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CHANCE TO GET AWAY!”

A thrilting moment in *‘ An Inpostor
Against Her Will ’—inside.




ALLO, EVERYBODY !—Here’s your Pene-

I ! lope again. I won’t make the joke about

turning up like a bad Penny, or you'll

probably boo me right off the page as a punish-
ment !

And then you’d be sorry, for you’d miss know-
ing all about the latest and quite the most
attractive hiking jersey I spotted for you the
other day.

It’s absolutely ideal to wear over your shorts—
or skirts—this weather, and you who're knitters
will love to make it yourselves, ’cause it needs
no directions, no increasings, no decreasings.

In fact, no brain-fag at all.

Just knit two attractive squares in subdued
or vivid colours, according to your temperament,
one to fit your back and one to fit your front.

Sew them together on the shoulder and leave
space in the middle to get your head through.

Behold, you'll have the fashionable high neck
all for nothing.

You'll find, too, that you have a very tiny
sleeve—or perhaps it should be called a sleev-
ette. Then, by knitting two more strips, fourteen
inches wide and about three inches deep, you'll
have two baby sleeves that you can stitch into the
armholes.

Sew up the rest of the jersey and you're 1CL1dy
for your twenty miles—or is it a modest two ?

T confess I'm not very good at tennis. In my
vain way I like to think I'm decorative on the
court—but even that doesn’t win games for
myself or my partner.

Still, in my humble opinion, it’s better to be
inefficient in a picturesque way, than to be

neither ornamental NOR useful !
opinion,

(But that’s only my mind ! DMy
partners might think
differently, and be too
polite to say so!)

My cousin Kathleen,
by the way—you know,
the schoolgirl one, who’s
always wishing her name
was something different
from what 1t is, and
Pearl is the latest choice
—is a perfect little wizard
with the tennis racket.

Very sweetly she often
gives me a game, and
doesn’t seem to mind a
bit when I serve double
faults without turning a
bair.

She’s of a frightfully
sportive turn of mind, so
was terribly thrilled when
I made some little tennis
‘“motifs > for her to
decorate her on-the-court
outfit.

So pleased was she, in
fact, that I began to
think the idea might be
one that would appeal to
you, as well.
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It’s illustrated here, but I must just describe it
to you as well in order to make sure you realise
how simple it is.

. . ® e . .

A hankie decorated with tennis rackets, crossed,
is sure to meet ﬂl’ch your approval. And your
friends’, too, if you’ve any that are expecting to
add a sudden year to their age very shortly.

These can be embroidered straight on to the
hankie itself if you’re clever with a *cruel”
needle—are they still called that ?—and em-
broidery silk.

First sketch the rackets in pencil—very simple
ones, I need hardly add—and then embroider
them in any easy stitch.

Satin-stitch would be very simple for the
handle part—which as you know is only an over
and over stitch—and chain or stem stitch for the
string part.

You won’t want to embroider the motif
straight on to your precious school blazer,
though, so if you like the notion, you must make
it detachable.

A piece of felt, or fairly heavy material will
do beautifully.

Sketch on this in chalk or coloured pencil the
outline of the rackets. Then mark the strings
with chain stitch, straight on to the felt.

A pin will hold the smart little trimming in
place on the lapel of your coat.

Even neat sewing stitches won’t be out of
place, and will certainly make it * sit ** flatter,
for you can always undo the stitches when tennis-
time is over.

Not only your blazer, but your tennis jersey,
your temmis belt, and your hair bandeau, will
look all the brighter for this decoration.

And if such tennis racket inspiration doesn’t
improve your game—then I'm afraid you’re not
destined for Wimbledon (any more than I am !),

Have you got your last year’s bathing suit out
of mother’s secret winter store yet ?

As soon as you do, don’t forget, to give it a
thorough look-over for umexpected moth-meals
and mysteriously dropped stitches will you ?

If it’s still a little stiff and salty from that
glorious summer holiday by the sea, don’t hesitate
to give it a wash in warm, soapy water, will you.

Oh, and if it is one of those which tends to
drop and sag, just where it shouldn’t, you can
shrink that part, grou know !

Place it on the ironing board and press it there
—hard, under a damp cloth. That’ll do the trick.

And while you’re about it, you might as well
give the whole of it a press—on the wrong side.
It’ll perk it up wonderfully if it has to see another
summer through.

. o ° s . .

Mine’s got to do duty again this year. When I
dug it out the other day, I'd quite forgotten that
one of the straps had gone.

(Which was rather important, for it’s one of
those that fastens around the neck, horse-collar
faghion !)

I had lain it on the beach towards the end of
last summer to dry, and a friendly puppy—with
admirable taste for one so young—had picked on
mine of all the bathing suits there, to invite it to
play {

The result was disaster to one strap. So now
I’'ve just made another—a red one.

You see, they were plaited straps—one green
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and one red—the two colours in the suit itself,
in addition to white.

It was easy to do, too.” I just toddled into my
very favourite Qh\)p, went up to the wool counter
and selected one penny skein of scarlet wool.
Opening it out, I just plaited the whole lot and
sewed the strap on. Easy!

. . 0 ° .

Don’t you love blinds and eurtains at home
that have those gorgeous big cords with tassels
on the end.

We haven't got them at cur home ; hut I must,
confess they’re a luxury
I long for. They always
give such a rich appear-
ance ‘to a window
somehow.

But if you can’t have
them on curtains for a
variety of reasons, you
can still have them

On the newest belts !

How often you must
have realised that a
smart belt can absolutely
“make ’ a frock that's
inclined to be dull.

To make the one here,
you’ll want a length of
ribbon to fit your school-
girl waist, and a length
of feord—anything from
half to one yard, to be
rather vague,

Make the belt, and
stab eight eyelet holes—
four in
you can
picture.

Buttonhole these
around, and then thread
your cord tlnough—hah’
through one set, and half through t’other.

Tie in a bow, and then fluff out the ends of the
cord to make tassels, tying the cord in a knot
just above the fluffy fraying.

see from the

We played such a jolly game the other evening
at a party I went to.

You really must try it one wet playtime when
you sit in the hall, or if you’re one of the gang
that has dinner at school. It’s called * Buzz.”

Any number can play. And all it consists of
is counting. The first girl says * one,” the next
““two,” the next ° three,” and so on until you
come to seven.

Instead of saying seven, that girl says ““ Buzz.”
And so the game goes on—no number containing
a seven, or being a multiple of seven being said
aloud. “ Buzz ” must be said instead.

It sounds terribly easy, but you’ll be astounded
how many girls will trip up, saying seventeeu
when it should be * Buzz,” or twenty-eight,
when that also should be ** buzz.”

Each time a girl misses saying “ Buzz ” at
the right time, she loses a mark, and after losing
three, must drop out of the game.

Oh, and remember that each time a girl loses
a point, the game must start again from * One,”
with a different girl leading from the time before.

And the swifter the counting, the merrier !

See you here again next Friday, pets—which
is only a week hence after all! Meanwhile,
don’t forget your friend,

PENELOPE
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SALLY LEARNS A LOT

Sally Blythe had suspected that this
secret room under the Priory was
occupied by a girl; but the fact that

she and this stranger were identical in looks
came as a staggering shock to her,

E N\ACE to face with her own double !

Wide-eved she stared, and then like a
lightning flash the truth dawned on her.

This must be the real Sally Blythe; this must
be the girl whosé place she had unwittingly
raken.

“No wonder no one ever guessed I was an
impostor,” she told herself. “No wonder no
one ever suspected that I wasn’t the real
Sally.”

Sally had lost her memory; the past was a
complete blank to her. That was why it had
been so easy for George Hunter to deceive
her into thinking that she was his ward.

But why had he given her a false name?
Why had he caused her to become an
impostor 7

That was a question Sally did not attempt
to answer now. Impulsively she took a step
forward.

There was terror in the other girl's eyes.
Her white face was desperate.

To Sally it was obvious that some secret
dread had engulfed bher.

“Don’t be frightened, please,” she said
gently. “I'm not an enemy; I'm a friend.”

At the sound of her voice her double started
violently. Until this moment she had not
realised that the intruder was a girl. Sally
had been standing in the shadow; her double
had only seen her as a dim, vague form.

But now as Sally advanced smiling in
friendly fashion, the tenseness went from the
other girl's face.

“\Who are vou?”’ she gulped. ‘“What do
vou want here? If the Jarvises sce you——"

She broke off, staring in amazement. For
the first time she realised that Sally was her
double. The striking resemblance between
them made her gasp.

“Mary !” she exclaimed. “Mary Staines!”

Sally nodded. She had already discovered
her real name.

“And you are the Blythe, I
suppose ?” she said.
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“"he real Sally Blythe,” echoed the other
girl, in bewilderment. “What do you mean?
Is there another girl with the same name?”
It was Sally’s turn to be surprised. So
her double did not know of her imposture.
What then was she doing down here, living
in secret? Surely she could not be a
prisoner ?
And then Sally remembered the cuttings

from the American newspapers that had
caused her so much unhappiness. They re-
Jated to the disgraceful exploits of a girl

who was wanted by the police. Sally had
been convinced all along that the cuttings did
not relate to her; now she had proof.

Her double was the person the American
authorities sought. She was the fugitive
from justice, and that was why she was in
hiding. She feared arrest.

“This looks like some more of George
Hunter’s rascally work,” Sally told herself
grimly.

What a scoundrel the man was! Not con-
tent with deceiving her. he had deliberately
played on the real Sally’s fears; kept her
hidden in this gloomy room, while he foisted
another girl off in her place.

What a cunning scheme! But what had
been his object? What was the solution of
all this mystery?

Sally didn’t know, but she meant to find
out. What was more, she meant to help her
double.  Though she had heard only bad
of the real Sally, her heart went out to her.

Sitting down on the edge of the bed, im-

pulsively Sally stretched out a hand and

pulled the other girl down beside her.
“We're going to be friends,” she said. *“I

feel it in my bones. I'd like to help you.

933

You do need a friend, don’t you
The real Sally nodded, though all the sus-
picion had not left her eyes.
“I never see anvone except the Jarvises,”
she whispered, “and I hate them! It seems

vears since last went out, except for a
walk through the garden—and that’s only
at night.”

Sally patted her sympathetically.

“You poor thing! No wonder you look

pale, and are a bundle of nerves. But why
don’t you go out? Surely they aren’t keep-
ing you here against yvour will?”

“N-no; it isn’t that. It’s that I'm afraid.
‘IiAdarep"t go out. I darven’t tell you. If I

T
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UNLESS SHE DID HER
RASCALLY GUARDIAN’'S
BIDDING HER SICK
BROTHER WOULD
SUFFER
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She broke off with a shudder, and lapsed
into trembling silence.  Sally nodded under-

standingly.

“It’s the police, isn’t 1t7” she =aid.
“That’s who you're afraid of. Oh, you
needn’t worry! I won’t give you away. I'm

sorry for you. I want to help you.”
She pressed her double’s armn soothingly,
and then leaned excitedly forward.

