/4

Meet VALERIE DREW, the Famous Girl Detective, Inside

No. 526. Vol. 21
Week Ending
AUG. 26th, 1939,

A STOWAWAY
FOR THE NEXT
AEROPLANE TRIP!

Mysterious Jemima Carstairs
“is more mysterious than ever
in the long holiday story
of the CIlif House chums
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A Further Grand Long Complete Story of the Cliff House chums on holiday.

The Unseen Passenger!

“ ALLO, here comes
the plane!”
. Barbara Red-
. fern cried, her
blue eyes dancing
“Wonder how Clara and
Jimmy are enjoymg the
trip 9
M“L{.‘e]?e{re mit, !‘5 should “yfa:

a yun ed. “ Susan, pass €
jam, there’s a dear!”

Picnic tea under the brilliant sky of
the hottest day in Augusi was in pro-
gress on the broad golden sands at
Pinebay.

Eight girls at the moment were
lielping to comsame that picnic, “and
wix of those were Barbara Redfern,
Mabel Lynn, Bessic Bunter, Janet
Jordan, Leila Carroll, and Marjorie
Hazeldene of the. Fourth Form at Cliff
liouse School.

With them were two whe did not
brlong to Chff Heuse School. One was
Lorna Bayford, the friend they had
made at Pinebay Holiday D,
where they were all thermlgh}Y‘mjny—
iz a most crowded holiday. The ether
wi~ Barbara’s own madcap, fery-
huived coustn, Susan Tempest.

Susen, whom Babs had not seen for
mornths, had arrived in her usual baolt-
froni-theblue fashion yesterday with
the calm announcement that she was
goiug to spend the rest of the summer
vacation at Pipebay Holiday Camp.

Genuinely plea were Babs & Co.
to see her, for, despite Susan’s utter
recklessiess and her sometfimes ve
bot tomper, she was one of those gir
one couldn’t help but like. Wherever
Busan was there also was bound to be

paiety and' adventure
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Her freckled checks dimpled naw:as
she passed the jam, mischievously spill-
ing some of it into unsuspecting Mabs’
tea. But her eyes, for all her mis-
chief, were eagerly on the black shape
which was flashing through the sky.

It was ‘the small cabin monoplane
which, arriving that morning ifogether
with the holidey camp’s brand-new
. t, was now giving holiday
camp members a flip to Channel Island
and back for the sum of five shillings.
Except for Susan, Babs, and plump
they had sll enjoyed a

Bessie Bunter,
“Here they come!™ SBusan said.

‘;Babstobeéneoitbenexttwoto
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g0 up, girls. As a matter of fact,” she
added, “I don't know which I'm more
keen on—the flip or the island. I
haven't told you yet about the little
surprise I've got up my sleeve oon-
cerning the island, have I, Babs?”

“No. What is it 7” Barbara asked.

“ Ah " gsaid Susan, and roguishly
winked. " Something big—something
colossal—something,” she added mys-
i , “which will make you held
your breff! Buat I want to see the
island first. Until I've seen the island,
not & word! Whoa, Bessie, duck your
head ! she shrieked as the plane came
roaring above. them. .

There was no need for Bessie Buater
to duck her head really, bat
duffer who always acted on
tioms, P y did s As 3
was in the act of conveying 3 emp of

instruc-

Bway.

the plomp.

tea te her lips at that moment the
result was unfortunate.

“Phoo! Oh, crumbs! Susan, you
id‘i})i, T've nearly dud-drowned imy-
self 17

“(iood for the complexion—teal”

Susan chuckled.
coming down T

And up she jumped as the mono-
plane came soaring over the cliff= on
which the holiday camp was situated
in a graceful bank, gliding towards
the broad sands. They saw its under-
carriage touch the sand, and, without
a bump, the machine taxied towards
them and came to rest twenty vards
Out stepped the pilot.

“Mr, Shaw, I'm next!” Busan cried,
dancing towards him. “ Halle, Clara!
Hallo, Jimmy !” she added as the two
passengers stepped oul of the plane.
“Enjoy the trip?”

“Tops " Tomboy Clara Treviyn

grinped.

“Thrill of a jolly old lifetime—
what 7” Jemima Carstairs—koown as
“Jimmy ” to her friends—observed,
and nodded gemially at Susan, and
then, adjusting her inevitable monocle,
bﬁalmed at Basil Shaw, the exceﬁi—
i good-looking  young pi
%ritty unifty, the way you handle
that craft, Mr. Shaw,” she cbserved. -

He laughed.

“Thanks for the compliment,. Mise
Carsqt;iira; bl::&it’a 1‘1113 job, you se;i'
“ Quite—quite,” ernima i
“What cheer, Babs?” she added, as
Babs, with her great chum, Mabel
Lynn, came up. * Having sea—what?
Just what the merry old medicine-man
ordered. ~ Perchance, Mr. Bhaw, yom
will take a spot of the refreshing.
nectar with us before - pling. e :
next hazardous excursgn!’-.‘, she ven-

“ Hallo, the plane's

she tured.

N Thank you P Jike to? Bask
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It stars that most intriguing and haffling of characters, Jemima Carstairs.

Bhaw smiled. “Bat first I must
report to the manager's office—be back
in ten minutes,” he promised cheerily,

And, touching his helinet, he strode
a_wﬁya Susan looked after him and
8i

ghed.
“Jolly good-Jooking, isn't he?” she

breathed.

“Just too-too!” Jemima agreed.
* Pretty clever laddie all round. Came
from London, didn’t he?”

“Yes,” Susan said.

“Great friend of yours?” Jemima
observed idly.

“Friend?”  Susan stared a liltle.
“You know jolly well I never met him
until this morning. Why should you
say he’s & great friend of mine?”

““ Nothing—nothing,” Jemima said
dreamily. “Just one of my usual-inane
and idle observations, what? Still,
tea for this little girl. Ahem! DEr—
. just a minute, Susan! Wouldst mind.
fair one,” if I looked at your right
ear?”

" Susan stared.
“Bother it, what's the matter with

my right ear?”
*Just one little peep?” Jemima
urged. .

mpatiently, a trifle irritably, Susan
turned round so that her right ear
was presented for Jemima’s inspec-
tion. Babs blinked a little, wondering
what. particular lttle bee Jemima had
in her bonnet now.

Jemima often said silly things, and
- often made the oddest of requests with-
out apparent reason. But Babs—who
knew Jemima as well as it was possible
for any other human being to know
her, knew that in Jemima’s most inane
remarks was a. hidden significance, and

in Jemima's most ridiculons requests
some keen motive, :

0dd girl—very. No wonder. at Cliff
House, she was known as the most
puzzling girl in the Fourth Form. To
most people who met her for the first
;im]e, Jemima appeared as a burbling
0oo0l,

Susan, who mef Jemima only very -

infrequently, was rallier inclined to be
irritated by her,

Earnestly, Jemima stared at her ear,
then lightly touched the little mole

Susan Tempest, Barbara Redfern’

And Jemima, swinging her monocle
on its cord, cheerfully led the way
forward. Susan, however, looked
strangely at Babs,

“1 suppose that girl really is all
therve " she asked. “Blessed if sho
doesn't put the wind up me sometimes!
Hallo, here comes Mr. Shaw ‘again!”

Dasil 8haw, the handsome pilot, it
was, - With an athletic stride he came
down the cliff path from the holiday
camp.

“Back sooner ihan I expected,” he

s madcap cousin, meant to have

the time of her life at the holiday camp. There was certainly every
opportunity, especially as there was a treasure hunt in the offing.
But that strange girl, Jemima Carstairs, apparently had other ideas.
On the surface it seemed that ¢ Jimmy's ** one object in life had
suddenly become the spoiling of Susan’s holiday. But Barbara
knew Jimmy ; knew there must be something big behind that girl's

amazing

which showed beneath it.
as if satisfied. .
“All correct,” she said cheerily.
“What's all correct?” Susan asked
impatiently.
“The mole,” Jemima blandly ex-

She nodded

plained.
“You mean you just wanted to look
at my mole 1” Susan said. J
“That's it, old fruit.”
#But you knew all along T had a

mole 1
“That's right!” Jemima agreed
heartily. “Just wanted to make sure

it was under the right ear, you see. Let
us vow hurry to the festive board.”

actions,

said cheerily. “That’s all fixed. Now
we can have tea, eh? And I must say
it looks delicious, Miss Tempest, may
I lu;.ve the hononr of sitting next to
you?” )
“Yes, rather!” Busan laughed.
“Move up, Bessiekins! Here we are,
Mr, Shaw. Babs, a cushion for Mr.
Shaw. Tea there, Leila? And buck
up, slowcoach! Mr, Bhaw,” she added
e'agerlki: “what’s that island out to sea
like—the one called Channel Island?"*
“Well—” He looked at her. *Just
any old island.  Trees, bushes, and

things, you khow!”
"ﬁd gfd ruins?’ Busan asked.



4 "Jemima versu$ the Treasure-Hunters!”

© “Matter of fact, ‘I-believe there are
- som.” -
“*Oh,
- “Have a sandwich, XMr. Shaw? How
Iong will it take to get there by
. plane ?” : LR o
.- *““About ten - minutes. - You scem
.very interested in the island, Miss
.Tempest [ the pilot murmured. :
“1 am—fearfully. Bo will you all be
when I tell you what I've got on my
mind. Something about that island—
but rats! I'm not going to say—yet!
Wait till I've scen the island, that’s
all 1” :
“Come on, tell us!” Janet Jorda

urged. : .
' *No, just wait! - More tea, Mr.
Shaw1”

In a merry buzz of chatter tea .

progressed. . R .

A pleazant .meal, in eall truth, that
tea was, with Susan-bubblingly excited
—with Basil Shaw a really delightful
and interesting. compaunion. . Very
attracted towards Basil Bhaw were all
the girls, and he for his part seemed
to like them. To-morrow morning, he

in the bay, and perhaps, if the
manager agreed, he. would take them
all out for a fishing {rip on the brand
new speedboat in the afternocn. For
Shaw, apart from piloting the plane,
was also the pilot of the boat.

“And now,” he said, when at last
- the meal was . finished, *for work
again. This will be.my tenth and last
flight to the island before packing up
for the night. And that reminds me,”’
he added, with suddep anxiety. “I
must have a look at my petrol before
we start. Got a bit of an idea I'm
running low |” » .

“0Oh,, but—" Jemima’ said.

‘“But what, Miss Carstairs?” =

“Ahem! Did I, speak?” Jemima
asked in some slight confusioh. “Sorry
to interrupt, Take no notice. Who's
washing up?” sha added, as Basil
Shaw rose,

Bessie and Mahs were washing up—
those two already having enjoyed a
flip. And leaving Bessie and Mabs
to cxecute _that duty, the others, led
by eager Susan, scampered across to
the plane. As they came up, however,
. Basil 8haw ruefully shook his head.

“1 say, I'm fearfully sorry——" he
began. Lo £ gy

“Don’t say you've run out of juice?”

Susan cried.
.+ “*No—net exactly, But the gauge is
pretty well down. TI've just about
enough to do one trip—but I'm afraid
it will have to be & irip with only one
passenger 1" . o

“Sorry!1 But I can take one of you,
if you like,” "he added.

Susan loocked at Babs, and Babs
at Susan. Then Babs nodded. .

“All right, then, take Susan,” che

raid. :

“Bat,” Babsg—" o

“No, Susan. I'll go to-morrow,”
Babs said. “Anyway, you've got a
special reason for wanting to - see the
igland—perhaps, afterwairds, you miys-
terious old ninny, you'll tell us what
ee you've got in your bonnet. Right,
Mr, Shaw, it's Susan who goes!’” she
added cheerily. " “Eh? What did you
say, Jimmy?”

For Jemima, standing beside her,
had made some rather inaudible re-
mark., Bhe shook her head now as
Babs turned her eyes upon her,

“Risky—what?” Jemima said.

“Risky? How can it be risky if
‘we're. noti both going?’ . -

“That's it.. . Fust it. Well, well,
never mind.. Listen not to the burb-

lings that pour from my rosebud lips.

good !” Susan laughed - again. -

St ~Ins 2 g gstl ?
said, they would have surf-riding out ‘mctea,d. she _questioned

‘Hallo 1” Jemima cried, suddenly star-:

ing. “Look at that!”

Everybody had jerked round at the':

same instant. Farther slong the beach

‘had come a sudden ominous rumbling
" sound like far-away thunder, and now,

as they watched, a great portion of the
cliff broke away from ‘the face and
went crashing and clattering on to the
beach. Such falls of cliff were common
hereabouts. ;

“No, T don’t think so,” Babs said.
“Making a pretty big hole in the cliff
thére, isn't it? (ood time to look for
foszils, eh, Jimmy.?” she added, 'turn-
ing towards Jemima agein, and then
blinked, , ,

For' of Jemima, who a moment or
two ago had stood by her elbgw, there
was now no sign.

“Where did Jimmy go?” she asked
of Susan. ;

“Didn’t see,” Busan replied. “Was
watching the old landslide, Babs,
you're sure you wouldn’t like to go

“Goose, of course not!” Babs
laughed, and gavs her a little push.
“Go on now |? .

Susan beamed. She had already
drawn a flying helmet on to her head.
Then, as Basil Shaw courteously held
the tiny door open for her, she stepped
into the first passenger’s seat. belljlind
the cockpit. Her eyes were dancing
then. . Whoops, this was going to be
fun! .

The plane was one of the two-
passenger variety, the two passengers
sitting behind each other. .

Basil Shaw started the engine, and
while the machine throbbed and whis-
pered, he fastened the chin-strap of his
helmet and then climbed into the front
scat, He, looked round with & grin.

“0Q,K., Miss Tempest ?”-he shouted.

“Fine! Bye-bye, girls!” she added,
gaily waving an arm,

“Good trip!” called back Babs.
“Whoops! Btand away, girls!”—as
the monoplane roared away over-the
sand and their gay holiday clothes
fluttered in the slip stream.

Swiftly the plane climbed. Susan
laughed as the machine circled around,
heading now for the open sea.” This
was grand !

“Like 3t?” called Shaw.

“Tove it!” Spsan shouted back.
“How high are we?”

“8ix hundred feet!” '

“Lovely! Make it a thousand!”

Up, up they climbed, and ' Susan,
peering through the little window at

her side, beamed in sheer -delight.
Down there lay- the rugged little
Albatross  Island, Farther away,

clearly visible fmom the height .they

had attained, the long. thickly wooded
circle which was Channel Tsland.
Fagerly, intently, Susan stared towards
that,

“That's’ the island!” she cried.
“Yes, that’'s it! T remeémber it now.
Whoops! . What fun we're going to
have! Mr, Shaw,” she vyelled reck-
lc%lv. “lg"a.n‘ you loop the loop®”’

“Well, go on, do it—please !”

Shaw, in the front, shook his head.
He turned to point out that it was
impossible to loop the loop unless they

were both securely strapped in. . And .

as he turned a surprising
happened. ;
For behind Susan’s seat a fignre
bobbed up. Shaw’s eves widened.
“Miss Carstairs I he eried.
“Jemima !” Susan shrieked, turning
at the same time.. =~ -~ | %
Jemima Carstairs it was! Jemima
obviously had heard Susan’s madcap

thing

 Shaw brokse in.

‘manlike. I warned you clearly

THE SCHOOLGIRL

‘suggéstion, and-hastily revealed herself

in case it might be put into action..
“Ahem! Sorry, but I felt bound to
protest—what? - Unfastened and -in-
secure as -I am, ‘& Joop of the loop
might have been 'a spot dangerous!
3till, here we are, all merry and bright.
Surprised to see me, what, Susan?”’
“Miss Carstairs, you know I can’t
carry three of us '’ S8haw'roared. “ Now

¢ ‘ -yow've spoiled the trip. I’'m turning
“8ay, nobody was near that, were backl” s : e
they ?” Leila Carroll asked anxiously. -

“Mzr. Shaw, no!” yelled Susan.

But the pilot, witha rather grim,
angry look on his face, was slrcady
turning, The machine heeled to one
side as he sharply banked. ' Susan
glared bitterly back at Jemima, now
sitting calmly in her seat.

* You—you awful, selfish thing!” she
quivered.  “You would ruin’ every-
thing! What do you mean by spoiling
my irip to the island ?” S

: Was Jemima Bejﬁg“ Spiteftil ?

({4 ALLO, hallo!”?
E Clara  Trevlyn
cried. “Look,
here’s the plano

= again!

mERLn), They're back
ready

“My hat!” exclaimed Barbara Red-
fern. *“And look who’s in i{ besides
Susan and Mr. Shaw |”

* Jimmy 1" -

The chums on the beach at'Pinebay
stared wonderingly up at the descend-
ing monoplane. . .

“ Guess she must have stowed herself
away !” Leila Carroll breathed.

“And by the look of things spoiled
Susan’s trip,” Clara said a litile
angrll;. “ What on earth made her do
that?’

Babs shook her head puzzledly.
Jemima, like the rest of them, had
heard Basil Shaw’s announcement about
his petrol. -

Jemima, even better than the rest of
them, ovught  to have understood the
danger attached to an overloaded plane,
for Jemimd's knowledge of aeroplanes

3

. and motor-cars ard mechanics generally

was considerable.

In bewildered curiosity they waited
as the plane circled and, descending,
taxied along and came to a standstiﬁ.

Shaw himself was the first out. Susan,
her face red with temper, turned
furiously on Jemima as she stepped out

of the plane. : oo 3!

Jemima, Fo]ishjng her monocle,
nodded genially to the chums.

“ What cheer?” she greeted. “Nice
little flip ! Pretty short, though,”

“You—you cheat.!” Susan quivered.
. “Ahem?Y”

“¥ou did me out of my full trip I

“Ahem |” Jemima coughed again.
“Sorty, old thing |7
_ “¥ou know:yeu had no right to stow-
away!” " N

“Poor old misunderstood me!™
Jemima sighed. =~ '

“I'm sorry I had to turn back,”™
His face was sgtern.
"' That was a dangerous prank of yours,
Miss - Carstairs,” he added grimly.
“ And, if I may say so, rather unsports-
at it
was dangerous to take two pégséngers.™*

With that he turned away, _ =

“I think it was mean -and.‘beastly
and selfish|” Busan chéked. =~ “You
wanted to “bag “another ride and spoil
my tripl r. Shaw,” she added,
“can’t you get some Tnore petrol and
take me up now 7" ' - ’ ;

‘’Fraid there wotldn't be time, Miss
Tempest. Sorry and: all that, but better
luck next time )pgr];;pa,“ he added,
with a look at Jemima. “8till, you
did see the island, didn’t youi"
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“Yes, I saw it—from a whdcking big
distance !” Susan retorted.

“But you did say,” Shaw pressed,
*that it was the island ?”

“Well, it looked like it,” Susan
admitted. “I can't be positively sure,
though., It's not easy to recognise the

real thing from an old chart.”

“Chart?’”’ Babs said intercstly.

“Yes. Oh, I suppose I'd better tell
vou now ! I wanted first to have a look
round to make sure I was on the right
track, that's all,” Busan said, and she
glared at Jemima, who was thought-
fully polishing her eyeglass. “The fact
is, girls, I Eelieve there’s & hidden
treasure on the island!”

“Susan, no?"” Babs cried.

“1 said, I believe,” Susan said
cautiously. “ Anyway, here's the story.
Father had an old diary written by a
captain who was in Sir Francis Drake’s
fleet when it chased the Spanish
Armada, and in this diary is a plan of
an unnamed island. The plan corre-
sponds to Channel Island, and the par-
ticulars the captain gives alsa point to
the fact that Channel Island is the
island the diary deseribes. Anyway,
cutting a long story short, the British
drove a Spanish treasure ship on to the
island in a fog—"

“1 eay, this sounds interesting!”
Mabel Lynn of the golden hair inter-
rupted. * You mean, the treasure may
still be hidden on the island ?”

“That’s it. During the fog the
Spaniards were supposed to have
dumped  it—where, nobody knows.

There’s no record of anyone having dis-
covered the treasure, so it may be there,
Anyway, it struck me that it would be
fun having treasure hunis on the
island.”
y  good fun!” Basil ‘Shaw
applauded. ~ “And perhaps veryv profit-
able fun1”

“Golly, we mus} start to-morrow !
Babs cried. 2

In a moment the escapade in’ the
acroplane was forgotten as the chums
fell to discussing details. To-morrow
they would start the treasure hunt—
and start in real earnest. The question
was, how to get to the island?

