it. Get to the woods as guickly
as vou can. Make for the old well—
over there,” She pointed through the
window. “Wait there for me.” )

8he fairly threw him out of the
room, twisting him towards the back
stairs, just as Clara, with s boisterous
shout, led the Cliff House party
through the front door.

Meanwhile, Janet and Len were des-

-perately running down the back stairs
to slip out and round to the front of
the house, where Janet seized up Ada
Chance’s bicycle. . .
“Now, Len, quickly ! she panted.
He nodded. With a leap he was on
his way. Janet watched until, slightly
wobbling—for Len and a cycle had
' parted cpmrgny on the day of his acci-
dent—he plunged into the woed ‘and
‘.5 disappeared  She felt almost faint
] with relief then.
£h Meantime, Babs and Clara, racing
gom .ghea.d of the others, had reached the
elfry by a different route down the
-hall.” Clara’s face was red with exul-
tation as she unfastened the bell-rope.
"Done them !” she oried. “My hat,
woh't. the CGreens look sick! Stand
back, everybody! Mera gpeaks the
- voice of the ghost.”
i tugged, and from sbove them in
the ¥ came a-gonorous clanging

soufid that made the walls shiver.
e hernd.

hin £ hooted Babs. *I say,
LN Gotﬁe on, Blmeisixi""ly

" tg have' s_pull,
Marjorie, " until the
langis __gefkmatgﬁ

clagg !t :
tpjlfed».mskenmgzthe :

L

the air for yards around was vibrating
in the aftermath of the peals. Then,
rosy and laughing, they desisted.

“Who says the Blues aren’t cocks of
Elred walk mow?” crowed Lorna Bay-
ord. . .

“But, say, where are the Greens?”
Leila Carroll %rinned. " Not still tod-
dling, surely?

And then, as they all paused, struck
by the prolonged sbsence of their
rivals, there came a furious thumping
from below, followed by shouts.

“Let us out! Let us out!”

Babs jumped.

“My hat, that's Chrissie! Hallo!*
she shouted. “ Where are you 1

“Here, in a room I Chrissie’'s muffled
voice came back. ‘' Your beastly friend
Janet locked us in ¥

“Janet I Clara cried, with a jerk.
“My hat, yes—where is she ?”

“Come on!” Babs eried.

8he was pelting away to reach the
locked door, just as Chrissie again
furiously thumped. One swift turn of
the key and the door flew back.
Chrissie & Co.'s glowering faces, bitter
and angry, stared at them. .

*“A nice trick |” Chrissie choked. -

“I must say, if this is your idea of
sportsmanship—" Peggy Cartwright
gaid bitterly. 5

“Hold en! We know nothing about
this " Babs said.

“But your treacherous pal Janet
Jordan does. She locked us in!” Edda
Shortt glowered, -~

The Cliff House
dumbfounded looks.

“A npice. way of winning, T must
say !” Anne Marchant cried.

“But—but—" Babs began. “Oh

Chrissie's

ochums exchangeﬂ

rats| Janet wouldn’t do it1”
“But Janet did do it!"”
eyes glowed.. *““We saw her.”
“Then,” Clara said, “Janet got here
first. anyway. That makes us winners.
All the same, it's not like Janet,” she

“gaid, with a frown, “and she must have

(1

put on 2 heck of & spurt—-" .

“Bhe must have taken a short cut,
you mean!” Edda Shortt said. *“Any-
way, it isn't fair to grab the flag like
this 1 .

The Clif House chums looked at each
other. No doubt now that Janet had
locked their rivals up, and there was
little room for doubt, either, that Janet
had not raced strictly according to the
agreed rules in getting here first. She

must have taken that short cut through |

the woodland, :
“Well,” Babs shook her -head, “I—
I'm sorry!” she said sincerely.

“ Honestly we had ng intention of play-

ing a trick on you. But, tell von w‘ﬁat,” .

she offered generouslw ‘‘just to call it
(s_lqua.l;e you can keep the flag for the

ay.

Chrissie Aushed.

“Oh stuff1” she said. "Dash it,
we're. not complaining because vou've
won; we're complaining because of
what Janet did. Ne, you keep the flag.
You'll need to before we’ve ﬁnishﬁ‘g.
At the same fime,” she added, with a
flash of resentment, “we still don’t
think much of Janet Jordan. That's
the second time she’s played us an un-
sporting trick.”

“Well, I'm blessed if I can under-
stand it1” Clara said. “ Anyway, let’s
find her. We haven’t seen her hére,
you know. Janet!” ghe eried.

They went outside, all feeling & little
annoyed. And suddenly there cams &
hail from Ada. o ' .

“My bike—" :

*¥Your bike?”
__“It’s gone!

G

-get you mine?”

selves of the feeling that they'were mot

Look, I Teft it fherel we
- Bomebo "s'mhlgoisl”',e ' ;ﬂmaxje!__‘
- g Faces, "resentiul before; heoarh angry-i3
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# Janet again,” Chrissie said furiously.
“Oh, stuff! Hold on,” Clara said.
“Give Janet a chanoe to speak for her-
self. She—hallo,” she added, starting,
for a ﬁgure, wheeling 'a bicycle, had
appeared from the woods. “That is

anet——" s

“And my bike!” Ada cried. “With
a buckled front wheel I
.. Babs & Co. stared again, feeling as
if they had been suddenly douched with
cold water. For Janet it was, and
Ada’a bicycle had s badly damaged
front wheel. Poor Len, alas, unused
to cyeling and spurred on to a reckless
speed, had collided with a tree.

In & rather grim group they all
waited until Janet came up. Her face
was pearlet,

# J—J—I—" she said.

“You—you cat, Janet|” choked Ada.

“I—I'm sorry,” Janet mumbled.
“I—1 had—that is to say, there's been
an accident—"

“And it was an accident, I suppose,
that you locked us in_ the room down-
stairs ?” Chrissie aslced.

“W-well—" Janet said hesitantly.

“And an accident, I suppose, that

ou got here before anybody clse?”

e%gy Cartwright- asked contomptu-
ously.

Janet’s face became as red as a brick.

“ Well—wall, you see—"

“Well, we don't see [ Chrissie said.
“We think yowre tricky and mean,
Janet Jordan, And,” she added
bitterly, *if this is the spirit in which
youw're going to earry om, you can kee
the rotten flag for good! We don't
mind fun snd we don’t mind playing
jokes, but we draw the line at tho sort
of stunts you're playing, Janet Jordan.
ngﬂed on, kids; let's get back,” she
added.

“ But—but——" Janet stuttered. “ Oh,
T'm sorry, girls. I'm sorry about youy
bike, too, Ada. Let me run back and

. Ada glowered. Janet turned beseech-
ingly to her chums.. But for once they,
were not looking at her. It seemed,
for the moment, that the disgust of her
own chums was as great as that of their
rivals,

—

Not Safe, Affer Alll

Y lunch-time, however,

Y the faint atmosphere

of hostility which

had been evident

between the Blues and the
- Gireens had disappeared.

No doubt, now the mis-

. ohief was done, that Janet

was frightfully sorry. No doubt that

the Greens were sporting -in refusing to

accept the surrender of the flag.

It was when Janet, taking the law
into her own hands, went over to the
Greens and made a whole-heartsd apo-
logy, followed afterwards by ices and
drinks all round, that the atmosphere
melted once again. Bo utterly sincere
was Janet in that apology that the
Greens, having recovered from their
disappointment then, could do nothing
but]graomualy aocept it. :

“But,” warned Chrissis, “no more
funny business, Janet.” -

“No,” Janet promised. DA =" B

And so that wes that, and rivals wets 1
friends again, _tha:gh the Clif House A
chums could not - altogether rid them- - "

really entitled to hold the flag,
To, aid in -tho_smo .:"':'-‘,J §
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restoring herself fully to favour by
that mesns, who suggested the big idea.

A human otter hunt.

It sounded fun even before she em-
barked on the details. But the details
themselves were so full of the promise
of further fun that Greens’ and Blues’
imaginations were captured like wild-
fire.

Briefly the idea was that Janet
shonld be the otter, The hunt would
take place in the swimming pool, with
the Blues protecting her from the
Greens, who were to be the otfer
hunters, Janet, as the otter, was
allowed to do anything to avoid cap-
ture, providing that anything was con-
fined to tho bounds of the swimming
hath. And if, at the end of a quarter
of an hour, she had not heen captured,
then she had won. . )

“And that means,” Babs cried with
a sudden burst of inspiration, ©that
the winners keep the flag for the day.”

“Good wheeze!” Chrissie said.
“Vas, rather! But what about some
sort of practice or rehearsal?”

“Right-ho,” Babs “This
afternoon ¥° .

But Mr. Mackenzie shook his head
at that. ‘

“To-morrow,” he said; “the pool is
free then. ~ This ~ afterncon we're
running off the heats of the various
races so that we can stage the finals for
the kiddies’ gala. ' Make it to-morrow.”

A0 made to-morrow the date was,
both parties breaking up in great
jubilation, .

Janet Therself was happy then.
Things, after all, would not be so bad.
That moyning she had had a talk to
Len, who was thrilling with the success
ho felt within his grasp. Len, by this
time, would be back in No Maun's
Manor, and it was unlikely that he
would be disturbed again, Meantime
Janet had promised to take him some
mitch-needed food this afternoon.

A Dit of a problem getting away from
her, chums, for Bessie Bunter, always
thinking up appetising schemes, had
suggested a picnie and bathe on the
seashore that afternoon. But Janet got
out of it on a plea that she was gomng
ta get Ada’s bicycle repaired, and when
finally "the Blues and the Greens, in
perfect harmony, went off together to
rag and picnic by the sea, it was Janet
who stayed alone in the Blues' lines.

So far, so good,

As soon as the others had vanished,
Janct dressed herself. A wvery preity
floral-design print dress she put on,
with a wide-brimmed, cool-locking
sjraw hat as a .contrast, and having
taken possession of Ada’s cycle,
marched off to the village of Pinebay,
where she could get the machine re-
paired and buy food for Lem at the
sama time, It was while she was in the
eycle repairing shop that Mr. Venables
came in with his wife and son.

. Mr. Venables was a popular figure
_in the camp and a man who took his
.pleasures seriously, - Among other
things, he had & passion for archeology,
particularly for old buildings.

. “Ah, Miss Jordan.” He smiled at
hor. “Just the girl I wanted to see.
I heard you and your friends went over
No Man’s Manor this moruing 7
Janct locked at him quickly,

“Yes, we did.”

“Cot a fancy for looking over it
-myself,” Mr. Venebles nodded, * Had
an ides; you know, of nisking up a
-party fiom the camp to motor aver and
lexplore it. tht find some interesting
things there, eh? Do you think the
river road is best1” )

He could never. have gucssed the
elarm  whichk filled Jahet as she
replied: | o

agreed.

“0Oh, quite! DBut—but it’s haunted,
. you know.”

He laughed heartily.

“Thanks; we'll have the ghost {” he
chuckled. “It will be fun trying to
hunt him, though, of course, we shan’t
find anything—one never does. Care
to join the party, Miss Jordan?”

But Janet, her heart filled with
sudden alarm, declined that invitation,
Oh, goodness, what a blowl With a
horde of interested amateur archsolo-
gists cxploring every nock and cranny
of No Man’s Manor, Len’s position, to
say the least, would be precarions.
Ohviously now, since No Man’s Manor
had become such a sudden centre of
attraction, a new ‘hideout must bhe
found. ?

Whora ?

Janet pondered. Some place away
from ' the crowd—some place whero
prople did not go. And it was as sho
was riding back to the manor on Ada’s
newly repaired machine that, glancing
out to sea, she got the idea.

A mile out, rather grim-looking,
bare, and barren except for a fow trees
and an old hut, was Albatross Island—
a- bleakk and desolate spot in tenth,
utterly deserted and unimhabited. Neof
long ago Janet had explored it with
her chuma. N

There it stood now—a great, smooth
rock - jutting out of the sea like a
niigsile carelessly dropped from some
giant hand.

Janet, seeing it, amiled. Her
was at an ond. That should be Len’s
future = hiding-place wuntil his self-
imposed task was finished. :

appily she rode on, and presentl
she was in No Man'a Manor, . talking

uest

to Len, who - grecfed bher with
enthpsiasm. .
+ “Given twenty-four hours—Perhaps

less,” he told her—“I think Ive gdt
him, Janet. In fact, I think I've got
him now, but there are one or two
details' I want to verify. No names, no
pack-drill, until that happens.” .

“0Oh, good 1” Janet laughed.  “ Jolly
ood! I—-I'm so glad, Len. But now
1et me tell you something. You've got
to mave from here—and move right
away! The place is getting too
popular since we put it on the map this
morning.”

The boy listened in silence to whay
she had to say and the alternative
hiding-place she suggested. Then he
nodded.

“Right-ho, old girl, I'm in your
hands] But when does the event take
place ¥

“No time,” Janet said, “like the
present. Wa can hire a boat down at
Silver's Cove. Better put my sun-
glasses on just as s bit of disguise,”
the added, “and paek -your books in
the bag. Let's. go.”

They went. In Silver's Cove they
had no difficulty in hiring a boat, and,
having deposited Len eon the -island,
Janet rowed back, returning by way of
the headland. She handed the boat
-back to its ownmer, allowing him to
understand that she had dropped her
friend at some point on the other side
of the headland.

Well, that was all right, though it
was getting late. The chums would be
back now and would want to know
where she had been. 8till, Janet did
pnot mind that. Len was safe.
would remain safe now uniil he was in
o -position to prove his innocence. Re-
trieving Ada’s bike, which sha had

hidden -in the bushes near Silver's

_Cove, she finally made camp.

And almost the first person she saw
_when rshe reached there was Ron
‘Eversligh.

He stood at the door of the chalet he
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occupicd, facing the sea, and had a
long telescope glued to his eye. As she’
approached him he lowered it, and
again Janct's heart knew a faster beat
as his eyes fastened upon her.

Just for a moment she wondered if
he had seen anything on that island—
for at the island the telescope had heen
directed.

“Halloe, Miss Jordan!™ he
“Had a good afternoon?”

“Topping, thank you,” Janet said.
“Have youl”

*(h, quite interesting 1" He smiled
again. “Just having & look at the
scenery through Long Tom here.
?l’etty powerfu instrument, and pretiy
interesting some of the things it
shows.” Ho looked at her intently,
and again’Janct’s heart knew that un-
easy léap. “That is’lund. for in-
stance,” he added thoughtfully. “You
know, a fow moments ago I could have
sworn I saw someone moving about
on it."”

Janet tried to control the fluitering
of her pulses,

*“But—but there’s no one on there,
is there 7”? she asked.