“Listen "’ she whispered. “It's time we
two had a long talk. There's a lot I want to
know, and a lot you ought to be told. If

we only stick together, I am certain we can
clear up all this mystery, and once we learn
the truth, I'm positive vou'll find vou've
nothing to fear. There's no neced for you teo
hide here. Those scoundrels are tricking vou.
For their own ends they're scaring you. Now
listen to me a minute!”

She paused, and then stared, for without
warning her double had leapt io her feet and
rushed across to the door. There she stood.
quivering from head to foot.

“What is it?” asked Sally. “There is no
need to Dbe frightened—really there isn't.
Now come and sit.down and let's exchange
confidences.”

But the other girl did not move. Her face
white and anxious, she crouched there, listen-
ing apprehensively. Suddeniy a paniec-
stricken gasp escaped her lips.

“They know you're here,” she faltered.
“They’re coming down. I can hear them on
the stairs. Quick—you must hide !”

Darting back, she clutched Sally by the arm
and pulled convulsively.

“Hide, hide,” she urged. “If they sce vou
here there will be trouble. They are ruthless—
without mercy. Quick—oh, quick!”

Though she tried to seem calm, Sally heiself
was quivering. She also could hear the thud-
thud of descending feet now. Either George
Hunter or the Jarvises were approaching the
secret bed-room.

With a sudden start Sally remembered that
she had left the upstairs door open. That
would arouse their suspicions. It would tell
them that someone had ventured down here,
and if they found her here——

Plucky though she was, Sally shivered.
Already the rascally trio had gone to grim
lengths to preserve their secret; if they learnt
that she had stumbled on the truth their anger
would be terrifying.

Yet she could not leave her innocent double
to bear the brunt of their fury. = Despite her
palpitating heart, she dragged free her arn.

“No, I am going to stay here,” she =aid.
“We’ll have things out once and for all
We'll force them to tell us the truth.”

“No, no! You must hide—please !I” The
other girl’s agitation was pitiful. “I shall be
all right,” she panted. “But you must hide.
You can steal down again. I would like to
see you again. I—I like you, and I want to
have that talk. But not now—not now. Plcase,
hide; please do as I ask!”

She plucked frantically at Sally’s arm. and
that girl, as she heard the harsh voice of
George Hunter and Slim Jarvis, also grew
panicky.

Without further protest she allowed herself
to be hustled across the room. Against one
wall stood a clothes cupboard. Agitatedly

fa)
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f}u]lipg open the door, Sally’s double pushed
1er 1m.

“ Quick—quick,” she gasped.

Next moment the door was shut, and Sally,
blinking in the stuffy darkness, heard the two
men enter the bed-room.

“Where is she? Where is that girl 77

It was George Hunter who barked out the
question.

Then came the real Sally’s tremulous, fright-
ened voice:

“Who—who are vou talking about?”
asked guaveringly. “I've seen no one.
there another girl in the house?”

The two men eyed her suspiciously. Her
innocence seemed so real that for a moment
they began to doubt. It was Slim who an-
swered her.

“You know who we mean right enough,” he
snarled. i ] 4

she
Is—is

“The spying impostor who

He broke off in confusion as Hunter nudged
him. For their own reasons the rascals did not
want the real Sally to learn the truth. If
she hadn’t seen her double, then it would be
foolish to arouse her suspicions.

Hunter covered up the awkward silence
with an irritable laugh.

“It’s the new maid,” he declared. “A regular
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little Nosey Parker, she is—always ferreting
around. We saw the upstairs door open, and
so naturally we assummed she’d come down here.
And you realise that she’s your enemy? You
know the English police have taken up the case;
vou know they'rve searching for you. And if
they find you 22

He finished with a significant shrug, and
Sally, hiding in the cupboard, felt her eyes
blaze with indignation. The shame of it! How
could anyone be so cruel as to terrify this
already frightened girl?

“I don’t believe the police over here arve
looking for her at all,” Sally told herself. “It’s
all a trick—a plot to keep the poor girl down
here out of the way.”

She was tempted to fling open the cupboard
door and denounce them. Only the memory of
her double’s pitiful terror restrained her. Be-
sides, it would be foolish.

No, her strategy was clear. She must try
to slip upstairs unobserved and await another
opportunity to have a talk with the real Sally.

That talk, she felt convinced, would clear up
the whole mystery—would help them both to
smooth out their worries and troubles, and for
ever put them out of the reach of this scoun-
drelly household.

Sally’s pulses raced. The thought that this

other girl could help her to regain her
memory, help her to recall the past was
wonderful.

But she must be patient. To be discovered
now would be disastrous.

Anxiously she erouched there in the dark-
ness; but to her relief George Hunter seemed
to be satisfied.

“Leave the girl alone,” he told his crony. “I
believe she’s telling the truth.”

But Slim was obstinate.

“I’m not leavin’ here until I’ve had a good
look around,” he snarled. “And what price
tryin’ that cupboard for a start?”

There came the thud of approaching foot-
steps, and then a vicious hand clutched the old-
fashioned latch of the cupboard door.

Sally cowered back in alarm.  Discovery
seemed inevitable.

GEORGE HUNTER’S CRUEL THREAT
FRO)I the bed-room came a terrified gasp.

Sally’s double, her face white, rushed
frantically forward.

“You leave that cupboard alone,”
she panted. “I won’t have you touching my
clothes.”

But Slim ignored her. His eyes glinting
suspiciously, he tugged at the latch. To his
surprise the door refused to open. He tugged
again savagely, furiously. Still the door re-
mained closed.

Sally’s double felt as though some monstrous
weight had been taken from her mind. In-
credulously she stared. She could not under-
stand what was preventing the door from open-
ing. She did not realise that Sally, quick to
recover from her dismay, had grabbed down
one of the metal coat-hangers and rammed the
end above the lateh, preventing it from
being raised.

Desperately the other
of her chance. :

“The door’s jammed, so you're only wasting
vour time,” she gulped. “It’s—it’s been like
it for days. I complained to Mrs. Jarvis about
it only this morning.”

Slily gave the latch another angry tug, then
reluctantly turned away, to cross ‘the room and
fling open the door of an adjoining room.

“Perhaps she's in here,” he grunted.
“Come on, Hunter; don’t stand gaping there.
Help me to find her.”

Both men disappeared into the other rcom,
and hardly had they gone than the cupboard
door swung stealthily open and Sally’s anxious
face pecred out.

There was her double holding open another
door and waving Sally frantically towards it.

“Quick—before they come back! Now’s your
chance to escape !” she whispered.

Silently Sally stepped out of the cupboard,
but for a moment she hesitated, doubtfully
regarding the other terror-stricken girl.

“Youre sure you'll be all right 7 she asked.

“Yes, yes—only go, please go!”

“Right-ho !” Sally nodded. “But I'll come
again to-morrow mnight. Good-bye for the
present.” :

Flashing her double a quick smile, Sally
took to her heels and fled—up the cellar steps,
along the hall, and up the main staircase.

In a few minutes she was in bed. But Sally
did not slecp at once. Her mind was a whirl-
ing riot.

Not much longer now need she keep up her
imposture. To-morrow night, providing the
coast was clear, she would steal down to that
seeret bed-room again. She was certain that
the other girl would be able to help her to
regain her lost memory.

“Why, she may even be able to tell me
what’s become of Charlie,” she told herself.

Her eyes glowed at the thought. Charlie
wus her sick brother. At the moment he was
a patient in some sanatorium, but where Sally
did not know. Deliberately her rascally
guardian was trying to keep her and her
brother apart.

But not for much longer. At last she was
on the track of the truth. Very soon now—
perhaps before another night was over—she
would have solved the whole mystery.

Her lips curled into an excited smile, and it
was happily that she went to sleep.

Little did she suspect the startling events
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that were to happen before she saw her double
again | >

. . . . . e

66 ORNING, my dear!
night's rest?”

Affectionately George Hunter greeted Sally
when she appeared in the breakfast-room next
morning. There was no trace of su$picion or
anger on his face.

“Yes, thank you.”

Sally nodded curtly, and
at the table.

“That’s right—and I'm glad to see you're
getting the colour back to your cheeks, my
dear. TI've been very anxious about you, you
know. All those suspicions you've harboured
—you've no idea how they've upset me.”

He shook his head sadly.

“DBut that's all forgotten now. From now
ot we're going to be friends—have a good
time together, eh?”

Sally made no comment, but in her heart
was contempt for this smiling rascal’s duplicity.
Friends! As if she would ever be triends
with a person like him!

He frowned as he saw how little impression
his words had made, then smiled.

“Oh, by the way, there's a letter for you,”
he said.

“A—a letter?”

Sally’s heart leapt. For a moment she
thought the missive might be from the Swiss
hospital porter who had promised to write
and tell her where her brother had been taken
to in England.

But as she took the letter and glanced at
the envelope she knew disappointment. The
envelope bore an English stamp. She surveyed
it curiously, for she had no friends in the
country.

“Who can it be from ?” she ejaculated.

“Why not open it and see, my dear?” Her
guardian laughed. ¢ But, as a matter of fact,
I can tell you. I recognised the handwriting.
It’s from Lord Chesterham.”

“Lord Chesterham ?”

“Yes—you know, the fellow we met when
we were staying down at Eastbourne with the
Van Dells, Don’t you remember he half
promised to invite us to his country house for
a week-end. He was very taken with you, my
dear.”

Sally nodded. She remembered now the dear
old man with the iron-grey hair, stooping
figure, and monocle, who had taken such a
sympathetic interest in  her lost-memory
troubles.

She tore open the envelope,
Ler guardian watched her as
cnclosure.

“Well, my dear?” he asked, and the sup-
pressed eagerncss in his voice made Sally
look up sharply.

Why was he so excited? What was the
reason for his amazing amiability this morn-
ing?

Puzzled, she glanced at the letter again.

“It 1s from Lord Chesterham,” she said.
“He wants us to go down to the castle to-
morrow and spend the week-end with him.”

“Good—good !”  George Hunter could not
keep the pleasure out of his voice. “An ex-
celient opportunity for vou to make some
friends,” he declared. “ You will have a won-
derful time. Chesterham Castle is one of the
show places of the country, and the old chap’s
hospitality 1s proverbial.”

He rubbed his hands, and Sally gave a
gasp. Like a daggerv-thrust, alarming sus-
picion rocketed across her brain.

The reason for her guardian’s delight was
obvious. Ie wanted to bring off another
coup. He wanted to get inside the Castle in
order to steal its treasures!

The very thought made Sally feel sick.
Looking at him, surprising the cunning glint
in his eyes, she felt it difficult to refrain from
leaping up and hurling the truth in his face.

Ten to one he had schemed for this invita-
tion—like he had done the one from the Van
Dells. Possibly that was the reason why he
still kept her here. IIe wanted to use her to
gain entrance to rich men’s houses.

Thanks to Mrs. van Dell, the American
woman who had befriended her, Sally had
made the acquaintance of a number of wealthy
people. They had all felt sorry for her; that,
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took her place

and covertly
she read the

probably, was why this present invitation had
come. 5 =

And her scoundvelly guardian intended to
turn it to his own advantage.

With a numb feeling of horror Sally remem-
bered what had happened when they had been
staying down at Eastbourne. The house of one
of the Van Dell's friends had been robbed and
the stolen property had never been recovered.