Shaw, as keenly interested apparently

as the schoolgirls themselves, solved
that problem.
“That's easily settled,” he said.

“Don't forget, I don’t start on the aero-
plane flips until the afternoon. We've
already arranged a fishing trip in the
new speedboat for to-morrow morning.

~What about turning the fishing trip

into a treasure hunt on the island?
There’s just one obstacle in the way,
though,” he added thoughtfully. *The
speedboat will only hold ten.”

“Well, there are only ten of us, you
know |”” Bessie Bunter put in.

“And the pilot, Miss Bunter,” Shaw
reminded her. ““He has to be included
in the ten.”

“ Which means,” Lorna Bayford said,
“that one of us will have to drop out?”

A little silence; then Susan abruptly
epoke,

“What about Jimmy ?”

“Eh? What cheer!” Jemima Car-
stairs murmured absently. “Did you
pronounce my name, beloved ?”

“1 said what about you dropping out
of the treasure hunt?” Susan said
deliberately.

“Tut, tut, don’t be hard on a girl !”

“Well, one of us has to drop-out,”
Susan argued, “and, if you ask me, I
think it's up to you! VYou can’t say
vou've been very helpful so far.”

“ Meaning,” Jemima suggested, I
should be punished for my naughtiness
in stowing away on the old mono-
plane?”

“Well, it would rather even things
up a bit, wouldn’t it 7”7 Susan said.

By Hilda Richards $

Jemima paused. The chums looked
at her. The suggestion, they felt, was
a fair one.

“And what,” Jemima asked, “does
Mr. Shaw say about it ?*

That-young man frowned uncertainly,

“I wasn't going to say anything
about it,” he said. At the same time,
Miss Tempest's suggestion is a fair
one.”

“Plainly,” Jemima murmured, “the
feeling of the meceting—or should one
say court?—is against me. Jimmy, old
lad, for the first time in your blame-
less life you are not wanted. Ixcuse
these tears of bitter disappointment
and shattered hopes. Still, never shall
it be said that a Carstairs intruded
where she was not wanted. I accept
the verdict.”

“¥ou mean you stand down?”

“Stand down or up, kneel down or
lie down,” Jemima agreed. “Nobly
and in the true British bulldeg spirit
I make the great sacrifice. Terriblo as
the loss shall be to you, Uncle Jimmy
shall not accompany you on the hunt to-
morrow ! Alas!”

“Oh, Jimmy, don’t be an idiot!™
Clara Trevlyn said. "‘Anyway. that's
jolly decent of you! Bo it’s fixed, Mr.
Shaw 7”

“As soon,” Basil Shaw smiled, “as 1
get the camp manager’s consent, Can't
do things wrthout him, you know.”

And so that was fixed—to everybody’s
satisfaction, apparently. Susan, back
in her old good htimour once more,
joined the chums in excitedly discussing
the coming trip. '

Jemima did not stop, however. When
Basil SBhaw went off to seel the holi-
day camp manager’s approval she
strolled away.

A minute or so later the chums. went
along to the little cove to inspeet the
glistening new speedboat in which they

'C'LARA heid up the monocle. My hat—that's Jimmy’s ! "’ Susan Tempest cried. The rest stared for -
as proof that Jemima had been responsible for holding' up their

‘& moment in shocked silence, This w

‘

trip in the speedboat.

N\
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wonld: make their adventurous trip on
the morrow. There it was, a thing of
mahogany magnificence, i '

“And to think,"” Babs chuckled, " that
we shall be its first trippers,” "

There was a thrill even in that know-,.

ledge. It was a thrill which became
even greater when Basil Shaw, meeting
them as they wended their way back to
camp, anngunced that he had satisfac-
torily fixed everything up with the
manager, Mr. Mackenzie.

Great was the excitement next morn-
ing after breakfast. Some in slacks,
some in shorts, the chums collected
spades and a tuck-hamper. Babs, how-
ever, mindful of thé disappointment
Jemima Carstairs must be feeling,
stopped as they started off. .

“Just pop in and have a cheery word
with Jimmy,” she said.
the beach.” .

“Right-ho,” Susan assented. * Comie
on, everybody 1" . 5

In a body they tramped off, while
Babs went back to Jemima’s “chalét,

She knoeked and peered in.  The
chalet, ‘however, was empty.
“Hum !” Babs thought. “Gene off

to the beach to see us off, I suppose™
She closed the door and @mbled off,

meeting  Basil . 8haw cn  ronte.

greeted her with a smiling nod.

He,
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. leg forward, eh?’

“See you on.

"' Susan Tempest flamed tp.

With the "Crazy

) bp phe cliff

“Jemima versus the Treasure-Hunters!”

“ All -ready, Miss Redfern?”

*“Yes, rather |” Babs Jaughed.

“Right-ho I
our way,” he sai::] cheerfully, -

Babs laughed. Basil Shaw's best leg
forward was a stride which almost kept
her at a trotting pace by his side. In a
few minutes they had reached the cave
where the chums had alrcady seated
themselves .in the “speedboat, ‘Clara,
lover of speed, taking the seat beside
the pilot. o g 5.

Babs climbed into the boat, squeezing
herself between her two closest frionds,
Bessie Bunter and Mabe] Lynn. Then
from Basil Shaw there came a rather
angry exclamation, i

“Hallo! ' Who's. been playing about,
here?” ; P

“Playing about?” Clara queried.

“Bomebody’s taken the ignition key,”
Shaw said. “I tuned the boat up before
breakfast and left the key on the 3115117
board. Now it’s gone.” . I

“Perhaps,” .Clara suggested,. “it’s
fallen out.” y . ;
. She bent down and peered areund the
bottom' boards. There was no key
there, but something glittering immedi-
ately focused her attention. She picked
it up and thén jurped. . ‘

For the thing was a goldringed
monacle. ‘ - =

“My hat] That's Jimmy's!” Susan
Tenipest cried. T

They, all looked at each other,

“Your friend, Miss Carstdirs, you
mean ?”* Shaw asked.” .

“Well, y-yes,” admitted Bahs. * She
has one or two monocles, and—and that
is ane.of hers,al] right.”

“I szee.” His lips compressed, I
suppose she knows theye is a strict rule
that nebody is allowed to board .this
hoat without permission from either
Mr. Mackenzie, the camp manager, o
myself. . I shall speak to Miss Car-
stairs about thisl”  Meantime, what

about the key?.

“Tt—it’s gone!” Clara stutlered,
“And that” puzzling cat tock it!”
“Yiés, she
did! That's why her monocle’s here!
She must have dropped it when she 'was
in the boat, We might have guessed
something ‘like  this ! shé added bit-
terly.  “Jemima ‘is trying to mess up
the trip because she's not on it 1”

. They were all silent then, feeling

" that the accusation was justified.

Obviously, Jemima had been in this
hoat since Basil Shaw had tuned it up
—and if not to steal the ignition key,
for what other purpose? Pt

Babs frownecﬁ Not like Jemima,
that | K :

* Fortunately,” Shaw said, “JI have
a bag of tools here. | It means 1 shall
have to strip the dashboard to get, at
the controls—not a hard bit of wark,
but a longish job. If you could find
something to do in:the meantime—-

“We can and we jolly well will!”
Susan flamed. *“We'll go back to the
camp and find that beastly spoil-sport,

_ Jemima! And if we do find her—7

“Come on !” Clara said grimly. |
And sérambling out of the boat they

made their, way in'a rather determipned
. path which led-back’

body towards the

- First ‘Signs of Treasure .

iU whichl confi
' syspicion t’l@ey‘%l-
miad " Js

Then we'll. soon be .on -
“* Best .
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from Row G chn.lets,' had- seen Jemima

.near Mr. ‘Shaw’s chalet, and later had

seen Jemima boarding the bus which
went to Riversmoiith, the nearest town
of any importance, which was six miles .
away. From that it was safe to con-
clude that she was out of the way for
the morning at least. g :

It seémed conclusive then that
Jemima, after having inade -sure’ the -
motor boat was rendered useless, had
just walked out on the chums and left
them to their devices, -
- Busan was furious. The cltums were
annoyed. Had it not been for the
resourcefulness of Basil Shaw and his

-own keen interest in their pleasure, the

day, from that moment, would have
heen ruined. But when they reached
the beach again there was the motor-
boat throbbing merrily away.

And when at last they were out ot sea

“they forgot all about Jemima and her

~..treasure!”

, HEY did not find
K |l‘-:i’:]ethiﬁ?a-; but “they .

eceived hews of her - T R

ed the. As 'Bibs pointed ouf;. it wag very. tps

f_'i;aa 31 -Yikely fhat the /Speaisids wonTd-haes <
{}x:t""_aft break:" hidden' tHeif*trénstite in ‘atly ‘plate sa™.

fast Chrissla '-‘—'Isongi:'mrb}-g"a;onspi‘cuﬁui-xas ‘& IonaBteRy. " iy

frip was.

irritating ‘mysteriousness. :
" A swift, briskly enjoyable run that
Overhead was ¢loudless sky,
from which a brilliant sun sent scorch- .
ing rays to warm the spray which
misted their faces as the speedboat tore
through the water. -+ - - :

In the fast craft the island was soon

reached, and beaching thé boat, they .

“all excitedly scrambled out to study the

map of' the island which Susan had
brought with her. Thanks to Jemima, ..
however, their time had already’ been |

_curtailed by nearly an hour.

“Just a word, if you don’t mind,
before we start,” Shaw said,  “As T
have a pretty husy afternoon before me
I must get back to the camp by twelve .
o’clock. 8o while you aré making plans -
will you bear that point in mind?” . .

“Why, ves, of course,” -Babs said.
“That's'" fair. Meet"' here . about a
quarter to twelve then, Mr. Shaw?
Now, I've got a suggestion. Naturally,
we want to cover as much ground as
possible— . -

“Rather,” Mabel Lynn murmired.

“Well, look at that map. The
eentral point seems to ‘be these old ~
ruing in the woods there.” We might
all have a look round these together
first, and afterwards split up into
groups of two, making off in different
directions, If any of us find anything
exciting—well, just shout to the others.
How does ‘that strike’ you for a
suggestion !”

“Jolly good, you know 1"’ Bessie said,
“T’ll come Wltg you, Babs.' Bat—but
what about the fuck, you know?”™
“*“Oh, we’ll have our snagk after \vo"vq
searched the ruins,” Babs laughed!
¥ Well, now, split up. Mr. Shaw, you're
in this of course. Who will you have
for_your partver?” " P

Ho smiled as his eyes met those of
Susan. - ‘ a !

“I think,” he murmured, “we
quite a lot in common, ek,
Tempest ?” ! S

“Yes, rather! ~Mr. Shaw and I, °
ther,” Susan said. “Marjorie, -what
about you?” S ey e
.- “Janet, shall we go together'?”.

“Done 1" Janet Jordan cried.

“And I guess Lornd and I'will make
up ‘a ‘party,” Leila chuckled. “:#That
leaves Clara and Mabs to join up 8o -
T sdggest, let’s hike.” Sure I'm itehing
to get my fingers on the old 'Bpanish’

ave
188

" In great good humour they #famped
}lo the ruins—an old mpnasiery which'-
had fought s losing: battle  with ‘time
gnd ‘¢lements—biding reached: in # few.
ninutes SO T

P
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With that they all agreed, -after
scrambling among broken bricks and
dust-like mortar %or half an hour. It
was when, after that tiring task, they
were cnjogng Bessie’s mid-morning
picnic and Babs was again studying the
mn]p, they got another idea.

For on the fnap, at various points of
the island, were little dots, Against
each of those dots was a tiny line in
old-English type.

« REMAINS OLD ROMAN MINE.”

“That's it,” Babs decided. “Look.
there are five of those old mines. .
What's more likely than that the old
Spaniards would have wused those?
3 ere were their treasure pits already
1

“Sure sounds reasonable to me,”
Leila Carroll observed.

“And s0,” Babs went on, *as there
are five search parties, let's cach search
one these mines. It gives us a spot
to make for, anyway.”

That plan agreed upon and the tuck
disposed of, they each selected their
mine and oﬁ’. ‘with many a whoop, they
went their separate ways.

As arranged, Susan and Basil Shaw
went off together, Susan running
excitedly ahead half the time, to
pause and stare breathlessly round as
though she had expected to scc a few
golden gleoes and things popping up
out of the ground. The man who had
insisted on_carrying both his
Susan's spades laughed.

“ Excited,” Miss Tempest?”

“Am I?” Susan chortled. “I sup-
“pose it'll all turn out to be a frost, but
thare's a thrill somehow in looking for
things! What's that?” she cried
breathlessly, and dashed to a rock from
beneath which she had scen a glimmer
of something. Excitedly she rolled it
to one side. Then Shaw burst into a
laugh.

For what Susan had unearthed was
an old shoe, with a steel shod heel. It
was the glint of the steel which had
calught Susan’'s attentions,

and

‘Blank number one!” Susan
gur,glod. “Still, never mind. Come
on.”

On thev went. Then suddenly Susan
paused, locking rather queerly at her
companion. :

“I gay, did you see anything?®”

“No,” ho said good-humouredly.

“Funny.” And Susan stared again,
looking behind her. “I could have
vowed I saw something floating away
through the bushes. Once or twice on
this trip I’ve had a feeling we're being
followed.”

“ Perhaps,” Shaw suggested, “it's one
of the other party who has lost her
way? Anyway, we'd better buck up,”
he added anxiously. “Otherwise we
shall only have time to glance at our
mine before we have to turn back
sgain. Let's make straight for it now,
shall we?” ‘

Susan, in her most agreeable mood,
brightly nodded. Onwards they strode.

“Pity,” Susan said after a time, “I
didn’t bring my camera and take some
snaps of the mine. I've got a perfectly
marvellous camera, you know; takes
snaps &t one-thousandth of a second,
and fitted with a_telephoto lens and all
the rest of it If we come again
must bring——  Hallo, is that the
mine?” she added- eagerly as they

em . -the trées. -

« 1 believe it is!” Shaw exclaimed,
- Almost. Tunning now, they burst for-
.ward. Here the ground sloped sharplyy
forming - basin-shaped valley. . Dead
in’the %entr e of that basin. was a large
semicirenlat -monrnd where- earth from-
old diggings had been collected, and in:

the middle of the mound was 8 notice:
“Site of Roman Mine.”

The mound itself was obviously a
happy hunting ground for rabbits, for
its soft, sandy soil was pitted with
burrow holes. Except for a scooped de-
pression in the centre of the mound,
however, there was mo tangible evi-
dence of a mineshaft.

Susan paused, disappointed.

“Humph| Doesn’t look very hope-
ful,” she said, “Somebody might have
kept the shaft from falling in! Can’t
gsee us finding much here,”

Shaw toleranily smiled.

“(One never knows,” he said. “Per-
sonally, I think it -looks promising.
After all, you've got to remember that
if the shaft had been left uncovered it
would have been explored so many
times that anything worth finding
would be bound to have been un-
earthed. Don’t think it will be such a
bad idea to have a look at the ground
the rabbitzs have thrown out first, you
know. Might find a clue among it.
Tell you what. You explore this side

of the mound; I'll loak at the other. -

Better take your spade,” he added,
handing it to her.

Susan nodded. ILagerly she grasped
the spade, and while Shaw plunged the
blade of his into the soil, she raced to
the other side of the mound. She over-
furned a huge spadeful of soil and ecx-
plored it with her fingers. Except for
an old tin lid and one or two pebbles,
the spadeful gm}tained'nothing.-'

“ Bwizzle I” ‘murmured Susan.

In again went the spade. Eagerly
she turned it over once more. Apart
from the soil -she unearthed a few

bleached bunny bones, but that was all. -
In the act of digging for the third

time, however,- she was arrested ‘by a
sudden low cry from Basil Shaw’s side
of the mound:

“Miss ‘Tempest i ho cried excitedly.-

“ Quickly—come and look. at this!”
“What is it?” Susan palpitated.
Down went her spade. She flew over

the mound instead of runzing round it.

Then she stared as she saw Shaw, his

face flushed with excitement, his palm

outstretched.

And on that palm, still grimy with
cand, were two shining, golden pieces!”

“In that hole!” he cried. “I've just
found them !™

“ Oh, gu-golly I Susan cried.
“They're 8panish, too, aren’t they?”

“They certainly look like it,” he
agreed.- “And old. Come on. Miss
Tempest, grab your spade. We'll work
this bit together.” :

“Yes, rather! But wait a minute!”
Susan cried. “We did agree ‘that the
first one to- find anything. should call
the others.” And before Shaw could
give his approval or otherwise, she had
cupped her hands to her lips. -Her
clear-voiced, shrill “Coo-ee!” went
echoing all over the island. '

“(lpo-ee!” came an answering call.
“Who is it?”

“Syusan!” cried that girl. “Come on,
we've made a find !”

A few minutes later there was a
crash in the undergrowth, and Clata
and Mabs came sprinting on-the scene,
spades in hand. Susan grinned..

“greasure !” she cried. “We're find-
ing the giddy treasure! FLook at
these!” she announced triumphantly.
“Mr. Shaw’s just dug thém out of this

burrow-{” :
“Mum-my hat!” Clara breathed.

“Spanish_gold I'-Hi. stand aside; every-
body .

v 1 Hallo,.here’s Babs!” she-cried;
a5 Babs. and -Bessie came
scene. - ;
find . she whooped,

pelting.on: the -
“Mr, Shaw’s made the Rrst

§ By Hilda Richards 7

_“Phew |” Babs cried,. and. her eyes
lighted up. “Where?”

“Here| Come on, you girls, dig!”
Susan laughed. o
No need to repeat that invitation.

The chums, imaginations fired by the
evidence of that early success, were
already grasping spades. Then Mar-
jorie and Janet came along, followed
by Lorna and Leila. In a minute the
mine mound was swarming with indus- -
triona diggers. Even Bessie Bunter
was working as though her life de-
pended upon it. X

“Hey, what's this?” cried Clara,
pausing, and they almost fell upon her
as she picked up something. A yell of
laughter rang out as she rubbed the
sand from her find. It was part of an
old horseshoe! -

“Well, horseshoes for luck, I guess!”
Leila said cheerfully. “Go it, cripples!
Call me when you think I've dug down
to Australis!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The sandy soil flew. Disappointingly
enough, no .further treasure revealed .
itself, . Bessie did manage to uneasth:
the bottom of an old mineral water
bottle which she declared was valuable
Roman glass, until Babs iuspected it
and found the word * Birmingham ™.
embossed upon the glass. But nothing -
else—apart from sand and pebbles.

“Well, it looks as if Susan and Mr,
Shaw have had all the luck,” Babs said .
at last, pausing out of sheer breathless-
ness, “PDash 1, I haven't even found
an old tin can!
then she jumped.
she cried.

i Eh?ll

s (2]

_They all looked—jusl in time. Dis-
tinctly, for & moment, they saw an
oval face and a gleaming monocle peer--
ing at them from a clump of near-by
bushes. Jemima Carstairs it was.

The face disappeared.as.soon.as they .
saw. it. But that was enough for Susan.,
With a cry she.had flung down her
spade; with.a rush she had leapt at the-
bushes.:  There' came & thump, and
Susan’s voice. . . o

“Now, you rotter, I've got you!”

“Alas, - a_ fair cop!” they heard
Jemima's_sigh.  “I’ll come quietly.”
And Jemima emerged, casually polish-
ing her eyeglass: and -beaming-at- the
group as they surrounded her.. “Well,
well, here we are again!” she an.
nouneed . cheerfully.  “Fancy meeting
you! Small island, isn't i6?”

“Jimmy, 'what' on earth are you .
doing here 1” Babs cried,

. “Just,” Jemimn murmured, “enjoy-
ing the. scenery.”

“And how did you get here?” Clara
demanded: - : —
“By sea, you know,” Jemima ex-
plained gravely. “Didn’t walk it, or
anything like that! Nice morning—
what? Any luck on the old treasure

hunt 2" . '

“Never mind the treasure hunt,”
Susan said angrily. “We want a word
with you. It's- not your fauli,” she
burst  oit, “that we're having a8
treasute hunt at all. What do you
mean by stealing the ignition key of
the speedboat this morning? - Den’t
trouble to deny it. We found one of
your silly monocles in the boat.”

“Ahem!|. ‘This becomes embarras-
ging |” Jemima sighed. o -

“And_ I should very much like to

now, Miss Cérstairs,” Basil Shaw
interrupted  steelily, “who has given®

I wonder—" And-
“My hat—Jimmy [

you permission to enter the speedboat |

“and. stesl -the ignition-key 1"~ 5
“Qeal 1. Jemima frowned. “Hargh.