“Not officially—no.”
looked &t her—thoughtfully, pene-
tratingly; a trifle: mockingly, too,
Janet thought. “ Anyway, see what
you can see,” he invited.

Janet steeled herself. How much had
Eversligh seen? Then, peering through
the telescops, she%umpa‘d: ‘Fhe island
seemed to leap at hep. . . .

She saw it clearly; saw the hut, for-

tunately half hidden in s little dell.
Len wag in_ that now.. Len, if he
obeyed. her instructions, would remain
in it, and there was little fear of his
being detected, even with the tele-
scope, during the daytime,  But she
still had an wuneasy idea.that Evers-
ligh's suspicions were arcused.
. “It is—rather wonderful, isn't it?”
she said lightly. “8till, I don’t see
anything unusual, and——  Hallo,
that’s Babs calling me|” she added, as
Babs, suddenly spotting her, let out a
pealing holler. ;s

-Janet hurvied  off, leaving Eversligh
staring after her. Conscious, though
she did not look round, that his eyes
followed her ever% step, she reached
€halet No. 13, to find Babs & Co. and

said.

Again e

. Chrissie & Co. still together and all in

a state of great excitement.

“Hallo!” Babs said.- " See you've
got the bike. Looks good, too. DBus
where have you been?” -
= “QOh, just cycling!? Janet replied.
“1 felt like trying the old bike out,
you know. But what's the excite-
ment 7" she added, smiling from one to
the other. 1

“We've
Babs said,

“0Oh{? Janet eried.

“To-morrow. We've fixed cvery-
thing,” Babs said. “Mr. Mackenzie
says we can have the two camp boats
from nine till ten, and the Blues and
(lrecens are going to have a race to
decide who shall hold the flag for the
sisth day., Chrissie's suggestion.” « -

“ And,” Chrissie said eagerly, * won't
we make you bite the dusi—or the salt,
in this case!”

been challenged. again,”

“And after that” Mar'dﬁe said,

“we're going to have the rehearsal I
“Topping I” Janet beamed.. “But
wait a minute, don't rush on from one
thing to another. Where are you going
1® race to?” S g
" yes—that 1", Babs _lg-uﬁhed.-
“We've got & ripping. idea.” We're

going to race to Albatross Tsland,” she
said, and then Ju d in’ slarm,
- Janet 1 she er{umpea“',]'hnet, ald. -

thing, what's the matter? You've gone
as white 'as &

ent 1 .
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But Janet could only stare. She
knew sho was white, and im that
moment she was incapable of speech.
It scemed she had dragged Lan out of
* the frying-pan only to land himgcom-
pletely in the fire.

e mm

How_Much Did He Know?

[13 ALL in, +tho
Blues!” called
Barbara Redfern

- cheerily.  “Hey,
where's Janet "

Nobody, however, had

seen Janet Jordan gince

breakfast.

The time was the iollowin% morning,
and the chums, hurrying back from
their meal, had changed into their
swim-snits for the all-important race to
Albatross Island. Down in the cove
the two boats—brand new—stood await-
ing them, but as each boat eonld only
accommodate six persons three of the

# OUICK | Down the back staircase |
startled cousin a push along the corridor, Clara led the rest of the C

party had to play the roleé of specta-
tors. The Greens had departed a
minute or two ago,
. “Where is Jahet?” Babs ‘erfed ex-
' asperatedly.

“Dunno,” Clara said. “Blessed if I
know where that giddy eel gets to these
days. Perhaps she's gone down to the
beach already, and, anyway, if she
doesn’'t turn up ,Lorna can take her
place. Let's get off.” :

+*And mind,” Babs warned, “yon

- pull every ounce out of yourself.”
* But when they reached the beach—
what & change in their enthusiasm;
what a different aFe'ctucle from the one
they anticipated| 1
.cheery orowd -of Greens, they found
their rivald bitterly antagonistic. And
those glorious boats—there they were,
" completely’ waterlogged about™ fifteen
_ “feet" frotih the shore. “

“WhY, what the' merry dickens— "
Llar ‘!bggtaﬁ. ~and nf-:{ten . Bbopped.

o & Janet V" she cried.

£ Maokenzie, -~ who
Kol hear M

n placa of the.

M
;He, st not

least, scemed to be viewing cvents in
a quioliy satisfied way. :
“Janet,”” Babs cried, “what’s the

matter?” ‘ .
Chrissie glowered bittorly. .
“ Matter?” -she oried, Your

Bgeciolus friend’s only scuttled both our
ate 1"’ :
“What ?" ) :
Babs & Co. looked - so utterly
thunderstruck that the Greens, from
that moment, could hardly believe that
this was a concorted scheme of their

“Well, we've caught Janet,”
Chrissie said. - “We caught her de-
liberately sinking the boats.
taken the bung out of each of them.
The rece can't take place now, and I
think it's downright mean the way you

Biues " try to wriggle out of every-
Yester-

thing by these sort of tricks.
day you got the flag under false
pretences—" .

“Chrissie,  please!™. Babs inter-
jected. “That's wrong! We know
nothing about this. We were just as

8he'd -

. stopped.
_he asked

By Hilda Richards **

could she tell them that, as a last
desperate resort to prevent them visit-
ing the island on which her hunpted
cousin was working out his innocence,

-she had taken this extreme measure?
‘Bhe, turned away. .

. “Janet 1” Babs called.
.“Oh, rati! Let her gol” crossly
g'rur];lbied Clara..

1O ut ”

“No, Babs, perhaps it is better,”
gentle Marjorie suggested hesitantly;
and Babs, seeing the wisdom of ‘that,
did not call again . .

Janet had reached the clif path,
when Ron Eversligh overtook her,

“Miss Jordan,” he said softly. -

Janet paused. ]

“Miss Jordan, please!”  FHis tone
was urgent. “Just & minute, I'm
rather serious!” And Janet, feeling
she had fo face the hidden challenge
which was in his tone, if not his words,

“You didn't want yotir
friends to ?01 to the island, did you?”
Bly

Janet - felt gér face drain of colour.

L

You've got to get out of here 1

keen a3 you were to race. But—but,

seeing that ‘everything wasn't-so satis-

factory yesterday, we're willing to let
you claim the flag to-day.” ]
Chrissie hesitated. - She looked at
ﬂer f:llllowﬂe“' Kta-_en}J they hwe_re .to
ave e Ha; pecially as having it
for the sixﬁg day wau{d bring them
on level terms with Babs & Co.
“Well ” —and OChrissie smiled —
“weli, that—that's decent of "you—
jolly decent! Right-bo! Just to level
things up then, we accept the sur-
render of the flag. At the same time,”
she added darkly, “we nren't satisfied
about Janet Jordan.” :
Neither, apparently, Mt.
Mackenzie. He was raging.

was

“And this, Miss Jordaan, is the very .

last time,” he was saying, “I have
been very tolerant of your rivalry with
Miss Longmors and her friends, but

‘when ‘1t gets to the stage where camp

frope‘rty is not safe, I must . protest.

b ada § s pe bk .1 thovght. perhaps he !hi"‘h'-t__.be )
f thete .is any more of this'sort of .. f.mf#l!on'ﬁ hg . Taid :fi‘il 1

L toe;
beitig * judged "for Janot’s ' action,
danst harsclf; fobthem ¢ 2

to...Waterloo . . Btation.

Janet panted, but even as she gave het
Liff House party through the front dobr.

Again she experienced that trembling
stab of dread. - '
“What do you mean?” she asked.
He shrugged, . !
“Ian't it evident? Miss Jordan,
why dido’t vou want your friends and
your rivals to go to the island}”
‘Janet’s heart was racing; but she
boldly ' faced him. ’
"L{ st I -answer fo
actions, ,Mr, Eversligh?”
“No. Of course not.” He smiled
again—a smile that was tigerish some.
how, yet soft and gentle at the same
time.
ingly. “One likes to speculate upon
these things, that's all,
have been reading in the paper lately
about a namesake of yours—a fellow
named Leonard Jordan.”

you for my

A quiver she could not conceal went ™
thmuih Janet's, frame.  He sew it, -
and she hated herself for hu_ing be-

trayed gar.. feelings.

For Janet, too, was there. . Jaret, ‘‘thing—well, I hall have to sk you to  EDmMe . . - lightly.
'zﬁct, ‘#;i",tha;éé'ﬁ%.mt’ﬁﬁ:i_rﬁ”ﬁf thﬁ"le;!:‘g:}:; ‘c’nmp.” i nte' . o8 you ~.  Rather. a QEWR;'#‘“.“‘[‘%B“W’EM‘ 2
ﬁne ine upbh whieh 'they had uret. 8hé  Janet's, face whiteried. Babs' Hiished. Absiicd, of..cours it - ahsurd things
ns ' favidg - Her chums flushed foo; vesentful, and 9o :strike " one. - This:

Jordan .been tr:

"t (Continired on page’L4)

“Not at all,” he said sooth- °

or instance, I-
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THINK we all know that it's sheer
folly to bathe directly after a
biggish meal, don’t we ?

In faet, it’s positively dangerous, so
mind none of you do it this heliday,
gays your Patricia, very sternly. «

I expect you all have a favourite time
for a bathe during the day when you are

- away at the sea.

This Patricia of yours likes to swim
best about half-past eleven. By that time
I am all toasted up by the sun, and am
just resdy to plunge in without any
squeaks beeauss the water's cold—as it
most certainly is.

‘Then out I come again, have a good rub
down, change into & bathing suit or
shorts, and lie in the sun for o little,
And then back te the farm we go for Iunch.

And, my goodness, does that before-
lunch bathe make me hungry !

TFhere are other people on the beach, who
say they like their after-tea bathe the best.

The water's positively hot then, they

insist. .
. And I must confess that it does always
seem warmer about six o’clock or so,
especially if the day has been fine. .

But “ tough” folks, of course, say

there's nothing to be compared with the :
exhileration of that early-morning dip *

before breakfast.

I'm 111558 sure they're right, too—
but oh, how I do love my holiday ancoze
in bed I

® Two Bathing Caps

Much as I love bathing, } do hate
getting my hair really wet, It looks such a
sight- afterwards, ’

As a schoolgirl I never used to mind,
somehow—but perhaps that was because
I didn’t realise then, aa I do now, how
important hair is te one’s precious good
looi.a.

' Be theso days I wear TWO bathing
caps in order to protect my locks,

The first bathing, cap is one of those
really old-fashiened ones—with elastic
through the . (But like a good many
old-fashioned things, it does its job really
welll) ¥ look rather like one of those
.. lodies in the cerhic pestcards ad this stage
—but that cap certainly does keep the
water out. 5 Dy

Then J swiftly pull my trim helmet
over the * mob” cap—ang am ready
to face the people on the beach—and the
[-L .

_ever met.

H
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Qurt oF .ScHooL

OURS

her.

PATRICIA is your very own friend who writes

to you each week. |

her holiday, and lots of other ** tit-biis" of

neivs—all in that chummy way so typical of }

No wonder you all look forward to her
letters so much,

To-day she tells you about

That Holiday Look

It isn’'t only the seca
water, though, that spoils
your hair on holiday. The
air alone does, and - the
wind. It can make even
the curliest hair straight

-and lank-Jooking. :
My own is naturally wavy—thank
goodness—as 1 think I've told you befors,
80 I don’t have to have any expensive
perms, or anything like that.

But certainly the .sea breezes have
straightened out some of the ends. .

8o I've just not bothered or worried.
That’s the fun of a holiday, after all—to
look all casual and earefree !

@ For Play

Now for another holiday subject—holi-

day clothes, in fact. .

ome of you, of course, still have your
holidaye in store, and are even new busy
gathering alt your precious dresses
together,

At the sea what to wear isn’t much
of a problemm—nor at
a Holiday Camp.
You just want swim-
suits, play togs, and
more play-togs. §

You can have play-
dresses, play-shorts,
play suits, and play-
skirta—th e  bigger
variety the better.

You see this play-
== It could be run up in

or so of material,
gathered into a band
to fit your waist, with
straight shoulder-

. straps to fasten over your shoulders,

Or, of course, it could be made wvery
easily from a last-year’s summer frock
that has grown too short, and too tight
in the bodice. You snip the bodice right
off, and use the material to make the
straps. The skirt can be left “ﬁ' down
the front, or joined—just as you like.

+ It can be worn over a bathing suit,
over a plain dress, or over a blouse—
and it would look just right any way !

@ The Twins

At one school I was at, we had twina
in my Form named Ethel and Doris.

These two were the funniest pair I've
They'd quarrel with each
other like anything, Yet if anyone elee
said something a bit critical to Doris, say,
Ethel would gefend her twin most
furiously: And if one saw the other crying
-—well, she’d have a little , too !

weep,
‘What made me think of Ethel and Roris

feet,
pkirt in the picture 1-

no time from a yard

-the body part is ¢

to-day was that I have just been readin
about 'a echool in New York whers TW
pupils came top in the exams.

That's unusual encugh—for two to be
bracketed first together,

But what makes it stranger still is that
the two prize pupils are twins, And boy
and girl twins at that |

® Poor Pal

T also picked up o box of my father's
matches this morning, and being keen
to read anything, turned them over, seeing
type on the back,

There was a joke there—which I pass
on to you.

** Which is the longest river in the world,
dad ? 7 young Willie asked,

*Oh, I'm sure I don't know, gon,”
replied father,

Willie groaned.

“ And to think that to-morrow I may
be punished for your ignorance!’ he
exclaimed, )

Net bad, is it ? A bit'school-y, perhaps ;
but then, it won't hurt you to be reminded
that school doea exist—even if you are all,
busy trying to forget the fact !

@ Nimble Toes

Here’s a foot-beautifying exercise you
should try out on the beach when you've
got nothing to do.

Just lie back in your deck-cMhir, and
hurl your hankie on to the sand at your
Now try picking it up with your
toes, lifting it right into your lap.

This makes your toes mnimble and
exercises the arch of your foot at the same
time. It's particularly good for the girl
who has to admit (though in seeret,
perhaps !) that she's a bit fat-footed. -

® Buﬂerﬂies Gay

Now what about making these dainty
little butterfly ornaments to go on a dress,
The wings are cut
out of coloured
folt—which requires
no pewing. And

made from gome
short pieces of pipe-
cleaner, sewn to the
“wings” with
wool, ool also
makes the' feelers,”
and the spots can
be mede of con-
trgsting  coloured 5
€8, . : S

A novel Lttle “ someéthing to make ™
for you who like to be busy, = - i
Happy days, my peta!
P Your friend, *




HVERY SATURDAY

FUN ON THE BEACH

Some games to play beside the sea when you're in a * what-shall-
‘we-do-now 2" meod, -

: N your swims are over, and
you've had your suu-bath, it’s
then that you start to think:

" Now what shall I play 7™

If there’s a jolly crowd of young people
to join in, of course, this question ia soon
settled,

But jt’a nice to be able to suggest a
né;vish-sounding game occasionally, isn’t
it

8o what about “ Clock Golf ?