Though she had no proof, Sally was certain
that George Hunter had been the thief. He
also had been responsible for the robbery at
the Van Dell's own house. Fortunately Sally
had been able to recover and restore the
precious heirlooms that had been stolen then.
But that didn’t lessen her guardian’s guilt.

And now he was planning another of his
scoundrelly coups!

Too stunmed to speak, Sally stared help-
lessly across the table. Her guardian frowned.
He sensed what was passing through her mind.

“Of course vou will accept,” he said.

Sally shook her head.

“I shall do nothing of the kind,” she re-
torted, and stormily rose to her feet. *“You
must think I'm simple!” she gasped. “Don’t
you realise that I know what your game is?”’

“My—my game?”

He stared in mock surprise, his shaggy eye-
brows meeting in anger.

“Yes, you want to rob Lord Chesterham
like you robbed all the other people you
visited, but you're not going to use me to help
vou. I won't go to the castle. I shall write
refusing the invitation. What is more, you
shan’t go, either.”

Sally’s eyes flashed fiercely.
her determination.

“Do you hear?” she cried. “You shan’t
set foot in Lord Chesterham’s house—nor in
any other, either, if I can stop it.”

Very calmly George Hunter took out his
cigarette-case. Very deliberately he pulled out
a cigarette and put it to his lips. As he
lighted it, he surveyed her sardonically.

“Finished ?” he asked.

Sally ignored his jeer. Heart palpitating,
she stood there, contempt in her eyc but
dawning dread in her heart. He scemed so
sure of himself. His very deliberation carried
with it a touch of the sinister.

He took a puff at the cigarette, blew out
the smoke, then softly crossed the room to
where, quivering, she stood.

Like iron was

“You've had your say; now TI'll have
mine,” he declared. “I'm not going to argue
with you. I'm not cven going to attempt to

deny your absurd accusations. I'm just going

to warn you that you won’t be allowed to
refuse that invitation.”

“What do you mean?”
apprehension.
she “eried.
refusal.”

He smiled maliciously.

“Oh, yes, I can!” he retorted.

“How? How? Tell me if you can! How
can you make me do what I don’t want to
do? I'm not a child. You can’t beat me.
You can’t scare me and you can’t bluff me,
either. I say I won’t go, and that's the end
of it.”

Defiantly she stood there, but his smile did
not fade. Rather did it deepen.

“You forget one thing,” he said quictly.

“And that is?”

“Your brother!”

The two words stabbed Sally like knives.
Instantly all the lurking fears that had laid

Anger replaced her
“You can’t force me to go!”
“You can’t stop me writing a

dormant within her rose to the surface. Her
cheeks blnn(-h.o.(l; her eyes dilated with
horrified surprise.

“My brother!” she gasped. “You would

not dare harm Charlie! He's in a sanatorium
—being looked after by decent people.” She
caught in her breath. “You're only trying to
frighten me,” she declared. “How can my
brother help you to force me to accept this
invitation ?”

“In this way. Your brother is terribly ill.
He’s had a bad relapse. He’s pining for you.
According to the matron if he does not see you
within the next week or so he will die. Do
you understand ? Die!”

As he hissed out the words hizs hand shot
out and closed with cruel strength around her
flinching wrist.

“If you accept Lord Chesterham’s invitation
you will be allowed to see your brother,” he
said. “Refuse—and you imperil  your
brother's life !”

SHE MUST GO THROUGH WITH IT

HE cruel ultimatum held Sally paralysed
I with horror. She had always known
that her guardian was ruthless, but
that he should go so far as this made

her gasp.
The tears welled in Sally’s eyes as she
pictured her brother tossing and turning in

feverish worry, fretting for the sister who
never came to visit him.

And then anger fought to replace her
distress. Through her tears she glared at the

scoundrel who stood there by the breakfast

Scared lest her rascally guardian should turn round, Sally crept towards the grating

—just as her double flung out a crumpled-up note.

What did this secret message

contain, she wondered.
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flable, calmly smoking, a jeering smile on his
ips.

A desperate appeal rose in her throat, but
she choked back the words. Useless to appeal
to her guardian. There was no mercy in his
heart. All he cared about was his own
rascally plans,

“Well ”” ke asked.

Dumbly Sally nodded.

“And you will be sensible ?”

At first Sally made no reply to that. The
idea of submitting was unbearable, and yet
how could she continue to defy him? He
would keep his threat; she was certain of
that.

Her only chance to save her brother lay in
agreeing to his scoundrelly proposal.

Then, all at once, a new fear struck her.
Suppose she did agree, what proof had she
that her guardian would keep his part of the
bargain ?

As though he could read her thoughts he
plunged his hand again into his pocket.

“You were expecting a letter from Switzer-
land, weren't you?” he asked. “From the
porter at the hospital at Bernine !”

Sally was shocked out of her despair.

«How—how did you kuow?” she gasped,
staring in amazement.

He grinned.

“Never mind about that.
that matters is that I do know.
I've got his letter heve.”

Whipping something from his pocket, he
held it up. Sally’s eyes widened as she saw
the foreign stamp mark; saw the foreign
handwriting on the envelope.

Undoubtedly it was the letter she had daily
expected. How her guardian had managed to
gain possession of it she did not know, but as
<he realised how he had tampered with her
private correspondence, she leapt furiously to
her feet.

“@Give it me!” she eried. “How dare you
steal my letters! Give it me at once!”

With a vicious gesture he flung away his
cigarette.

“If youw're sensible I'll hand you that letter,”
he said between his teeth. *That means you'll
discover where your brother is, and will be
able to visit him.”

“(Give it me, then—give it me now !” gasped
Sally, but he shook his head.

“Oh, no! Not until Sunday do you get it.
You've got to keep your part of the bargain
first.”

Sally’s resistance was over.  Her brother
must come first.  No matter what rascality
this villain was planning she must secure
Charlie’s address.

“But how do I know whether you'll keep
vour part of the bargain?” she asked.

“Very easily. I will readdress this letter to
Chesterham Castle. You shall go with Slim
and see that he posts it. Then, when you get
to the castle, you will find it awaiting you
there.”

Sally eyed him suspiciously, but the con-
ditions seemed fair cnough. As far as she
could see there was no possible way of him
tricking her.

“Well 7 he asked.

Dully she nodded.
matter.

“You promise to accompany me to Chester-
ham Castle, and you promise not to breathe a
word of these ridiculous suspicions to Lord
Chesterham 7

Again she nodded listlessly.

“ T promise,” she said.

“(Good !  His scowl vanished; his whole
manner changed. Smiling, he patted her in
fatherly fashion. “Good girl! I knew you
would be sensible. Now, hurry up and write
that letter, then you and Slim can go and
post the one from Switzerland.”

White-faced and trembling, Sally went to
the table. She wrote accepting the invitation,
then miserably she watched her guardian re-
address the envelope that contained Charlie’s
address.

A few minufes later Slim entered the room.
grinning as though he knew what was afoot.
Hunter handed him both letters, and silently
Sally accompanied the manservant down the
drive, and waiched him drop both missives
into the letter-box outside the entrance gates.

Even then she was not satisfied. She had

6 :

“You'll accept?”

he only thing
What 1s more,

53

“Do vou agree
She had no option in the

paid a heavy price to secure the prospect of
visiting her brother, and she did not intend
to be cheated.

The next collection was in ten minutes’ time,
and there she stood, waiting and watching,
until the postman loomed into sight, to open
the box and scoop the letters into his bag.

Then listlessly she returned to the house, to
seck her own room and throw herself down on
the bed.

The knowledge that it would be her action
that would admit a scheming robber to
Chesterham Castle hovrified her, and yet what
else could she do?

“N-nothing,” she faltered.
—I had to agree.”

And the tears welled up and ran saltily
down her pallid cheeks.

“I had to agree

DF.SPITE the anxietv that possessed her,
Sally did not forget her promise to visit
her double.

That night, when all was quiet, she stole
downstairs, only to find the cellar door open
and hear the mumble of voices coming up
from below.

Her guardian and Slim Jarvis were down
there, and, though she waitted for over an hour
for them to depart to bed, her vigil proved in
vain.

Ai last she abandoned her mission, and her-
self returned upstairs.

“T’ll sneak down before breakfast,” she told
herself; but, though she goit up before seven
o’clock, once again she was doomed to dis-
appointment.

On_ reaching the hall she was dismayed to
find Mrs. Jarvis on her hands and knees near
the cellar door, engaged in scrubbing the floor.

Going into the study, Sally seated herself
near the door and picked up the morning
newspaper; but, though she pretended to read,
covertly she was watching Mrs, Jarvis,

Would the woman never return to her
kitchen? Soon Slim Jarvis and George Hunter
would be down. Unless she acked quickly she
would never get a chance to visit the cellars.

“And I simply must see her,” she told
herself. “I promised her I would pay her
another visit, and if I don't go down she’ll
start worrying. RBesides, she can tell me heaps
of things I want to know.”

Desperate, she jumped up and went out into
the hall. Muyrs. Jarvis looked up. with a scowl.

“What do vou want now?” she asked.
“Don’t you start worrying me. I'm busy.”

“I want my breakfast early this morning,”
returned Sally coolly. “The hall ecan wait.
Please start frying the bacon.
starving.”

“Then vou'll have to starve,” was the surly
reply. ‘‘Breakfast isn't until eight o’clock.”

Sally’s lips set tightly.

“You seem to forget whom you're talking
to V? she snapped. ‘‘I'ut mistress here. Please
start getting breakfast ready at once !”

A defiant gleam crept into the housekeeper’s
cyes, but after a moment she nodded sullenly.

“All right. T suppose I'd better do as you
say,” she mumbled, and, getting to her feet,
picked up her pail.

Sally could hardly conceal her triumph.
Excitedly she watched the woman disappear
into the ktchen, then eagerly she darted across
to the cellar door.

But her efforts had been in vain. To her
dismay, she discovered that a new lock had
been fitted. Her key would not even go in,
and so she was forced to turn dismally away.

She could not have that vital talk with her
double, after all. Not until she had discovered
some other way into the cellars could she keep
her promise.

The day passed all too slowly for Sally. She
dreaded the time to come for-them to depart
for Chesterham Castle. The theught of
accompanying her guardian to that ancient
liouse of treasures horrified her. But it was
too late to draw back now. At all costs she
must go and collect that vital letter.

“But T'll keep my eye on him !’ she vowed.
“T’11 wateh him every minute he's there—I’ll
193

see that he doesn’t get up to any rascality !
They had arranged to set out by car at four

I'm simply

2

o'clock.  This would enable them to reach
Lord Chesterham’s country estate in good time
for dinner.

Sally, spent the afternoon in packing. The
sight of her lovely evening frocks gave her no
pleasure. In the ordinary way she would
have been thrilled to the core at the very pro-
spect of visiting Chesterham Castle.

There were bound to be crowds of guests
there—the pick of Society. There would be
dancing in the famous ball-room, swimming in
the. newly built, covered-in swimming pool,
tennis, walks through the woods—everything
that could possibly make a girl happy.

And yet Sally shivered when she heard the
clock strike the hour, and knew the time had
come for her to embark upon her jeurney.