‘and’ ' naughty "word-ﬁwhatt»‘--_'i'rettoi

. tough, branding me with the stamp
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the old criminal, you know. As my
dear old nurse Anastia used to
remark—" ;

“Jimmy, never mind your piffling
nurse Anastial Youw've got to ex-

lain,” Babs said. “You took the
ignition_key to spoil our trip, didn't
you? hy? And why did you come
to the island yourself?  And where did
you get a boat?”

“ And why,” Susan bit out, suddenly
remembering, * have you been follow-
ing Mr. 8haw and me about ?”

“And where,” Basil Shaw put im,
“is my key?”

“Now that gquestion 1 can answer,”
Jemima said cheerfully. “The key,
dear old pilot, is under the rear seat
in the old speedboat. Cute little idea
of mine—what?”

“Cute!” Susan choked.

“Well, to make you search first for
the key,” Jemima explained. “I
mean, makes the old trip so much
more exciting having to search for
things before you've reached the island.
And after all, if you can’t find the key
of the speedboat when it's under
your mose, how can you expect to find
the existence of a hoary old treasure
hidden under, goodness knows how
many fest, Fards, or fathoms of
Momma’s earth? I mean to say!” she
added brightly.

“"You mean,” Susan cricd bitterly,
“you hid the key for a joke?”

“Well, not exactly. You sece, the
idea was—"

“The idea was to spoil the trip!”
Susan cried. “You were jolly well
peeved because you were lcft out of
it} Perhaps,” she added angrily, “it
was your idea to steal a march on us
by %;attmg to the island first;
searching for the treasure yourself.”

Jemima looked at her oddly.

and -

. .
*Jemima versus the Treasure-Hunters!”

“ Pretty low opinion you have of me,
what?” she murmured.

“Well, you gave it to me!” Susa
retorted. .

Basil Shaw shifted restlessly.

“Do you think,” he asked curtly,
“there is anything to be gained by ecu-
tinuing this argument? The fact re-
mains that Miss Carstairs did steal the
key. Why is beside the point. No
doubt,” he added cuttingly, “ Miss Car-
stairs thinks she had a good reason, but
it is one, I am afraid, which is going
to land her into trouble with the camp
authorjtie,s,. I shall report this, Miss

“Poor old I!” sighed Jemima.
“How horribly are my noble motives
mistaken |

«“ And in the meantime,” Shaw added,
“we had better see ahout getting back,
Mi?ss’ Carstairs, will you come with
us ?’

“Ahem !” Jemima gazed at Susan.
There was a certain puzzling gquality in
the glance which caused Babs, for all

her annoyance with Jemima, to
wonder. “As I'm not very popular,
I'd better not. See you later, Bon
voyage {”

Susan gave her & glare. Clara
frowned. But they were all of Susan’s
frame of mind at that moment.

Al)l, perhaps, except Babs. Babs her-y §

self was annoyed, but her knowledge of
Jemima was sufficient to tell her that
Jemima was nok playing all these
extraordinary tricks without some big
and significant reason. As the others
moved away she paused.

“Jimmy,” she asked,
big idea?”

Oddly Jemima gazed at

“Who said there was a
Spartan?”

“¥You know you're not behaving like

“what’s the

her.
big idea, old
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nothing,” Babs gaid im-
“Tt wasn't a joke to take
more than it was a
ad the plane yesterday.
haven't

this f(l)r
patiently.
that key ani(
joke to overlo
You've got some game on,
yo‘l T!J

“Ah1” Jemima said maddeningly,
polishing her spotless monacle.

“ And—and you can sea how_you're
upsetting Susan,” Babs objected.

That same old light was in Jemima’s
eyes os she thoughtfully regarded ber.

“T wonder |” she mused.

“You wonder what?” .

“How upset Susan might be if I
were not upsetting her,” Jemima re-
plied gravely. “I hate to point it out,
Barbara beloved, because, you know, 1
am very fond of your company. But
isn’t that the merry old speedboat
crowd I hear calling thee? Better
hurry,” she urged. *Life is short and
speedbouts are fleeting.”

“But, Jimmy, you i1diot—" .

“Goa you later,” Jemima replied,
and walked away.

Jemima Extracts a Promise!

" ALLO, here
; comes Jimmy I*
“And  about

time,
Qusan Tempest said.
must be three hours sinee
we left the island. What
the dickens has she been doing all that
time 1"

“And what,” Leila Carroll said
soit!i, “will she say to Manager
Mackenzie when she sees him?” »

The scene once more was the cove in
which the holiday camp’s new_speed-
boat—now moored up while Basil Shaw
took passengers for acroplane flips—
rocked gently on the swell. The time
was after lunch, and the Cliff House
chums, Susan Tempest and Lorna Bay-
ford, dressed in sun suits and bathing
costumes, were indulging in a lazy
sun bath.

There was quite o crowd of bathers
in the sea, and threading its way
through those bathers now came chug-
ging an old white tub of a boat, an
outboard moter at its stern.

A girl stood at the tiller. Even
though she was still some distance, her
glim, immaeulate form was easily
recognisable as that of “Jemima
Carstairs.

More than three hours had gone by
since they had left her on the island,
and in tﬂnt three hours they had all
speculated upon what could have been
keeping her there. Susan, more huflily
annoyed than any of them, fiercely de-
clared that Jemima had unsportin
designs on the treasure which they ha
agreed should form a joinb objective.

In the meantime, however, a rather
angry manager of the holiéa]{ camp,
having received the report Basil Shaw
was in duty bound to give, was looking
for Jemima, and it was pretty obvious
that there was going to be an inter-
view the reverse of pleasaht when he
met that puzzling Cliff House junior.

Gradually the old tub ceme chug-
ging in, guided expertly by Jemima.
Then at last it grounded, and Jemima
lightly jumped out. R

“Nice little tub, what?”’ she eried.
“Hired it from Riversmonth early this
morning, you know. Anything exéiting
been happening?”
estedly. g £ 7

“Bat what,” Babs inquired, ‘“have-
you been doing?” 4 - -

They were all staring, indeed. For
Jemima, usually’ so. {rim, neat, and
spotlessly immaeulate, S
i her close,

she asked. imter- . &
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There were sandy marks on the white
blouse she wore—marks of soil and
grass, too. And her hands, for Jemima,
were most disgustingly dirty. Her
shoes, too, were covered with the dusty
sand typical of the island. Susan, sus-
picion in her face, jumped up. .

“You've been searching for the
treasure?” she cried.

“What a girl |” Jemima said. “Can
anybody fully convince her that any-
thing I do is not done with the best of
best old motives? Your dear old
treasure, Susan fair heart, I have not

Susan flamed,

even seen.”

“Then how,” “did
you get all that dirt on, you?”

“Dirt?” Jemima jumped. Then she
looked at her hands, looked down at
her clothes. *‘Tut, tut!” she muttered
in dismay “Is it thus that a Car-
stairs presents herself to an adoring
world " ’Séuse me,” ehe added hastily,
“I have an appointment with a bar of

“But, look here——" Susan hooted.
“When, sweet beloved, I am clean.”
With that she made her way to her
chalet, There she stripped herself of
her garments, washed ans dressed, and,
in slacks end a clean blouse, sauntered
out again. It was as she emerged from
her chalet that she found r. Mac-
l;entz‘ia, the camp manager, barring her
t

“Miss Carstairs,” he said, with no
hint of cordiality in his face or tone,
“I'd like to speak to you—"

“The pleasure, old manager, is
yours !” Jemima beamed.

“ Will you come to my office "

“The_ pleasure,” Jemima assured
him, “is mine!”

The manager did not smile. He
strode on. Into his office Jemima
followed him. It was five minutes
before she emerged again, Mr. Mac-
kenzie following her. .

‘And I hope now, Miss Carstairs,
that we understand each other,” he
was saying, “You and your friends
are allowed every liberty in this camp,
but what few rules we have must be
rospected. I should hate,” he added
ominously, * to have to ask you to leave
the camp, so please let this be_a
warning.”

“Your words, my dear old sir, shall
be heeded,” Jemima said. “Fright-
fully sorry you had to deliver the tick-
ing off. Tut! Regrets, and all that.”

“Then no more pranks,” Mr. Mac-
kenzie said. “Let the matter rest
there 1"

With a sigh Jemima wandered on
her way. Reaching the restaurant, she
ﬁo%ped in, Meantime, on the beach,

abs & Co. were discussing her.

TFor Susan, her resentment fanned
into brisk flame by the conviction that
Jemima - was hunting, unknown to
them, for her own treasure, was in the
mood to have a row with Jemima.
Babs was having her work cut out to
soothe her. X

“Y.ook here, Susan,” she cried.
“I'm sure there’s something behind it

Jimmy’s not hunting for the
t™asure if she says she’s not1”

“Then why—" Susan began.
~ Babs wearily shook her head.

%I don't know,” she said, “Nobody
knows: - And it’s no good going for
Jimmy. . It's no good even questioning
s 2:;;. 8he won't speak until she wants

© - “That's right,” Mabs supported.

ol “ﬁm&—wﬁﬂ, welvo just got to face
. things,” Bsbs' said. "“We just ean't

“this;- With all this bickeri
1 lm g ~h d-icke!nslcs.;":'ge
you're féa'd—}?i, but_we’re
have the holiday ruined.”

“Well, am I ruining it?” she re-
torted. “Did I ask Jemima to stow
away in the plané, or to pinch the keys
of the motor-boat?” :

“No; but—well,” Babs said, gasping,
“for goodness’ sake don’t try to_see
wrong in everything she does, You
and she have got to make it up. Susan,
vou don’t want us all to be rowing for
tho rest of the hols, do you?”

“Well, of course not!”

“Well, just fotget Jimmy's funni-
osities. Let’s all be pals,” Babs said
cagerly. “And the best way to smooth
it all ‘over is to ask Jimmy what she
thinks about those coins you and Mr.
Shaw found this morning. Jimmy’s
pet hobby is archeology, and she knows
an awful lot about old coins and things.
You've got them with you?”

* Yes.; rather! Mr, Shaw gave them

me.
“ Right. Then shall fetch
Jimmy "

“Well, all right,”” Susan said, after
a pause. “I'm willing. But if there's
going to be any more funny business,
thep—"

“There won't!” Babs said. “Come
on, Mabs, let's go and find the old
chump 1" A

Mabs nodded, relieved. They
hurried off. Annoyed as they all were
with their puzzling Ferm-mate, they still
all liked Jemima, and it was certain
that the bitter feud which had sprung
up between her and Susan was over-
shadowing the happiness of what,
otherwise, should have been a perfect

to
we

holiday. Together Babs and Mabs
reached the door of Jemima's chalet,
and Babs knocked., There was no
reply.

“Come on, let's go in; the old
chump’s probably lazing—having a

nap,” Babs said. “Hi, Jimmy[” she
yelled ns she flung the door open.

Rather too-well oiled were the hinges
of that door—or Babs was too
boisterous, The door flew right back,
crashing into a small table just within
range, and sweeping on to the floor the
writing-case which was on that table,

“Now, clumsy, look what you've
done " Mahs chided.

“Sorry,” Babs said breathlessly.
“No éther damage, though. Jimmy
isn't here. Wonder what—" And
then, as she stooped to pick up the
writing-case which had fallen, she gave
a start. “Mabs, look at this!” she
breathed.

For out of the writing-case had
fallen a large mounted photograph. It
was a very recent photograph of Susan
Tempest herself, and on the bottom of
the mount was a line pencilled in block
capitals:

“THIS I8 THE GIRL. "LOOK FOR
THE MOLE BELOW THE RIGHT
EAR.”

In utter bewilderment the two chums
gazed at each other.

“What's it mean?” muttered Mahs.
“What on earth iz it doing among
Jimmy’s things?"”

“Mole beneath the right ear?” Babs
repeated, staring at the line. “My
hat, don't you remember Jimmy's
funny little stunt yesterday when she
examined Busan’s right ear? But
where,” Babs asked, frowning,” “did
she get this photograph?”

“And what the dickens does she
mean by writing that line on it?”
Mabs questioned. .

Babs shook her head. She was
utterly baffled. But she had a queer,
shaken little feeling that Jemima was
-making some deep and significant dead
‘pet . against- her cousin Busan,
further discussion, howevet, -was- inter-

Any -
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rupted by the arrival of Jemima
herself.

“Hallo!"” she said. “Didn’t expect
to find jolly old visitors. Just been
enjoying & lonesome cup of tea, I—"
She jumped as she saw the photograph
in Babs' hand. For a moment even
Jemima lost her msual ealmness, and a
quick, startled light flickered in her
eyes. “ Babs,” she cried, * where did
you get that?”

“It fell out of this book here,” Babs
said, but questioningly she stared at
her. ‘' Jimmy, what's it mean?”

Jemima stretched out a hand.

“May I have it, please?”

“Is it yours?” Babs asked.

“Well, no, not exactly,” Jemima
murmured. “On the other hand, old
Spartan, it's not yours, is it? Neither
is it Susan’s.”

“But where,” Mabs demanded, “did
you get it? And why have you written
those words on it?”

Jemima put in her monocle. Then
gently she iook the photograph from
between Babs' fingers. But she did not
reply directly to that question. Some-
what mysteriously, she said:

“Babs beloved, thou knowest me?
Wilt, please, ask no questions? My
methods may be mad, but my motives
are marvellous. Nuff said.”

“Is it?” Babs asked. “Jimmy, no,
you're not going to get away with
things like that. What have you got
against Susan?” she added directly.

Again there was that odd expression-
in Jemima's face ag she regarded her.

“Against Susan I have nothing.
Susan to me is as a sister,” she said.
“Not one hair of her fiery old nutlet
would I hurt. Word of honour. You
believe that?” .

Babs could not help but believe it.
Jemima never pledged her word of
honour lightly.

“And now,” Jemima said, *if you
will do me a small favour—just a tiny
one? Sorry, old tops, to puzzle you—
but, well, you ought to know your
Uncle Jimmy now. 'This photo-
graph—” Jemima said, and frowned.
‘ Careless of me to lenve it lying about,
but even the brainiest of us make
mistakes, what? Will you promise,”
she added earnestly, “not to say any-
thing to Susan abott it? TI've a
particular reason for asking.”

They both blinked.

“Well, if it’s really important—"

“It is—more than anything else at
this particular old moment,” Jemima
assured them, .

They gave the promise, and Jemima
smiled gratefully. Then very carefully
she locged up the photograph in her
desk and cheerfully accompanied them
down to the beach. On the way Babs
told her about the two Spanish coins.

“SQounds interesting, what?" Jemima
murmured. “H'm.  Hallo, here's
Susanl Susan, ojd timer—"

Just as if nothing had happened
Jemima sauntered up to Susan, and
Susan, though she did draw back for
one hesitant moment, smiled.

“Come to see the coins?” she asked.

“What-ho! My gld numismatical
blood is all on fire,” Jémima confessed.
« Numismatology,” she added, as Susan
blinked, “is the scientific word for the
study of coins, medals, and what-nots,
and I'm one of the artless ‘amatours.
Hallo, here we are,” Jemima  said
approvingly, and fishing from her
pocket the folding magnifying glass she
invariably carried, ope!}e_dg i and
peered at the apins as they lay on: her-
palm. “ Hum1” she said after’s long -
and careful inspection.. ... -

8 el?” Susan.lay

“Yory,” Jemima sgreed. “Fright-  *
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fully cute, what? Recal old Spanish
double-cross.”

“¥You mean doubloon,”  Susan
laughed, and as Jemima -handed the
coins back she stowed them away in
her handkerchicf. * Hallo, here comes
My, Shaw,” she added, her eyes
sparkling, ** Coo-ee!” she cried. “Mr.
Shaw, what about my flip now?”

“Sorry,” he said as he came up,
though he nodded a trifle distantly to
Jemima. “Plane’s laid up for the time
being, One of the parts in the engine
is broken, and I shall have to wait an
hour or two until a new part atrrives.
Just strolled along to sce if you'd like
a jaunt in the speedboat 2 i

“Oh, I say, that's ripping!” Clara
cried. “No, icll you what! What about
a spot of surf-riding ?”

*“Just as you like,” he laughed. “But
don't forget only two of you can surf-
ride at the same time. I’ll get the
hoards and boat ready while you make
up your minds.”

__Excitement then. Everybody except

* Bessie and Jemima wanted to surf ride.
Tn couples they drew lots for it, and to
Clara and Leila's great joy they were
the first two fortunate omes. Then
Jemima, her old chirping helpful self
onee more, suggested that she should
take out the boat with the outboard
motor which she had hired from
Riversmonth in order to form. a point
round which the surf riders could turn.
. 'That, in its soquence, gave Susan the
idea of pgoing off with Jemima and
getting  pictures through her long-
distance lens from Jemima's boat.

So off Susan flew to get her camera—

* a brand new and most extravagantly
rxpensive instrument equipped with all
the wvery latest modern gadgets and
lens. Shaw, who was himself an ardent
amaicur photographer, admired it.
“Grand job, that,” he stated. “You

could take some, pretly goed snaps from

the air with it. .

“Whoops, that’s an idea!” Susan
cried, “I say, let's do it, shall we?
Suppose,” she added eagerly, *“we take
somo snaps of the island? You never
know, they may give us a clue to the
treasure, I have heard people say that
you can often spot things from a photo-
graph taken from the air which it
would be impossible to see from ground
level. What about it?*”

The pilot laughed.

“'Well, I'm agreeable—very much so.
But if you woulde’t mind a bit of
advice from one photographer to
another, I shovld suggest doing it in
the carly morning. Light is best then
for long distance work, as you probably
know.”

“Js it?? Jemima asked.

“Well, isn’t it?” Shaw said.

“Eh? I don't know. Never pon-
dered the old problem, what

““Apart from which,” Shaw .added
quickly, “it would fit in better, with
ny plans. I shall be on my flips at
nine o’clock in the morning, so there
wouldn't be much chance after that,
would there? 8o what about—say—
cight o'clock "

“Alone 7 Jenrima asked.

“Well, naturally. Miss Tempest will
want to concentrate on her photo-

raphy. Mr. Mackenzie himself will
evelop and print them for you,” he
added, “As a matter of fact, I happen

to know he'll be frightfully pleased to
got-some pictures from the air—they’re
just the one thing the ¢amp hasn’t got
Tan jts photugraﬁhxo section.  Call that
o deal, then, Miss Teémpest.”-

‘A deel it-was—and from. that moment

Busan was terrificdlly elated. She had |

-taken picturcs of everything from every
angle -and in évery- position, but-snap-
,chotting from the air was the one

" Jemima versus the Treasure-Hunters!”
adventure which remained to £ll the.

bill of her photographic thrills. She
was almost as excited about that
prospect now as the prospect of the
surf ride.

“Jolly good idea, isn’t it ?” she asked
as, with Jemima, they chugged away
from the beach in the outboard boat.

“Cute,” Jemima agreed. “Nice bit
of work, that camera.”

Susan gurgled. Gone was her
animosity against Jemima. Now, as
Jemima cut off the engine preparatory
io swinging the small anchor over-
board, she got her camera ready. From
the shore they saw Clara and Leila,
ropes in hung as they stood on the
boards. They saw a sudden spurt of
blue petrol vapour from the speedboat.

““Here they comel” Jemima sang,
“Go it, ye hLttle fishes!”

There was a shriek from Leila; a
yell from Clara. Then the speedboat
came rushing forward, its sharp nose
cutting water from under its bows in

two grecat foaming waves. Nearer,
nearer, and «click! went Busan’s
camera,

“Qh, a beauty!”’ Susan breathed, as
she prepared for the next shot.

Near, -nearer, Now they saw Basil
Shaw scated at the wheel. Now, with
Clara shrieking and Leila roaring
amidst a smother of spray, the motor-
boat swerved in a wide eircle; then,
almost with a jerk, made its turn.

Then splash ! away went Leila, and
Susan gurgled as she got an almost
pmiiraculous picture of the American
givl falling off her surf board. The
speedboat stopped. Leila, swimmin
strongly, was picked up. Then o
again } .

Fine fun—Ilovely fun! How boister-
ounsly they all enjoyed it! It was
Babs and Mabs’ turn next—and again
Susan  secured the Eicture aof the
season  wherein, in the sharp turn
round Jemima’s boat, both riders were
shot off into the water, .

Then Lorpa and Janet—Janet on one
foot making the bend. After which,
at Jemima’'s suggestion, they chugged
back so that Susan could have her turn
with Marjorie, while Jemima, acting as
camera man, then sccured two perfect
Eictu&-es of the madcap on the surf

oard.