This is good fun if you have a firm stretch
of eand.

You should dig about twelve holes in.a
large circle and place twelve buckets—
if you have them—in these, and give each
& number, 1 to 12,

Each player takes it in tarn to stand
in the middle with a miniature golf club
and a rubber golf ball—or spade and
ordinary ball. The object is to ses how
many strokes you take to * putt” the
ball into all of the buckets,

Thiz game can be made much more
“ sophisticated ”’ if you make & sort of
miniature golf course along the beach—
sandy bunkers, hillocks, rivulets of sea-
waiter, and obstacles of sea-weed. A spad
or gtick should mark each © hole,” and

the players go round one at & time, just
a8 you ild on the * Tom Thumb
eowwe on the prom.

. (3 L]

Aiming balls into buckets that are
placed in a row is good fun, teo-—and not
too strenuous, if you have someone
behind the buekets to send the balls back
again.

This is & game that locks so easy—hut
Jjust isn’t, when you come to fry it,

Marks should be awarded to the players, .
and the one who loses be given the job of
preparing the next game !

Ll L L]

Hopscotch ia fun, too, if the sand is
smooth, You mark the pitch out with a
stick, and hop a flat pebble along. The
only trouble is that the sand-markings
are o quickly hopped dut.

But then, you can always make another
“hop” if there’'s plenty of esand still
before the tide comes in. ‘

“ Broken Bottles "—why it’s called
that I just don't know—is one of tliose
ball games that’s always a success on the
sands, You stand the players in a wide
aircle and one girl in the middle, with a
ball

She must throw the hall to any girl she
chooses—in no partie order. -
If the ball is missed, then the ** misser

.must catch next time with only one hand.

If she misses again, she mmst kneel

.on one knee to catch with one hand.

‘Then for each catch she makes, she is
allowed to forget one of her punishments—
unless she’s very bad, and may eventually
be trying to catch with her left hand,
kneeling on beth knees and with her back

a8 bad as that !

® to the thrower.

But it seldom gets

“ Hot Rice " is an old favourite, but it
always seems new Elayed on sands instead
of in the school playgronnd..

You require one {arge rubber ball and
8 e—a wooden one, ]

ne Firl is the thrower, and she takes
the ball. Another takes the spade; she

sig the * defonder.”

The object is for the girl with the ball
to try to hit the girl with the spade—

A

snywhere between the  knee and the

shoulder. While the girl with the spade
fends off the ball with her spade. .

All the other players may run about as
much ag they like. The only person who
must stand still¥s the ** thrower "’—when
she is aiming the ball, P

Anyone may rush to pick it up after
this throw, and one who gets it is the next
to throw. A player takes over the spade
and is “ defender * if she hits the present
“ defender.'

i ] i

For two players, * noughts and croases '
in the eand, or sand * Draughts” are
other games that are good fun,

You just need a stick for playin
noughts and crosees,. But for* Draughts’
you'll need twelve Light coloured pebbles
and twelve dark ones afier you have
marked out the board. ’

And, of course, you won't forget those
old favourites :— - ’ 4

Rounders; cricket,
French cricket, éte.

tennis, -catches,

ene does come along.
It’s. lovely to be warm. -Bub the
thermometer is trembling in the

_teloo

The fived thing to remember id not to fuss.
If you puff and blow and wheeze and groan you'll make
- yourself much hotter, for you see, you're using up your energy

that way, .
. Of on
b 't possible for all of us.

FRESH AND FRAGRANT
vostounded how sefréchi

= o -

Some  helpful
suggestions by Patricia
for when it's
REALLY hot!

HOPE we'ro having a really grilling heat-wave a8 you read
this, But if not, perhaps it's worth keeping for when’

irl we envy when the
ighties, and small boys
gbte‘mge to fry eggs on the pavement, fs the girl whe manages

mw{:i; yon can go and sib in the sea if you're away—

to take a luke-warm bath., You'll be
f -this js—even more so than a guite
, ybursel gently and dust yourself with a little boracio
';Mﬂm,m;&amrm %

: 1t your Hexda got very hot sad sticky hoid the

ASs COOL AS A POOL

back particnlarly—under the celd water top. It makes you

cooler all over.

LOTS OF AIR

Dab a epot of eau-de-Cologne or lavender water behind your
ears, on your eyebrows, and a spot
reéally) if you are going a journey on a very hot day.

just below your nose (yes,

Make sure that you have no tight tapes or elastic round your
waist during a heat-wave,

All ents should be loose, so

that the fresh air can do its cooling work,
I don’t meed to tell you to hayve your windews wide open at

variet.y will do—on
boracic
of your shoes, an

cold water when
certainly should. (
you i8 when

WISE COOLTH

if the sun is at ita
one,

But one word

or rest in'a

wriste—tlio

f

socks, if -you're wearing
particularly comforting if
on your list of * must-do's

Don’t take any notice of peo

you're RerLs
you're wise, you won't be toe enexg?ﬁe ina mt-mw_.)

Keep your head cool, too, by wearing &'

of warning. -
g t.  Fresh

"N6VEr & . - For there’s a difforence between'l

night during heat-wave weather, do 1 ?
ut remember that a sprinkling
your pillew 18 very soothing and restful.

of eau-de-Cologne—the oha’ap

der—or ordinary starch—on the ingides
: 7 tlllxgm. Thia .is
ou have ty of walking or games
A ” in t.hg hotymbher. :
who say you shouldn’t drink

u’re fee %::f% warm. You maosi
e only time when #'s not very good for
panting, after much exertion. But if

4 orsnnh‘;
fie wlar] ifm'zd”’gm sowis

roeat—partic
thinking to do. A hot.head most ee_rwniyfi'm't & very clear-

However hok g\a‘ ate, don's ib
- pir—ag much “as"you like—but
keeping cool




14 “She-Had To Let Down Her Chums!”

‘(Continued from page 11}

found out he caught the 10.15 fo
‘Axminster.’ -

“Well,” Janet said, “that’s far
enough away from here.”

“Quite!”  He smiled again. *“But
the 10.15 to Axminster just happens
to stop at this station en routé,” he
added. “Fasy enough for the felloyy

to have dropped off, don't you think?.

Miss Jordah, ”
added. .

But.-Janet was running desperately,
shaken by a deadly distrust of Ron
Eversligh. Who was this man? What

~did he know?! And, above all, why
.was he so watchfully concerned by her
own actions?

don’t run away,” he

———

At the Height of the Fun

& T TS funny. There's
something defin-
itely wrong with

Janet,” Babs said.
*“What can the old chump
have on her mind?”

Nobody replied, except
.., Clara. “And she only
gave & little grunt, ..

It was mid-morning, and the chums
were stretched out on the lawns of the
holiday camp in pretty sun-suits.
Janet was not amon%v them. Since the
episode of the scuttied boats, indeed,
nobody“had seen Janet again,

*Pretty extraordinary thing to do, 1

guess,” - Leila Carroll opined after a
pause, .. ; .
Everybody nodded agreement.

Extradrdinery the thing certainly was.
Why had Janet seyttled both boats—
deliberately? Why, yesterday, had she
taken the short cut to, the manor i
order to imprison the Greenites, .an
-“bh‘en forgotten to ring the bell?
_“There’s a reasop for it, of course,”
Babs said. ) :

Anether gmn;...hél-n Clara, whfnse

tone plainly said: “Don’t let's talk

about it.”

. 8till, Babs & Co. were not going to

bo downcast—or regretful. If they felt
resentful against their chum, = they
were " still on' good terms with the.
Greens—those girls greatly nuollified
now, that they had the flag. Babs rose
and stretched herself.

“8ay, tine to be getting along to
the pool,” she said. *1 wonder vwhero
that chump is? Look here, you trot
nl(;n,g. will you? I'll go and dig her
out.”™ . v

“As you please,” Mahs said.

Babs rose. Phew, it was warm] It
would be a real treat to splash in the
cool waters of the pool. Without any
real hope of finding Janet theré, she
went to her chalet, and was surprised
to find her ruissing chum in the act of
changing into her ewim suit. -~

Janet flushed as Babs came in.

“OlLi!” she said.

“Gotting ready for the rchearsal?”
Babs asked cheerily.

“Well, yes ifi—if you still wan} me?”
Jenet muttered.

“Janet, don't be an old goose! You
know we're abeolutely = depending on

you. Haven't seen anything of you
sitcé breakfast,” she added. = = |
© “No. I-Y'm sorry,” Janet mumbled.

#I—1 didn't thidk " you'd want to,

fer begstly way 1 behaved—" |

s lopked ab her, |

" Janet, What miade you dp that?”

. -Janet shook hgr héad,” .

! ::g&;gghmg:g Jhaxe had nﬂ iqg’a:in.
P 3, 084 f  TOBE0N Al . I
Janet . looked. : a?way nf“Bui—-—bu

e,
Ob, Babs, I can’t telj-Fou new {_Tor,

morrow, perhaps, I shall be able to.
And—and I'll be jolly glad then. But
—you don't mind if It keep my segret
a day longer?” ;
Babs, looked at her shrewdly.

“ 8o there is a secret, eh ” she ssked.
“] guessed as much. Janet, old thing,
owii :'emember what I @uid. Can I
e p .”
“No, Babs—thanks all the same,”
Janet replied; but her eyes moistene
with gratitude. *It—it’s probably all
right now,” she .added, “and I only
hope you and the others will under-
stand when I tell you things. But here
I am—ready,” she laughed, returning
once more to her old gaiety. *Eleven
o'clock, too. We shall have to hurry,
Babs.” )
Babs laughed. Bomehow she feli
happier and more light-hearted - for
that litfle exchange of vagune confi-
dences, Bhe ogcned the door, and into
the sunshine they stepped, almost col-
liding with a reaplend‘.::nf. young -man
who at that moment came sauntering
along.

At sight of him Janet drew back,
fatching her breath in a sharp hiss of
ear.

For the resplendent one was Ron

Eversligh..~ . . .

Very .debonair, very dashing Evers-
ligh looked, dressed from head to foot
in yachting -white. = White trousers,
white sweater, with his . old school
scarf. cqrelessfy thrown round his
neck, and his hair brusheds back, .he
looked as if he might just have stte}aped
out of an outfitter's window. Under
one arm he-carried-his telescope, and
in the other hand a rope mooring linc
which suggested he -was off .on some
sort of boating trip. “

“Hallo!” he said, and looked at

«Janet through half-closed eyes. “Nice
morning for a row,” he said: -

“And for a swim,” Babs laughed.

¥ We're just off to the pool. Come an
join mws?” L e
“Sorry.: Something frightfully im-

‘portant to-do!” Amd again he looked
at Janet ‘in that odd way which set
her' heart® thumping. © * ¥rightfully
important,” he repeated, with peculiar
eriphasis. “8ee you later.” :
' With a nod he sauntered off, leaving
Janet staring after him. Babs saw
“that ghe was trembling slightly. -

“Why, what's the matter, Japet??

S Matter? . Oh, nothing !”’ Jeneét said,
but her face expressed ‘the emotions
she felt. “That man—I mean—-
Ok, come on” she added almost
roughly, *let’'s get going!”

Babs [D]lm}vedg, frowning e little.
Odd! What was the link between
Janet and Ron Eversligh? )

They reached the swimming pool, in
the waters of which half the Greens,
and Clara, Leils, and Jemima  were
already disporting themselves. Mr,
Mackenzie, looking a little happier than

- when they had, last seen him, was there,
too, in company with the camp's
matron, obviously keenly interested to
see how things would work out.. He
nodded rather briefiy to Janet, but the
Greens, who had ceased to worry about
things, accepted her friendlily enrpugh.
By common gonsent ne. reference was

d swims like & fish1"”

THE SCHOOLGIRL

~hamper the Greens in their chase of

the otter. Two of each team would
function from the sides of the bath, the
remainder in the water. Janet, ag the
otter, could dodge in and.out of the
bath as she. pleased. :
“Good | Chrissie said. “Right-ho!
We'll take off from this side of .the
bath. You  from the other, abs,
The otter dives'in from the middle ¢
the same -time, take it. -Mr.
Mackenzie, will you give us the off ?”
They lined up, tensing now, eyes
alight with fun, cheeks rosy with ex-

citement. Mr. Mackenzie,. watch in
hand, nodded.
“Right! Off you go!”

As one, nine bodies hit the water,
Janet immediately making towards
Babs, Clara, Lelia, and Lorna, who
formed the Blues team. Anne Mar-
chant, easily the best swimmer smong
the Greens, came along the bath with
flashing overarm strokes, easily out-
distancing her team-mates from the
minute she hit the water. .

Y Janet, look out!”’ Babs cried.

But Janet also was an expert.
Now, with Anne breaking throuﬁ?_ the
Blue lines, it was skill against skill.

Three swift strokes she gave; then,
turning like an eel, dived  right at
Anne, nudging her as she swam past.
Anne, with a splutter, rolled over.

Fun! - Now the game was getting ex-
citing. Janet, all fear banished by
action, was enjoying it as she set out
to get the meastre of each opponent.
Now Chrissie was Janet’s opponent.
and as she darted for her, Janet turned
and almost. allowed. her opponent to
grab -her. Then, as Chrissie’s hand
came out, she sank like a stone, and
when her bewildered rival locked round
again, there was Janet breaking water
at the far end of the bath, .

“(rumbs 1” Chrissie gasped. *“Who
gaid this was an otter hunt? The girl
_But Janet had yet another trick up
her sleevé. ’

Again she offered herself as a tempt-
ing bait, and Anne and- Chrissie swam
towards her. Anne -flung herself within
a yard of Janet, who dived beneath
her, and, coming up by the side of the
bath, heaved herself out of the water,
giving the Greens on the bank the
opportunity to catch her. As one thoy
ran forward. Janet, with a laugh,

.skipped to .the diving-board and
clambered up.
“0h, my Ea.h! Look at this!” Babs

breathed, treading water.

The first high diving-board Janet
passed, and the second. Now she was
standing on the rigging which led to
the fifty-feet board. Was ghe going to
dive from there? After her scrambled
the furious Greens. , J

Janet mounteq to the top board, and
they saw her pause. Chrissie, with a
grin, came swarming up after her, For |
just & moment Janet chanced to:look -
oub to sea. ,

Like & vast lake she saw it spread
out beneath her. She saw Albatross
Island, a grey lump in its midst; and -
rowing towards Albatross Island & .
white fgura in & boat. ; Evenfrom t}m’.t.
distance she recognised it. : 3

Ron Eversligh!