She carried her own bag downstairs. The
garage was at the back of the house, and as
she made her way along the gravel path she
was surprised to hecar a shrill whistle from
near by.

Pulling up, she looked around, but could sce
no one. Puzzled, she was about to stroll on
when the whistle rang out again.

“How exiraordinary!” she
Where ever 2

Her voice trailed away, and she stared in
siartled surprise. Set low down in the ivy-
covered wall of the house was a tiny grating,
and through a hole in it a white, slender arm
was protruding.

“Tt must be my double !” Sally told herself.
with a gasp. “It was she who whistled !”

The grating, she realised, must help to ven-
tilate the cellars, but what did the mystery
girl want with her?

She started eagerly forward, only to look
round in dismay as she heard her guardian’s
voice hail her:

“All ready, my dear?” he asked pleasantly.

Sally nodded, her hecart palpitating. - She
was scared lest he should see that outjutting
arm; but, pulling on his gloves, he walked
unsuspectingly past the grating.

Sally’s double waved once more, then her
fingers released a crumpled note, and were
withdrawn from sight. .

Sally cast one anxious glance at George
Hunter’s broad back, then excitedly she bent
and snatched up the note that had rolled on
to the gravel path.

It was a sheet of paper, crumpled up.
Dreading every moment lest her guardian
<hould turn, Sally smoothed it out. Her eyes
dilated with surprise and apprehension as she
vead the few lines that her double had
hurriedly serawled :

ejaculated.

“Don’t go to the castle. I overheard them
talking last night. They are plotting against
you. There is danger for you at the castle.

“S. B2

Sally stared blankly at that cryptic message;
then hurriedly she stuffed it in her pocket as
her guardian called to her. He was standing
by the car, holding open the door.

“Come along, my dear, we're late starting
already,” he said. :

Sally stood undecided.  What should she
do? What exaectly did her guardian intend to
do at the castle, and how did he hope to trick
her?

Should she go, or should she back out of her
bargain while there was yet time?
Danger, said that cryptic note.

herself !

And then she thought of Charlie—of her
brother, lying desperately ill in bed, fretting
for her, needing her. No, no! She could not
back out. No matter what the cost, she must
go on with this hated adventure.

Her mind made up, Sally allowed
rascally guardian to help her into the car.

He got in beside her, with assumed friend-
Jiness tucked the motoring-rug around her
legs, then nodded to Slim, resplendent in a
brand-new chauffeur’s uniform.

The manservant let in his clutch, and for-
ward swept the car—whirling Sally off to keep
her promise.

Danger for

her

What has Sally let herself in for now ? There
are excitements in plenty in store. So order
your next Friday’s GIRLS’ CRYSTAL in
advance.
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MISS MURDSTONE’S STARTLING THREAT

13 HIS can’t go on!” declared Miss
Vera Desmond, her face a trifle pale,

as she scanned the notices on the

school board. “Five girls have been
expelled in less than two months! At this
rate, St. Kilda’s will have to close down—
unless something’s done about it. And some-
thing must be done about it !”

For once, the Madcap Form-mistress’ eyes
were grave and troubled; for once the
familiar, cheery smile was absent from her
ips.

Vera Desmond’s blood was boiling—and
justifiably so. She had come to love St.
Kilda's in the short time during which she had
been the mistress of the Fourth Form; and
now it looked as though the old school was on
the verge of closing down, thanks to the
tyvranny of Miss Murdstone, the new head-
mistress.

Miss Desmond alone suspected that there
was a purpose behind the headmistress’
tyrannical methods—a deliberate plot to ruin
the school.

“The Iourth Form is the only one that has
escaped expulsions,”” the Madcap Form-
mistress murmured. “ And Miss Murdstone had
better lay off my girls. If she starts &

She broke off, as from the direction of the
prefects’ room across the corridor there came
a sound of scuflling and a sharp, protesting
ery.

“Leave go, Ada! I tell you it’s a private
parcel to me from mother 2

“You've no right to receive parcels!”
grated the harsh tones of Ada Fengrove, the
head prefect. “Hand it over at once, or I'll
give you something to squeal about!”

Miss Desmond’s eyes glittered as in two
noiseless strides she crossed the passage and
threw open the door.

She took in the scene at a glance.

Pat Derwent, the young captain of the
Fourth, was clinging to a large parcel,
loyally aided by her chum, Lucy Granger.
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Ada Fengrove, a vindictive smile on her
sallow face, grasped the other end of the
parcel—while a group of her cronies stood by,
grinning approvingly.

In the general commotion Miss Desmond’s
entrance was unobserved.

The Madcap Form-mistress picked up a
heavy brass bell, used for summoning the
juniors in to classes, and clanged it vigorously
close to Ada Fengrove’s ear.

The bullying prefect spun round with a

startled yelp, relcasing her hold on the
parcel.

“W-what ? she gasped.

“Half-time !” said Miss Desmond cheer-

fully. “What's the new game, Ada?”
Pat’s face cleared with relief.
“She tried to confiscate my parcel from

home, Miss Desmond!” she declared in-
dignantly.
“Really ?” Vera’s eyes flashed. “I sup-

pose,” she remarked, still smiling, “that poor
Ada was feeling a little jealous because she
hadn’t received a parcel herself.”

Ada scowled, biting her lip, as she encoun-
tered the young Form-mistress’ smiling gaze
with insolent defiance. As Miss Murdstone’s
niece, she felt pretty sure of her position.

“ Aunt—I mean, Miss Murdstone has given
orders that no juniors are to be allowed to take
parcels into their studies or Common-rooms,
unless previously inspected by a senior,”” she
sneered.

Miss Desmond’s eyes glinted, but she con-
tinued to smile. The regulation was typical
of Miss Murdstone’s methods to crush the
juniors’ spirits !

“Is that so?” she murmured. “It is the first

Aiready Five Girls Have Been
Forced To Leave St. Kilda’s, And
The Tyrannical Headmistress
Means Pat & Co.To Be Next On
The List—But Miss Desmond
Thinks Otherwise

I have heard of the rule. I suppose it does
not apply to prefects themselves?”

“Of course not,” rejoined Ada, with a toss
of her head. ¢ Prefects can be trusted to obey
school regulations.”

“Splendid !”  smiled the Madcap TForm-
mistress. “ Pat—please hand your parcel over
to Ada.”

Pat’s face fell, and the prefects exchanged
smirking glances.

“At once, please!”
briskly.

Reluctantly Pat complied.

“Thank you,” said Miss Desmond. “ Ada,
vou can be trusted to obey school regulations.
You will therefore use your privilege as a
prefect and carry that parcel into the Junior
Common-room—where you will hand it over
to Pat. Immediately!”

It was the turn of Ada & Co. to gape—while
the two juniors nudged each other delightedly.

“Look—look here——"" began Ada, her face
crimsoning.

“You will please not argue with a mistress!”
rapped Miss Desmond sternly. “That, too,
happens to be a school regulation. I shall give
you exactly two minutes in which to make up
your mind i

She reached for a pointer.

Ada bit her lip. She realised that Miss
Desmond had the upper hand. The Madcap
Form-mistress might have carried the parcel
herself—but she had chosen this way to visit
the prefect’s tyranny on her own head by
making her look foolish in the eyes of the girls
she had tried to bully. €

It was also a warning to the other prefects
that their turn might come !

It was by methods such as this that Vera
Desmond had managed, up till now, to combat
Miss Murdstone's tyrannical rule. But with
every day her task was becoming increasingly
difficult.

Her face crimson with chagrin, Ada
Fengrove marched down the corridor, carry-
ing the bulky parcel, with Miss Desmond
walking closely at her heels.

Reaching the Junior Common-room, Miss
Desmond motioned Pat to enter and receive
the parcel from the scowling prefect—thus
cleverly evading the new and unfair
regulation !

“Thank you, Ada.”
“Now you may go!”

She closed the door in the prefect’s scowling
face—and turned, smiling, to face her class.

“Miss Desmond,” blurted out Pat, “you—
you're a gilt-edged sport! Mother has sent
me some of her home-made chocolates, as well
as a chocolate cake !”

“Splendid ¥ smiled Miss Desmond, as she
perched herself chummily on the edge of a
desk, her eyves twinkling. “I'm quite partial
to chocolate cake myself—thanks, I'll have a
slice, if I may!”

said Miss Desmond

smiled Miss Desmond.
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HAT an enormous number of songs and

poems have been devoted to the
H praise of lovely eyes!

: The eyes, we have heard, are the mirrors
- of the souls. But they are also the mirrors
:  of good health and of beauty.

: If you're feeling tired—and even school-
girls do that, although all grown-ups don’t
: seem to think so !l—your eyes are the first
to show it, aren’t they ?

The biggest and bluest eyes in the world,
with the longest lashes outside filmdom,
cannot be really beautiful unless they are
bright, healthy, and sparkling.

While even the most ordinary eyes can have
a beauty all their own if they are clear and
radiant with freshness.

REST FOR TIRED EYES

Tired eyes are a common complaint, and
not very serious unless it occurs frequently.
(An oculist may be required then.)

Vigorous splashings of cold water over the
lids of closed eyes will soon invigorate them,
and if you can repeat the treatment with the
eyes open, so much the better.

But if eyes are exceptionally tired after a
long day out of doors, with dust and wind
in your face, there’s an even more beautifying
cure !

She was appreciatively sampling the cake,
and Pat was in the act of giving the other
girls a share of the tuck parcel, when the
door was flung open, to admit a tall, hawk-
featured woman with a prominent nose, and

thin, cruel lips.
It was Miss Murdstone, the headmistress.
Behind her skulked Ada Fengrove, an un-

pleasant grin on her face.

“So,” remarked Miss Murdstone, regarding
the light-hearted scene from a pair of narrow,
vindictive eyes, ‘“the girls are eating un-
wholesome sweets and cakes in school hours !”

The juniors’ faces fell, and Pat tried hastily
‘o conceal the cake and the box of chocolates.

Miss Desmond rose quickly to her feet.

“Pardon me, Miss Murdstone, morning
school has finished,”” she pointed out, smiling
zalmly. “The juniors are surely at liberty
io do as they please in their spare time <

“When I wish for advice from you, Miss
Desmond,”” rapped out the headmistress, her
oyes glittering, “I shall ask for it. I have
already prohibited the juniors from purchas-
ing sweetmeats, and that applies also to re-
cetving them. Ada, please confiscate that
hox of chocolates!”

“Certainly !” said Ada, stepping forward
with a malicious smile at Pat.

“Ada, you will do nothing of the sort!” put

_in the Madcap Form-mistress; and she picked
up the box.

“How dare you !’ gasped Miss Murdstone,
her face paling with anger.
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Make a solution of boracic lotion—just by
adding boracic powder to cold water. Dip
two tiny pads of cottonwool in this, and
lay them on your closed eyes.

Rest in a darkened room for five minutes
or more, then finish with an eye-bath of the
lotion—and you’ll feel invigorated all over,
so rested will be your eyes.

Iye-exercises sound rather funny, but they
have been proved to be definitely beneficial
to the strengthening of weak eyes.