Happiness once more reigned
supreme, Contentment was with the
chums once mov2.  No longer was

Jemima, in spite of all the odd things
which had recently happened, regarded
with suspicion an resentment-—
Jemima, in fact, was the life and soul
of the party!
- The surf-riding over, they all trooped
up to the great sun lounge to enjoy
the tea dansant, and when that was
over spent an hour on the tennis
courts, followed by a mock water polo
match in the magnificent swimming
pool in the evening.

Happy day! Happy Susan, rendered

even more happy after dinner when-

manager Mackenzie sought her out
and talked to her of the air phoeto-
graphs she waa going to take on the
morrew, and promised to rush through
the photographs as soon as they were
taken—provided, of course, he could
keep a copy of each for the camp
libraxy.

- Too Bad of Jemima!

[11 UARTER to
eight,” Susan
Tempest said

happily. *
must be off and
-old camera. 'Seuse’ me,
girlsl: Bce you on the
~beach ! ey
be there, I guess!” Leila

XS

~

get the °
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Carroll nodded  good - humauredly.
“But I wonder,” she added, staring at
the empty place at the breakfast-table,
“where that chump Jimmy’s got to (his
morning

But nobody, as it happened, was
worrying about Jemima. They were
all, at the moment, concentrating upon
Susan and her air photographs.

Susan  was thrilﬁng with - happy
excitement and mmpatience, and now,
as she left the chums, she could hardly
contain herself. Almost at a trot she
went, and the chums grinned at that
evidence of her excitenient.

Once clear of the restaurant, how-
ever, Susan just gave herself up to her
own impulses and flew.

The camp looked deserted, everyone
at that time taking breakfast. But as
she came within sight of her own
chalet she started a little to see the
door open. Then a girl appeared—a
slim, Eton-cropped girl, wearing =a
monocle and with Susan's own camera
under her arm. :

“Jimmy !"’ Susan cried, “I say—”

And then she almost halted. For to
her astonishment Jemima had turned;
Jemima was running,

- “Hey !1” bellowed 8usan, in amaze-
ment. “Jimmy, come b S

Jemima did not heed. She was
rushing towards the fence which
encircled the holiday camp,

In a moment all Susan’s good im-
pressions of Jemima vanished. In a
flash she realised that Jemima had not
bagged her camera with any intention
of doing her a good turn! Jemima
was up to her old tricks again, and had
bagged that camera, as ghe had
bagged the ignition key yesterday,
with the intention of spoiling her trip !

The colour rushed into Susan’s face
as that thought came t{o her. She put
on a spurt.

*“ Jemima—stop ! the panted.

Jemima at that moment was setting
a pace which might have filled Clara
Trevlyn with envy,

But SBusan’s bloed was up, too, now.
Anger, chagrin spurred hér on,

Now Jemima had scrambled over
the fence, running like a- hare along
the path that bordered the cliff. After
her went Susan, hand vaulting the
fence, tcaring her blue slacks as she
did so.

“Jimmy, vou fooll
back with my camera "

Along the cliff Jemima went, gasp-
ing a little, the camera under her arm.
Now the distance was lessening be-
tween them. A gap of twenty yards
became fifteenn: the fifteen ten. Now
came another sharp rise, and the effect
of mounting that seemed to take the
last bit of stuffiug out of Jemima. At
the top Susan caught her, angrily
clatched her by the sﬁoulder, and spun

her round. .

“You—you frightful pig!”
gasped, “Give me that camera }”

She made a snatch at it. Jemimea,
rendered speechless for want o!:' bre_#,
pulled back her arm just in tifie.
Dangerously near the edge of the cliff
both girls were, but in the fury of the
moment neither noticed it.

“@Give it to me | panted SBusan.

She snatched again. Again Jemima’s
arm jerked back., But this time, ‘alas,
in the jerk she released her hold of
the camera, and that instrument, slip-
ping, hit_the ground.  With 4 ciy
dismay, Jemima turned—just ‘in-time
to see it fall over the edge of the
cliff, Susan stood stunned. =

“ Jimmy, you—you awful thing 1” che
eried.  “My cameral” - . ..

“Oh, tut,  tut!” Jemima _ga;pe}i.
“Horry, old thing! Never mjnd, I'l}
pay for it!" L

You cat, come

she
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“You—pay for it!1” Susan choked.
“You! As if I wanted your beastly
money ! As if,” she flamed, “I'd aven
let you pay for it! You stole that, .

“you cat—-" e e

“I say—" Jemima breathed. =

“You stole it as you stole the igni-
tion key—to spoil my fun!” Susan

cried. “And I was fool enough,” she
added bitterly—"“just idiot enough—
to believe that you had decided to be
decent | . I thought you were a friend
Oi—.":"r“ : .

e And’go,” Jemima said, very quietly,
“Yes? Then all I can say,” Susan
said, “is that you've got a dashed
funny way of showing your friendship !
1'll be obliged if' you won’t speak to
me againl”

[ But""—""’l’- . .

Susan whirled away. Jemima, breath-

ing heavily, looked at her and sighed.

“Tough luck!” she murmured.
“Poor. old Susanl Susan—" she
called.

But Susan, having found a ppint at
which she could descend the cliff, was
already disappearing.

Jemima, recovering her breath a
little, wandered on. She reached the
spot where Susan had disappeared, to
see that girl half-way down the cliff,

- With a little sigh she followed her.

By the time Susan had rcaehed
bottom, however, Jemima had still half
the distance to negotiate, and when she
had negotiated it, it was to find Susan
on the beach in possession once again
of her camera. Her face was bitter-

_ ness itsel® as she looked at it.

For certainly that camera would
never take another snapshot in its
present plight, The front of it was
completely smashed in.

“Oh, Susan, I'm sorry!” Jemima
cried. “Really and truly I'm sorry!
Let me pay——" :

Susan, wi
away. .

Tears of mortification stood in her
eyes. The trip, of course, was doomed
from that moment—how could she pos-
sibly take -another snap with this
camera? In any case, it was rather
‘late now, and when at last she reached
the beach where her wondering chums,
Basil 8haw, and manager Mackenzie
were waiting to see her off, it was a
quarter past eight. They all stared as
she came up, and Babs ran to meet her.

“8usan, where on earth have you
been 7 o
Without a word Susan held out the
* camera, Babs jumped.
“0Oh, my hat| Hoiv did it happen?”
“Jemimal” Susan choked.
“Jemimd?” Basil Shaw frowned.
© *You mean she did this?” '
© “1 mean,” Susan burst out bitterly,
“sho stole 1t from my chalet ' I chased .
her along the clif and—and in trying
" to grab the” camera from her it slipped
over the edge! Look at it1” '
‘Shaw’s face became grim; Mackenzie
‘frowned. '
. “What & despicable thing to do!” he "
- oried. “What was her object?”
“Ithink,” Shaw said angrily, “that's
plain enopgh, Mr. Mackenzie. Three
times IMissgl‘_en:lpesi: has planned a treat
. for herself; threetimes Miss Carstairs
*E::dﬁl:: something fo upset or prevent
. that treat.,

th an uhgry shrug, turned

"The camera’s hgpeless,” he
o “T6  will cost pounds to
i o, days to. do it 1 thould

s" fAziy

F And Js0 "—yith" & hint
“are _my 'photogr {

< Wh 'f_"gkm-mttei.wi&‘,_ at girkf” .
R }%Wu qﬁ?’*iﬁnmhieg all - the

-

Lo

; ,Mg;,cﬁanzlé .said,

“Qusan, T'm sorry,” Babs sa.n:l }‘bh,‘

my- hat, 'I can hardly believe it -even
now | Susan, you are sure of' your
facts, "aren't you?” 5

“As sure,” Susan retorted, “as I'm
standing here, You don’t think I’d in-

vent them, do you? Anyway, here
comes Jemima herself,” she added
bitterly. “Let me get away! If I

don’t, I know I shall do something to

that girl I might be sorry for.”

Babs realised the wisdom of that sug-
gestion. Bhe made no ‘attempt to
detain Susan ‘who, quivering bécause of
the temper she felt upon her, turned
away. But.the chums waited, and
grinily and abgrily with them waited
Basil Shaw and Mr. Mackenzie.

Jemima 'paused as she came within
talking distance. k '

“Hallo I” she said. “Nice morning,
what? Where’s SBusan?”

‘They all glared at her,

By Hilda Richards **

but.as one of the injured parties T feel
bound to speak my mind. I might
add,” he added angrily, “that I-have
not complétely "forgiven you for the
ignition key. incident, and if Miss
Tempest cares to complain I shall
request you fo leave this camp!”

Jemima gave a forlorn polish to her
monocle, )

“Well, well 1” she said, “Dear old
unpopular me! Still, perhaps, fair sir,
we can take the photographs on
another day.”

“Perhaps we can,” Shaw broke in
tartly, “if you can guarantee the
weather, Miss Carstairs! And thank
you,” he added bitterly, “for wasting
my time—and also my petrol *—as
gazed towards the plane, the engine of
which had been running throughout the
whole discussion. “Well, I'll leave vou
your friends, Mr.

to make peace with

Mackenzie—"

<

‘ WIABS, look at this]! *’ Babs breathed. She indicated the photograph

of her cousin.

‘‘ What's it mean ? "' muttered Mabs.

‘“ What on

earth is it doing among Jimmy's things ? '’

“Sorry about the camera,” Jemima
murmured.

“And a fat.lot of good,” Clara broke
out scornfully, “that will- do towards
mending it! Jimmy, I think you're a
cat!” she added huflily,

“You've spoiled her trip!” Basil
Shaw accused. %

“And my photographs!” Mr. Mac-
kenzie put in.

“Tough! Never expected the old
camera would bust up like that, you
know,” Jemima confessed. -

“And that’s all,” Mr., Mackenzie
asked, “you’re going to say about it?

You're not giving #ny explanation for

your apgtions against Miss Tempest?”
“Alas, fair. sir, rick my feeble old
rain as I can, I cen find dothing else
to say,” J_e?irma'mrmured;.'.: coes
¢ Then,” Mr.  Mackenzie'said: scorn.

g

The two men walked away.

“And that, Jimmy,” .Babs asked, “is
all you mean to say?”

“Ali, beloved!” Jemima sighed.
“Sorry and all that—— Hallo, where
are you going?” .

But Babs did not reply to that.
Beorn was in her face as she nodded to |
the chums. And they, understanding,
furious with Jemima, sorry te the
depths of . their heart for Eocr Susan's
.spoiled treat, accompanijed her. Jemima
blinked at their retreating backs and
then, seating herself upon an upturned
rock, gazed out to sea and sorrowfully
shopAlcﬁgeal head.-h. i idhtli ST
e A that, " .she told.the murmuring
waves, “js the thanks ong selal'gn this

wicked old world for doing the good
deed |- Ah =
il ¢

.mel 1 wonder if. ever, a
Buybady. apmﬁtlmh

fully, 7+ I avere, !b!ib friends I shoul ANFSOEIONS .
segiously. think of, s wour ton go  Jimmy, Carstaies?? . . "y e
home, It is not my. busitiess to inter: ... » i Joieid eoos by r...,,}“" -
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SN'T your Patricia a lcky young

person ?
Here she is, still on holiday, if you
Pplease !
Actually, we, the family—that is,

mother, father, kmall brother Heathering-
ton (who is called Heath for short), and
your Patricia—only intended staying at the
farm In Dorset for two weeks. ’

But we have enjoyed ourselves so much
—and mother says it is doing us all so
much good—that we have stayed on.
{Ineidentally, it has also been an in-
expensive holiday, which is certainly quite
important !)

But those are the last days of our
holiday now, and very soon we shall be
home again,

Mother’'s very concerncd about her
precious carpots—territied for fear they
should have got the ‘' moth in.”

Buat I think they will be ail right. Just
befote we came away, the * vacuum-
cleaner man ” called and gave us his
advice,

® A Carpet Treat

He told ues to wipe the carpets all
over, very lightly, with eau-de-Cologne.

It sounds very extravagant, I know—
giving mere carpets auch luxury !

Actually it wasn’t, though, for we
bought -the cheap eau-de-Cologne that I
often tell you about—the ** toilet variety,”
a8 it is called, and got a hige bottle for
sixpence. .

This ** did " all the earpets, and made
them smell so fresh and sweet. So now
we shall have t& inspect them when we
get back, to see if the scent really does
keep the moths away as the vacuum
man said it would !

@ A Favourite Flavour

I wonder what is your favourite ice.
cream ?

A little while ago I used to say choe-
ices were my pets. But now I think I've
changed my mind—since discovering the
small eafé on the beach near the farm
where we're ataying.

Here the sweet old lady who keeps the
place makes her own ices, with real dairy
cream, end flavours them with pure
fruit juices. -

You should just taste her raspberry
ices; made with the fruit from her garden'!
They are just delicious ! ’

. And, as ﬂ small brother says, youm
get such '“ opping great ones "—not
¥ measly little omes.”

B walk 'I;irefod. in the dewy .
grags
_doesn’t s T

- ' But o physieal training expert says that
to do s 1. sealy 7esy G000 6 nalthn

romantic and glamorous,
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HOURS

She tells

you.
cheery,

to their hearts

Week by week your friend PATRICIA writes to
you all her own news, about things
to falk about and things to make—all in that

chummy way so fypical of her. No
wonder all schoolgirls have taken PATRICIA

pages for anything.

and wouldn't miss her weekly

8o you must try it on warm, dewy
mornings,

You'll remember, though, te give your
feet & good drying afterwards. For we're
not all young gipsies, accustomed to this
sort of thing, are we?

@ Fashions in Feet

Talking about feet, reminds me ithate
schoolgirle’ feet are said to be quite a bit
larger thess days. .

When my mother was small, it was
considered almost unladylike to take
more than a size three in shoes—poor
dears !

Now, of course, we think nothing of
pixes and sevens being quite popular
sizes among young girls.

T think sporta have had a great deal {o
do with this, don’t you ?

But, strangely enough, I have noticed
that girls who take a size six while at
school, quite often take only a five or five-
and-a-half when they get into high-heeled

shoes later on. And this isn't because
they squash up their feet, either. It just
happens that way. Perhaps you've

noticed it, too, with an elder sister who
has left school. Have yout

There are quite a number of shops in
London now that sell Film Star shoeg,

They announce that these shoes have
all been worn by the stars in Hollywood—
and certainly the styles are very snappy !
I've not bought a pair myself, but I have
noticed that there are hundreds of pairs
which are pretty huge,

So even film stars have big feet, ap-
porently !

@ Holiday Bracelets

‘Would you like to make yourself—or &
nice chum—one of these little bracelets 7 °

They’d be so smart on holiday !

You'd need a niee, clean cork, a sharp
penknife, some from a broken
necklace, and some hat -elastic—that
elastic which is
almost as fine as
ordinary cotton,

Cut the cork into

neat slices, and§}
spear holes through
each piece. Then
th elastio

threugh, slipping a
bead between each
piece,

Or, instead, you can use just a few '
pieces of cork threaded close together, and
beads on the rest of the elastic.

The eork slices can be decorated most

-simplygwith the aid of your paintbox.

@ A Tasty Sandwich

If there is one thing most of us ean
grow in our little corner of the garden, I
suppose it is nasturtiuins,

But have you ever tried eating the
leaves in a sandwich ?

They're inclined to be a hit ** hot ”’ on
their own, between bread-and-butter, but
in*a cheese sandwich they're delicious.
Just you nibble at one some time.

@ Darker Trimmings

Isn’t it smazing the number ol ways
there are of adding just some ** little
touch ” to a dress
to give it that
* new-again " look.

Next time you
decide that one of

jour Bummery
frocks could do
with a spot of

pepping up, try
darker coloured
trimmings  instead
of white.

You can ses by
the picture here
bow sweet they’il
look.

New cuffs—made
of straight pieces
of material—a bow
at the neck, and a
new belt (but
fashionably wider
than the old one,
perhaps) will completely transform even
a plain drees. ;

@® Try to Pronounce It!

What strange words there are for very
simple things. - )

The strangest one I have met just
lately is absolutely breath-robbing.
look at it : i .

PNEUMONOULTRAMICSCROPIC-
SILICOVOLCONIOSBIS

Forty letters go to make up that
tongue-twisting word, and now just guess
what it means: ** A feeling of r.iiscomfort.
caused by breathing dust through the
nose !’

Yes, honestly, that's all it means.

So next time you feel you're geing to

sneeze, you'll know what you're sufferin,

B from—PNEUMONOUL, .., . - -

Sorry, but T really ean’t type ell that
out again, Perhaps it would be casier
“ my nose tickles,” after all I

to say,
Still, it's fun to know,

Bye-bye now, my pets, until next week | _

Yoyr friend, :
; PATRICI&_, :

uet
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“ garden party " always has such

& posh sound, hasn't it 7 Remind-

ing us of floppy bhats, trailing
dresses and parasols.

But that's no reason why you shouldn’t
have one, is it 7

If you're going to have a party. round
about now, and you're thinking of holding
it in your garden—well, that’s most
certainly a garden party !

The secret of the success of an outdoor
party (quite apart from the weather,
which, I'm afraid, we just can’t do any-
thing about!) is the planning, Onece
that is done, your party should go with
a swing.

A JOLLY CROWD

You can generally ask more people to
& party out of doors than you can to an
indeor one, so il you're a popular young

* person, and the rest of the family, too,
you can pay back lots of invitations that
you mAay owe.

I think it's a good idea not to send
out the invitations too far in advance
for a garden party. Wait]till the wdather
looks settled, then phone or drop cards
{0 your friends, telling them that you'd
love them to come along for fun and
games in the garden next Saturday after-
noon. -

Three o'clack is a good time for & garden
party to begin, and then it can pack up
round about seven or eight, when the
evening begins to get chilly.

LOTS OF SANDWICHES
The buffet tea is one of the first big
things you’'ll have to think about.

";_—--‘1‘0' ;e'nd that card to your school
" olumy whe begged you not to forget her
-this year ?

' e—To takeé those snape t0 be davél_opeii

that. you . prod d to show to that nice
_ Mﬂgm on the beach 1 -

|
T ]

Loads and loads of sandwiches are
always. in demand. Make as many
varieties ag you can think of, potted
meats and fish pastes, cucumber,
tomato, egg and cress, salmon(tinned),
jam and cream (also tinned), nuts and
raising (or sultanas).

Cakes, biscuits, buns and sweets
should also be on the table, and
cigarettes for the grown-ups.

Then there should be the ‘* Special
Treat.”

Isuggest a monster fresh fruit salad
for this. It can_be made the day
before—and preferably with fresh
fruit from your own garden. Agples
and oranges will probably form the basis
of it, with all the luxury fruits added. The
juice can be made from the juice in & tin of
pine-apple (which is too expensive, perhaps,
to buy fresh) or with warm water that
has had sugar added.

REFRESHING DRINKS

Tea for the grown-ups, and lemonade,
or grape-fruit squash—or even passion-
fruit crush, which sounds rather exciting,
for the young folks. Ices would certainly
be an expense, but such a luxury! And
the stop-me man would eall at your house,
you know,

FUN AND GAMES

Games that don’t require lots of ex-
planation are always the most successful
at an outdoor party, where people tend
to scatter instead of gathering round to
listen te directions,

“Rounders” is grand for a mixed
game—bat remember not te insist on
too many rules, as you might at schog],
won't you?

All the young people will adore races
of every description.

An obstacle race could easily be fixed
up. You would want one or two hoops
slung from the clothes-line, several apples
in a pail of water, a garden seat, and any
other suifable * obstacles.”

The runners would have to clamber
ibrough the hoops, pick up an apple
fromr the pail of water—using only their
tecth—get over the garden seat any
way they liked, and so to the winning post.

- 13

THE PerreCT |
SUMMER PARTY

A party out of doors is a grand
idea before you go back to school.

The laughs would certainly be wup-
roarious. If “men were playing, you
might finish up this race with their
having to thread a needle with cotton—
and thien listen to your own sex chuckling !

Sack races, egg and speen, and three-
legged races—just as you have at school
on sports day—would also be a succees,
I know, particularly if all the players were
mixed.

Another idea would be to arrange small
articles from the sixpenny stores on a
garden table, and invite the players to
throw hoope over these from a distance.
(You can cut suitably sized hoops from
cardboard boxes.)

What the players ring they should have,
of course.