H

made to the fracas of the morring. . Eversli wa Thatro

_“ng,l,. here we are, all ready,” ‘IsEn?il gh_ : 55,._! e
Cgrisme L{:ngmpre_ saitc}) ﬁ;mtidly, C"Blind fear i .
“Jangt, yok're going. to be oiter, Wversligh knew her wanied consin was
#9d T yan you—fromthe word ‘Go® on . that island !, Kversifgh was GROE
we're ,ggmg',_oup,bgs_ti“to- gtt:h- ,¥0u. | to hound him dewn! o 7T
Now 'w q’i_ are the rules of the game?™ " # Juget 1™ 1""]@& Babg, siramblidg out
+ Fhe ziles, of “the 'game, were .ex:' of .the. pool.- ™ Lok oiut! ' They're
plaingd, , There . wire, to' be.fwo.teams after you!” - I 1o . Y
of, Si%‘glﬁ“g‘ﬂhf‘pn the qiter hergelf. anet turned with s ‘tart
The Blues, of course, would, At g8 pro:, foremogt Green pmly .4k
tectazs . qf cthe. otter,, endesvouring to,; th; diving-hogrd on:,3

A

1 {1l '{ ‘erk | |
ﬁguﬁgﬁ tood,, , -3
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Not a moment did she hesitate, but let
herself fall outwards and downwards.
At once the other Greens jumped into~
the pool, while Babs & Co., divining
their intention, did the same. They
were all pushing at each other in the
bath, when-—crash | Janet hit the water,
dived beneath the struggling captors
and protectors, and, carried by her
dive to the edge of the bath, caught at
the rail. From Mr. Mackenzie came a

h, fine—finelsa Well done, Miss
Jordan, well— Hey !” he cried.

For Janet, this time, did not stand to
receive the challenge of the Greens. In-
stead, she darted, wet as she was, for
the exit, and disappeared through it

into the open.
hat!”  stuttered

“Well, mum-mﬂ
Clara. “What's she done that for?”

Chrissie, breathing heavily, glared.

*B8he’s gone !” she announced. “She
would spoi] the fun [

“(h stuff ! She’ll come back,” Mabs

said.

But though they waited, wondering if
this was some hew stunt, no Janet re-
appeared.

wards the diving-board. The time had
come when Janet’s seeret must no
longer be allowed to jeopardize the
happiness of the eamp,.

With or without Janet’s consent, Bahs
was going to take a hand. TUp the
rigging she flew; past the first plat-
forny, on to the second Frem there,
with the sea spread below in a watery
panorama, she gazed out.

Then she saw Janet—in a boat, row-
ing desperately towards.the island. On
the island, in the act of mooriug up,
was another hoat, and Babs recognised
Ron Eversligh . So tliat was it, eh?
Janect, afraid of Eversligh, had seen
him rowing to that island, and was fol-
lowing hin.

She thought she could see now why
Janet had scuttled the boats that morn-
ing. Janet had been afraid of the
Blues and the Greens going to the
island. For the same recason she was
afraid of Eversligh visiting it now—
Eversligh, whose faint mockery where
Janet was concerned had puzzled Babs
quite a lot.

Swiftly Babs turned, racing bhack to
the gromd.

-

“ WHY—Janet | ' Babs cried.
furious tones.

 What ever's the matter # '* ¢ Mattér ? ** cried the leader of the rival sii:rlls in
“ Your precious friend’s only scuttled both boats so that we can’t go to Albatross Island.'*

By Hilda Richards 75

a neat pile. Then ha looked round for
his case. As ho did so a_stealthy figure
rose from a tall-growing clump of
shrubs a few yards away, a figure the
whiteness of whose desperate face was
only equalled hy the whiteness of hia
clothes. In three quick steps he had
reached thoso hooks, and Jordan,
warned Dby the sound, started round.
His eyes goggled.

“Eversligh! You—here! What—
what are you going to do with those
books?"”

“Bura them!" Eversligh snarled.
“(Clever, aren’t you, Mr. Len Jordan?
You never guessed I'd spoited your
hide-out. 8till, here we are-’—and he
snatehed the books up.

Withoat 2 word Len hurled himself
forward, and Eversligh gave a gasp
as the lad’s. fist lnnded on his nose.
Then, wielding the books as a missile,
he bhrought them down upen Len
Jordan’s head, With a weak, stricken
cry, Jordan collapsed, to fall in"a heap.
Eversligh, darting him ene look, flew.
“For about two minutes Jordan re-
mained where he had fallen, His
hooks—his precions books——

i RN

Babs & Co. were dumbfounded, for Janet’s manner clearly proved her guilt,

Chrissie’s facs became bitter.

“We might,” she said, “have ex-
pected something like this.  And if
Janet will do this sert of thing at re-
hearsal, what’s she going to do to-

.morrow?! I'm fed-upl! How can we
have confidence in a girl who's always

- geting like that? Babs, T'm sorry, but
we're through. As long as Janet
Jﬁrgan is in your team this stunt is
o

—_——

7__Was She Yoo Late?

) UT Babs, at least,
; .was not listening to

that.
) Astounded and be-
_mused as ehe was by
RALYEY Janet Jordan’s actions,
i .- _her- brain ‘was working
+_rapidly. -BHe was remembering that

iving-
! ;- Rhe was yemembering that hep
. < face had been torned tewards the sea,
Out at éés Janet had seen gq?si)thing—-'

er

- - mﬁhﬁéw which had disturbe

Ry .- _
s did not’ Wait to answer that

digstic.

Fa

swerved off to-

“Janet !’ she gasped to her chums.

“Bhe’s goi%; to Albatross Island.
Comcf’on‘. e've got to follow her—at
onee |

€6 Y7 vERSLIGH | MUTTERED Len Jordan.
“Eversligh! By Jove, the
bozsa’ own son I )

Almost in stupefaction he stared at
the figures, the letters, and the carve-
fully taken finger-prints on whicl he
had been working. The name of the
traitor who had ?orgec} his books was
there, undoubtedly proven before him.

All he had to do now was to show
those books to the firm and he was
cleared.

But Eversligh—

He could harlly believe it even-now,
for Ron Everslig& was the son of his
employer: Btill, he should have been
warmed. He should have guessed by

the tremendous interest which young .
“Eversligh had been showing in his work

lately that something was wrong.
Rather grmmly Len Jordan's lips set
then; rather scornful the Rash in_his
iyes. Well, son of the boss or not, Ron
versligh was not goibg to get awsay
with this, - o vk
He sighed as he placed the books in -

Valiantly he made an effort to rise,
but with strength deserting him, fell
back  again. That  villain—that
scoundrel—to thwart him in the
moment, of his suceess!

If Eversligh burned those books—
what hope, then, of proving his inne-
cenca? ’

He struggled up, onlr to reel and
fall again. But aa he fell he saw Ever-
sligh fwo or three hundred yards away,
feverishly collecting dry hrushwood.

Then—what was that? A sound on
the beach below. A sudden ery in a
girl's voice—Janet's voice, .

L b Lenlu

“Janet!” he croaked, “Janet—
quickly 1” s
A precious moment’s pause. In that

moment Len heard the crackle of
Eversligh’s bonfire as it burst into
flame. Then Jenet rushed up to him!

“ Eversligh 1" he gasped. *He's got.
the books! He's burning them. Japet,
stop him, for goodness’ sake! Don't—
don’t worry about mel” - .

Janet. swung. round. * Then her:face

flamed. Two hundred yardp away she
€ ‘mPf::ﬁ
nftbar wortl .

saw the white-clothed.
over the fite.© Without

sho tore awdy, -~ . .
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Eversligh, stooping over the fire on
which he had just placed the books in
pyramid fashion so that they would
catch. and burn more easily, jumped
round with a ¢ry as he heard her fool-
steps.

“Youl"” he cried. “Get back!”

Bub Janet ran on, straight for the
fire, As<Eversligh, with & furious ex-
clamation, rushed at_her, she twisted
with that same adfoitness with which
she had so easily defeated her Green
pursuers in the swimming bath. One

unge of her foot had kicked the books
to safety, and she dived at them.
_Eversligh, just as desperate as che
was, made a plunge at the same time.
The books had fallen on the very edge
of the cliff, which wag about thirty feet
sbove the level of the swirling sea,
notorious for its strong-pulling under-
currents, Desperately Janet jumped.

Then—what Eappened? Janet could
never remember. But as they both
plunged for the books, they crasticd
together, Canght off his balancg,
Eversiigh went rceling, and Janet gave
a hoarse cry as she saw him stagger on
the cdge of the cliff.

Too lfnte Evers‘._iigh made an_effort to
right himself, - For onc giddy split
second he poised on the edge of the
cliff. _Then, with a cry, he went over.

Shaking in every limb, Janet darted
to the cg e of the cliff. Bhe saw the
fear-crazed Eversligh strike water. She
saw, by the way he immediately sank,
that he conld not swim. Just for one
more second she paused; then, as she
gpotted his horror-stricken face swirl-
ing beneath the eurface, she took a
header.

Splash! .

Babs & Co., rowing furiously towards
the island, det out a shriek.

“ Janet | .

Janet, oblivious of her chums’ ap-
proach, strucle water, instantly fecling
herself sucked under. Down, down,
down she went. Something vague,
shapeless, and inert was floating by her
side. It was Eversligh.

Almost by instinet she snatched out
a hand, grabbing his collar.

With a sudden swift arm’s thrust she
dived downwards so as to get beneath
the current. Something was pounding
in her ears, knocking at bher brain

To a gasp and splutter she broke
the surface, desporately treading water.

But the current carried her along;
her strength ebbed away.

" One more minute—

“Janet; hold on!” shouted a voice.

And. opening hey eyes for the -last
time betore coma overtook her, she
saw & boat approaching, and in that
hoat were Babs, abs; Leila, eand
Clara Trevlyn.

Only just in kime!

“OH, Jaxer, Janct, you silly old
goose, why didn’t you tell us
all this before?” Barbara Redfern
cried in a choking voice.

It was three hours later. The scene
once again was the holiday camp, and
Joanet, with her friends and Chrissie
Longmote  and  Anne  Marchant
gathered around her, was seated in her
chalet, m?p:ﬁ*hot milk. Near her was
h ale-fa cousin Len, while at the

.sanatorium, whither he had been
.. hastily taken, Ron Eversligh lay, inter-

+viewing his father, who had been
summoned in-heste from London,

Janet, em : :

“I didn’t tell ‘you,” she said, *be-
osuse neither Lem nor I wanted to
; . -But there’s the story

“That rotter !” Clara said.- * Janet,
vou saved his life!”
“And,” Len said, “my books"”
Then he started up ns a figure
appeared at the door, his pale face

crimsoning, “Oh, Mr. Eversligh—"
he eried. 2 i
Mr. Eversligh, . Ron

Eversli%l’s
father and Len’s employer, it was. His
face was grave, -

“ Jordan, sit down,” he said. “I had
to come to see yoéu before I left. I
have been talking 4o Ron, and—and
—well, he wants to see you and your
sister to express his . sorrow fo you,
Jordan, and his gratitude to her. I
am sorry that—that I have misjudged
you, but I will try, my bﬁf' to make it
up to you. Meantime, Miss Jordan,”
he said, “how can I ever thank you?”

Janet laughed. .

“By just,” she said, “saying nothing
elsa_about 1t.”

“You saved his life—"

“Well, he couldn’t swim, could he?”
Janet said. “A very poor fish I
should have been not to make some
attempt when I could. I'm glad,
though, that he's told you everything.
But the gala—I suppose,” she added
hesitantly, *I'm stiﬁ in it?”

“ Janet, you duffer, of course,” Babs
said. .

** Chrissie

Chrissie Longmore flushed..

“ If you're not in it, I'm not going
to be in it,” she said. “ We're sorry,
Janet, for what we've said, but you
must admit we had some reason. But
what's the idea?” she added.

“It's about the otter hunt,” Janet
said. “It strikes me that as this is
chiefly intended to amuse the kiddies
we might improve upon it. You know
those rubber animals we've got in the
camp "

“(Oh, my hat!” Babs cried. catching
on at-once, * You mean—-"

“1 mean,” Janet laughed, *“that in-
stead of just diving and jumping at
each other as we did this afternoon,
bath hunters and protectors ride on
those."

“Oh, my hat!” breathed Clara, her
eres shining, - . -

“And the rules, of course, to be the
same, and the prize the flag; whichever
side winning it holding it this time for
keeps. Is it a go?”

v&.s it a go? Faces were glowing,
eyes shining., Certainly that was a

good scheme—and one likely to be
appreciated by the kiddies. And that
afternoon, just to put it to the test,
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they carried out & rehearsal—a re-
hearsal, this time, in which Janet was

‘captured within eleven minutes, but

which, as it happened, was not a fore-

cast of the result on the morrow. For
on the morrow— .
hat fun that was! What up-

roarious and delicious excitement those
liiddies enjoyed | : .

The most thrilling and the most
gruelling quarter of an hour tho Greens
and the Blues—clad in_costumes of
appropriate colours—had ever spent
was that never-to-be-forgotten otter
hunt, and nobody in Pinebay Holiday
Camp, grown-ups and kiddies included,
had ever laughed so much in all their
lives, From the first blast of Mr, Mac-
kenzie's whistle the whole pool was a
riot.

And Janet—was she splendid!

More than that, she was auperb

Marvellous to watch her diving and
swimming in her suit.

Breathless kiddjes / watiched her
swinging up the rigging and without
hesitation leap the fifty feet into the
bath below. What a scream of laughter
when she dived beneath Chrissie-& Co.
—who, like the Cliffi House chums,
were seated on igantic  rubber
animals—and sent nne Marchant,
mounted on & spotted whale, toppling
over !

And what & roar when Clara, on a
white swan, and Peggy Aldridge, on a
brown horse, gave battle in the middle
of the bath with mops, until finally
Peggy was sent tumbling into the
water,

Great fun, marvellous funt :

Not once did the Greenms even look
like capturing that slippery and merry
ecl that Janet became, And when at

inst, exhausted, spent, blown, but
lm.ppg;3 Greens and Blues together
lambered out of the water, it was

Chrissia who, scizing up the flag, came
forward.

She bowed before Janet.

“VYou,” she said, “keep it. You've
earned it. And now, girls,” she called
to her followers, “three cheers for our
jolly good sporting rivals, the Blues!’

“And three cheers,” snid a voice, as
Ron Eversligh stood up from the deck-
chair in which he had been seatgd be-
tween his father and Len Jordan, * for
Janet Jordan, the girl who saved my
life and repaid all my dirty tricks by
risking her own! Hip, hi 1

“Hurrah ! thundered everybody.

END OF THIS WEEK'S BTORY.