Lots of blinking, eye rolling—upwards,

downwards, and sideways—are honestly
good for you —especially if you wear
glasses !

Some girls never seem to get those nasty
little styes on the eye, do they ? While others
seem to have more than their share.

1 This is*often because a girl is run-down, and
attention to diet, with sometimes more food
like porridge, is often what is required.

But the stye must be persuaded to go
away, even while the striving to prevent its
re-appearance goes on.

A QUAINT CURE

I have heard it said that rubbing with a
wedding ring is a wonderful cure, and while
I don’t vouch for it myself, many people
I know, are prepared to swear by it.

(It sounds rather like & superstition, but
it’s very likely the massage with a smooth,
pure metal that does the trick !)

A touch of golden eye ointment along the
Jids at night-time is your best cure for styes—
and this is the same for red rims, too.

Golden eye ointment costs only threepence,
and since it is also good for the growing of
longer lashes, is well worth it, I'm sure you'll
agree.

Vaseline smeared along the lashes at night
is another beauty-aid, for it darkens as well
as encourages their growth. And if you
smear it on with an upward sweeping move-
ment, of your fingers, you’ll also persuade
your lashes to curl !

“This box of chocolates,” put in Miss Des-
mond coolly, ‘belongs to me—a present from
Pat. You are scarcely within your rights in
confiscating a Korm-mistress’ property,
Murdstone.”

The headmistress’ face turned livid; she
bit her lip, realising that once again Miss
Desmond had cleverly tricked her.

“So,”” she breathed, her eyes glittering.
“I see. That, however. does not excuse the
juniors from eating cake and chocolates on
the school premises. For that they—they
shall forfeit their lunch.”

A startled gasp went up from the hungry
juniors. It was nearly one, and they had had
nothing to eat since a rather meagre break-
fast at eight o’clock.

Miss Desmond started forward indignantly.

“Miss Murdstone,” she exclaimed, *“you
can’t do that!”

“No,” said the headmistress. “Well, we
shall see. Ada, you will give cook orders
that no lunches are to be served to the Fourth
Form. Further,” she added menacingly,
“any attempt to smuggle food into the Com-
mon-room, studies, or elsewhere will mean
instant expulsion for the girls concerned.
You understand, Miss Desmond ¥’

“Perfectly,” replied the young Form-
mistress, her fa('e a trifle pale.

“I1 intend,” went on Miss Murdstone
harshly, “to enforce discipline in this school
by every available means. The girls will
occupy their lunch-hour with some useful task
which you, Miss Desmond, will set them.

Miss®

After you have attended to théir px.mshmont
you will kindly come to my study.’

With a final menacing glance
r}\mislrosa strode from the room,
Ada

the head-
followed by

A stifled groan went round the class. The

_]mnoxs looked at one another hungrily.
“No—no lunch!{” breathed Pat Derwent

mournfully.

“And it’s four hours to tea-time,”” added
Lucy Granger, with a groan.

Miss Desmond rapped on her desk for
silence. The indignant gleam in her eyes had

given plaoe to an unfa.’thonmble twinkle.

“@Girls,” she said crisply, ‘‘we must
question the headmistress’ orders. I have
instructions to see that you occupy your
lunch-hour with some useful task. I intond
to carry out those instructions to the letter.’

The juniors’ faces became even longer. The
Madcap Form-mistress could barely suppress
a smile as she rose to her feet.

“I require a new set of e\mclse -books from
the town,” she said crisply, “and you girls
will oceupy your Iunch-hour in going to fetch
them. Er’—she opened her purse, produc-
ing a peund note—‘‘this is for your fares,
and there will be approximately fifteen
shillings change. The Cafe Dresden, in the
High Street, should put up a very good meal
for that.”

“Miss Desmond !”” came the delighted gasp.

“S’sh 1” The Madcap Form-mistress raised
a warning finger. ‘“As it’s a half-holiday,
there’ll be no need to hurry back. I think
there’s quite a good film on at the local
cinema.”

It was with difficulty that she suppressed
the delighted exclamations. Gathering up
her books, and adjusting her mortar-board,
she waved a smiling good-bye.

“See you at tea-time, girls!”

A suppressed cheer followed her as she
left the room, echoing pleasantly in her ears
as she made her way to the headmistress’
study.

When her class was happy,
was content.

Miss Murdstone received her
acid smile.

“You have seen that the juniors are use-

not

Miss Desmond

with a thin,

fully occupied for the lunch-hour?” she
inquired. =
“Rather!” agreed the Madcap Form-

mistress. They ve got their hands full.”

“Excellent ! Miss Murdstone leaned back
her thin lips tightening. “Miss Desmond,
you are comtdntly attemipting to underminoc
my authority,”” she added coldly. But I
warn you, sooner or later, you will go too
farsl

Miss Desmond raised her eyebrows slightly,
conscious of an uneasy tightening at her
heart.

“Really 7" she asked quietly.

The headmistress’ eyes glittered,
hand clenched on her desk.

€ have no intention,”” she went on grat-
“of allowing any foolish opposition to
stand in the way “of my tightening up the
discipline in this school. You understand?”
She fixed the young Form-mistress. with a
basilisk stare. “ Your girls are among the
chief offenders, and I propose to turn my
attention to them particularly from now on.”’

“Really !” demand(‘d Miss Desmond, her
checks flushing. *“ What have my girls done
now ?”

“Don’t answer me back {” rapped the head-
mistress. “TI have had numerous bad reports
of the Fourth’s conduet from Ada Fengrove
and others, and I've come to the conclusion
that the punishment I inflicted on them just

one bhony

ingly,

now is not sufficient. In addition to being
deprived of their lunch, the Fourth Form

will be detained at school this afternoon.
and study for the forthcoming examinations.”

Miss Desmond caught in her breath sharply.

“But, Miss Murdstone,” she protested,
“that isn't fair !”

“Enough !”’ exclaimed Miss Murdstone, her
eyes narrowing. ‘Do you dare to presume
to instruct me how to run my school? 1
say the Fourth Form shall be detained in
class this afternoon, and you \\‘ill see that
my instructions are carried out! In an
hour’s time,” she added, glancing significantly
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at the clock. “I shall myself visit the class-
room, and if any girls are absent, those girls
will be expelled! That is my last word,
Miss Desmond! You may go!”’

The Madcap TForm-mistress bit back the
indignant protest that trembled on her lips.
She knew that it would be a mere waste of
breath. Ter face white, she turned on her
heel and left the room.

She knew from the expression in Miss Murd-
stone’s eyes that the headmistress intended
to carry out her threat. Already five girls
had been expelled from the school in less than
two months. And now——

Miss Desmond, throwing dignity to the
winds broke into a run. At all costs she
must stop her girls from going to the town.
It would be a bitter disappointment; but
better that than expulsion.

Breathlessly she flung open the door of the
junior Common-room.

“ Girls > she began.

Then her voice trailed away, and the blood
drained from her face. The room was empty.
So were the pegs that usually contained the
girls’ out-door things.

The juniors had taken her at her word,
and departed gaily for the town—all unaware
of the threat of expulsion that hung like a
cloud over their heads.

“I must fetch them
Madcap Iorm-mistress,
voice. “My goodness,
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lose !

back !”” breathed the
a little catch in her
there’s no time to

THE MADCAP TAXI-DRIVER
TRIM and alert, only the slight pallor

of her face revealing her secret agita-
tion, Miss Desmond hurried out of the
school gates.

There was a train from Stonebury Halt in
ten minutes. With any luck she’d just be
able to catch it.

Out of sight of the school, the Madcap
Form-mistress broke into a run.

As she ran she was thinking of the girls—
unaware of their peril—enjoying their lunch
at the Dresden Cafe. Z

It would be a shame to spoil their enjoy-
ment; but there was no other way.

Thank goodness their departure had not
been suspected by the headmistress or her
satellites !

Miss Desmond halted suddenly, a slight

frown crossing her face. ¥rom the other side
of the hedge bordering the school grounds
came a low mutter of voices.
And the voices belonged to Ada IFengrove,
the head prefect, and one of her cronies.
“Are you sure?” demanded Ada, her voice

harsh with cagerness. “The Dresden Cafe,
you say?”
“Positive !” came the terse reply. “I went

to the station to ask about some luggage,
and the kids came trooping in, talking about
their treat. It scems that Miss Desmond
had given them the money. I took care not
to let them see me. I thought you'd be
interested i

Ada gave a sharp, unpleasant laugh.

“My goodness, Sylvia,” she breathed,
“we’ve got them this time! TI'll phone up
Fraser’s garage and get a taxi to Medwood.
T’'ll just catch them nicely 42

The voices trailed away as the two pre-
fects departed.

Miss Desmond’s hands were clenched at her
sides; her face was pale, and her mind
working swiftly.

Going by car, Ada would probably get to
Medwood before the slow local train—even
supposing she were able to catch it. The
unfortunate juniors would be caught unawares

and Miss Desmond felt that she was to
blame.

The Madcap Form-mistress bit her lip.
Then abruptly her face cleared, and a

familiar, reckless gleam flashed into her eyes.
. She might beat Ada even now—if she were
quick.

The next moment she had left the main
road, and was racing along a narrow, muddy
footpath—a short cut to Fraser’s garage.

Flushed and out of breath, she reached the

little local garage as a young man in
GIRLS’' CRYSTAL :
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chauffeur’s uniform was cranking up a rather
ramshackle car.

That was Jim Fraser, the young garage
proprietor. He touched bhis cap with pleased
recognition as Miss Desmond approached.
The young IKForm-mistress had done him a
good turn on more than one occasion, and
Jim I'rascr was not a chap to forget.

“ Afternoon, Miss Desmond ! he said. “I've
just had a call from one of the young ladies
at your school. She wants me to run her into
Medwood.”

Miss Desmond gave a little sigh of relief.
Thank goodness she was in time!

“As a matter of fact,” she said, smiling,
“I wanted to sce you about that. We've a
little joke on at school, and I want you to
help me.”

The young man grinned. Miss
Desmond’s madcap reputation.

“Of course, miss,” he said promptly. “Any-
thing I could do——"

Miss Desmond beckoned mysteriously, and
whispered something in his ear.

The young man looked surprised.

“Well, miss,” he said, “if you're sure it'll
be all right >

“T'll take full

He knew

responsibility, Jim,” said

»

N ——

Ada. fuming,
tube.

“Faster!” she
faster than this?”

“Are you sure you want to go faster, miss?”
came the muffled inquiry.

“Of course I'm sure,
Ada, through the tube.

The young driver bent over the wheel, ram-
ming a shapely foot on the accelerator. There
was another even more startling jolt. 'The
ramshackle taxi, unused to this sort of treat-
ment, snorted, and spluttered, and tore down
the narrow lane like a mad thing, jolting
finally along a disused cart track.

Ada, pitched from side to side, clung desper-
ately to the seat for support.

“Stop you idiot !” she shouted, grabbing the
speaking-tube. “This—this isn’t the way!”

But the young driver appeared to be deaf
—or perhaps the rattling of the taxi prevented
Ada’s voice from being fully audible.

On rattled the taxi, out into the open
country, miles from anywhere.