SMALL PRIZES

Prizes—quite tiny ones—should also
be given for the other events, and one of
the afternoon items on the programme
could be n grand “ Prize Giving" with
cheers and claps, and ell the rest of it.

Games like * Statues,” * Oranges and
Lemons,” * Please, We've Come 'to Learn
a Trade,” and other old favourites, should
fill in the gaps when there is a pause in
the fun,

And T'm sure that when the time comes
to say good-bye and thank you, all the
guests will decide it's been the grandest
party of the year!

Dip YoU REMEMBER

4

To make some notes about your
holiday, so that you'll remember what

you did each day when you go back to

sehool and perhaps have to write a

** composition ” on the subject ¥’

To send a little pot of cream to Aunt
Lily who likes it so much t (If you're

- Westwards, that is.) It's expensive, I
know—but such a treat for those who're
at- home,

To rinse out your bathing suit in

clear water after your daily dips? It's so

good forit!

To, empty the gand out of your shoes

the garden, not on the bedroom

floor ?

—in -

76 buy small cousin his_(or her)
Some

favourite rock™ young -~ people

"

~you're” having a - marvellogs:
e g T e

positively “insist on the “ pineapple
flavour “—that’s the yellow coloured roek
—these days, you knaw,

To keep your sun-tan il standing on
& piece of paper or hankie on your dreesing
table T 1t can so easily -stain’a dichess
set, if you don’t. ’

To retwrn that book you borrowed

from the library at your eeaside town 2.

(I forgot this ence and it cost me ‘three-
and-sixpence—ouch 1) : s

To get, the addresses of those young
people you met on the pier, so that you

-can ‘write to them’ when you gef home.
egint - - ‘ ey
——To. tell mother now_and .again that
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Expelled from the Camp!

'OT & very happy
morning was
for the chums.

True, they did
not see Jemima until long
afterwards, but in the
meantime poor Susan was
heartbroken. - Her jaunt. had been
ruined completely. A trip to Rivers-
mouth to get the camera repaired was
met .with the'statement that two days
at least would be required to do the
repairs, and even then the camern
which the sympathetic manager loaned
to her to fill up the gap would not
completely mollify her. Her heart was
bursting  with  bitterness towards
Jemima.

“I'll never, never

again as long as I I” she hotly
declared.

Enlent]ﬂ disconsolately, they all
strolled back to the cam together, to

meet Basil Shaw, who
pleted his last ﬂ1p

pathetically at Susan,
. “Still feeling bad’ about this morn-
ing?” he asked. “Never mind. Must
cheer up, ‘you know. I fancy,” he
added, “that Miss"Carstairs is feelmg
as bad as you are about things. She’s
been sitting in the cove most of the
mormng looking utterly miserable and

ad just com-
. He smiled sym-

lonely.”

“SBerve .her right!l” Susnn said
bluntly.

“Now, now"' he chided. “Don’t get

angry, Miss Tempest, plensu[ Say, Ive
got 1t1” he added. ' It does seem to
me, you know, that in all that's been
happening we've lost sight of the
treasure hunt. Now, what about a hunt
now—at once?! We can take lunch
baskets over to the island.”

“1 say, that’'s a jolly good ldoa' d
Bessie Bunter voted.

“And, if I
geshnn " Basil Bhaw said, “invite Miss
Carstairs to tome along, too. T'm sure
she’s sorry now for what she's done, and,
after all, if she’s in thé treat there's no

néed f6r her to make fresh mischief, i3

there? Shell-T ask her if she’d llke to
come “l.ule You go off to get the.picnic-
askets 7"’

They looked at each other, faces
brightening. Really, Basil Sha.u was
one of the nicest and most forgiving. of
men—and wasn't it just a\\fuﬁv sport-
ing of him to make a suggestion like
that? Perhaps, in spite of all she had
done, they did feel just a litile guilty

at having left Jemima to her own
devices all the morning.
‘“Well, that's a good idea,” Babs

said, and flushed as she looked at Susan.
£ ‘%naan what do you say?”
“1 say let's do 1t |” Susan cried.
“And Jemima 7"
Susan shrugged indifferently.
“Bother Jemima | If she comes, just
keep her awa, from me, that's all! All

right then, Shaw, we'll go—and
thanks, Bug what about overloading
the boat?”

4 Well Miss Carstairs can sit next to
me,” he said. “If three of you can

squeeze into one seat it can be managed, .

1 thmk After all, the trip won't take

wa:l:c-baal;etn.” 5 B ; il

urrie awny, an i aw.
“towards t e chiff pa?th W

e mé&églto

.reul:ed the; beach,-

All. nonﬁng’Jema .bhad sat. ;shere,

9}-‘1’-

“Jemima versus the Treasure-Hunters!

that,

slpeak to that girl-

may make urmthcr SUE-" " fdden ex

-.,whaﬂ"
You must hme tumpeged thh SOME-

||Jf

looking thoughtfully out to sca, Now
she jerked up as she heard her name.
“Oh, .what cheer?” she mmmurcd
vaguel
“Mlss Carstairs, we've arranged a
treasure-hunting  trip,” Shaw  said.
“ Miss Redfern and Eer friends would
very much' like you to join them.
They're getting picnic-baskets now.
Jemima looked a little surprised.
“Nice iden,” she said. “Dear old
Babs & Co. always so noblv forgiving.

Pleased to come, of course, Y she added.
“When do we start?"”
“Now,” Shaw smiled. - “And you,

Miss Garstalrs, are sxttmg with me,
Perhaps you'd like to get in and help
me start up the boat?” he added

cordially.

Rather 36&1’1)7, just for a moment
puzz]edlv, emima surveyed him. Then
she nod

“Let’s totter,” she suggested briefly.

“"He held the’ speedboat while ‘she
clambered into it, sinking into the sof-
cushioned seat bemda the pilot’s seat.
Shaw, turning the ignition key, started
up the engine.

“Sweet, eh?” he laughed. “Nice
little tub. Right-ho, now; we're ready !
But just a seel” he said suddeniy.
“I'ye forgotten the spades. Can't very
well dig for treasure without spades.
can we, Miss Carstmrs? I'll pop along
to get them.”

“* Whoa 12 Jemlma. said,
‘the engine on.’

“That’s ~all nght

£ You ve left

It’'s not in gear.

:Won't be a minute.”

He clambered out of the chuggmg
boat. Jemima frowned a little, but sat
back, Idly she watched 'the guiyering
needles on’ the dashboard as-the éngine
throbbed before her. . Clertainly it was a
nice little craft. Still, pretty awful
waste of petrol to leave it chuggmg like
this. Funny—-

An(i then suddenly Jemima let out a

i"or wlthout warning there was a
losion in the engine in front
of her. e boat seemed to kick back,
and. Jemln.m was flung off her seat. At
t[le same moment there came a splutter-
ing sound, followed by a hissing roar.
“Then, to Jetnima’s horror, a great flame
shot up in front of her.

And from Babs & Co., just descending
the cliff, there came a shout:

“Oh, my hat! Lock, the speedboat’s
on fire ) Jimmy—"

- But Jemima was in action then. Out

. of that boat like a flash she jumped,

almost throwing herself into the sea,
What had happened ?

She did not know, though she had
done nothing. Her one object now was
to save the boat. In the stern was
clipped a patent fire-extinguisher. In
two shakes resourceful Jemima had
reached it.

As the flames mounted higher she .

pressed the handle and directed a
stream of extinguishing chemical upon
it. The flames flared, died low, and
vanished.

Jemima wiped her brow.

“Warm work !” she murmured, and
turned ..as Babs & Co. rushed up.
*Needn’t call out the fire brigade,™ she
sazd cheerily. ‘ Alone I have. done it.
Oh, ha ! she added, as a furious shout
came from the chiff path, and racing

long. - Shal] I tell Mms Calstans, down that cliff path came Basil Shaw,
th(‘!‘ n 74 : &ceompamed by Mr. Mackenzie.:

. “Qh, ple m!” ba crie “Come " Miss Carstairs,” Shaw raved, * what
.-on,:; ldisti, off to thy Blue np and get _hawe you been domg‘i”

“ Just, .Futtmg the merry o[d fire out—
emima beamed

th.mg.

:"513. I nevep.toaghei any.(:h BB

. feeling
chums, shared: th;t samn ﬂfp
- tiom,

% thmg, she_could ot help b
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“Look in the boat Shm\," Mr Mac-
kenzie said, -

They all stood round silent now, all
looking uncertainly and yet suspiciously
at Jemima. Shaw, examining the dash-
board, looked up. His face was grave
in the extreme.

“I'm sorry to have to conttadlct you,
Miss Carstalrs " he said, “but you have
been messing about with these controls.
Iha.sked you expressly not to touch any-
thin,

“I didn’t,” Jemima said. “I—I—

She was silenced by the an ﬁ;ry look
which Mr. Mackenzie flung at

“Shaw, you are sure the fire could not

have happened unless someone had
meddled with the controls? "’

“ Most decidedly not, sir.’

“Then,” Mr. Ma.cke,nzle smd, and

fAlamed round bitterly, “Miss Redfern,
I must declare this boat out of bounds
to you and your friends. I realise it is
not necessarily your fault, but ever since
vou started using it there has been
nothing but trouble.”

“Oh! But I say—" cried Busan.

"““That is enough! 'The "boat is
valuable camp property. I must con-
sider the other holiday-makers.”

A murmur of dismay went through
tge chums. They all glared at Jemuna
then.

* And as for you, Miss Curstalrs.” the

manager said bitterly—“well, I have

come to the end of my patience. I
warned you, if anything else happened,

- that I should ask you to leave the camp.

Since you have chosen to ignore that
warning I must now order yoii to go.

I shall be obliged,” he added stiffly,
" if you will take the first train out
after lunch! Shaw, get this boat in
order again, and please bear my- in-
structions in mind. The girls are not
to use the boat again.’

The  chums fell back, humiliated,
angry. Babs looked at Jemima.

“0Oh, Jimmy!” she cried. * Jimmy,
you idiot. why did you do it?”

But all Jemima did was to look at her,
oddly. Then she said, hanging her
head:

“8hrewd, eh? Dashed shrewd! This,
Barbara beloved. is what comes of
undpr-estimating 1"

News of An Amazing Plot!

HE'S gone?”
asked Clara
Trevlyn.

“¥Yes"” Babs
replied wearily.

“What did she say?”

“0h, what she a.lvm_y
says—just nothing I Babs reg)hed and
dropped into a deckchair. “Give me
a cup of tea, please!”

The time was about half-past fhrea
in the afternoon, and the chums were
havmg tea on the veranda of one of
their ‘chalets—all except Busan, who
had been called away ten minutes ago
by Basil Shaw. Only Babs of them
all had been to see the expelled
Jemima off at Riversmouth Station
that afternoon. )

They were all keenly conscious of the
humiliation which had been inflicted
upon  them by Jemima’'s expulsion.

>
o

The atmosphére in the camp towards

them seemed somehow to have changed

since that. They, all felt they: were
regarded g the rest, of the  guests as
being tarred with Jemima’s brusl

The return of Babs did not lesseg the

gl%om twhi)qh sat, 1. ﬁog. tlﬁem. !2 v ot'
or to be sure. Babs herse

cheerful. . o wii”"ﬂe .

but, B SWAS" &
puzzled.; Even nomsm, ﬂ?i%;
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gomething was desperately wrong some-
where. It was incredible that Jemima
would have done all that she had been
accused of doing without some good
reason. ;

And yet Jemima had gone off
serenely enough. Jemima, in fact, had
seemed almost content.

“¥You mean,” Mabs asked, “she
never cven gave you a hint of what
had been on her mind?”

“Not a hint,” Babs replied. “I'm
just floored.  Hallo, here’s Susan!”
she added. “Thank goodness she
looks bright and chirpy about some-
thing.”

For at that moment a gay
“Coo-ee!” rang out, and Susan, her

red hair trailing in the wind, came
dashing towards them,

“Hi, hi, steady on!” Clara cried as
Susani almost cannoned into her chair.
“What's the matter? Been bitten by
n giddy octopus?’

“Look at that!” Susan cried, and
siretched out her palm in which was a
winking stone. “Treasure !” she
gleed. “Mr. Shaw found it on his last
flip to the island.” /

They all blinked.

“1 say, it's an opal, ien't it?” Max-
jorie breathed.

“An opal—yes,

pear one of the old Roman mines.
And guess,” Susan eried, her eyes
shining, “I'm going up with him now
—this instant |* s

“Whoopee! I'll come with you!”
Clara cried.

“8Borry, can’'t be done!” Susan
gurgled. “It’s the old peirol trouble

again. You see, Mr. Shaw only takes
in enough for his flips, and he's on the
short line again. But you can all
come and see me off,” she added
generously, “and if we make a really
exciting find we're coming back at
once, and he says he’ll take us over in
a crowd.”

“ What—when ihe speedhoat’s out of

hounds to us?” Janet Jordan said.

*“No, not in the speedboat—on an-
other old tub,” Susan dimpled. “That
man’s got a way of getting round
everything, and he's so frightfully
sorry about all our disappeintments,
He says he can rig an outboard
moter on some old tub he can get from
one of the fishermen along the beach,
and he’ll take us over in that. But
come on now,” che added, with impa-
tience.

They all grinned. Impossible, when
Susan was so buoyantly enthusiastie,
not to catch something of her happy
Bpirit.

Anyway, the thrill of the treasure
hunt was back with them all again
now. Jemima, for the time being, was
forgotten in the new excitement. Even
Bessie Bunter eagerly came with them
as Susan led the way to the bheach

where Basil. Shaw awaited. He wel-
comed them with a smile. i
“All correct,” he said. “I've in-

spected the plane for stowaways, and
tgere is none. In you get, Miss
Tempest. Off we go paupers, to
return millionaires!” he added, with

‘-a laugh, “Now stand away, girls [

i 'Tho plane throbbed into life. Susan
waved cheerily as he climbed inside.

" 4 Whoops, off we go!” she cried.
“Good hunting 17 shouted Babs.
And off they were, the plane  taxi-
along the sand, to rise as grace-

" fully as & bird ‘and head 'out over the

sure secms that we're on
 this: time,” Leila said good-
- “What do-we do riow1”

buwmbtredly:
< Qo lm:i to tea;’” Bessie Buntér said
“promiptly. - ;

i

Mr. Shaw found it

That scemed as good @ suggestion
as any. They went back to tea, though
everybody’s mind now was full of the
treasure hunt again, and every eye
was trying to visualise Susan and her
companion as they groped among the
sand on Channel Island. With what
news—or what treasure—would they
return?

“Nothing exciting’s happened yet, it
geems,” Babs said at half-past four.
“They’ve been gonme nearly an hour.
Hallo1” she said, with a sudden start.
“Who's this? It—no it isn't—it is!
Uncle Arnold !’ she shrieked. “Girls,
it's Susan’s father 17

They all stared as along the line of
chalets a man in a neat grey suit came
Hurrying.

At once Babs flew from her seat.

They all recognised the distinguished-
looking stranger now, and all wondered
But

at his unexpected appeaxance.

“QGIVE ittome!l” ted Susan,

By Hilda Richards 5

plotted to kidnap my little gir]l and
then blackmail me into giving them
what they want. One of the gan
turned traitor and came and squealeg
the whole plot to me this afternoon.”

In herror they stared at him.

“ Apparently the idea is to get at
Susan at this camp, Somebody is
going to take her for an aeroplane ride
alone and make off with her.”

“ But—but—"" stuttered Babs. “No,
it can't be Basil Shaw 1”

“What name ?” he asked sharply.

“Basil Shaw. That—that's the
pilot Susan's gene to Channel Island
with now,” Babs said. “And—and it’s
Lhe f,irst. time he's been up alone with

er.’

Mr. Tempest’s face scemed to turn

grey. .

“And that,” he gritted, “is the name
the scoundrel is masquerading under—
the traitor told me. Susen’s gone with

-
- -~

Again she snatched at her camera,

and again Jemima jerked it away. And in the struggle neither
noticed how close to the edge of the cliff they were.

strangely encugh he did not look happy
—he looked, in fact, almost hunted.
They watched as he and Babs met and
Bli:bs kissed him. They heard him
ask:

“Where's Susan?”

Babs replied as they came along.
He looked startled.

“Tn a moneplane, did you say?”

“Why, yes,” Babs said, wondering.
“But what—"

“Wait a minute, I'll tell you!” He
looked frightfully agitated all at once.
“(Good-afternoon, girls! DPlease excuse
me if 1 seem not to be myself. But
this—this—ahem! I'd better explain.”
Ho looked grave. “Did you know,
Barbara, there is a plot afoot to kid-
nap Susan?”

“Kidnap Susan?” Babs eried.

“Exactly. I won't go into details,
but here's the gist of it. You knew
that ‘I am & man of considerable
property.  Some of that’ property &
scoundrelly ' syndicate has been irying
te buy.out y
price.

“Times ont of mamber I have re:
fused, and to force my hand they have

jioe

rom me at & ridiculons &

the man who wants to kidnap her!
Barbara,” he added feverishly, “we've
got to get to that island—and get there
quickly 1 Where can we get a oat ?"

Like lightning Babs’ brain was
#acing. At last she began dimly to
understand the mysteriousness of
Jemima.

“We can get a boat—now,” she
eriad,  “Tt's a boat that’'s out of
bounds to us. It's the camp speed-
boat—in the bay.”

“Then,” he said curtly, “lead on!
« And thank goodnoss,” he muttered
beneath his breath, “I can drive a
motor-boat ! Hurry, hurry, everybedy 1"

Thanks to the Culcasll

- ern, cried. &
Mz, Tempest did

not raE . - Eyen biirning,

hisz “whole : tion -was

&% . poncentrated -;u&dﬁ' “the
controls in front of him ‘ss the speed-
boat skimmed through the ‘waves. .

s ((FNHERE'S - the
v island I*: Barbara -
I Redfern cri



" lons.
“our
loaded up with sand! Cute wheeze of

16 " Jamima versus the Treasure-Hunters!”

Every brain was asking the same
question. _ Dreadful, the peril Susan
was in! Would they be in time to save
her? Not yet had the plane left the
island,  otherwise they would bave
seen it !

Nearer, larger, the island loomed
before them. *

“Then all at onee & cry went up from

Leila.
“Look! The plane(”
¢« Unele, faster | shricked Babs.

But it was hopeless. Less than a
tantalising half-mile the island steod
before them when suddenly there came
that throbbing, roaring sound. Above
the tops of the trees they saw the plane
circling

Arnold Tempest ground his teeth.

Like a mad thing the boat raced on.
Now they were shooting to the edge of
the beach. Ag the craft grounded on
the shingle, Clara gave 2 horrified
shriek,

“QOh, my goodness! Look—look 1”

She was pointing with a trembling
finger to the monoplane,
visible. It was now well out over the
sea, heading towards the Continent, but
as they watched they saw a limp figure
go overboard,

“Qnsan |” Me. Tempest cried. “The
villain | Quick, turn the boat! We may
pick her up yet!” .

“Pon't think.” a cool, startling voice
spoke, “that I'd worry if I were you,
Mr, Tempest.”

And they all turned, and they all
gasped, and sll blinked to see the cool,
smiling, immaculate figure of Jemima
Carstairs emorge_ from the other side
of a huge rock which had fallen on
the beach. “Dear old Susan is safe and
sound—what ?”

“J-Jimmy |* Babs stuttered.

“What cheer I Jemima smiled.

“You—you here? How did you get
here 7 .

“Fasy !’ Jemima shrugged. “ Just
pulled the jolly old communication-cord
on the train as soon as if had got
out of the station, you Lknow, then
doubled back to the harbour at Rivers-
mouth and hired a boat.”

“But Susan!” Mr. Tempest cried.
 Jomima, you said about Susan—"

“Sound. ~ All merrily alive and
kieking-ho! A ticklet, please,” she
added; and while they wondered if
they were dreaming some staggering
dream Jemima disappeared round the
rock and then reappeared again hold-
ing the arm of a girl who had &
bandage tied round her head. At the
sight of her a boarse cry came from

¢, Tempest.

“Busan |”

«Daddy I’ Busan cried,

“Well, mum-my giddy bonnet!”
stuttere(i Clara as father and daughter
embraced, “I suppose am stid
awake?! Jimmy, you washout, how did
all this happen't And what,” Clara de-
manded, staring towards the disappear-
ing speck in the sky which was the
monoplane, “was that that dropped
from Shaw’s plane?”

Jemima chuckled.

“Dear old bafled Basill” she said
sadly. “He must have
dummy, you know | Pretty bad lad, old
Bagil—what ?”