Such a puzzling girl Is Jemima Carstairs that evpﬂ

o

her own chums, Barbara Redfern & Co., have affen -

been baffled by her.
But never have Babs &
Jemima-—and ‘so

v~ during their thrillin
island near Pinebay F

no reason for Jernima’s behaviour. And
again and agaln ; as_you will.

thwarts them’
you read next

Satu ’s

indignant, too ;—as &
. . strange girl deliberately sets out to thwart them
uest

Hilda Richards’ story. . -

Co. heen so batfled b§.
when that

R tréasure on an

it for
-Camp. ;
And




- ‘sericts even 1f he tried.

-~be we light-hearte
f :wﬂvs

EvERY SATURDAY

7

Early chapters of our Thrilling Girl Detective serial—

&

FOR NEW READERS.

VALERIE DREW, the famous girl detective,
and her clevl;srnélasati:nsdog. ﬂL.é?%, are
nding & holiday at Sunnylan 2T,

his ron 28 an hotel by a hard-working,

likeable you !
DOROTHY {)ER% Bh. borothy geems to have
& secreb enemy who is drive

l:ryinf tc
gt.mts from the farm, Mpystericus things
ppen and suspicion falls upon one of

the guests,

JOHNNY JEVONS, & bolsterdus young fellow
who s a confirmed practical joker, Valerie
1ikes him, nevertheless. ¥t s Johnny who
%ﬁn her a ;moia Ee says he hlsefeoun&'

note, W unsigned, refers

BOme mys’beﬂaua activity which is to take

place at ten that night ]

(Now read on.)

‘ J ALERIE DREW _read _ihe
amazing message a sccond time,

gign she gave of her deep perplexity,
%as shst; to take it seriously? %as
happiness of all the cheerful holiday
makers st the ferm, was planned to
looked inquiringly at Johnny Jevons,
The same cheerful grin still lit his

Who- Had Telephoned!

a slight raising of her eye-
brows being thg only outward
she to helieve that something of a
serious nature, possibly affecting the

cocur at ten o'clock to-night?
Folding the paper carefully, she
Jdecidedly good-leoking face, but the
twinkle “in_ his eyes mnow .appeared

faintly mocking.

“Did you read it yourself?” asked
Valerio coolly. ;
to it first

““ Mana understand

. time)* Johnny brightly agreed. * There
wm’t any long words, to make it too
-di

It for me.

) But why pick on ten
tonight?.

I've _always ~understood

‘ g‘h%t_ts walk at mld‘nifht.”
-"yNalerie’laughed. “Yohnny couldn’t be

Then, all at
sonpe,. a fresh thought struck her. Was
-hearted as he seeimed, or
ing - flippant for his.own

# "purpose
gm'% nofe doesn’t make any mention
_ of - & ghest, Johnny,” Valerie rather

—

T.géks as if I've made a bad
1° Jelinny atswered, suddenly

g

gaze steadily.

ou out for

HOLIDAY MYSTERY >

. “Bhall T be arrested 1™

By' &)
ISABEL NORTON

Johnny tantalisingly shook his head.

“I hadn’t, Just shows you what a
careless reader I am,” he responded.
“1 wouldn't get taken on as a detective,
would I?7%

Valerie was thinking hard. She still
had an odd conviction that Johnny
could tell her more if he chose.

“'Where did you find it, Johnny?”
she asked.

Johnny did not reply immediately.

“You'te a cool one!” Johnny de-
clared.

“Cogl?”
amazement.

“Surely vyou haven't. forgotien
already,” chaffed Johnny, meaningly.

A tiny .spot of colour dawned in
Valerie’s cheeks as she realised what
he was driving at. %

“You cuckoo, Johnny!*” she ezplu-
ded.  “ Are you actually trying to make
out that I wrote this note myself 7"

Johnny chuckled happily.

ejaculated Valerie, In

Unless, of course, he was a far bettoe
actor than snyone as yet gave him
credit for being ! o

“I still wonder,” mused Valerie,
uncomfortably, *whether I’'m. takin
the whole business oo seriously, an
locking for a mystery where there isn’t
one at all.”

With perplexed violet eyes
studied the ncte again. |

It was_ printed in bold cepitals,
evidently leaving no clue to the writer.
Several scratchy outlines told Valerie
that a borrowed, or .unfamiliar pen
had probably been employed. he
colour of the ink was between dark
blue and purple, an unusual hue which
suggested two kinds had beed mixed.

eciding at last that she could dis-
cover no more about it then, Valeria
slipped the note inte her handbag and
went to the front door where Johnny
rofessed to have found it She
immediately noticed that there was a
strong breeze blowing across the fromt
of the house.
“Johnny suggested,” she reflected,

.sha

WHEN VALERIE LAID A TRAP FOR THE UN-
KNOWN SCHEMER AT SUNNYLANDS FARM,
SHE MERELY CAUGHT—HERSELF!

“Madame, you are ze thought-
readaire ! he answered, giving her a
flattering bow. “Per'aps ze note is
dropped somewhere ¢lse when ze weend
go pounf!—and blow ‘im right outside
zo front doer. I tank I am vairy ’appg
zat you come to stay on ze farm an
keep us all full of ze life 1"

And, before Valerie could make any
reply at all, he had sauntered away,
still obviously highly amused.

. Valerie frowned.
Though Johnny had so unexpectedly

turned the tables on her, she couldf't -

blame him entirely,
Last night he had stuck confidently to
his theory that it was Valerie herself
who had played the tirick .with the
wailing “squesker * which might have
remilted in a serious alarm amongst the
ts. Being a confirmed japer hime
self, he was likely to be on the look-
k kindred spifit, -and might
believe: he had found :che. i

~

-moment, old son.- ¥

“that the note might have been
dropped somewhere else, and the wind
blew it here. Now what on earth made
him say that, I wonder?" ’

Thoufh still greatly puzzled by the
cheerful boy, she meant to mies nothipg
where he was concerned.

‘Tearing & page from the back of a’
smell diary, she folded it to the dimen-
stons of the note in  question and
dropped it to the ground. The brecze
‘soon picked it up and.earried it lightly
away. '

With a “Whoof!”: of excitement

Flash appeared at that moment as. . °

though from nowhere, and went racing
in_pursuit. . Triumphansl wavimgba!:kg-
'Npel". -

tail, he brought the folded
to his mistress. - s 5 -
“Thapks,r old bey,” .said  Valerie, - .
L S Donit T wwer age, for s
i son.- § wast 16 thiok s

7
. o
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THRILLING AFRICAN ADVENTURES

WITH THE CLIFF
: HOUSE CHUMS

* in this month's speciaPCliff House
_number of the

SCHOOLGIRLS’
OWN LIBRARY

It is an early story of your
favourites, and is simply packed
with excitement. Ask for No,
692, Like the other three superb
August issues, Now on Sale, it
costs only fourpence, and is ob-
tainable everywhere.

month's issues by Joan Inglesant.
No. 695.

$ Here are details of the others :

$ + No, 693, * Study Against Study,” in which Marjorie Stanton telis
of one of the earlier exploits of Betty Barton & Co.

No. 694. ‘* On Secret Service at School,” specially written for this

“Their Thrilling Riviera Holiday,” an enthralling
holiday mystery story by—Hilda Richards !

the wind was blowing. In addition to
the domestic guarters, which were
situated at that end of the farmhouse
proper, there were two outbuildings
which had been attractively converied
for use by table-tennis and darts fans.

Seeing nobody about them at the
moment, Valerie sauntered along the
side of the building with Flash trotting
ahead of her.

Suddenly: as he turned the corner,
she heard him give & shori, inguiring
bark. Immediately there was & scuffle
of movement and a hasty, metallic
clang. Tollowing her pet quickly,
Valerie saw a maid standing by one of
the dustbins, holding its lid rather fear-
fully in front of her as if to ward off
Flash. Valerie immediately recognised
her ga tho obliging girl who had
brought her first cup of tea.

“Why what’s the matter, Emily?”
she exclgimed sympathetically.

The dark-haired girl replaced the
dustbin lid with a rather sheepish
smile.

“I'm glad you've come along,’ she
un_a\\'ctetf “T don’t think your dog
likes me.” . .

“What makes you think that?”

“I offered him a nice piece of meat
this morhing, miss,” Emily explained,
‘.‘a”nd—nn{] he wouldn't even look at

"

“That's bécanse I've trained Flash
that way,” Valerie explained, with g
smile. . :

Emily remained staring at the bright-
cyed Alsatian,

“How funny, miss!
dogs could be gueer like that,
don't like & do

- Everyone else does.”

Valerie Jaughed.

“Then if you like to fetch a piece of
Flash's meat from the kitchen,” she
offered, " I'll'Jet you Teed him now.”"
E"_I]!eal]y‘? - ?lh thank you, miss,” said

mily, gratefully.
nice, \_flgeﬁdgy'-éld follow.
some at once.” ‘

8he returned quickly, and ‘timidly

proffered the meat to Flash. With a

I didn't know
But I

I'll fetch

\ .

‘yard.

- cried, going to meet them

that doesn't trust me,”

“He looks such a’

bristling of his fur he turned in-

quiringly to Valerie.

“AN right, boy,” Valeric assured
him. And Flash, immediotely re-
assured, heartily appreciated that

sample of his forthcomirg lunch.

The maid returned to her duties,
while Valeric completed a survey
which preved most disappointing. The
domestic staff and farmhouse guests
used this corner of the building equally
for different reasons. If the note had
really been blown from somewhere in
the vicinity there was still nothing to
tell Valerie who had dropped it or
where, '

A few minutes later Valerie was
forced to “anish her problem for the
time being. There was a scrunch of
rushing wheels on the gravelled drive
leading from the road, and two merry
carloads of people swept into the farm-
Some of her fellow guests had
returned from their outing to the sea.

“Had a good time, all?” Valerie
as thev
struggled laughingly out from the seats
of the packed vehicles.

“Topping " B

“Sea was gorgeous!” a tall young
man with' a very red face assured her.
“You were n slacker to stay here!”

“Yes, Valerie Why on earth didn’t
vou come as well?” asked an attractive
gir! with freckles, swinging her cos-
tume and towel teasingly around I'lash
to make him jump. “ We're going to
take surf-boards down to-morrow!”

Valerie smiled at them really en-

-riouslg. hThcy all looked g0 happy and
t

full of the joy of life. She realised she
had come for just this kind of caréfree
holiday hérself. The thought shot
through her mind that she might be
missing & whole lot of fun t touﬁh
getting so preoccupied over this odd
& m}'st.ﬂl'}'.” .

“You ean count me in to-morrow!”
she decided enthusiastically.

"“The Friendly freckled gir] clasped a

bronzed arm warmly around Valerie's

sheulders..
e Goody !

T've heard how you can

Tae SCHOOLGIRL

swim,” she smid, as they walked
‘together towards the farmhouse, with
Flash playfully worrying the trailing
costume, “There's a topping little
island we can swim out to, but I don't
like? going alone. Will you come with
me 7"
“Love to!” promised Valerie,
eyes shining at the prospect.
They parted in the raftered entrance
hall, gleaming with its brass ornaments,
and so full of cosv, inviting chairs. A
glance at the elock told Valeria that
it was nearly lunch-time, and she sud-
denly had a pang of conscience as she
realised that she had still found no op-
ortun'ty to have a further chat with
er atiractive young hostess, Dorothy
Dean, the girl who was at present run-
ning the holiday farm practically ou
her own,

“Perhaps she’ll be free for a few
minutgs now,” Valerie wondered, as
she made her way in the direckion of
Eh(il litile office at the far end of the

all.

Reaching the spot where the turn of
tho stairs made a sharp angle, Valerie
stopped apologetically. She had come
unexpectedly on two figures who had
been standing just out of sight. One
vas Dorothy herself—a rather pale,
worried, defensive-looking Dorothy at
this moment. The other was the
quarrelsome Mrs. Croby.

“Oh, sorryl!” said Valerie tactfully.

“I'll come along later—*

“You reedn’t!” said Mrs. Croby
tartly. “There’s no sccret about what
I've been saring te Dorothy. I've
never been to such a holiday place,
You advertise that you're giving a film
show and then you cancel it !”

her

“I'm {erribly sorry. Mrs. C‘roby.".

Dorothy answered sincercly, “ Honestly
I can’t understand the mistake, The
films for this evening's show should
have arrived this morning. I tele-
phoned to London as soon as thev
didn't come. I can’t understand who
ever can have cancelled the order—and
i my name, too—"

“Tut, tut! It’s always the same
here!” Mrs. Croby broke in acridly.
“No promises are ever carried out. It
may be done to save money, now you've
got us safely here. Or if 1t’s someone’s
idea of a joke to upset a cinema show
the little ones have been looking for-
ward to, then that's even' worse.

Jokers? Hooligans is a better word!"”
Andl Mre Croby swept indignantly
©awWaAYy
There wns a Dbrief, embarrassed

silence ms Valerie stood facing the dis-
comfited girl hostess,

“ Dorothy, I didn’t mean to butt in,”
Valerie told her
“Poor old you! Some people seem to
icve raising a dust A

“But I'm to blame, Val—at least, I
must take responsibility !” Dorothy 'in-
terpased. She smiled as though it was

something to which she was quite amc-

customed, yet she couldn’t entirely hide
the worried look still lurking in her

eves. “You see; if it's only stupid old

Johnnie again—" .

Valerie’s eyes opened wider.

“Would Johany go as far as this—
telephone 10 London_ using your naine,
Dorothy *” she asked, rather horrified
at 1he possibility. .

Dorothy iaughed uneasily.

“Not to try to ruin things, Val,” ghc
said loyally.  “But he might, you gee,
have somo better stunt up his sleeve
twhich be menns to work to-night. Ady-
way, I'm quite sure it’ll all come right.
Eo sorry you always seem to catch mé
looking such e migery—="

The cleérful voices of a dozen fellows

sympathetically.

L
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antl :girls ecarme from the hall’ in
unEson, . e e WY oo @l
* We—want—our~lunch, -, Dorothy!