The scheming prefect by now was feeling
sick and faint.

snatched up the speaking-

ordered. “Can’t you go

you idiot!” shouted

“Stop !” she pleaded faintly, clinging to the
speaking-tube.

“I—I want to get out.”

Ada glared as Miss Desmond whipped off her cap and she realised how she had been

fooled.

¢ Good-bye ! ”’ smiled the Madcap Form-mistress and drove off. It would

do the bullying prefect good to walk home.

Miss Desmond, “and, naturally, I'll pay you
for the hire—and your trouble.”

A crisp note changed hands.

“Jf you'll step into the cottage, miss,” said
the young man, grinning broadly, “I'll get
mother to fit you out.”

Meanwhile. Ada Fengrove was waiting im-
patiently at the school gates, with her crony.

“Did you tell him it was urgent, Sylvia?”
she demanded.

Svlvia nodded.

“IHe said he’d come
that sounds like his old boneshaker

A moment later the taxi swung round a bend
in the road and drew up a few vards away,
with a protesting squeal of brakes.

The uniformed driver, muffled to the ears,
as though suffering from the cold, sprang out
briskly and opened the door.

Ada swept past him with a sniff and climbed
into the taxi.

“The Dresden Cafe, Medwood—and get a
move on!” she ordered.

The young chauffeur gave an exaggerated
bow, and, slamming the door, sprang into the
driving-seat.

The taxi started with a jerk that almost
flung Ada out of her secat, and moved off down
the road at a snail-like crawl.

right away. Hallo,

i

The taxi stopped abruptly, with a jolt that
sent Ada slithering to the floor., The young
driver sprang out and threw open the door,
assisting the shaky prefect to alight.

“All change here!” remarked a
voice, stifled with laughter.

Ada sat down heavily on a bank, her
goggling.

“You—you !” she stuttered.

The Madcap Form-mistress smiled down at
her as she took off her chauffeur’s cap and
prepared to drive off

“A brisk walk back to school, Ada,” she said
coolly, “will give you an appetite for lunch.
It may also teach you that even juniors musé
have regular meals, to keep up their strength.
I'm sorry to have brought you all this way
for nothing, but vou asked for it, you know.”

With a bright nod she sprang into the taxi
and released the clutch

Her face pale with fury and chagrin, Ada
attempted to stagger to her feet.

“TllI—I'll tell aunt about you when I get
back,” she threatened.

“That won’t be for an hour
turned Miss Desmond cheerfully.
bye !”

And with a cheery wave of the hand, she
drove off.

familiar

eyes

or two,” re-
“Good-
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She %knew there was bound to be trouble
when the story came out, but by then she
would have the juniors safely back at school,
and the bother would be hers, not theirs!

She would not have felt so casy in mind had
she been aware that in a near-by farmhouse
lived a certain crony of Ada’s—and that the
farmhouse possessed a telephone!

As it was, she had her work fully cut out.
The ramshackle taxi commenced to jolt
violently. as it reached the Medwood Road,
and Miss Desmond realised, to her dismay, that
it had sprung a puncture!

That meant jacking up the car and affixing
a spare wheel—a sufficiently daunting task at
the best of times. But Miss Desmond, who
possessed her own little car, and was used to
running - repairs, emerged triumphant—if a
trifle dishevelled and greasy—to continue the
breathless journey. :

But precious time had been wasted, and it
was two o’clock before the taxi appeared in
Medwood High Street and drew up outside
the palatial entrance of the Dresden Cafe.

Even as Vera brought her taxi to a halt and
climbed stifly out of her seat, another car
drew up noiselessly at the kerb—a big, pre-
tentious car, with a uniformed chauffeur at the
wheel.

The car scemed vaguely familiar to Miss
Desmond, and even as she took a second glance
at it the door was opened, and there emerged
the tall, gaunt figure of Miss Murdstone, fol-
lowed by Mr. Ponsonby, the chairman of the
school governors ! :

They passed within a few paces of the dis-
guised Miss Desmond, who stood stock still,
her heart in her mouth, her face white beneath
the peak of her chauffeur’s cap. =

“My niece telephoned me that the misguided
girls = were actually lunching at this
restaurant I’ declared Miss Murdstone, “A
disgraceful breach of school regulations. If
it is true, I shall certainly expel them !”

Miss Desmond, her hands clenched, stepped
quickly across the pavement to the entrance
of the restaurant.

Through the glass swing-doors of the
restaurant the Madcap Form-mistress had
already spotted Pat Derwent & Co., seated
happily at a corner table, tucking into their
long-delayed lunch—all unaware of the homb-
shell that was about to burst!

A DESPERATE RUSE TO SAVE
THE GIRLS
N EVER in her life had Miss Desmond

had cause to think more quickly.
In another moment Miss Murdstone
would have passed through the swing
doors—to pounce on the unsuspecting girls.
But in that fraction of a minute, the Madeap
Form-mistress had devised a reckless, if rather
hazy plan. Quick as thought, she stepped

forward, barring Miss Murdstone's way.

“Fxcuse me, ma'am,” she said huskily,
touching her cap. =
The headmistress started, her gimlet eyes

slim, uniformed figure from
,
A frown of annoyance crossed

“What do

scanning the
head to foot.
her face.

“Well 2 she demanded curtly.
you want ?”

Miss Desmond held her breath, her heart
thumping. The headmistress had not recog-
nised her—yet; but she would have to be
very careful !

She coughed, raising a hand to her mouth,
as though suffering from a severe cold.

“Did I understand that you were looking

for some young ladies from St. Kilda's
School ?” she asked huskily
Miss Murdstone’s manner changed; her

eyes glittered.

“Yes,” she said eagerly.
scen them 77

Miss Desmond nodded.

“If you'll come this way, ma’am,
“TI think I can find them for you.”

“Thank you, my good man,” returned
Miss Murdstone affably, rubbing her hands.
“T am in a hurry.”

Miss Desmond smiled grimly behind her
muflier.

“So am I!” she thought. Aloud. she added :
“This way, ma’am—please mind the step.”

Avoiding the lift, she led the way towards

I0

“Yes—have you

2

she said,

the winding stairs that gave access to the
upper floors.

Miss Murdstone followed, vigorously keeping
pace at first, but gradually lagging behind
as the unwonted exercise began to tell on
her wind.

“Is it much farther, my good man?” she
panted.

“Only a couple of flooars up, ma’am.”
replied Miss Desmond, biting back a smile
as she sfrode springily ahead. “ Kecp
smiling——"

“I—I beg
Murdstone.

“Ahem ! 1 said, ‘stiff climbing,” 7 returned
Miss Desmond, realising that she must keep
a curb on her sense of humour.

“Very,” panted Miss Murdstone.

The top floor happened to be occupied by
a firm of solicitors; in the outer office sat
an elderly clerk.

“Well?”? he
spectacles.

“Where are they ?” demanded Miss Murd-
stone, staring round her.

“I beg your pardon, madam?” inquired
the clerk. *“Do you wish to consult Messrs.
Heslop, Twist and Heslop ?”

“I do net!” snapped the headmistress,
reddening. “I am looking for some school-
girls——"

“There are no
the clerk, stiffy.

AMiss Desmond sneezed.

“Sorry, ma'am,” she said huskily, “they
must have gone downstairs again. If you’ll
come this way- =

“I refuse to walk down all those stairs,”
snapped Miss Murdstone, angrily, ‘“‘Is there
no hft?”

Miss Desmond’s eves glinted.

*Yes, ma'am—just round the corner.”

She balted to throw open a door she had
observed on the way up. The door
was marked: “Store Cupboard "—but Miss
Murdstone hadn’t noticed that !

All unsuspicious, the headmistress stepped
into the dark compartment.

Miss Desmond’s eves gleamed as she stepped
back and slammed the door, shooting the bolt
into place. 5

There came a violent thumping on the
panels, and Miss Murdstone’s muffled tones
demanded instant release. But the Madcap

your pardon?”’ gasped Miss

demanded, peering over his

’

schoolgirls lere,’

Form-mistress ignored the shouts. Now to
warn the girls and help them to escape
unseen !

She turned, intending to make for the
stairs; but just then her attention was drawn
to a torn serap of a letter lying on the ground
at her feet—apparently dropped by the
beadmistress.

She would have treated it to no more than
a passing glance—but a certain phrase seemed
to leap out at her.

“ ... the eventual closing down of St.
Kilda’s School . ... ¥

Miss Desmond bent quickly and snatched up
the torn letter, thrusting aside any misgivings
she might have possessed S

“ ... am sorry,” she read, “that I have
not been able to bring matters more quickly
to a head. There has been much opposition.
However, I am glad to- report that the new
campaign of wholesale expulsions iz having
its effect, and will lead to the eventual closing
down of St. Kilda's School . . . 7

Her eyves wide and horrified. Miss
Desmond stared at the paper; then, drawing
a deep breath, she crushed it in her hand and
sped swiftly downstairs.

& SAY, that was a topping lunch!”

breathed Pat Derwent as she leaned
back in her chair with a little sigh. “Miss
Desmond’s a sport !

Then all the girls starved in surprise as they
saw the muflled figure of a taxi-driver
approaching their table.

“Excuse me,” began the newcomer huskily,
bending over Pat’s chair, “are you young
ladies from St. Kilda's?” .

“Why—yes,” returned Pat, looking
denly anxious. “Is—is anything wrong?”

Miss Desmond raised her peaked cap a liitle,
and Pat gave an amazed start.

“S’sh 1” breathed Miss Desmond warningly.
“Careful, girls. Have you all had a good

33

lunch ?

sud-

put in’

Speechlessly the girls nodded, staring trans-
fixed at their disguised Form-mistress.

“No questions,” breathed Miss Desmond.
“Miss Murdstone’s here, with Mr. Ponscnby,
the school governor. I want you to slip out
by the palm court—and hail the first taxi to
take you back to St. Kilda’s!”

She slipped a ten-shilling note into Pat’s
hand.

“Hurry, girls!”
you—later.”

she breathed. “I'll join

Bewildered, but unquestioning, the girls
rose and slipped away.
The Madeap Form-mistress waited until

they had made good their escape, then she
gave a gaep of relief.

“Now to make
murmured.

But, even as she made for the Palm Court,
there came a shrill shriek from the other end
of the cafe.

“There he is!
locked me up !”

Miss Desmond turned in dismay. Standing
in the doorway was the headmistress, looking
very dusty and dishevelled. And with her was
Myr. Ponsonby and the cafe manager.

Realising what would happen if her real
identity were discovered, the Madcap Form-
mistress made to bolt. In her blind haste
she barged into a waiter, and there came a
crash as a pile of plates went avalanching to
the floor.

“Stop the rascal—stop him {*
Murdstone.

The cafe was in an uproar. Waiters were
dashing to intercept the supposed taxi-driver.
Diners were staring in horrified surprise, and
then, just as she gained the entrance to the
Palm Court, Miss Desmond slipped and went
sprawling on her face. Before she could
recover, one of the waiters had grabbed her,
and in the struggle her peaked cap fell off,
revealing her curly hair.