“A scoundrel ¥ Mr. Tempest said
angrily. “What wouldn’t I give to see
that fellow under lock and key?”

“That pleasure,” Jemims  purred,
“will probably be thine, fair sir, ere

I. fanoy,” _ghe-added musingly,
deat old Basil will not get far
mine—what-—emptying his etrol-tins
snd_replacing: it with sand T‘P :

“You did 1

[l
“Alone 1 did #” Jemima. nodded.

v

still elearly-

found my

“Then you knew Basil Shaw's game
all along?” Babs questioned.

“Not so, old Spartan—not 8o |5
Jemima shook her head. “For a time,
you know, I was quite in the dark—only
had the suspicions to go on. But I can

see,” she added with a smile, “ that you 'pg

want the story now, and the story, such
as it is, you shall have.

«Sit  down, fair comrades, Now
that the time is ripe, and the hour
is at hand, and ell that sort of rof,
I can unseal my. sealed lips. It all hap-
pened,” Jemima went on- more
seriously, “when I had my first flip
with dear old Basil.”

She went on then to exzplain how,
beiu%l intensely interested in aeroplancs,
ghe had privately examined the plane
when they had landed on Chanr?l
Island, and the others had started 1o
have a brief look round. 'In a pocket
in the pilot’s cockpit she had discovered
Susan’s photograph with, on the mount
of it, the strange instructions.

“Fnough,” Jemima said, “to make
one think and wonder, what—especially
as Basil Shaw, at that time, had only
just met Susan. Obvious it was that
somebody had given that photograph
to Basil Shaw to help him identify our
dear old red-head. %erhaps,” Jemima
said sadly, “I have a criminal mind,
for immediately my reaction was
“What-ho, Jimmy, lad! Foul play in
the offing! Watch out !’ '

“Next,” Jemima said,
news that
petrol in his plane to take up two pas-
sengers. 'That was a fib. Shaw had
plenty, because when I was looking
round the plane I also examined the
instruments. Then the news that he
and Susan were fomg up alone, and,
full of suspicion, I decided to be on the
trip.”

« And—and then?” Clara guestioned.

“Then,” Jemima shrugged, *does
not the story unfold itself? Still, just
that there shall be no further misunder-
standing, I will explain.”

And explain she id, telling how, in
her suspigions of Shaw’s intentions, she
had tried to scotch the speedboat trip
bg taking the ignition keys, but in case
of accidents had secretly visited the
island herself, and when BSusan had
gone off alone with Shaw, followed
them.

She explained also how she had scen
Shaw deliberately plant the two
golden Spanish doubloons, his inten-
tion, of course, to excite Susan’s curi-
osity in the hope that she would visit
the island with him on future occasions.

“Later, I inspected the coins. They
proved to be what 1 suspected—fakes,”
she explained blandly. *Beeing that I
wasn't in very good graces at the time,
Y didn’t mention the fact. Careless of
me, though, to leave that photograph
for you to find, Babs, and careless of
me nhot to guess that Mr. Shaw might
be getting uneasy about my uncanny
poppings-up just when he was on the
point of carrying out his scheme.

«I don’t think,” Jemima added
softly, “there’s any need for me to go
into the camera business, is there,
though I repeat I was dashed sorry
that the old instrument got socked—
that was no part of the Carstairs plan.
All I wanted to do then was to delay
Susan so that there would be no time
to make the trip.

“Well, you K])sncmr what happencd
next. Dear old Mr. Shaw, resolving
to get rid of me at any price,
planned the speedboat bust-up—the in-
tention, of course, to get little I out of

“came the

Shaw hadn’t got enough.
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the way. Well, just te give him con-
fidence I went, gucssin;irl that once he
thought I was gone he would act.
Then—but perhaps,” she added, “the
end part of the story belongs to Busan.
Susag, old-timer, tell them what hap-
ned.”

Susan's face twisted in a wry smile.

“ There's not much to tell,” she said.
«First, Jimmy says that opal Shaw
%etended to find is a cheap imitation.

ell, we got to the island, as you
know. We went to the mine. Then
suddenly Shaw turned upon me and hit
me over the head with a_stick, and
after tying my hands and feet and
throwing a sack over me, bundled me
back into the plane, Then—then
Jemima came along. She freed me,
bandaged me wp, and rigged up the
Pdummy which she put ie my place.”

“Great guns!”  breathed M.
Tempest admiringly.

“ Meanwhile,” emima  continued,
#Joar old bad-lad Basil was filling up
the plane with tins of petrol for a long
flight. 1 didn't mention, did I, that
the afternoon you accused me of trying
to hunt for the treasure on_my lone:
some, I found his petrol tin dump, and
took the liberty of replacing the petrol
with sand? ou see,” Jemima added,
“the baed lad had to load up for a
long-distance flight, and his carefully
prepared and cutely worked-out scheme
was to refuel on the island after he
had_nobbled Susan. Pwas in putling
sand in place of petrol that I became
o trifle  stained,” Jemima added,
“giving Susan the impression that Id
been hunting for the treasure.”

“And I” Susan said, “was fool
enough—" .
“#Mosh 1" Jemima said. “Bimply

tosh! Easy to think the wrong thing.
Well, well, there we are. So ends the
story. Oh, there’. the treasure,” she
added geatly. “Bit of a flop, that,
because, you know, as an amateur anti-
quary, 1 happen to have read that it
was found several years ago.  Shall
we,” Jemima added, “geb back to
camp now? I'm rather keen to let the
police know about Mr., Basil Shaw, so
that they can pick him up when he
comes down."”

Susan's face was alight.

«Jimmy, I—I'm sorry!” she blurted.
« And to think, while I was hating vou,
vou were doing ail this—for me! Oh,
Jimmy, I'm a cat!”

¢mish! Shall we toddle?” Jemima
asked amiably.

“ Ard—and we're all friends again?”
Babs asked. .

“Firmer, thicker, and more friend-
lier than ever,” Jemima assured her.
“Qusan, what do you say?”

“T say,” Susan said, and her eyes
chone with the affection and admira-
tion she felt, “that vou're about the
most wonderful girl I've ever met,
Jimmy !”

That was an opinion shared now by
Mr. Tempest and all the chums. It
was an opinion intensified & few hours
Jater when they received news from
the police that Basil Shaw had made a
forced landing off the coast of France,
obviously because the would-be kid-
napper had discovered his reserve.
supply of fuel had turned out_ to be
Channe! Island sand. ~When Jemims
heard the news she chuolkled. *

#(One regret, and one only, have L7
she said. “And that was not neemﬁ_
dear Basil's face when he unserewe
the first tin of petrol Dear, dear!
What 5tunnin§ treats -one does miss In
life, eh, girla?” i o e

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

FOR DETAILS OF NEXT SATURDAY’S CLIFF HOUSE. STORY
: . SEE PAGE 20, BN
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DAY MYSTER

FOR NEW READERS.

VALERIE DREW, the famous girl detective,
and her clever Alsatian dog, FLASH, are
spending & holiday at Sannylands Farm,
whichis run as an hotel by a hard-working,
likeable youn%glﬂ

DOROTHY DEAN, Dorothy seems to have
a secret enemy who is trying to drive

ta from the farm. Mysterious things
appen and suspicion falls upon one of

t.hwests

JOHNNY JEVONS, a boisterous young fellow

who is a confirmed practical joker. Valerie
likes him, nevertheless. It is Johuny who
brings her a note he says he has found.
The note, which is unsigned, refers to
some mysterions activity which is to take
place at ten that night | And at that very
hour, when the guests are %ﬂnymg blind-
man’s-bufl, the lights go out. One of the

guests, a

MRS, CROBY, who has been blaming Johnny
for the strange happeninge, has been
sclzed by the lad, who is * blind man.”
Suddenly she screams! ** My pearls!
They’ve gone!”

(Now read on.)

Baffling!

ALERIE DREW held her breath
as Mrs. Croby's startled eries

ceased. .
Momentarily there was a
hush. The darkness remained com-

plete; the intense silence was almost un-
cauny. —

Then, as a fresh babel of inquiry and
alarm broke out from all parts of the
room, Valerie strode to the nearest
window.

One glance outside was sufficient to
tell her all she neceded to know. Every
light in the building was out. There
could be only one explanation. .

“Qomeone strike a light, please!”
Valeria requested, in cool, clear tones,
as she felt in her handbag for her own
matches. “The main switch has been
turned off.” o

She heard matches rattling. Several
spurts of light—some rather shaky—
arose in different parts of the room.
In an unforgetable limpse, as she
struck a light herself, Valerie saw
Mzs.; Croby sitting petrified, with
Johnny, wearing .a fant, bewildered
‘grin, now standing beside -her, the
g&iué‘m'a-buﬂ handkerchief pulled up
forehead. .. .

m; holding -her own match aloft,
left the room, with Flash trot-
ity at:her side. - AP
witch was in & small cuj

ge. She saw it at once;

=5k »

Further gripping chapters
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could reach the spot. -Rumning her
fingers along the wall, she found the
cupboard in the darkness, felt carefully
for the switch, and pushed it up. A

the lights in the house were restored
immediately.

Valerie remained staring at the
switch itself, A length of fine, tough
string attached to it told her how the
dramatic failure of the lights had been
contrived. The string had been fixed in
readiness 5o that someone could pull it
at the Erearranged time |

Who had done it?

With narrowed, intent eyes, Valerie
followed the course the string took. It
led down from the switch under a con-
venient hook, back along the wall to
another hook, then rose again. Near
the top of the wall it vanished through
a ventilator.

The ventilator communicated with
the very room Valerie had just leftl

Mrs. Croby's eyes were gleaming
with anger; her features were set in
hard, determined lines.

“That’s beside the point! I felt
Johnny's fingers on my-neck,” she went
on. “If you can’'t make him own up
we can soon fetch someone who will.”

Every eye turned, at those significant
words, on Johnny Jevons, the high-
spirited boy who had, until a few
minutes ago, been the life and soul of
the party.

Johnny’s hands were thrust into his
trousers pockets, his good-looking face
still wore a vestige of its usual cheerful °

rin. But Valerie, notiein his

eightened colour, knew ai once that he
was not as easy in mind as he appeared
to be. :

“Go easy, Sunshine!” he urged.
“Haven’t I offered to be searched ?”

“You could easily have a con-
federate I” stormed Mrs. Croby. “It
was no accident that the lights went
out the very moment you were within
reach of my necklace.”

WHO TIED STRING TO THE MAIN ELECTRICITY SWITCH
at Sunnylands Farm ? If Valerie <ould discover that she would
know the identity of the secret plotter.

Hastening back, she heard confused
sounds of argument, which, for the
moment, she was too busy to heed.

Now she was actually lecking for it
she saw the continuation of the string
instantly, though the shadows and the
striped wall-paper had offered plenty
of excuse for no one noticing its exist-
ence before.

1t ran straight down the wall to
within two feet of the floor; then turned
sharply beneath a bracket, continued
horizontally behind the chairs, and
ended where it was firmly tied to the
central-heating radiator.

The trick was as clever as it was
baflling. ) .

Fixed in that spot, the string could
have been secretly pulled by one of a
dozen people in the room, or egually
well by anyone hanging about in thé
passage outside. .

“Well, Dorothy, I'm waiting I an

incisive voice declared behind - Irer.

“It's po joke to me—it's just plain
bheq.gn What are: you going to
abaut 1" g

“the flower beorder: just outs)

there was nothing.in her manner asher
act thet_she had just me won-
sabional - s Sl

do -

“Mups. Croby,” said Valerie evenly,
“do vou think I might be of any assist~
ance to you?!”

There was an immediate murmur of
approvel all around.
“Why, of course!” :
began

*“Valerie's & detective—"
several.
“Yes, but a girl detectivel™

responded Mrs. Croby scornfully.

Valerie smiled, in no way perturbed.
Tt might be quite beyond mie,” she
politely agre_ec& as she stepped eloser to-

the open window against which Mrs.
Croby had been sitting. *“All the same,
even though I'm here on holiday, Pm . °
quite willing to have a shot at finding .
a missing pearl necklace.” .
Her glance strayed casually out-ef -
the window as she was speaking. :
the fraction of & sepond-ay |

. Immediately
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- gpparent failure of
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expressions as she appeared before
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in this month’s special Cliff House
number of the
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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,
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! No. 694. * On Secret Service at School,” specially written for this
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where there was a patch of clear earth,
she had seen o distivict footprint.

“Look here, everyone!” she
pealed. *“It's quite possible we're all
trying to make a mountain out of a
molehill,  Mrs. Croby, I'm going to
make you a sporting offer. Will you be
quite satisfied if your missing pearls are
returned inside two minutes?”

Mrs. Croby stiffencd.

“How can you promise that,” she de-
manded, “urﬁess yvou know where they
are?”

“0Oh, I'm not promising!” Valerie

Jeasantly assured her.
15 simply this. Maybe someone’s played
a joke, an
intended, so I'll tell you what. I'm
going to turn the lights off again for
just half a midute. That'll give the
thief—if he or she is here—ample time
to put Mrs. Croby’s pearls on the
table.” -

clainred freckled Marjorie. -

“Hear, hear |” chorused half a dozen
others. '

Valerie stepped across the room, left
it by the open door, and walked briskly
along the passage. Her
more reached up to the main switch,
but not with any hope that the missing
pearls would reappear while the lights
were out,

She had made her suggestion only in

order to give herself time to remove the

telltale string before anyone else
noticed _it.

Slipping the one end from the swilch
as the lights went out, she crept back
to the room she had just left, found the
string hanfmg down from the wven-
tilator, and drew it through. There
she dropped. it on the floor, knowing
no spectal  significance would be
attached to it now. .

Restoring. the lights as soon as the
%ml@d . half-minute had _elapsed,
Nalerie returned. tg 1Y
The table .temained, bare.. .
guests who had glumly: witnessed. the
alerio’s experi-
at’ her " with . varying

them.

Y

ap-.

‘one and all!”

“What I mean_

d it's gone farther than they.

ood idea, Valeriel!” ex- '

hand once’

| to the drawing:room. .
I the .

“There you are, Valerie!” said Mrs,
Croby acridly. “If you can see my
missing -pearls you have better sight
than I have!”

Valerie gave her a concerned smile,

“I'li admit it's a disappointment,
Mrs. Croby——"

“ Disappointment " said- Mrs.
Croby, takidg her little girl’s hand and
moving in a bristling manner towards
the door. “I will say good-night to
She turned suddenly,
gweeping her glance across the room
until she met Dorothy's embarrassed
gaze. “What's more,”. she a

heatedly, “this will be the last night.

I'm here to say good-night to anyone.
To-morrow we shall certainly leave
Sunnylands Farm, and the police shall
hear what's going on!”

- On the Trail!
{3 ES, Valerie, T'lIl admit it—I've
%ot the pip badly to-night,”
orothy  ruefully confessed
later that eveming. *Mrs.
Croby's clearing out ‘to-morrow with
her: two youngsters, and I wouldn’t be
& bit surprised if several others soon
start beetling off as well.”

She looked up at Valerie with the
plucky smile which Valerie had so
much admired from the start of their
acquaintance.

“Now tell me I'm just a grouser,
and much worse thirgs happen at sea,
and I'll agree with you!”

Valerie smiled sympathetically.

“I don't intend to suy anything of
the sort, Dorothy,” she responded.
“In any case, Sunnylands Farm isn't
at sca, so that doesn’t apply. ‘What
I'd like to find out is how you've man-
aged to make out some secret enemy—
and why "

" Her violet eyes reflected her frank
E)uz;le. ment -as_she made the remark,

or Dorothy was so cheery and willing,”

always so anxious to see”that everyone

had a happy holiday, that it scemed,

impossible to believe she could have s
foe in the world. "
“ Yet someone had deliberately caused

- the disa
 pearl riecklace, and more than half the
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earance of Mrs, Croby's
guests undounbtedly still believed in
their hearts that Johnny, the acknow-
ledged japer of the ﬁlace was respon-
:li_lble‘. alerie thoug tfulfy pursed her
ips. .

Up to a point she had decided to
keep her own counsel, and so far she
had mentioned nothing to Dorothy
about the warning note, the string on
the electric light switch, or the %our-
print outside the window. Until she
knew more, Valerie did not want to
worry her plucky young hostess with
detatls which might only increase her
present sense of apprehension,

Yet obstinately she still clung to her
own conviction that Johnny was inno-
cent. .

“Have yvou had to reprove any of
the staff at all lately?” Valerie sud-
denly asked, trying that live of
approach.

“Dorothy shook her head emplatic-
ally. .
“It's one of the joys of running this
place to have such cheery people help~
ing me,” she explninec{). “We're
always just like a happy {amily in the
kitchen.”

Realising there was no more she
could discover from Dorothy for the
time-being, Valerie bade her a cheery
good-night, and left the office, Pass-
ing through the hall, she appeared to
change her mind, however, and made
her way to the kitchen instead.

“0Oh, Miss Valerie, it's you!” ex-
claimed dark-haired Emily, the shy
maid, drawing back in her usual timid -
way ab sight of Flash, “If the dog's
hungry

Valerie smiled, recollecting Imily's

revious desire to be allowed to feed
%lash in order to get on friendly terms
with him.

“Not at this time of night, Emily,"”
she said. “T1 just wondered if you
could let me have two or three candles.
I dor’t want to be left in the dark if
people start messing about with the
switches again.” - ;

“Why, of course, miss,” said Emily,
going to a store cupboard ab once.
“You can have this box if you like.”

Thanking her, Valerie went up to
her room—but certainly not with any
intention of turning in at present.

Valerie had so far purposely kept
away from the telltale footprint out-
side the drawing-room because, until_
she knew who the secret plotter was,
she was anxious to beteay nothing of-
her own suspicions. But she had
certainly not forgotten it.

Her procedure, as soon as she had
securely locked the door, gave an indi-
cation of what was really in her mind.

Lighting the boiling jet on the top
of her gas fire, she took a small metal
bowl and broke three of the candles
into it. Removing the wicks as they
melted, she waited unti! the grease was.

. really hot, then poured it carefully into

her vacuum flask, knowing that it
would keep in its present condition for
several hours. .
1t seemed a long time to wait until
everyone else in the building had:
retired to rest for the night, but at
last, judging ' the coast was clear,
Valerie opened -her door. Save for ¢né- -
or two dim lights which burded all
ni%n:, the whele place was in darkness..
hispering to Flash to ran ahead,
Valerie softly déscended the- stai o
Nothing happened to alarm . her.
Flash was. waiting patiently. A&t-the .
front dopr when she reached it. ‘Softly™ -
Valerie slid_the bolts, opened it, and:
stepped outside. - ' ¢ 5
reeping to the side of the house, she: ..
shone the light of n discreetly shaded '

/
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torch on the flower border outside the.
window - where Mrs, Croby had been
slttmg when the audacious theft took
lac

P Wlth a smile of satisfaction she saw
that nothing had disturbed the pring
she had glimpsed from inside the room.

Opening the flask she had breu%»ht
with her, she pomed the hot ean le-
grease. into the Impre-mon until it was
completely filled.  The cool earth
caused the wax to start setting at once.
Valerie had only to wait two or three
minutes before the whale thing was
hard enough to be removed safely.

With deep inward satisfaction the
found herself surveying a.thin white
impression of the complete sole and
heel of a man’s shoe.

Bearing it carefully back to the
house, she refastened the front door
as silently as she had opened it and
returned to her room. When she had

‘immersed the cast in cold water it was

hard enough to allow. her to make a
more detaﬁed examination,

“What luck!” Valerie breathed, aa
she studied it. under the light. .

For'the cast showed the hecl of the
ghoo 'with startling clarity. It was one
whicly had been tipped with rubber,
and aerosa the softar surface there was
a long, irregular’ cut. With- such a
distinguishing featire, she should have
no d;ﬁauu[ty in tdeutlfymg the - shoe
which had 'left that print as soon as
she came across it.

Well content with her’ mvest:gatwns
so far, Valerie turned in and was soon
fast asleep in her cosy bed. It was only
& few minutes after seven next morn-
ing,, however, when she was awake

again.

ngamg mposefully, she 'gmckly
washed ang ‘dressed. Then, with the
vital* wax' ¢ast hidden in an inside
pocket, she went downstans, accom-
panied by ‘Flash.

This morning Valerie was evidently
the first guest up. She found two
sleepy-looking maids moving about the-
kitchen, while Trumble, the house-bdy,
was busil shoecleamng in a small
annexe. {Ie gave Valerie a friendly
grin as ‘she appeared in the doorway.