We—want—lunch ! ; ;
Valerie laughed. Dorothy blew out

her ‘cheeks in an amusing show of

despair. Somebody was always want-
ing something | e ;
“Must fly!”. Dorethy said—and

ready.
N

promptly fled to see that a‘]l‘\va_s

- —————

" Conflicting Evidence
11 LL right, Penny—I'll be Charlie
Chaplin I” promised - Johnny
Jevons  cheerfully. -~ “ What's
that;- Fay? You want me to’

be Fom Mix as well? ' I'll have to have

8 pony for that act. TUncle!” he called
loudly along the table. :
Valerie smiled. Others smiled as
well . ‘ S
Operations on lunch were moments
arily suspended as Johnny addressed
Dorothy’s spectacled Unclé Nathap'
who.was earnestly applying himsolf to
salmen mayonhaise without, as usual,
sayiog a word to anyone unless they
spoke first. * He blinked up mildly as
he heard Johnny's hail. ' e
* Er—want thé pepper, Johnny?” he
agked, in his absent-minded way., '
“Will you be m
Uncle' Nathan ?**

asked Johnny ‘blandly.
. Several people linghed a} the very
idéa 'of the quiet little man doing ar
thing so boisterous. But little Pene-
lope Croby clapped her hands excitedly.
] '_"Q‘l;._dpl_ease,' Uncle Nathan I” she,
entrested. “You'd losk so funny!
Do say you'll be Tom Mix's pony, to-
-night a8 we ‘can’t ' have tge real
films 17 - ) )

Utlcle Nathan dabbed
vouifljy' with 'his serviette.

b g ear, how could I possibly:
reseible & pony?” he asked.

" Easily I”. said. Johnny, expertly
Eoprlng_ water from a considerable
eight into his glass. “Spend the
g, and by this' even-
“littla hoarse.’ ? .,
veryone laughed; banter flew from

table. to table under the . warm en-
couragement of - the irrepressible
Johnny. Tt was the jolliest atmosphere
imaginable. .

. Certainly, Valorie saw mno sign of
little “ Penny * grieving, as her mother
had moré than once predicted, because
tha . film show promised for to-night
was unexpectedly off. But they had
Johnny, as usua{ to thank for saving
the. situation. ) :

Yet someone, using Dorothy's name,.
had’ceuntermanded the order for the
Ims—someone still unknoiwn ! C
Was it Johnny? Valerie didn’t think
s0.° Bhe had taclkled Him 'on the #ib-
Jject=not v pdint-blank; of -courss, "but
watching threwdly #8:she referred ‘to
whﬁ&hh@ kiappened, to see whether ha"
would
fusion. L ‘
uny had - exhibited none' at all:
mthe&_mcm,__ ent hde‘ had rfgdk"'d penu:’
el disappointed.” - Theii, - being
Johuny; he hed volinteerdd: to 1l .tilg
‘bresch: - He' would be a filni show him-

i

his lips ner-

ing.:you'll be a

‘For

- Valsrie's thoughts, as ' lunch : Pt
-geeded, returned-to.thp still ‘unsbived

* mystéry. ‘of ak&“;aetg: Johnny  himaelf
hﬁﬁ Bohdps T Gl o
? h?y W of 'the: latest ‘development.

angvér to thir

Y pony to-might, °

s}mvy sotne’ sign. of. guilt or don-

ke aboyt

make life as hard for her as possible,

Though Dorothy’ herself made Liplit o
her troubles, Valeric had net been
deceived. She knew she waz ‘more
worried ' at the moment -than she
wanted anyone ta guess.. . '
Valbrie's' thoughts ran  qiickly en.
et theory ™~ was cdreect; the. note
definitefy faeant that some’ delv kind
of ‘vhischief had been planned for, ten

. o’clock to-night!: !

ota¥ j.. Wad . unlikely ‘that the

writef. would, He fiwere that,the mote

hoid gone’ astyiy.” . Valerie. inight; con-

scquently, still be able to find qut who-

had used that unsnitabls pen with ink

of & very distinctivé coleur. *

P

Suddenly, her eyes . glegmed. . - She
‘had had a,,_‘(z:;in‘;‘-‘yv G, 0t las e
Joining ‘the ‘othiérs ‘in ‘the sumny.

winter-garden,

--of grapes hulg. Lipening on the- vines

under thé glass reof, she took her cup
of coffee and sought out Johnny, who
was dispensing sugar.

" “How long are you going to keep

your show going to-night, Johnny3?” -

Valerie whispered. “Will it last the
whole evenig?”? . .. w E
Johnny pulled a face,
“Have a heart! I'm =n
Draper !” he “answéred. ' ""“Half" ‘air
hour of those kids will reduce me to a
wet rag!” e T

Valerie exclaimed, raising her voice

sufficiently to attract general attention.-

“How about a real, good, old-
fashioned game of blind man’s buff 7

The proposition was received with

acclamation. Log
“* Ra-they " L e ..
“Topping , idea!” several “enthusi- .

astically agreed. " . o0 |

Thrilled to. reslise that her little
-wheezo was likely to - be successful,
Valerie picked up a writing-pad.

“Let me be useful and plan it,” she
eagerly suggested. “T'Il take your
names straight away.” She khew she
was perfectly safe in approaching the
jolly, freckled girl first. ~“Set a good
example ‘and print our namse,”

* Valerie whispered, handing her the

pad.

¥
~
d

b

ot . RL‘:EH :

* rested hig right arm.

hetig duseious, bunches’

“Then can I make § suggestion 1

:until ‘you’ve recovered.

By Isabel Norton ™
The freckled -,glrlij,.laugh(iiggly;_ Ero-

duced 4 ‘fountain:pen, and -~ with'~ &
cheery “0.K,, sister!” printed
“Mar%'orig " boldly. in black at the
top of the liag. o :

Others followed her example, print-
ing their names without,question. As
Valerie ]pas'sé’d from one to the other.
she thrilled at the ease with which she’
was getting a specimen df everyone’s’
printing style without arousing the
slightest suspicion of her real motive.

Would she, on - ¢loser ; examination,
fird the one”she sought?' =~

Last of ell jn the, winter garden she
came to Johnny. "And then'she hed a.
shock. During the last few minufes.
Johnny had acquired a sling, in whicl

.from
drawing facés on the farmiyar mall,”
he blithely @xplainéd. “Pit me down
for two-pennyworth of blind mun's’
buff, all the same. You know the .
beme now, Valerie, Jt's Willinms-

broth.” .
Had Johnny .

“Bad injury—writer's gm;,rg),

Valerie hesitated.
really -hurt his arm?
“Don’t be a8 chum

) E E!” she said at
last, with a light laugh.

“ ¥ shall wait
T want "the
promise ip  black-and-white , from
youl™ - g B o

Johnny’s " twinkling -eyes' mét- the
¢hallenge of her own without wink- .
mgy s @ 3 :

“Be a pal and forge it for me,
Val,” he urged. “Don't he so hard
on a sick man.”

Valerie becamae uncomfortably
aware that several peoplé wero watch-
ing, whilé Johnny was evidontly deter-
mined to ke'sF up“his joke at all costs.
There was 6nly one thing to be done. -

“Oh, all- right; idiot 1 #he - laugh-
ingly agreed, - ' e !

Taking out her pen, sho started ta
print “JOH—" Y g .

“Christopher  Columbus I*  ejacu- .
lated 'Johnnf——and Valerie, stopping -
in the middle of the word, : gasped
audibly, . . ; :

As their eyes 'met, it would, have
been impossible to say which of thén
was the more sstonished. -

For the ink flowing from Valerie's
pen was exactly the same colour as the

GN: % Vale
_Bﬁﬁ?ﬁ?ﬁwme.w !

o




2 “Valerie Drew's Holiday Mystery!"”

ink that had been on the mystery

note !

WANDERING once more in fhe

¥ woods adjoining the gardens of
the farmhouse later that afternoon,
with  Flash  soampering  happily
through the bracke. in excited search
of rabbits, Valerie Drew anxiocusly re-
vigwed her unusual problem.

She kad quickly solved the mystery
of her ‘pen. On reflection, she remem-
hered leaving it for a fow minutes on
the visitors’ book, after signing it that
morning, when someone called het
away. The pen at the time had been
half empty; now it was practically full.

It meant that someone near at hand
had borrébwed the pen, filled it with
ink of a different colour, dashed off the
mystery note, then returned the pen to
the spot where Valeric had left if.

Wlhether Johnny believed Valerie's
explanation, however, scemed quite
another matter. The twinkle in his
eves as he listened to her had suggested
that he was now fully convinced that
she was renlly a super leg-puller who
ilad made just one unfortunate mistake,

“Bother Johnny 1" Valerie crossly
reflected. *“He must think I'm & very
odd kind of detective. If he's really
the person I'm after, he ean’t be very
much afraid of me by now.”-

Valerie was now casting her mind
back to the mystery as it had first pre-
sented itself to her. - ;

She recalled the glimmering light she
had seen in the ruins, and her vague

limpse of an escaping woman just be-
ore the moaning sound had so eerily
disturbea the silence.
~The woman had got away, but Flash
had returned with a gilt bracelet which
the had very likely dropped in taking
to flight. -

Once more Johnny eame into the mys-
tery again ab that point, '

Only this morning Valerie had sur-

“prised him in conversation with a
womun of gipsyfied appearance, wear-
ing a gilt bracelef which, seen from a
distance, appeared identical with the
one Flash had found. .

Johnny, tackled at the time, had been
cheerfully evasive. :

Scarcely half an -hour had elapsed
when, a5 she topped a slight rise,
Valerie gave a little smile of
satisfaction,

Standing at one side of a small glade
which lay beyond was a brightly
painted caravan, with a wellfed horse
tethered close at hand. And seated at
an casel in the centre of the clearing,
a paint-brush poised in one hand, was
the very woman Valerie sought |

Flash, at a gesture from his mistress,
froze instantly at her side. Unpware
she was being watched, the woman went
on painting industriously.

Valerie knew it was more than likely
that the swoman, if questioned point-
blank, would indiﬁnant[y deny she had
ever been near the farm under cover
of darkness, -

If Valerio wanted to find out any-
thing at ali, Fhe would have to e more
clever than that.

Suddenly, as an idea canie into Ler
mind, her eyes lit with satisfaction,
Opening her "handbag, she took some-
fhmgl out, then stooped to whisper to
Vlash, - ’

The first indication- the pipsy painter
had of the presence of anvone else was
a soft nudge against her knce. <

Tutning from her work, she saw a
bright-eyed, alert-eared Alsatian stand-
ing there, offering her a gilt braceles
held delicately hetween his teeth.

The womay stated harder us Valerie
Drew wcame, hastening, after her pet a
moment later,

8o sorry! I hope my dog didn't
startle you!” she said apologetically.

.“He picked the bangle up, and secmed

¢ 50 sure it was yours that I let
Is he

to
him bring it to you himself.
right 7 ‘ . .
.Bhe spoke lightly, but her keen eyes

-were -watching every changing expres-

sion on the dark-skinned woman’s face
as she took the bracelet from Flash and
slowly examined it. B e

To her eurprise and dismay, the
womean merely gave a soft laugh, and,
with » disdainful gesture, tossed the
bracelet aside. hen, looking up at
Valerie with  bright, intent eyes, she
exelaimed :

"Just trashl Look! These I wear
are reel Burmese gold,” and all of the
same design. Examine them yourself,
if you like |”

She had pulled back the Bowing
sleeve of her gown as she spoke, to re-
veal three glittering bracelets lying side
by side on her left wrist. And at a
gfance Valerie realised that they bore
no resemblance to the one her pet had
picked up in the :uips.

f the evidence before her at this
moment was really to be believed, there
was no connection whatever between
this wotnan and the strange mystery at
the farmhouse. And yet— -

Could she believe it, after all?

1

Ten O'clock!

[ ILENCE, please "
*Yes, rather!
old nncle 2 chance!
[T a, ha [

The raftered drawing-room at the
farmhouse echoed again and again with
sounds of merry laughter as the old-
fashioned game of blind man’s buff
warmed up that evening.

For Valerie Drew, who had origin-
ally suggested the idea, it was a very
lmpFll)y experience.

The groatest pleasure of all, however,
was for Valerie to see Dorothy Dean,
the hard-worked young hostess at the
farmhouse, actually sitting with her
guests to-might nmf enjoying the - fun
as_much as anyone.

Johnny—now  without his eling,
therchy proving he hado't needed it at
all—had started the bell rolling after
dinner, as promised, by fg’iving hiz own
laughable mpressions of film stars.

By the time he was through with hig
cheerful foolery everyone had been
ready to join in a round game. So
far, nobody had mentioned being dis-
appointed eabout the film show. Iven
Mrs. Croby was looking cheerful, for
a change.

Valerie' ecould see how
Dorothy felt on account of that.

And she could not help reflecting,
with inward amusement, on the contrast

Give poor

relieved

between  this alert,  quick-witted
Dorothy and her pottering Uncle
Nathan, who was staying at the

farm ostensibly to help while
her mother was ill.

He had been immediately recog-

nised by his squeaks when the
last player sat on his lap, and
was consequently the next “blind
man * in the game. His clumsy, grop-
ing movements as he started to fumble
around the room brought "peals of
laughter from the younger members.
. “Hia trouble, Val,”” whispered merry,
freckle-faced Marjorie, “i1s that he's
got two ‘left feet, and five thumbs on
each hand. Golly!” she ejaculated,
with & sudden gazp of surprise. *“Look
at old Flash 1 .

Valerie's eyes turned at once to her
pet, who had naturally been very

er

Tue Scrroorcine

puzzled from the start to sec adults
playing such a8 sirange game. She
emiled with mingled amusement and
pride as she watched him now.

At last, it seemed, Flash had
up his mind about it :

made
if!

Amongst his many sccomplishments
Flash had learnt to be a very efficient
guide to a blind man. -

Evidently Uncle Nathan, similatly
afflicted, was in need of his skilled
guidance now!  _ i

With a little whimper of concern
Flash went trotting across the room,
deliberately took the turn-up of Uncle
Nathan's trousers between his teeth
and tugged gently but firmly in an
endeavour to lead him to the nearest
vacant chair. '

Shrieks of delighted laughter,
mingled with hand-clapping, grected
Flash’s unexpected intervention in the

ame,

“Come here, old boy, it's only & bit
of fun!” Valerie laughingly called to
her pet. “Come and stt beside me
now, and don't worry your funny. old
head any more about it. Hullo, Uncle's
got someone at last!”

Uncle Nathan had. It was Johnnie!
Moving too daringly near to give his
relative & teasing prod in the ribs, ‘the

lad  had been caught in an un-
expectedly sharp cluten.
‘Johony as blind man! Now for

some fun " gigpled talkative little Mrs.
Peek us Johnny cheerfully put the
bandege across his own eyes and made
skirmishing movements around the
room.

Valerie watched him with lively -
interest and amusement. For though
Johnny was making an elaborats pre-
tence of being  completely confused
there was no doubt that he was getting
nearer all the time to the spot where
Myrs. Croby sat by onc of the open
windows.

Then, moved all at once by an
impulse for which she couldn’t account,
Valerie glanced at her watch.

It was just one minute to ten.

Her pulses gave an uneasy throb,
Just one minute to the time mentioned
so definitely in the still unsolved note
which Johnny had given her!

Did the note really mean anything?