Miss Murdstone took one startled look, then
her lips set with vicious satisfaction.
“Miss - Desmond !” she snapped.

have guessed as much I”

Vera tried to hide her dismay. She had
saved Pat & Co. from expulsion, but it looked
as if she were doomed to be dismissed. Her
hand went to the scrap of paper in her pocket,
but she did not draw 1t out. That would not
help her. The note was written in a disguised
hand and unsigned.

“What does this disgraceful masquerade
mean?” demanded Mr. Ponsonby. “Return
to the school at once. A special mecting of
the governors shall be held to deal with you,
young woman !”

The headmistress smiled.  She knew thar
meeting could only have one result—dismissal
for the Madcap Form-mistress!

myself  scarce,” she

That's the scoundrel who

screechied Miss

“1 might

THAT evening a white-faced, anxious group

of juniors loitered in the school corridor,
their gazes fixed on the door of the head-
mistress’ study.

Behind that door their beloved Miss
Desmond was undergoing a grilling cross-
examination—though exactly what it was all
about they didn’t know.

Suddenly a little whisper went round the
group as the door opened—and the Madeap
Form-mistress stepped into view.

Miss Desmond’s face was pale, but her eyes
were smiling as steadily as ever.

They clustered round her, plying her with
breathless, whispered questions.

Miss Desmond locked at them,
trembling slightly.

“Well, girls,” she said, “I—I'm going.”

“Going !” echoed a dozen agonised voices,

The Madcap Form-mistress raised her finger
to her lips; there was a strangely familiar
gleam in her eyes, as she bent towards them.

“Yes, I'm going, girls,” she repeated. “‘I've
been fired. But—between you and me—I'mn
coming back again! Don’t worry—vou haven's
seen the last of Vera Desmond !

her lips

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

“ AT SCHCOL IN SECRET.” That’sthe title
of next Friday’s fine story. In it you will
read how Miss Desmand returned to St. Kilda’s
and of the amazing happsnings that followed.
Order your GIRLS’ CRYSTAL to-day.
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WHY IRENE WAS SCARED
ss W I' you're quite sure you're not going to
I arrest me, I'll let you see my ring!”

Irene Merlin spoke lightly, -half

jokingly—but the little break in her

voice betrayed to Noel Raymond’s ears that
she was secretly afraid.

The young detective’s interest had been
avoused by the Iigyptian ring—almost as much
as by its wearer. Auburn-haired, violet-eyed,
Irene Merlin was certainly the most beautiful
girl at the Carruthers’ party.

And the ring of heavy gold on the third
finger of her right hand—its crest shaped
like a cat's head with two gleaming emeralds
for the eves—seemed strangely incongruous
on such a lovely wearer.

“Do you like it?” asked the girl, as she
held out her hand with an almost defiant
movement.

Noel smiled quizzically.

“¢ Like’ is hardly the word I'd apply to
Dast, the cat-headed goddess of ancient
Egypt,” he replied gravely.

The girl shuddered and drew her hand away
quickly.

“I know,” she breathed. “But, you see,”’—
lier eves became suddenly tender, her lips
tremulous—* daddy gave 1t to me before he
died. I feel I must wear it—for his sake.”

“I see,” said the young detective,
venturing to press the matter further.

And yet the girl’s manner and obvious
uneasiness intrigued and baffled him.

Of what was she afraid?

The question was destined to be answered
in a manner as startling as it was unexpected.

Noel saw the girl shiver, as though from
the cold, reaching for her evening cloak which
hung over the back of her chair.

The young detective leaned forward to assist
her—and, in spite of himself, a startled
ejaculation escaped his lips.

With a swift movement he attempted to hide
his discovery from the girl’s eyes—but she
had seen, and the blood drained from her face,
leaving 1t as white as death.

TFor scrawled in crimson across the white
silk lining of the cloak was an amazing
inseription :

>

not

“To wear the Ring of Bast means disaster !
Be warned in time!”

With a little, choking cry, the girl clung to
Noel's arm.
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Another Exploit of

Noel Raymond,

Detective — Written
By

PETER LANGLEY

the seccond time!” she sobbed.

“That’s e 1
“What—what does it mean?”

his eyes narrowed, was
examining the lining of the cloak. The
inscription was quite dry to the touch. He
looked up sharply at ‘the girl’s broken words.

“The second time?” he demanded.

The girl nodded; groping in her handbag
she thrust a crumpled scrap of paper into
Noel’s hand.

“MThis—this came this morning,” she
whispered. “I thought at first that it was
a hateful joke.” ; :

Noel scanned the message written in crimson
ink on the scrap of paper:

The young detective,

“Wear the Ring of Bast to-night at your
peril! Be warned !”

Simply that, and nothing more; no signature
or mark to show from whom the note had
come. The young detective took a small
lens from his pocket and scrutinised the
paper closely; but who ever had written the
note had taken care not to leave finger-prints.

His expression was grim, as he folded the
note and slipped it into his cigarette-case.

“I think I had better keep that for the
time being, Miss Merlin,” he said gravely.
“Whoever wrote that note was not joking !”

His eyes became grave.

““Miss Merlin, excuse my askin’—but are you
any relative of Professor Merlin, the well-
known Egyptologist, who died two years ago ?”

The girl nodded, her eyes filling with tears.

“He—he was my father,” she whispered.
“He—he gave me this ring just before he
went on his last journey to Egypt. Oh, Mr.
Raymond,” she burst out, clutching at his
sleeve, ‘it was some evil thing in those
dreadful tombs that killed him—I know it!
And it’s trying to kill me——"

The young detective caught her hand re-
assuringly in his. The girl had got a fanciful

“ AT EIGHT O’CLOCK 1
STEAL THAT RING!

SHALL

I
i =

Will The Unknown
Enemy Dare Keep His Threat?

idea into her head—an idea that must be
banished at all costs. g

“Pull yourself together, Miss Merlin,” he
said firmly. “ You're far too sensible a girl to
believe that. Your father’s death was perfectly
natural—and as for these messages, they are
the work of some scoundrel who is acting for
some rascally motive best known to himself.”

The girl made a plucky effort to regain her
composure; she glanced at Noel apologetically.

“1 know,” she whispered. “I—I'm acting
stupidly. I think it was the ring that put
the idea into my mind.”

Noel nodded; he could quite believe it.
The ring with its cat’s head and green eyes
was a sinister thing.

And the girl was determined to wear it—in
memory of her father. The young detective
could understand that, too—and he admired
her pluck.

“Miss Merlin,” he said gravely, his hand
tightening on hers, “I want you to trust me.
Solvin’ mysteries is my job y'know. Had
your father any enemies ?”

The girl shook her head quickly.
no!” she said. “I'm positive he
! He—he was so kind and considerate.
I miss him—terribly.”’

“Iave you any relations?” asked Noel.

“Only—only distant ones. I live with a
guardian—an old friend of daddy’s—Mr. Lucas.
He’s ever such a dear—but dreadfully fussy.
I haven’t dared to tell him about—about these
messages.”

“Why not?” asked Noel quickly.

Irene smiled.

“You don’t know my guardian, or you
wouldn’t ask. He'd call the police in, and
have a special guard to watch me night and
day. I'd hate that!”

Noel, with a glance at the speaker’s deter-
mined little chin, could well believe it.

“For all that, Miss Merlin,” he said
gravely, “I think you ought to take pre-
cautions. I wish you’d tell me more about

yourself—your friends—and so on.”
The girl smiled, a slight colour ecreeping

into her pale cheeks and enhancing her
prettiness.

“Of course—if you really want me to;
there’s not an awful lot to tell ” She broke

off, her hand closing on Nocl’s sleeve. “Ilere’s
my guardian,” she whispered. “Please don't
say anything in front of him.”

Noel glanced up, to see a stout, jovial-look-
ing man in evening dress coming towards
them, a cigar between his lips. He glanced
at Noel shrewdly from a pair of twinkling
grey eyes, and his glance turned to his ward.

“Well, well,” he remarked heartily, “how’s
our little ward enjoying herself—eh? Not
tired yet?”

Noel had risen to his feet, and Irene rose
with him.

% Not 4 bit,”
lovely time.”

“T’ve just asked DMiss Merlin for
pleasure of the next dance,” said Noel.

she declared. “I'm having a

the
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“Splendid !’ chuckled Mr. Lucas. “Young
people should have a good time while they’ve
the chance. When you get as old as I am,
i’ll be time to sit down and take life
seriously.”

Noel smiled, and led his partner on to the
dance floor. As they danced, Irene told the
voung detective all about herself. It seemed
that at the time of her father’s death she had
been at a finishing-school in France. She had
left there to make her home in Mr. Lucas’
London house.

Her father had left a small income to
provide for his daughter’s needs; but Mr.
Iucas had augmented this generously from
his own purse, in spite of Irene’s protests. He
declared that nothing was too good for the
daughter of his old friend.

As for friends—Irene had many, among the
smart young set with whom she moved.
Enemies, she had none; and among her wide
circle of acquaintances there was only one
person whom she disliked.

That, she admitted a trifle shamefacedly.
was her father’s Egyptian servant—Abdul
Shan—who had taken up the post of butler
in Mr. Lucas’ house.

Noel’s blue eyes glittered.

“An Egyptian, eh?” he murmured.
you any reason to distrust him?”

The girl shook her head.

“No,” she admitted. “It’s  just—just
prejudice, I suppose, and the way he seems to
follow me about, and watch me.”” She laughed
a trifle apologetically. “You must think I'm
an awfully stupid person, Mr. Raymond.”

“T don't,” said Noel gravely. Iis active
mind was following a certain train of
thoughts. “Tell me, Miss Merlin—have you
met anyone recently who knew your father 2”

The girl stared at him, her eyes widening.

“It’s strange you should -ask that !” she said.
“T haven’t—but I'm supposed to meet a gentle-
man here this evening. A Professor Gratton,
who was with daddy when—when he died. He
wrote to me, asking me to meet him here—
but he hasn’t arrived yet.” <

The young detective was thinking quickly,
piecing together the information he had
received.

He might have been inclined to put the
warning messages down to a foolish and eruel
practical joke—had it not been for the Ring of

ast.

There was something gruesome about that
ring—gruesome and uncanny; it gave the
messages a suggestion of sinister purpose.

Why had Irene Merlin been warned twice
not to wear the ring on this particular even-
ing 7

The lilting tune of the waliz was drawing
to a close; and then, with dramatic un-
expectedness, every light in the ball-room was
suddenly extinguished.

Noel heard the girl's frightened gasp as
she clung to him involuntarily; around them
sounded startled shouts and eries.

“Have

“It’s all right, Miss Merlin,” he said
reassuringly. * Probably just a failure of the
current. I've got a torch somewhere 22

For an instant he released the girl, to grope
in his pocket; and just then something brushed
past his facc—something soft and furry.

A piercing scream rang through the hall.

Noel recognised it as Irene Merlin’s voice,
and he blamed himself for not having kept
closer to her,

A cold hand seemed to clutch at Noel’s
heart as he flung himself forward, to catch
Irene in his arms as she fell.

“Lights !” he shouted. “See to the lights,
someone !”

He snatched out his torch as he spoke, flash-
ing the light on his motionless burden.