“ Flash ‘got you up early, miss?” he
asked, shﬁ brushing vigorously.

"Yes—too spon for me to be wide.

awake, I'm afraid,” Valerie confessed
with a ruéful smile. 1’ve come down
without his Tead:”

“T'1Il fetoh it, miss,” offered the
obhgmg hotuise- boy, 1mmedzate]y scttmg
down the shoe and brush.

Valerie thanked him with a smile as
he sped off. Her ruse had worked
perfectly. Stepping into the annexe,
she swiftly drew the wax cast. from her
pocket,

Here she knew she would find at least’

one: pair of shoes belonging to every
gue%t in the farmhouse. Would there

e one amongst them to tally with the
impression from which her cast had
been, obtained? . -

Knowidg .she had on]y [ few
moments 1n i which ‘to work, Valerie
went swiftly from pair to pair. Then,
with' an mdru.wmg of her breath,
pansed and sta

red.
She ‘had” iound It" The very' shne,

- with'd’ quarter rubber tip cut raggedly

across, was here. .She gleamed trium-
phéﬁtly ‘4t ‘the ‘number chalked on its
sole e.n turned to a Tisk on ‘the wall to
a'inamé, of the’ decupdnt of. the
frum which: it' had ‘come.

Bee!

ly hud* Vulerfa ‘replac&d +'the

ver_y

wﬁ? the trotble m& e

- the

she

i.ﬁ:m"she rend was '“Mr .'.l".

et after: making :that /
ths q’ﬁxmhle-’- P°

taken, Valerie attached it to her pet's

collar and  made her to the
raftered entrance hall.

Baffled as she felt by the perplexing
discovery she had just made, one f:iung
was perfectly clear to her. -

Jo]mny could not have mad’e that
incriminating  impression in the egrth
hiniself far %e had been close to Mrs
Croby all the time. .

Then what did it mean? '

Gradually ;. Valerje began to’ Lmder-
stand, Johnny,‘ of ‘couiree, | possessed
more than one pair of shoes. vadentfy
he had discarded his dusty ones ‘with
the cut héel beforo .dinner "and left,

Cway

+

them outside hig “room. The person,
who ha.cl stolen Mrs. Croby's’ fcklace
had “borrowed * them delibera ely.

Valerie’s thoughts took ‘wings at "that.
Whether it had_been done, with., the
intention of throwing the blame on
Jnlmny mattered little at.the moment.

Whoever had worn those shaes last
mght would have left their secent. in
them—and also on the ground. : Now
was Flash’s chance to follow it.

But how was she to give him  the
scent ?

Picking up a couple of Iargo shells
rought backfrom-.

which someone had
the beach yesterday, Valerig returned
to work again.

“Got Master Johnny’s shoes handy 7"
she asked, with a twinkle in her eyes,
“I've got a surprise for him.

The boy laughed as he saw what
Valerie held in %191' hand and produced
the shoes at once. It seemed to him
purely by chance that Valerie held the
pair close to- Flash’s sensitive nostrils
whilst: she was stufling one spxky shell»
mto each toe.

“The biter's going to. he'-b:t. tfua:
time I chuckled. the house-boy, as
Va‘l?la returned them.

feelingly responded. . .
Some of the farm-hands were monng
about the distamt fields, but nobody. else

Valerie made her way. to.the.window
outside -which she had obteined. her
wax cast last night. Leading Flash to’
ot, she tensely whispered:
“Find, boy! Seek him out! Shnw

me where ha went 1”
Flash lowered his nose and. smﬁ‘ed
To Valerie’s joy a wave of

eagerly.

certainly hope m”’ Va]enel

was near. to the farmhouse: itself as .LROUBh
‘quick-tempered,

yet casily resentful 1if a joke disp eaqed

By lIsabel Norton -

his bushy. tail indicated. that he had.
found the scent immediately. Off he
padded across the lawn, heading
swiftly in .the direction of a copse
which lay on the other side.

The Plotier Strikes Again!

H, mummy—please! Just one
last bathe before we go!”
entreated little Jackie Croby,
gazing appe&llu%ly across the

bmakfnst table at his mot

“QOh, yes, mummy!” Penelope, his
sister, eagerly added. ‘ After all, we

can still leave this afternoon ! You did

€

promise us we could bathe to-day,
 mhummy [? ) . i

Watc!ung their pretty, attractive

little faces, Dorothy Dean had the

hardest Jﬂb in the world to keep from

" joining in the appeal herself. Ior the

weather was still perfect, with not a
single cloud in the sky. It would be
such a shame if the kiddies, on such a
day, missed the treat to which they had
heen looking forward so cagerly.

But Dorothy remained silent.

Mrs. Craby had tome down to t!m
tuble with her brow still as dark as,
thundercloud, The maids reported s]m
had alieady packed half her luggage.
Mrs. Croby's pearls were still nissing,
so Mrs. Croby and her two chﬂdlen
werg oﬁ']

“What ‘Was more, Valerie Drew, the
girl who bad last night volunteered to
find the missing necklaco if she possibly
could, had not even appenrcd for
breakfast ! )

An unusual silence hung over the long
table as everyone waited for Mis.
Clohyq answer, some siding with her,
some thmkmg shc was bemg _un-
reasonalile,

All at onte Mrs. Crobv s set expres-
sion relaxed.’” There was an #lmost

"audible gasp of relief as she smiled re-'

assuringly at the two-wistful little faces.”
she hed . many faults—was
cager to be popular,

her—she was certainly very fond- m-
deed of her children.

“Dorothy,” she said quietly, “ wou!d
you object to us ntaymg on, aftcr nll
until after lunch?”

Dororhy looked, up, trying not to
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betray her decp sense of relick, though
Ler bright eyes did so. all the same,

“Why, of course, Mrs. Croby,” she
agreed. ! . ! .
“But thiere was o wistful look in her
eves as, the meal over, she stood watch-
ing the cars loading up with the merry
parties off to the beach for the morning.
She was sad at heart to think that it
still meant only a delay of a few hours
in Mrs. Croby’s intended dcparture.

The visitors themselves were all as
jolly as ever once more. Johnny
Tevons, his spirits completely revived,
now wore a comic police helmet, and
was busily and most unhelpfully direct-
ing the “traffic.”

When a large new cardboard box was
brought out under Mrs. Croby's direc-
tion, and attached to one of the large
luggage grids, Johnny humorously pro-
duced an enormous notebook, and de-
manded, amidst great merriment, that
the box should be searched for bombs.

But Dorothy, reading what was
printed on the side of the box, was only
too sadly reminded by it of the sort of
guest she was losing. .

The box held a costly kind of tent,
which stood up rigidly by itself when
merely inflated by o small pump. Ob-
viously money was no object to Mus.
Croby at all.

At last the cars were ready to start.
Their horns tootled merrily, as, one
after the other, they drove away out of
the farmyard. With a sigh she simply
conldn’t repress, Dorothy turned and
made her way back into the house.

Trying her hardest to banish her
gloomy thoughts, she went to her little
oflice.  There, with a resolute smile, she
drew a piece of paper across to the
blotter, and sat down to think out a
uew, attractive menu for lunch.

An unexpected little whimper close
at hand caused her to drop her pen and
turn with a scart.  With bewildered
eves, scarcely able to collect her
thoughts for the moment, she sab
staring at Flash,

The Alsatian stood just within the
entrance to the office, his eves shining
brightly, his head held slightly on one
side, the handle of a tiny basket
grasped between his teeth, In the
hasket, which he had cbviously come

to offcr the girl hostess, was the
prettiest little posy of wild flowers.
“Why, Flash, you old darling!”

Dorothy cried. her face lighting up at
the delightful surprise. “What a
lovely present you've brought me! Let
me take them, Oh!” )

@he broke off, Ler colour changing, &
lump rising suddenly in her throat as
something fell from the flowers as she
lifted them.

It was a pearl necklace !

Flash had brought the Aowers only to
disguise this much bigger, this utterly
incredible surprise.

“I thought he ought to return it him-

self. as he really found it,” Valerie’s

voice softly explained. .
“(h, Val!” Dorothy caught the girl
dmeetive’s lLand. Brighteyed, too
moved to speak at once, she held it for
a long moment, “I—I'd no idea!
can’t ge[icve in such a stroke of luck 17
“Qnly sorry, my dear, we didn’t get
back soomer,” Valeric assured her, her
ha_plpy face lit by a most attractive
smile.. “It was buried, vou see,
amongst the trees in the grounds. Flash
followed the trail almost to the very
spot, then lost it. It seems we'Ve been

‘bao%rching_ about for hours and hours.”

“But, Val, thi&'ll put everything
right !’ Dorothy cried - delightedly.
““Mrs Crgb{: can’t even think of going
now! Leook, Val s, Croby’s gone

“to the beach. You take the necklace to
* her now."” ’

A moment’s thought oconvinced
Valerie that it would be just the right
move. Mrs. Croby, her precious pearls
safely restored, would then have the
rest of the morning to get herself back
into o thoroughly amiable frame of
mind before returning to the farm-
house.

8o Valerie, only a few minutes later,
was springing nimbly to the saddle of
Dorothy’s bicycle. With Flash bounding
along at her side, revelling in the
vigorous exercise, she pedalled off in the
direction of the bathing beach.

It was certainly a glorious part of the
countryside where Sunnylands was
situated. The rolling fields were full
of golden, nodding corn, Where the
road went gently uphill tall trees,
brilliant green in the sunshine, came
crowding to its very edge.

Nearer the top of the hill the trees
receded a few feet from the roadside.
And there, in a tiny elearing, Valerie
suddenly saw a small gaily painted
caravan, with a dark-featured woman

Y Good-morning !  she hafled, as

mutual recognition caused Valerie to
stop. ‘““Did you find -the owner of the
gold bracelet, after all?"”
. Flash, panting noisily, perked up
inquiring ears a3 he looked at the
gipsified woman. But she took no
notice of him, gazing instead at Valerie
with searching eyes which now looked
faintly mocking.

Valerie shook her head, recalling
her disappointment when what had
promised to be a valuable clue to her
mystery petered out with this very
woman denying that she owned the slim
gilt bracelet,

“‘No; have you?” Valerie blandly
responded, her own exes inscrutable.

The gipsy woman laughed.

“Fve been too busy painting.” she
explained. “Don’t let me keep you
now. The others are only a little way
ahead.”

Valerie rode on, feeling oddly per-
plexed. A pity she could not find out
more ahout the woman.

But preséntly, remembering the neck-
lace she carried and the great surprise
its return was certainly soon goiug to
cause, she forgot the gipsy woman
entirely.

Only a few minutes later she saw the
sea ahead of her, its vellow sands
shining in the foreground. Then she
g‘lrr_nf)si?d something that always held a
thrill of its own—fignres in brightly
coloured bathing costumes, clustering
t]ogethcr for the first exciting dip of the
day. :

-perched on its stepa.

controlling ! Since childhoo
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But were they standing together for
that reason? Valerie suddenly asked
herself. '

The costumed figures were all
gathered around one persen who, with
angry gesticulations, was pointing to
something which lay nearby on the
sands.

Only o minute later Valerie had
reached the sands, to find that the angry
woman was none other than Mrs. Croby.
At her side her two young children were
weeping bitterly., Near at hand was the
costly, elaborate tent which she had
Evidently only just unpacked from ita

OX.

In one startled glimpse Valerie saw
what had h&ppened to it.

Fiags and little coloured pictures had
been fixed all over it with enormous
pins. The pump which should have in-
flated its clever, patented structure lay
useless on the sands, It scarcely needed
Mrs. Croby's indignant voice to tell
Valerie what had happened.

“See, my tent is utterly ruined ! she
eried tremulously. *It will have to be
patched in hundreds of places before it
can ever be inflated ! And what will it
look like then! And somebody—some
brainless imbecile—has had the audacity
to treat my property like this and pre-
tend it is a joke!”

“Madam "—a tall, grey-haired man
of military aftpea.rance stepped forward
—41 certainly agree this is no joke.
But perhaps no joke was intended.
May fauggest that one of the servants,
for instance, may bear you a grudge
and have done this deliberately £

“I might be more inclined to listen,
sir,” Mrs. Croby throbbingly inter-
rupted, “if the miscreant had not made
a mistake this time, Unfortunately for
himself, he also dropped this! I have
just found it in the box !”

She held up, as she spoke. a white

handkerchief. Scarcely able Lo breatha
in_her amazement, Valeric read the
initials,

They weve “J. J.”

The only person staying at the farm-
house with those initials was Johnny
Jevons—already known as the japer
who appeared, for some edd reason, to
have his knife in Mrs. Croby !

WHAT an astounding development

thisis ! Can the likeable Johnny
really have done this senseless damage ?
Is he the unknown plotter, after all?
Don't miss Valerie’s thrilling activities
in next Saturday’s issue !

A stirring character
is Thalia Pascoe—
' ———and she features in
. a stirring long com-

plete new term
story—next week in
THE SCHOOLGIRL,

by Hilda Richards.

And Thalia Pascoe, a new girl at Cliff House School, certainly needs.

she has lived a wild Jife anfongst gipsies,
doing and saying practically what she pleases. Now, when it means so
much to her to succeed, she finds it extremely difficult to accustom her-
| self to the discipline of Cliff House.” And although Babs—liking - the

newcomer, despite her tempestuous outbursts—does her best to help,

it is a hard struggle.

For Thalia makes eneml

at the school. < Beyond

that, a certain gold locket threatens to bring about her downfall,
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' "Another. fascinating. COMPLETE Canadian story featuring—
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HE Indians were on 't
But they changed

and some

Troublle Brewing!

€ TP Y Golly, Redwing, if that’s not
) an Indian chiet in full ‘war-
paint what is it, ek ?”

Kit' ‘Hartley gave a soft
whistle as she spoke; for in this ‘part
of Canada an Indian chief arrayed in
“all his glory was a rare sight. It was a
stirring sight, too. A head-dréss of
eagles’ feathers, richly coloured,
marked him out from the other Red-
tkin riders:” but even without it the
rich embroidery of his eloak would
“ have proclaimed him s the leader of
the small posse. -

“Who is he, Redwing?” Kit added,

reining up. . L.
‘Redwing .was-Kit’s little Redskin girl
friend, and what she did not know
her own kin was not worth

knowi

ng. . :
“Big Chief Silent Eagle,” she said.

“My uncle.”

“Y¥our uncle, eh? Well, what's he
ecome here for?” asked Kit.

Redwing shook her head.

“Bad business,” she murmured sadly.

Kit and Redwing were just returning
to Red Ranch, of which Kit’s dad was
boss; but they were still some distance
from it—a . good five hundred yards
farther away than BIF- Chief Silent
Eagle was. And before they, had
ridden ' another dozen yards, the Big

Chief swung from his horse and entered
' ,‘qni‘et

the yard. - . .
“Hallo, calling on dad, eh?” said
Kit. “C’mon, Redwing, this is where
we put on a sprint, I reckon. Dad’s
out. so it'll be up to me to say how’

o.” . e Pl sun
Kit reached the ranch gate at 'a .
o nter ;

recise
from

d almost at that
ioment, the Big Chief returne:
“tha_ranch-house. )
~~ e returned at the run; and behind
‘hint was Bill, the foreman of the ranch,
‘bearded fellow of massive build. Bill

‘' can’¢f paint-in his hard, and
ThT tu% gxk_usmt of Silent Eagle,

LI

g you vwiﬂmirlﬁ I;in_!b roared, .

T or RED

a

““TFor this you shall suffer.

‘chief

L_
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war-path—thanks to a villainous white man.
eir tune when Kit got busy with a toothbrush

red ink |

The paint shot through the air as
the chief turned, and splashed over his
gorgeous clothes.

From the . other Redskins
mutters, exclamations and shouts.

But it was nothing te the shout that
Kit gave. . . | .

L I-%ey! Bill—what's the idea?” she
cried in anger.

Kit hurled herself from her horse,
and ran forward as the chief swung
round to the angry foreman. 1

Another cowboy was coming down the
path, and he, too, was carrying paint
in a large can; while close behind were
others, laughing and shouting.

Kit, her eyes blazing, sprang between
the chief and the cowboy. There was
nothing infuriated her morve, than their
rough, thoughtless horse-play; and to

By
Elizabeth Chester

her way of thinking this was an out-

rage.
- “That’s enough | - Hald it,” she cried.
Bill made & sweeping gesture of the

tm,
«“Stand aside, Miss Kit if you

came

please,” he said. ““There’s some more

in this can——"

The chief had folded his arms in

dignity. . :

Pa]e%ma dogs,” ‘he said thickly.
I came 1n

dig up the hatchet. A

ace, I to
% . thousand -braves shall

thousand, - two
rise to arms.” .
“Then here’s some war-paint to be
etting on with,” jeered Darrel
amoine, the man with the full can.
But the can was not flung. Kit
neatly stepping behind’ Lamoine, tippe(i
'it up.' Out shot the paint—not over the
{ but * over -Emnome ‘himself,
‘swamping. from. Head to foot, coating
his hair and neck and shirt. -

i _Splutfering, just as startled as he was

enraged, he dropped the can, and
swwung round to Kit, 3 =

RANCH

“Laugh, cowboy,” said Kit, and
walked past him to the Indian chief.

“(hief Silent Eagle,” she said in
rave tone. “In the name of my
ather, the boss of this fanch, I am
soriy for this bad business.”

The chief, dignified even though
marred by the paint, drew up, hia eyes
cold and glittering. From under his
cloak he took a hatchet, the blade of
which glinted in the sun.

“This_meorning ‘it was_buried,” he
said. “I came in peace. I came to ask
that those who set fire to our crops
‘ghall be punished, that our wrongs shall
be headed. But now, there i§ no more
pow:wow.” i ‘

He flung down the hatchet and it cut
into the grass, burying itself almost to
the handle. Then without another
word, he turned and mounted his horse,

Kit, recovering from the shock of the
chief’s startling gesture, looked at the
foreman. ;

“Bill! Have you gone- crazy?
What's the idea of insulting that chief?
He came here as a friend; you’ve made
him an enemy. The next thing we'll
know there’ll be an Injun rising. If
that Injun has a grievance, T guess I'm
going ‘to find out what it is. And if it
ean be put right—O.K. I'll put it
right.”

{it turned away then, and went over
to Redwing, who sighed and pointed to
the distant blue ridges of hills.

“All time, all day, all night, Injuns
come,” she said, *“North, south, east,
all places. Horses, horses, horses, guns,
runs, many guns. Much pow-wow.
Bad_business come soon.” : N
_Kit stared at her, hardly able to be-
lieve it. .

“A rally, eh?” she said, frowning.

Hurrying forward, she picked up the
chief’s hatchet.

“C’mon, Redwing,” she said. “T'll
need you as interpreter. This hatchet
has bin dug up, and now it's got to be
buried—or, by golly, I've an idea
there’ll be a ring of Redskins round
the shack one night and tomahawks in
action. If Silent Eagle’s got a grie-
vance, we've got to find what it is, and

put it right.” -
K_:'r HARTLEY peered over & rodﬁy
A" ridge, and stared in awed silence
at a vast comim_u_nd of horses on the
plain below. It was & sectién ‘of the -
plain hemmed in by rocks’ that fofmed .
it into a kind of small 'bay 'sb that it . -
“was almost wholly concealeg from view.
save from one gl ng et o
-, “Cee—what 8 herd‘of
thared Kit.- “Reckon. if
many Redskins as HOrets
all fight,>~ 7 T




22 " Kit of Red Ranch!”

This was the secret assembly place of
the Indians. Redwing led her to it,
and then had gone to find Silent Kagle
himself to ask if he would have a word
with Kit. —

While she was waiting, Kit tried to
count the horses, and to find out how
many braves there were. Tle wigwams
stretched far away, and judging by
the haze of smoke that hung over the
camp there were many hundreds of
them. ’

And then all at once Kit heard her
Indian chum’s soft call,

*'Lo, there!” Kit returned.

Redwing  joined her, creeping
through lon grass, and as she
approached, shook her head dismally.

“Won't see me I exclaimed Kit.

“Busy—much pow-wow with white
chief,” said Redwing.

“White chiefl What-kind of white
chief 7" Kit asked, in surprise,

“Big wise lawyer man, C(ome from
United States.”

Kit gave s slight start as she heard
that, Anything more unlikely than a
reputable lawyer helping a Redskin to
orgauise a _rising she could not
imagine; and if he wasn’t reputable.
ther the chances were that he was
behind the trouble.

Suddenly Kit looked up keenly.