Johnny’s hand, suddenly groping for-
ward, touched Mrs, roby's sleeve
before she could draw away. In an
instant, sinking down with a triemphant.
“plump,” he was sitting on her lap, his
hand softly stroking her face,

“The mouth of Cleopatra!” Johnny
declared mischievously. “The nose of
Helen of Troy!” He waited for the
merry gurgles of laughter to subside.
“Now I'm touching the hair of some
goddess—* -

At that moment & elock in the hall
started to strike the hour of ten.

Valerie sat up sharply. "

As though it was the signal for which
someone had waited all evening, every’
light in the drawing-room went cut im-
mediately. :

Crios of surprise rose around the
room. Above them all, suddenly cut-
ting through the buzz of inquiry as
sharply as 8 Lnife, came a shrill
BCream,

It was a scream of terror and dismay
ringing through the derknmess, in Mrs,

Cro ls toEeals. : 7 o

“Help—help! eave go!" - she
cried -at the top of her voice. “My
pearls! Oh, my gopdness! Help!

Someone has snatched my pearls!”

1AT a thrilling and unexpected
i development | "Will Valetie be.
able to get to grips with the unknown
person behind it ali ? Don’t miss niext
week’s fine chapters.
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For the French Girl's Sake!

6¢ AY, Redwing, what's that gal
s running for? Gee, but she’s
running mighty hard 1 Seems
like there’s somcone after

her.”
And Kit Hartley, of Red Ranch, as
she spoke to her Redskin friend, Red-

..wing, wheeled her horse, and stared at

the frightened-looking girl who was
running pell-mell along the dusty road.
As she ran the girl glanced now and
then over her shoulder, just as though
she expected to see someone pursuing

er.
_“Hey I” called Kit.

Suddenly * noticing Iit, the girl
quickened her steps, pounding along as
though carried only by urgent fear, her
store of energy-being gone.

“ Au secours !” she panted.

Kit heard, but did not immediately

understand, for she did not expect to
hear French spoken in this part of
Canada. Before she had time to
weigh the words she had forgotten
them.
- But she understood clearly enough
that the girl wanted help, and there
was ho one readier to help those in
need than Kit Hartley.

“All right; you're safe,” she said,
swinging from her horse. “No one is
going 'to hurt you while I'm around.”
The girl reached her, gasping and
anting, and made to mount Kit's
orse. But she was not a riding expert,
and, missing the stirrup with her foot,
pearly fell over.

“Wait a bit!” urged Kit gently,
steadying her. “Who's after you?”

“Commient 7" said the girl shakily.

Kit had learned French at her board-
ing school, and she faltered out a few
shaky phrases, asking what the trouble
was, and who was chasing the girl.

“Les garcons !” said the girl.

“The boys!” Kit exclaimed indig-
nantly.

She turned back to the road along,
which the girl had been running, but
before she could take more than a step

.a .group of runners came into view.

They were boys from the schoel, much
younger, than Kit, and with them were
some of the schoolgirls, laughing and

joking,

~

But at sight of Kit the group slowed,
and the chase ended,

“What's -going .on?” , asked Kit
briskly. “Reckon you may figure it's
a joke, but this French gal’s mighty
scared.. Anything pertickler funny in
scaring a gal?” she asked the leading
boy, in scorn.

He looked at her, and grinted some-

what sheepishly. Then, after a glance
at the others, he held out something for
Kit's inspection.
. Kit took it, giving them all a search-
ing glance; for there was some joke on,
she guessed, with the French girl as
victim of it.

Because. Josephine was
French and understood
little English, her school-
mates cruelly teased her,
‘And when, through a ter-
rible mistake, they stayed
away from a party Kit had
arranged to put things
right it seemed she would
never be happy again.
But Kit wasn’t beaten
even then.

Glancing down at the thing the boy
had given her, she jumped as she saw
what it was—a snail.

“A snail I” she exclaimed.

Came chuckles of mirth, and then
one of the girls, Beth Green, spoke up.

“Jest a joke, Kit,” she said. “Wae
want to see that Fremch gal eat it.
Didn't you know that French gals eat
enaila?"” :

Kit looked back at the French girl,
and then at the others, and frowned.

“Why, vou kids must be crazy 1" she
said witheringly. *“It's a special kind
of ‘'snail they eat, and then only
cooked.  Some of you kids don’t seem
to know anything at all.”

The laughter gi'ed, just, as Kit. had
intended it to. ‘ ¢

“:Aw, shucks, she’s only a Frenchie |”

21
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said one of the boys. “Can’t even
speak English.”

“Then I guess there’s all the more
reason you should act kind to ber,” re-
torted Kit. .“Take this snail, someone,
and put it in the grass way over there.
And if I catch any of you chasing that
French mam’selle again, there’ll be a
row like a storm.”

She gave the snail to one of the boys,
and then returned to the FrenchIgirl.

“All right, mam'selle,” said Kit, as
the girl, breathing hard, clutched at
the saddle of the horse. “They have
gone. Er—ils—er—sont alles.”

And she smiled encouragingly,

“Zank you!” the girl said.

“And listen!” added Kit. “Don’t
you. worry. about, them.  They don’t
inean any real harm. Just their fun.
Vous savez—er—leur—whatever the
French is for fun.”

Unfortunately, Kit's French was very
rusty, and the French girl'’s English
apparently limited to a few simple
words. .

“Reckon I'd better take you to Judith
Cairng,” decided Kit, after a moment
of silence, during which she and' the
French girl each strove to falter words
in the other’s language.

Judith Cairns was the school marm,
with whom the French girl was stay-
ing, so Kit had heard. —Making the
French girl understand that she
wanted her to ride behind, Kit mounted
her horse. ,

Redwing, her Indian friend, who had
stood silently by, helped the little
French girl to mount behind Kit. And
there was deep sympathy in her dark
eyes. She, too, had suffered teasing
because she was different from the
others, so she had a fellow feeling.

“(Off we go to the school. A I'ecole,”
said Kit, “to see Miss Cairns.”

But that suggestion alarmed the
French girl.

“Non, non!” she
dismay. .

“You don't want to go back there?”
Kit asked, surprised.

“Mais non. No—nevaire. Zey do
not like me. Zey mockey me—make
fun. And now zey make chase of me
wiz ze snail.”

Kit squeezed her arm.

“1 wouldn’t take those kids too much
to heart. Don’t you get on with them
at all?7 Why, what is your name?” she
asked, smiling.

“ Josephine my name is—Josephine
Le Puy,” said the girl shyly,

; Byl ‘
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protested, in
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22 “Kit of Red Ranch!’

“0.K,| Yhen, Josephine, come right
back with me,” said Kit. “It's a long
step back to the schicol marm’s house,
and I'll give vou a lift there.”

Josephine, flashing Kit a quick, shy
smile, eagerly accepted.

“Ah, eef on'y all was as ami-able as
vou," she sighed.

The scheol was nat far away, end a
few minutes later Kit reined up at the
white-painted shack, set in ‘a pretty
‘garden, where the schoolmistress had
her home.

dJudith Cairms was sctting her table
for lunch when Kit looked in.

“Why, Kit, this is a surprise,” she
remarked.

“I've brought Joscphine back.” Kit
said. “What’s been Lappening, Judith?
That kid’s plumb scared. A whole
gang was chasing her with a snail.”

“Chasing her?" cried the young
schoolmistress, shocked. “Oh, poor
Josephine

And she turnel 1o the French girl,
who had entered  behind Kit.

Kit stood aside then as Josephine
spoke rapidly in Frerch to the school-
mistress. et voicc rose, and tears
came to her eyes
““What is she saying*" Kit asked,

Your Editor's address is:—
The SCHOOLGIRL Office, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Btreet, London, E.C.4.

Y DEAR READERS,—More
lovely lettera—from wvou to
me, I mean., And that is the

reason so rauch of this week's chat is
occupied by Replies in Brief.

I simply had to devote that space
to correspondents because the pile of
unanswered lefters on'my desk was
gytting higher and higher, and an

ditor doesn’t like that, you know.
It rather suggests he's glirking—even
if he jan't1 :

So please excuse meo for rushing
stroight on to mext week’s superb
story-programme. First of all, we
have the delightful Cliff House holiday
atory :

“ JEMIMA VERSUS THE
TREASURE-HUNTERS !

An extra-specinl treat, this, for not
only does it “ star ' Jemima Carstairs,
of the monocle and very puzzling
ways, but it bringd back an old
favourite, Busan Tempest, a great
friend of the Cldf House chums.

As you know, Jemima is & law unto
herself. She .never does what she's
expeected to do and very often doca
the very last thing she ought to do.
Often have Babs & Co. been completely
baffled hy Jemima.

But never have they bean so baffled
and indignant 8s  when Jemima

deliberately sets herself against them
.- while they are engaged on the most

exciting treasure-hunt on an island
-near Pinebay Holiday Camp.

There just seems to be no possible
reasen for Jemima  to thwert their
Elans. And yet ‘thwart them- she

oes, again and’ sgain.

letter Bessie has been specially featured

not- being able to follow the rapidly
spoken phrases,

“QOh dear! Poor girl, She says she
must go away. She will not stay here.”
said Judith Cairns in dismay. ‘‘But
ghe cannot go. Her people have gone
back to France, you see. She has been
sent. out here for her healih, and she
must stay at least three months.”

"“T am on’appy,” cried Josephine.
“Plis I mos aller—go—oh, yiss, yiss,
pliss. Zey ’ates moi.”

“Hate you? Oh, no! They don't
understand you,.that's all, Josephine,”

Then, looking a little disappointed,
Kit shook her head.

“T allus thought the French didn't
talke defeat easy,” she said, “Some-
how I got the idea that Joan of Arc
was a French girl, and she sure had

%lenby of fight, didn’t she? The
nglish didn’t understand what she
meant when she said ‘Get out of

France,’ but they kinder got her mean-
ing all right later.”

It was the right iine to take, for love
of France and pride in French achieve-
ment were deeply rooted in Josephine.

She frowned in doubt fdr a moment,
and then Xit was delighted to sce a
warlike sparkle come to her eyes. Bhe

You'll revel in this grand Hilda
Richsrds story.

As usual, of course, next Saturday’s
number will contain ‘another delightful -
COMPLETE “Kit of Red Ranch™
story, further thrilling chapters of
our dramatie Valerie Drew and Flash
serial, and more of Patricia’s Bright
and Useful Peges, so make sure you
order veur copy well m advance.

And now—those

LITTLE LETTERS.

DILYS HEATHERSON  (Cardiff,
Wales).—Many thanka for all the nice
things you said about our paper. Yes,
vou would be in the Fourth Form
with Babs & Co. if you went to Cliff
House. Write again whenever jou
like, won't you ?

CONNIE THORPE (Sydney,
Australia).—Since you wrote your

in a story, Connie, I do hope you
liked it. And the dear old * duffer "
is certain to be * starred ' again in
the near future,

IRIS MASSEY (Ilfracombe, Devon).
—By all means write to Hilda Richords.
If you address your letter to het, care
of this office, T will see that Miss
Richards receives it. And I know
she'll reply with pleasure,

MILLICENT FISHER ({Dundes).—
Most of the Fourth Form studies
at Clff House contain three girls,
Millicent. Those in Study No. 3, besides
Jernima Carstairs, are Leila Carroll,
of America, and petite little Marcelle
Biquet, of France. And very happy
they all are.

JOAN CARRADINE (Capetown,
South Alriea),—Oh, yes, Joan, CLff
House girls are allowed to have pets;
in fact, there is & special Pets’ House
for boarding them—quite a miniature
200, I might add. I should love to hear
from you again, you know. Bye-bye 1

And that means bye-bye to you all
until next week. A

With best wishes,
Your gigeere friend,
] THE EDITOR.
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was on her mettle, AL once she saw
that she was being given not only a
personal challenge, but one to La Belle
T'rance. )

“Qui! I come,” she said with =
proudl uplift of her head and o sparkle
in her dark eyes. “Vive la Francel”

“Vive la France!” smiled Kik.

A minute or so later, with Judith
Cairns waving them good-bye, Kit and
Josephine set out for Red Ranch.
Already there was a change in
Josephine ; the little English she knew
came through her shyness, and her
head was proudly carried.

“I'm gonna make those kids mighty
proud to know vou,” Kit said, in her
determined, resolute way.

“Qui, oui! 'Ow I ‘ope ii,” said
Josephine, with a sigh.

It sounded a grand idea, but Kit
knew that it might not work out in-
stantly with ense. As they rode to Red
Ranch, however, she thought busily.

“A party,” she mused. A grand
party, with a few of the best young
'uns from the school. A sing-song with
Josephine singing in French, and
dancing. That's the idea, I guess!”

Once Kit Hartley had made up her
mind to do a thing, she did not rest
until it was done; nor did she do
things by halves. !

In her view a party had to be a real
party, with fancy cakes, fruit, muste.
balloons from the store, paper
streamers, flags, sweets—in fact, a treat
on a small seale. ¢

Instead of telling Josephine what she
was planning, however, she kept it
wecret. :

All in Vain

€« SSISTEZ  moi, Josephine,”™”
called Kit. “To fix up les

balloons.”

. She stood at the top of a
pair of steps in the living-room of Red
Ranch, a siring of balloons in one
hand, and a hammer in the other.

Already the room was looking gay.

- Josephine, having been told that a

party had been arranged for that after-
noon, was eager to do-everything pos-
sihle to help.- Kit's dad had made her
welcome; she had been shown round
the ranch, had petted the calves and
colts, had admired the horses, and been
given a ride on the gentlest of them,

Goy and vivacious, she was now
hard to recognise as the sad girl who
had run awey from her tormentors that
morning ; and Kit had no doubt that
after this party, she would be hence-
fqr{h as happy as any of the other

irls.

Bl Oui, ouni!” cried Josephine, “I do
za flowers—zen I ’elp.” ;

She arranged flowers most tastefully
on the long table that had been brought
in from the boys’ quarters, then went
to Kit's nid. The balloons were strung
up, and looked very eHective and
bright. Redwing, at the other end of
the room, was fixing streamers and a
line of small flags. .

“Tooks like Christmas, eh?” said
Kit. “And golly, I've got that sama
kind of feeling. 'This will sure be a
gtand party.”

Kit rubbed her hands,
looked at the clock. :

“You sent the invitations all right,
Redwing ?” she asked.

“Zdended them,” said Redwing. “Yes,
Miss Kit. Took all every shdack of
-girls and boys.” : ‘

“Goody-goody 1” P

Josephine, looking, at the clotk, gave
a start.

and then



EVERY SATURDAY

“J} faut changer la robe,” she ex-
claimed.

. “You've got to change yeur frock?”
aska'ﬂ Kit “What's wreng with thai
om EL] .