“Redwing—if I can't see the big

chief, can I see the squaws®’” che
asked.

“Yis, vis!”. nodded Redwing
eagerly. “Oh, yis!”

Your Editor's address 1s:—
The SCHOOLGIRL Office, Fleetway House,
!‘ar:’inldoq Street, London, E.C.4.

Y DEAR READERS,—This is
the third time I've started
these notes to you. On the

first eccasion I began, quite truthfully,

“It's raining at the mement.” But

no sooner had I got that far than the

rain atogped.

Well, I stopped, too. I waited for a
while, And  then recornmenced
%“It's rather dull and cloudy as I

* write—"

.But would you believe it ?—the
weather played another trick on me.
Out ponad the sun! A brilliant.
most welecome sun, which is continuing
to shine now and, by the look of the
blue sky, doesn't geem likely to retire
again for hours and hours!

1 wonder what sort of weather vou're
all having. Of course, some of you
will still be on holiday. I do so ho
rou're enjoying yourselves, and I a]gg

ope that those of you for whom
holidays this year are but a recent
mermory will find the memory some-
thihg you can really treasure.

It's a sad moment when holidays
end.. But there’s compensation in
meeting all your old friends at school,
and renewing ac&aintanoe with the
fomiliar things t make up your

normal life. Don’t you sgree with

Even Babs & Co, have to go back to

(Oliff House sooner or later, you know,

~and as a matter of fact, they return
to the famous school next week.

It was casy to arrange; ana a few
minutes later, Kit was 1o the women’s
quarters.

There she learned something that
gave her quite a shock.

The rising had been started because
the Indians had been robbed of their
cattle by mysterious marauders, their
crops had been fired, and three of their
number had been shot at and: wounded.

“And who does Silent Eagle think is
to blame ?” asked Kit.

“The cowmen from Red Ranch!”

Kit whistled soffly in dismay; for
now things really were looking black.

“But that's not right,” she declared,
“Tell Silent Eagle that my dad will go
into it; and if by any chance anyone
from Red Ranch is to blame, believe
me he'll be brought to book, and we'll
make compensation !”

The squaws gave a murmur of
approval, and Kit saw that she had
them with her.

“Waal, waal, T reckon if you squaws
are dead set against fightin’, then
fightin’ mayn’t happen,” mused Kit.
“ And mebbe if the chief were to fall
sick and need to go to hospital, he'd see
where the white man comes in useful.”

An idea had jumped into her mind,
and presently, when she had bade the
squaws good-bye, she whispered it to
Redwing.

“Get down to the village, quick as
vou can,” she urged. “Buy a small
bottle of red ink from the stores, and a
toothbrush. Get some violet ink, too.”

There’'s the customary excitement ;
the boisterous greetings, the eager
exchange of experiencer, the interested
search for new girls, and the rush to .
the tuckshop for the first ginger-pop
of the. new term !

And on this present occasion there -
is unexpected drama in store for
Babs & Co.

The Fourth Form. receives a new
girl. She is a strange character. a
girl who haas lived her early years with
gipsies. and who still retains some of
the wildness, the spirit, and the con-
tempt for authority of those wan-
derers. .

Krowing little of the ways of a big
school, this girl, Thalia Pascoe, soon
comes into conflict with authority at
Cliff House, and makes one very
dangerous enemy, Lydia Crossendale.

‘““ ONLY BABS COULD CONTROL
HER”

is the title of this magnificont story.
Yor Thalia has been put in Babs’
charge. But even Babs, experienced
though she is in handling members
of her Form, begins to despair of ever
being able to teach Thalia to control
her wildness.

Hilda Richards has celebrated the
chums’ return to school with one of her
most appealing and intriguing stories,
80 don't miss it, will you 1’

Next Saturday’s issue will also con-
tain further thrilling developments in
our nd girl-detective serial, by
Isabel Norton—and thrilling is just
the word for the latest adventures
that befall Valerie and Flash ; another
delightful COMPLETE Kit and Red-
wing story, by Elizabeth Chester, and
r:émre of Patricia’s Chummy and Useful

ages.

And naturally, there’ll be a few
words from me.

With best wishes,

Your gincere friend,

THE EDITOR.

THE SCHOOLGIRL

When Redwing had gone, Kit herself
loitered, watching the Redskin camp.
She was waiting with the hope of sce-
ing the lawyer who was advising the
chief; and presently she was rewarded
for her patience.

From the chief’s tent stepped a
portly little man in city clethes, con-
trasting strangely with Bilent Eagle's
magnificent manner and attire.

“8o you're the smartie who's fixing
all this, eh?” murmured Kit grimly.
“O0.K. TI'll fix you!”

And she went openly down the slope
tp the camp.

“Hallo!"” said Kit breezily, going
up to the lawyer. * Reckon you're tho
head director of this film outfit, ch?”

“Film outfit?” he said, frowning.

“Bure; you can’t kid me,” said Kit,
with a laugh. *““This is a film you're
shooting here; if not, then it's mighty
strange having =0 many Redﬁcins .
around I )

The lawyer gave a somewhat sickly
smile.

“Er — tun — y-ves,” The
“8trange It would be strange.
as you say, it is a film.”

“And can I have a part in it7” Kit
asked gravely, !

“0Oh, most certainly!” the lawyer
said. “Yps, of course,”

“Then I'll be seeing you to-morrow,”
sajd Kit easily. *“And don’t forget
I'll want a whacking big salary.”

But Kit returned to the Indian cam
hefore then; she went back later wit
Redwing, and together, taking cover
in a suitable place, they awaited one
of the sguaws whom Redwing had
mentioned as being very trustworthy.

“Now, listen carefully, please,” said
Kit softly to the woman. * This brush
is a toothbrush, but it's not to be used
for that. All you have to do is to put
red ink on it, and put it near your
face.”

The Redskin woman watched intently.

*Then,” said Kit, “gently draw
vour thumb along it. and a little
shower of red rain will fly off on to
vour cheeks—so! But if the red doesn's
show up, use violet.”

Kit gave several demonstrations, and

agreed.
But,

the Redskin woman declared she
understood perfectly.

“Good!” said Kit, with a soft
chuckle, *“Wait till they're asleep and

then get busy. Heliotrope measles 'ud
be a mighty good name for it,"” she
added to Redwing.

But whatever the name, it was sure
to prove startling to those redskins
who, on the morrow, awoke to find
they had violet spots on their faces and
hands ! .

And that was how Kit hoped to quell
the rising! ;

Kit's Desperate Plan!

ALLO, doc—who’s ill?”

Kit had seen the doctor's
buggy arriving from the
village, and she wal

mounted ready to ride alongside it. . It
was the morning following her visit to
the Indian camp, and Kit was expect-
ing the highly coloured disease.

The doctor, a rather grumpy man,
with old-fashioned mutton - choj
whiskers, grunted dlsapprovmﬁl 4 i

“Redskins I” he snapped. ei
ther’e’s some queer eptdemic broken
out.”

It was not for another mile on the-
road, however, that Kit broke the
news that it was a fake ailment. At
first the doctor, furious, refused to go
on; but Kit explained the whole affgir,
and by the’ time the doctor reahs_ed
just how many Indians there were

{

7§



EVERY SATURDAY

sssembled in a small area, his alarm
overeame his nng:‘

“It's in_your hands, doc,” Kit. told
him. *“¥You alone can prevent’ a
r':ismg All you have to 15 scare
t

The camp presented a strange sight.
There were in all at least twenty
sufferers from the mystery spots, and
the were arranged before the chief

the man from the city.

At the doctor’s approach, however,
the latter disappeared—as Kit was
quick to notice. For reasons of his
own he did not wish to be recognised,
or even seen, at the encampment.

he chief, with folded arms, awaited

thp doetor,

“Bad buosiness,” he said. *“ White
man's bad* bunmeas The paleface has
spread poison.’

The doctor did not heed him, but
examined his first patient, a squaw

. Y(m d better not get too near them,

chief,” warned Kit. “It's most likely
catel Jm%’l yon know.’
-The chief did not reply but he moved

& little farther from the victims of the
strange ailment

“HI Bxll!ll Stop him !
it]

the money ! "’ Kit

Eomtmg towards the unscrupulous lawyer
ut Bill had already whipped up his
‘lariat, and now he sent the noose snaking

through the air,

4
¥
W/ﬁ-@/

"The doctor,
returned to Kit and the chief.

i having examined them
a
];‘Bmi"" asked Kit.

“They must be taken away &t once.
Beparated,” said the doctor. ™I suggest
forming a small isolation camp five
miles away, chief. Anyone who has
. in contact with them should be
isclated, too.”

““Better have another camp for them,"
said Kit, f frowning. ‘' Then if thaT'y 1Iiuwe
ake a

fvﬁ it, they can’t pass it on.

eo’"'l'kha‘tel:hm.i pen;lthm " dth and the
o] ou

doltor examined it wuthmtha aid of the

epeeial electric light he carried for the

. %? 1" he . murmured, “You had
. Tbetter baa.iohted\u well. And don’t

requiring exerion of any
4 P&hr

He’s bilking

Indian camp, he gave orders that the
sick were to be taken the required dis-
tance away, with w1gwams necessities,
and other indlans to act as attendants,

“ Pretty touii luck,” said Kit to the
city man. ‘‘Means holding up your
film, I guess.” -

The city man gave her a keen, pene-
trating glance,

“Yes, it will probably ruin the film,”
he agrasd

Kit returned to the doctor then, and
when the camp was behind them, she
langhed.

“Gee, doe, I reckon that’s put paid
to the rising all right!" ghe said. “ They
can ﬁght. uns and cowpunchers, but
t.hsy can't fight purple E.pots. I'm think-

Tha doctor smiled.

A smart: plan, young woman,” he
said, “and if they don’t discover the
truth in time, there'll be troops on the
scene, and the rising wﬂl be defﬁmtely
over.”

Kit returned to Red Ranch in smiling
mood; but she did not tell her dad the
reason for her smiles.

cried,

D Hallow - Anapacse.

e was not slullmg On the contrary,
he was looking e\tre.mely grave.

“Kit,” he said, ““there’s trouble brew-
ing, and T must ask you to keep mstde
the stockade that's being run up.’

“Yon're expecting the Indians to

come down like wolves on the fold,
dad"” she asked.
“Yes—just like that,”
#Tve sent for troo
it's taken sanously, they’ll &
spot soon.’

Kit sighed in relief; for when the
troops arrived on the sput all would be
well. city man would see danger;
and even the braves would be overawed
by the sight of modern tanks and guns.
It was just as Kit was finishing a mes}
thxt B:.H the foreman, burst mto the

he nodded
and if
on the

quser goin,
ike amoke,

ezsed t¥:at

IVB

} bhrougg‘t‘i‘ile
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doc!” she exclaimed. "1

hree Redakms bere,” came
his excited reply. * The trick has failed.
TFhey've e& oﬂ' the spots. They re
takmg me

His voice d;ed away, and Kit, ral

tlm hook, could not get into touch

fihe recalled the number

exchange, but in vain. The
number was unobtainable.

Just as she was trying to explain t-o
the exchange that something sericum
had happened her own call was cut; the
telephane went dead.

Kit ran from the ranch, mounted Pete,
and rodée pell-mell for the Indian camp.

Far away to the left as she rode she
saw four horsemen, three of them
Indians, riding low, and the other bound
about the arms.

The Indians had taken a wider detou
on the homeward journey— wil
them, a prisoner, went the doctor,

Kit's heart froze; for she could pic-
ture the chief's rage at learning of the
trick that had been played him.

. whole eamp would he maddened, and in

a mood to rise with their former
glory—
" (':ee ! If he scalps him!” gasped

She reined Pete, and turned back.
There was no sense in riding on to the
camp to be canght herself. But, on the
other hand, to send a rescue party would
start the battle at once.

Never had Kit's brain worked so
qitickly as now. Everything depended
upon her. It was for her to decide the
line of action taken, And if she chose
wrongl tlﬁe Eull weight of mspomihil:ty
e hers,

The doctor could pot bo left to
fate; but the cowboys could not ndc to
his rescue without starting the war.

There was & way out—one way. It
was & gamble, bul'. the kind of. glmﬂt
that might win.

Returning to the ramhq. xat -
from her home ﬂu‘ 3
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24 “Kit of Red Ranch!”

Do you want to be ciptured by Red-
skins ¥

“(aptured by Redskins?  Gee, dad,
when you hear the truth you'll laft!”
Kit cried. *Rally the boys, I've got
news for ‘em!”

The boys were already rallied. They
W in the compound which-had been
rapidly and efficiently converted into a
fortress. Those who were not perfect-

.ing the stockades were cleaning and oil-

ing guns, or stacking ammunition.

“Boys, " called Kit,- “the joke's on
vou! Torm a gueue, all those who'd
like to-carn five dollars.”

The cowpunchers staved al her in
silence, then after an exchange of looks,
they lined up one by one,

“Hey, Kit, what 1s all this?" her dad
demanded. *Who's gonna pay the five
dollars, and why?"”

“The film director,” said Kit. “1 said
the joke's on vou. Those Indians are
being lixed up for a film."”

There was silence, and then incredu-
lous scoffing.

“0.K. But I've spoken to the film
director,” said Kit easily, “and I'm
going to fix it so that you lads have
five dollars apiece. I've been offered a
part in the film myself. Come on-—get
vour best kit on; and there’s- only one
stipulation. No ammunition.”

Playing for Time!

IT spoke confidently, but she had
never felt more quaky in her
wholelife. Tt was touch and go
whether she would be believed,

but even if she were, there were
breakers ahead.

Although it wouldu't be like the Red-
skins to fire on unarmed men, some-
thing might go wrong.

* Kit, this sounds daffy to me.” said
Ler dad, frowning. “Are you dead
sure? And if you are, how do vou

account for Silent Eagle coming here
with his complaint and threats?"”

Kit had her answer pat.

“O.K.; Il tell you! That cunning
film director had an idea he might get
a charge of cowboys to film all for nix.”

Kit looked at Darrel Lamoine. He
was retving his kerchief. * One or two
others were preening themselves.

“AMightn't be so bad as that, acting
for a film,” smirked Jeft.

“Sure would be an casy five dollars,
boss.”” pléaded TFreddie.

The. boss rubbed his chin, and then
smiled, -

*Waal, if Kit's sure about it—"" he
wrmured.

“(ertain sure,” nodded Kir. “And T
vole the boys ride over in a line so that
thev won't get a picture on the cheap.”

Twenty minutes later, wearing their
best kit, but not ammunition-belts, forty
cowpunchers set out across the plain
with Kit-at their head. -

Aud Kif, on the end of a stick.
carried the largest white hanky that the
ranch had been able to provide. Long
before they reached the camp, however,
tho Indians had appeared, scattered
across the grass in good cover, holding
rifles, loaded and at the ready.

Kit advanced to where ihe
proudly sat on his white horse.

“(irectings 1" she called.

“The rascal paleface doctor lied,”
said the chief in anger.

chief

“Mebbe he made a mistake,” said
Kit. “But take it easy, chief. The
boys have come to earn their five
dollays.”

# Five dollars®”

“For taking part in the lm.”

Not far from the chief, taking cover
behind a wagon, was the city man.

“You're crazy ! he called, *This is
no filin, but the real business,”

“Quit kidding,” answered = Kit.
“These cowpunchers have come without
ammunition, but all fired to act in a
film at five dollars each.”

The boys were only a hundred vards
back, and the eity man looked them
over, and then beckoned the chief

What he said Kit did net know, but
the chicf proudly drew up and shook
his head

“No Redskin brave shoots unarmed
men. Lot the paleface open fire first,”
he said haughtily.

There was a roaring droning sound in
the sky, and Kit looked up. From the
blue came a flight of five large aero-
planes.

“Hallo. the bombers!” she said.
“They didn’t take long in getting here.
I'mn sorry about it, chicf, bui my dad
had the idea this was a real rising. By
the time I'd made him understand it
was only a film it was too late to stop
the bombers, There are also tanks on
their way, and a troop of Mounties.”

The chief folded his avms, and was
silent as he gazed at the roarving,
monsters of the sky which, cireling the
encampmient, landed on the prairic a
mile away.

“ Bombers,” said Kit.

If those bombers had arrived after
the start of a cowboy-Indian battle they
could have done no good: their bombs
might have killed ‘as many cowboys as

Indians. Bui now they were Kit's
trump card.

“The Mounties and tanks are
coming.” said Kit. *And Lere’s my

dad.”

The city man came from hiding, a
strange, worried look on his face.

“Dad, here's someone from the big
city,” said Kit  “The film director.”

“ Happy to meet yer,” said Kit's dad,
putting out his hang “The boys are
all lined up to be film stars.”

“Yeah?” said the city man. *“That
EO?” z

“Tive dollars apiece is their figure,”
said Kit. *“That is, unless you were
fooling when you said that was a film."”

The city man looked across at the
bombing aeroplanes; then, with a start

Jof amazement, he glanced across the

prairie to a cloud of dust, in the centre
of which showed red jackets.

“The Mounties! Then the tanks,”
said Kit. A

The city man did not reply, but
turned, snatched at a grazing horse, and
mounted it. ¥

Kit swung round to Bill.

“Stop him! He's bilking with the
money !"* she called. g

Bili snatched out his gun, remembered
that it was empty, and, whipping a
lariat from his saddle, let Ay with it.

The noose sailed through the air, and.
even as the city man goi going, dropped
over his shoulders, The horse went on,
but the man in city clothes crashed to
the ground.

The city man was grey in the face as
the ring of cowpunchers gathered about
him, and he smiled at them in sickly
manmner.

“Torty cowpunchers at five dollars
apicee,” said Iit.

Before the city man could reply two
officers from the acroplanes came on the
scene.

“Indian chief,” said the senior officer
sternly, “I have to warn you to scatter
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yvour camp, or else take what's coming
from the air.”

“Officer,” said Kit, “there's a mis-
take. This is a film that's being shot,
and the director here is just fixing with
the cowboys to play parts av five dollars
a head.

“Sure, sure!” nodded the city man.

He groped in his pocket and pulled’
out a wallet, from which he hastily ex-
tracted two one-hundred-dollar bills.

“Split 'em between you,” he said.
“We start the film to-morrow. Ta-day
I've got to get back to tewn on urgent
business -

He remounted his horse: but Kit
nodded to Bill, who instantly roped him
again.

“Just a minute,” said Kit grimly.
“If anyone has the power to—arrest
that man for inciting the Indians to
revolt I” ’ 7

No one present had the legal power, .
but Bill had the physical power: And
then Kit, ordering the chief to free the
doctor, explained what she knew of the
rising.

By the time she had finished the
Mounties were on the scene, and their
officer took charge of the city man.

“Why, we've been wanting vou for
six months I he exclaimed.  “Cattle-
rustling  and claim-jumping is the
charge,’

“You can add the other,” said Kit.
“T'm just acting on suspicion, but it's
up to you to get the proof. This gink
aimed to get the Indians rising so that
they’d get in bad, and be ordered north.
He wants their reservation.”

In vain the eity man denied it. The
chief, realising that he himself was ina
tight corner, folded his arinz. 5

“That is true,” he admitted.
Le pay us money.” ;

“And also he had the cattle siolen
and the Indians shot to give you a
grievance,” cut in Kit. "I may be
wrong, but I guess that’ll come ou'al
the trial.” "4

It did come out at the trial. The
Mounties knew their work, and it
wasn't long before the man’s whaole
gang was rounded up. Then, as Kit
had indicated, it was found that they
had stolen the cattle and formed the
grievance for the chief; they had also
supplied him with arms.

Under the Indian reservation was
oil ! That was the cause of the trouble.

The cowpunchers, richer by five
dollars a head, rode back in good fettle~
accompanied by the doctor, whowas in
no way harmed.

It was a bad day for Chief Silent
Tagle, who was called to order for
Laving assembled the Indians: but the
authorities were not hard on him, and
agreed to believe that he had acted
more in a spirit of bluff than with the
actual intent of warring.

“But, gee, Kit,"” said her dad later,
“1 reckon if you'd handled things
differently there’d have been bloodshed !
I certainly hand it to you.”

So, too, did the Mountics—yet no one
moare sincerely and humbly than Chief
Silent Eagle! For the sight of modern
arms had convinced him ‘that never
again could even the most heavily
armed Redskins compete with the pale-
faces as they had done in the past.

L AI?04

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

HERE will be another toppin? -
COMPLETE story of Kit and
Redwing in next Saturday’s SCHOOL-
GIRL. Are you telling all your friends
about this lovely series? %
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