Josephine explained at length, far
too tﬂ.tiekly for Kit's knowledge of
French, but she made it elear that she
had & real party dress, a pale
blouse and navy skirt.

“O.K. you wanté it, I'Il get it,”
Kit promised. “I'll go right aleng to
Mies Cairns now.”

Josephine wrote e little note for Kit
to take, explaining the shoes and stock-
ings she required to ge with the dress,
and Kit a moment or two later rode to
the school.

‘She went to the school-marm's house,
opened the door, and called. But there

blue

came no reply.

“H'm! In the school, I dessay,” Kit
mused.

When she crossed jo the school-house
and opened the door she paused,
amazed,.

' Despite the fact that it was a half-
hnli‘dag a dozen girls and boys sat at
their desks writing !

“'Lol What's the idea on a sumny
afternoon 7 she exclaimed. “You kids
must like schoolwork, I guess.”

“8g-55!"” came a hiss from the back
row, and others joined in.

Kit was taken aback. It was the
firet hint she had had that she had
done anything to offend them.

. “Hisstnf me? Waal, waal,” she
murmured, “if it amuses you to play
snakes, it's O.K. by me! I really
dropped in to ask you to come to the

. party.” :

8he saw how their expressions
changed, and she chuckled.

“Kinder different, eh?"”,she asked.

“Come onl Reckon Miss Cairns
won't mind your giving the work a
rest.”
. Thg girls and hoys hardly knew how
to take it. As she guessed, they
weren't sure that they could leave
their desks without Miss Cairns’ per-
nisgien.

“8hall I locate the school-marm and
get her to say the word?” Kit asked.

Young Billy, nephew of Bill, the
foreman at Red Ranch, stood up.

“Aw, c'mon, fellers,” he said.
“Reckon we can overlook it.  Miss
Kir's sorry she squealed to the school-
marm, and this sure is a mighty hand-
rgome way of making up.”

Others followed suif, and Kit smiled
in relief.

“That’s the way,” she nodded.
“Guess I don’t know what I've done to
deserve the hisses—"

“You sneaked to Miss Cairns,” said

- one of the girls sullenly. “You told,

her about the snail.”

Kit's puzzlement vanished at that,
and she laughed.

“Gee! That wasn't why 1 went to
her. Forget it. If that's why you're
kept im, then I guess I'll square mat-
ters, and get you freed for the party.
Hang on—I'll find Miss Cairns.”

Kit hurried back to the schoal-
marm’s house, - called again, and then
sought ber in the garden. She found
her at the end of it in a hammock
under the trees.

“Say, Judith, I've fixed a Enw for
Josephine. I've gsked the others, and
theyPrq kept in. Be a Eod gport and
let them at large. is party will
brix:&_ihim all together.” -

.V, Judith, at firit reluctant, was finally

: susded by Kit that it was the
way. - .

“All right then, Kit,” she nodded-

Leaving Judith to take the news,

~

" CAKE,” seid one lad,
While others of Kit's
picnickers umiersh.l‘:ldlti:al.:&d

merely shrugged and lool
smile, had

Kit found Josephine’s dress, stockings,
affd shoes, and returned to the.ranch.

8he did not mention the fact that
the others had been kept in, but im-
Etessed upon Josephine that she must

e as friendly as she could and forget
all about the snail.

The table was set, the cook brought
in the cakes, the sweeta were tastefully
arranged, and soon all was ready. No
feast had ever looked more delectable
or appetising.

At five minutes to four Josephine
was aeady, and Kit thought her
entrancing (f pretty. .

e thad true French chic and
charm, and it was certain that the
girls would be deeply interested in her
pretty blouse and skirt. They would
also admire her sleek hairdressing,
which, slthough so attractive, was not
too old for her age.

“Reckon they're late,” said Kit.
“RBut being late’s a habit with most
of them.”

She went to the
out—just in time to.see half a dozen
girls” end boys dodge from eight
amongst the trees that lined the road.
But one remained in view—the red-
haired boy, Bud Frazer.

“'Lo, Bud! Jest in time!” smiled

door and looked

i

Bid, with solemn face, walked for-
ward, and Kit saw that he had a note
in his hand.

“The gang axed me to give you
this, Miss Kit,” he said,

And as Kit took it from him, Bud
tarned and ran.

Kit looked at the noie, her heart
sinking. Without readi it, she
knew that it was a refusal; for as
Bud joined the others, they all came
from hiding and hurried down the
road—away from the party.

She slit the envelope and took out
the note it contained. ’

“Dear Misn Kit,—It was sure kind
of you to ask us o the party, but we
don’t est snails. And we don't

N

];:ointing. ]

ittle party tried to make

were hungry. But the ‘‘ French ' folk

—which was just what Kit, hiding &
arranged !

e ihe Fraach

),
“ Lemonade,”’ said another.
the ‘* French’

French sneaks either. Reckon we
don’t want ever to speak to one.”

With the note clenched in her hand,
her mind a turmoil of anxious
thoughts, of explanations, apologies

Kit walked into the room, to fin
Josephine, white-faced, staring at
her.

“Zey not come?” she asked tremu-
lously. .

“T reckon—yell, I reckon they were
kept in, and—jes’ too bad,” said Kit
awkwardly., “Looks like we’ll have to
have the party. without ‘em.”

Josephine did not answer,

Suddenly, as Kit put her arms
about her, she covered her face with
her hands, and cried as though her
heart would break.

—_——

They Were Simply Helpless!

IT smocothed Josephine’s hair.
The only thing to do was to

let the French girl! have her

cry, and to comfort her
meanwhile with handclasps and an
arm about her shoulder.

‘The gay room was now a mockery;
the streamers, the balloons, the flags
—the mere siglit of themn only empha-
sised the bitterness of Josephine's dis-
appointment,

“If zey would not come to such
'appy party, zen—zen ‘ow much zey -
must 'ate me ¥ she said through her
sobs. “Oh, T will run 'way far
off ! Ne jamais come back nevairre!”

“Poor Josephine!” said Kit. “But
it's not as bad as that., It’s a mistake,
that’'s all. Jes' a mistake. Reckon
those numskulls thought you sneaked
about the enail. Honest, that's all it
is. And they're wrong.” .

But she knew as well as Jossphine
did_that, althengh that wes true, ro
planation could put matiers !

ex]
girl hade’t

™~
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“A pity they can’i all go o France
and try for themselves how it icels not
to be able to (peak the lingo,” she
mused. “But T guess France iz a
mighty iong way off—" X

And then, quite suddenly, Kit jumped

up.

“My golly!” she exclaimed. “I
think T've got it! An idea—and it may
work,”

“Quoi?” asked Josephine. *What
ecs cet!”

But Kit decided to keep this idea to
herself.

“Wait ! she zawd. “I¢'ll be time
enough to talk about it when I've got
the scheme working.”

It was not a plan that she could put
into operation there and then, how-
ever. and for the rest of the afternoon
she did her best to keep the French
givl amused,

The next day, just as though nothing
had “happened, = Kit spoke to the
members of the gang when she met
them

“You wouldn't mind if we eat up
those party goodies on a pienict” she
asked. “Just us alone, without
Josephine 77

It struck Billy and the others as‘a
arand idea. ‘here would be time
enough after school hours for a- picnic
on the hills,

“0.K.. then,” said Kit, when she had
discussed it with one or two of them.
“Tel all those who want to join to

meet me at the foot of the hill, by the-

leaning tree... I'll have a good-sized
hamper packed, and I reckon we'll have
plenty of fun.”

" Arranging for the picnic to take place
the following afternoon, Kit wrofe a
message for Redwing to take to some
friends of hers in a small town ten
miles away. They were themselves
related to French Canadians, so that
that alone would give them a fellow-
feeling.

Nevertheless, Kit awaited the reply
anxiously, and when, towards sundown,
lﬂndwiug rode back, she ran to meet
100

“(rood 1” Kit cried ds she read the
reply, “All's well, I reckon! Thanks
a whole lot, Redwing, you sure are a
dandy little pal for a gal to have!”

In hopeful mood then, Kit took from
the envelope in which the message had
been -sent another, addressed to
Josephine. - -

Between the time of the arranged
picnic and delivering her invitation Kit
took care that she was not scen in
Josephine's company, so that the gang
did not suspect that there was a plot
afoot. :

Quite unsuspecting, they met her the
next afternoon at the agreed place.

“All set?? asked Kit cheerily, when
she arrived in the shay, on which the
picnic hamper was loaded.  “Guess
we've got a mighty fine supply of
goodies.”

“Gee, T reckon it’'ll be swell I” said
voung Billy.

Two of the boys carried the hamper,

and the whole party set out for the
lovely hills on foot.

Kit's idea, she explained, was fo
picnic right at the top of the hill. Ti

took them an hour to trudge to the
pummit, and she called halt there.
she i

“Pretty soon,” said, “we can
start in—"

But she got no further. Through the
bushes sprang a man in chequered

shirt, with a wide-brimmad hat, pulled
down over his face, which was already

well hidden by a folded handkerchief.

“Reckon I'll hev that hamper,” he
said grufily, and held up a gun.

Kit fell back among the terrified
youngsters., .

“(Pmon. get away!” she urged.
“This guy's crazy. Go on, take it, you
cheap bandit !” she snapped.

“T'in taking it,” he answered, and,
swinging the gun in a half-circle in
a way that made them all skip back,
took the hamper by the handle and
hoisted it up. ‘

Then, covering them until the last
moment, he disappeared from sight.

Kit heaved a sigh and smiled wryly
as she looked at the chagrined, disap-
peinted faces. )

“T i mighty sorry,” she said.
“Reckon- unless we care to eat the
grass there’s only one thing to do, and
that's go all the way back. A mighty
bad finish to a pienic.”

Mighty bad just about expressed it.
They were tired, hungry, and ﬂlil‘stf.
To go all the way down again would
take at least an hour, and even then
no cheery picnic awaited them.

Kit looked about her worriedly, and
then gave a shout.

“Hey!” she called.
another picnic party }”

The gang, crowding up to her, stood
staring down the far side of the hill.
On a small plateau a group of people
sat, dividing the contents of a large
hamper—larger even than the one they
had been carrying. ;

“Srangers,” said young Billy.

«(iee, I'd like a bite of what they've
got I said one of the girls.

Kit hesitated only a moment.

«('mon then,” she said. *Let's go.
Reckon they've enough there to spare
us a bite.” o e

She led the way down, and half-way
there her steps attracted the attention
of the picknickers, who glanced up.
They were a small party, four in
number, bit chattering andelaughing
enough for a dozen—and they had food
enough for a dozen, too.

“(tee—look at the jellies

“ And the candies——"

“And the cold chicken 2
““The youngsters’ throats now became
complefely parched ; while the sight of
the delicious food gave them hunger
pains and made their mouths water.

“Fr—er good-afternoon,” smiled Kit.

“Looky thar—

i

“Pardon?” asked a woman. Qu'est
ce que ca?”
One of the men spoke quickly without

the gang's being able to understand one
word he said. He just jabbered
meaninglessly.
“(iee | They're French !” gasped Kit.
“Sav! Anyone here know French?”
But none of them did, and they stood
silent. while the people, after jabbering
awav  themselves, shrugged _ their
shoulders and continued their meal.
“Reckon it's no good,” said Kit dis-
wmally. “We're just wasting time !”
She led the way and reluctantly they
followed ; for there was nothing else

to do.

“Well, kids, looks like we've got to
go home= empty,” said Kit. “Looks—"

She pansed, because she had just seen
a figure moving amongst the trees over
the erest of the hill.

“Say—" Kit gasped.

“Josephine gee !
French ! said Billy.

Kit laughed.

“Qhe can talk French, but I don’t
reckon she’ll come to-our rescue after
the way she’s been treated. C'mon.
Let's get going.”

“ Josephine !
She can talk

.you could it'd be a mighty. kind
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Celia, the smallest of the girls, tired
and thirsty, suddenly started to cry.

“(Oh, I'in so thirsty, and—and—"

“Shysh ! said Kitesharply.

But by then Josephine had scen them
and come hurrying up. ;

“(Oh, ’lo,” Josephine,” Kit said in
awkward tone. g

Josephine bowed eoldly, and then put
her chin up, while the gang, avoiding
her gaze, looked sheepish and em-
barrassed. ; ;

“ Fy—mebbe, vou could tell us the—er
—TFrench for lemonade " said Kit. "‘,If
act.”
begged

“0h,
be your

Celia.
friend.”

“ Lemonade—what am ze lemonade?”
asked Josephine. X

Kit took her arm briskly.

“Come on—you’ll know when you
see,” she said. S
Kit fairly rushed her to the crest of
the hill; and the gang followed in a
crowd. No sooner were they seen than
one of the -picknickgrsa jumped up
and, speaking French, commanded them
to be gone, =R S e :

Josephine gave a wild, excited cry,
and replied in French., In two minutes
she was babbling ‘excitedly with them,
and they all laughed and hugged each
other. AR . 5

“Hey, just a minute! What do the
people” say?” asked Kit, and gave
Josephine a wink.

“Eh—Oh, zey say if you arve myv
fr-v-riends zey shall be 'appy you shall
join zem, but—but—if you are nol "

She shrugged.

“T'm your friend,” said Celia.

Kit put a hand on Josephine's
shoulder.

“ Josephine. I reckon they've treated
vou badly, - and havent- been friends.
But now's the time to* return good for
evil, and T guess you'll'néver regret it—
never ! Unless” she added, turning to
the gang, “theré’s anyone here doesn't
want to be friends with Josephine.”

The gang blinked, then ' followed
Celia's lead, as sheipit out her hand
to Josephine, who took it in great
delight. i

“Reckon evervone’s sorry they were
tough with you,” said Kit. “ You sce—
we all know now what'it feels like not
to know the foreign word for what you
want. That so, gang?” she asked.

¥ Sure 17 -

And the gang sat down
guests of the “French ”

please, Josephine?”
“And TI'll always

to the picnic,
party—really

people from a near-by town, Kit's
friends, pretending to be  French
Canadians, -

The ice was broken; and soon the
gang were all learning the French for
the various cakes “and goddies—ani
teaching Josephine the English in
return. And when the meal was over,
Kit arranged a ball-.game in which
Josephine proved herself as adept as
the others.

Later Billy said to Kit: “Reckon
she's a good sport for a girl—and a
Frenchie at that, too!”

Kit knew then that
longer need to worry about Josephine's
being lonely.  8he had found friends:
and thereafter, whatever the ‘gang’
arranged, she was one of their number,

there was no

END OF THI® WEEK'S STORY.

BE sure to meet Kit in another
fascinating COMPLETE Story in
next week’s SCHOOLGIRL. And order

your capy well in adv ance.
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