Irene Merlin was unconscious, her
deathly pale; her lips were moving.

“The ring !”” she whispered. “The Ring of
Bast !”

Noel’s gaze darted swiftly to the girl’s hand;
%155 drew in his breath with a sharp, incredulous
hiss.

For the Egyptian ring had been wrenched
from the girl’s finger, and now lay on the
floor, its emerald eyes glinting wickedly.

And on the girl’s white wrist was an ugly
red mark—the imprint of a cat’s paw!

I2

face

ANOTHER THREAT FROM THE UNKNOWN !

HE young detective dropped to one
I knee, supporting the fainting girl in
his arms.

With an effort he thrust from his
mind the fantastic implication of that crimson
mark, and concentrated on the bare facts.

The girl had been attacked in some extra-
ordinary manner in the middle of the crowded
ball-room; the attacker’s motive seemed. to
have been the purloining of the Egyptian ring
—and in the general confusion he had dropped

1t.

But if theft was the purpose of the attack—
why the two messages warning the girl not to
wear the ring?

It did not make sense.

Noel’s mind was grappling with the elusive
mystery as the lights suddenly flashed up,
revealing the white-faced girl in his arms
and the scared circle of guests.

Two figures pushed their way through the
crush; one was Freddy Carruthers, the host—
the other was Irene’s guardian.

My, Lucas darted forward, his face pallid.

“Irene !” he cjaculated huskily. “Great
heavens, what has happened 7” ;

Noel looked up, encountering the other’s
agitated, questioning stare.

*“Miss Merlin has had a slight shock, sir,”
he said calmly. ‘“She has fainted. There
is no cause for worry.”

“No cause for worry !” ejaculated Mr. Lucas.
“There is every cause. Someone has fright-
ened my ward. I demand an explanation !”

He stared from Noel to the agitated young
host. Freddy Carruthers spoke up apologetic-
ally.

‘yFea)‘fu]Iy sorry an’ all that, Mr. Lucas—
jolly old fuses blown out, or something.
Accept my apologies.”

Noel was not listening. Ie was bending
over the girl as her eyelids flickered and her
lips moved.

A faint, horrified whisper escaped Irene's
pallid lips.

“The cat! The cat!”

“Eh? What’s she talking about ?” demanded
Mr. Lucas, frowning.

Instinctively, Noel glanced at the girl's
hand—seeking the crimson mark of the cat's
paw. He stared, his eyes narrowing incredu-
lously.

The girl’s hand was smooth and white, and
devoid of a mark of any kind !

Had he been suffering from hallucinations?
Had the sinister mark been some curious trick
of his eyesight?

The young detective refused to believe it.
He was convinced that the mark had been
there—the imprint of a cat’s paw.

There were such things as stains that faded
when exposed to the air—

His thoughts were interrupted as Mrs.
Carruthers, the hostess, bustled forward to
take charge of the fainting girl.

Irene’s guardian made to follow, but Noel
plucked him by the sleeve.

“I’d like a word with you, if I may, M.
Lucas,” he said.

“Well? Well? What is it ?” demanded the
other testily, his nerves obviously on edge.

The young detective drew him aside.

“Does your ward dislike cats, as a rule?” he
inquired.

Mr. Lucas stared.

“Cats?” he echoed.
of. Irene’s very fond of animals.
are you getting at, young man?”

Noel shrugged.

“It was a cat—or something masquerading
as a cat—that scared her just now,” he said
quietly.

“Ridiculous !” snorted Mr. Lucas. “I know
for a fact that the Carruthers don’t keep a
cat.”
h'He made to move away, but Noel detained

im, ;

“Just one more question,” he said. “I'm
workin’ in your ward’s interest, Mr. Lucas.”
He produced his card, watching the other’s
expression. “Your Egyptian servant—Abdul
Shan; is he quite trustworthy ?”

Mr. Lucas whistled, a peculiar expression
crossing his face.

“So that’s the way the wind blows, is it?”

“Not that I am aware
Just what

he muttered. “You suspect Abdul Shan of
trying to scare my ward? I'll admit I know
nothing about the fellow, except that he was
employed by poor old Merlin—Irene’s father.
The chap’s always struck me as being a bit
peculiar, but I kept him on for old time’s sake.
Come to think of it, he keeps a cat—a sleck,
black brute of a thing.”

The young detective’s eyes narrowed with
interest as he made a mental note ef the fact.

“Is there any chance that your servant could
have been here to-night 7” he asked.

Mpyr. Lucas shrugged.

“He’s supposed to be at home,”
“But you can never tell with these
I'll make inquiries when I get back.”
- {']Ic moved away, and Noel frowned thought-
ully.

“The feller responsible for this is as ecunnin’
as he’s unscrupulous,” he muttered. “It’s not
goin’ to be easy to bring him to book. The
question is, did he actually mingle with the
guests, or did he get in from the outside ?”

As most of the guests were known personally
to Noel, he decided to explore the latter possi-
bility first. A brief search of the now deserted
ball-room brought him to an open window—
which he was certain had previously been
closed.

With the aid of his glass, he scrutinised
the window-sill—seeking for traces of mud or
other indications of an intruder. But he drew
blank.

Perplexed, but still convinced that the open
window had some significance, he leaned out,
flashing his torch on the ivy that grew thickly
below the sill. Suddenly he stiffened, and,
reaching out his arm to its full extent, he
pulled up something that had been caught up
i the ivy.

It was a jagged piece of fur—that might
have been cut or torn from a fur coat, or the
lining of a glove.

His eyes glinting, Noel rubbed it
against his cheel.

“So that’s it I’ he muitered. “The blighter
used this to give colour to his scare.  When
he’d done with it, he threw it out of the
window. But what’s his game? What 2

Thud !

He ducked instinctively as something whizzed
past his head, embedding itself in the oak
wainscoting.

It was a knife, a knife with a curiously
carved bronze hilt!

Noel spun round, glaring across the deserted
ball-room. In two bounds he reached the door-
way opposite, and peered out along the caxr-
peted corridor.

There was no one in sight-—but there were
several windows by which an intruder might
have entered, or escaped.

_His face pale and grim, the voung detec-
tive returned into the ball-room, and, carefully
covering the hilt of the knife with his hand-
kerchief, jerked it out of the wall.

His first impression that a deliberate attempt
had been made to murder him gave place to
another.

The knife had been flung as a warning—a
threat to dissuade him from investigating.

Noel smiled grimly as he wrapped the knife
in his silk handkerchief and slipped it into his
pocket. If anything could have increased his
determination to solve the mystery it was this.

Irene’s secret enemy meant business, and so
did Noel

As coolly as though nothing unusual had
happened, Noel went in search of Irene, find-
ing her at length in the drawing-room, sur-
rounded by a cluster of anxious and curious
guests.

She greeted Noel with a wan, apologetic
smile.

“I'm so sorry to have scarved you,” she said.
“It was awfully silly of me. It was the lights
going out so suddenly, and I thought I felt
somcthipg furry touch my face. It reminded

3

he said.
atives.

lightly

nie

She broke off with a faint shudder. Noel
knew she was thinking of the warning
messages.

Noel held out the Egyptian ring which he
had rescued from trampling feet in the ball-
room.

“By the wav von
Merlin,” he said, smiling.
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The girl's face lit up, though she shrank a
little as the ring touched her hand.

“I don’t like it,” she whispered, ‘“‘but it’s
all—all I've got left to remind me of daddy.
It would break my heart to lose it.”

Just then Mr. Lucas came into the room.
He had recovered his jovial manner.

“The car’s waiting, Irene,” he said.
better be getting along.”

On a sudden impulse, Noel stepped forward.

“I wonder it you would mind giving me a
lift, sir?” he asked. “My car’s hors-de-
combat at the moment.”

“Pleasure, my boy!” returned Mr. Lucas
heartily. *Pleasure !”

“We'd

By the swift, grateful glance from the girl's
violet eyes, Noel knew that he had done the
right thing.

The brief journey was made practically in
silence. Then:

“Here we are,” remarked Mr. Lucas, as the
car drew up outside a detached house on the
outskirts of London. *‘Care to step in for a
parting drink, Raymond ?”

Noel accepted promptly. Not that he re-
quired a drink, but he was particularly anxious
to meet Abdul Shan.

The Egyptian servant himself opened the
door—a tall, magnificent figure of a man,
with dark, inscrutable features. He wore
native costume.

He bowed, stepping aside to allow them to
pass. Noel saw his eves, dark and watchful,
following Ivenc Merlin as she walked down the
hall, holding to her guardian’s arm.

Mr. Lucas evidently shared his late friend’s
taste for antiques. The house was a veritable
museum of Egyptian and Assyrian curios. Mr.
Lucas led the way into a magnificently fur-
nished library, and, waving Noel to a chair,
rang for drinks.

Abdul Shan came into the room, bearing a
card on a salver. It had just been delivered
by hand. Irene glanced at it in obvious
trepidation, then her face cleared.

“It's from daddy’s friend, Professor
Gratton,” she explained. “He says he was
sorry not to have been able to attend the
dance to-night, and he will give himself the
pleasure of calling on me to-morrow evening
at nine o’clock. He particularly wishes to see
my—my ring.”

Noel raised his eyebrows
interest, and Mr. Lucas grunted.

“It strikes me, young lady,” remarked the
latter, “that too many people are interested
in your ring. You're foolish to insist on wear-
ing such a valuable ornament.”

“But I promised daddy I'd wear it,” pro-
tested Irene

“Is it very valuable, Luecas?” inquired Noel
casually.

“Speaking as an expert,” replied Mr.
Lucas, leaning over to tap the ring, “I’d say
it's worth a cool thousand—possibly more.
But there you are,” ho added bluffly. “What’s
the use of talking? Irene’s made up her mind
she’ll wear it, and wild horses won’t stop her.
No; don’t go yet, my boy,” he went on
jovially, as Noel rose. “I've got some good
cigars in the next room.”

He stepped from the room, leaving Irene and
Noel alone.

“You mean to wear that ring, in spite of
everything, Miss Merlin?” inquired Noel.

“In spite of everything !I”” replied Irene.

Just then the telephone bell rang. Irene
reached out and lifted the receiver. Her face
turned ghastly pale, and she staggered, clutch-
ing at the table for support.

In a bound Noel was at her side. The
rasping crackling of the voice at the other end
of the wire was plainly audible.

“Allow me !” he breathed, and, taking the
receiver from the girl's nerveless. fingers, he
raised it to his ear.

“I repeat,” grated the distant voice. *To-
morrow night, at eight o’clock, Bast will
strike.  You have disregarded my warning.
You insist on wearing the ring, so I must take
other steps tc end your defiance. At eight
o'clock I shall steal that ring!”

The voice ended, and there came a click as
the unknown man at the other end of the wire
hung up tho receiver.
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WHEN EIGHT O’CLOCK STRUCK
68 WANT you to leave everything to me,
I Mr. Lucas,” said “Noel tersely, “and 1
promise you no harm will come to your
ward.”

It was the following evening, and, having
told Mr. Lucas of the telephone threat, Noel
had taken charge.

“It’s an amazing business!” muttered Mr.
Lucas, glancing hastily at his watch. “In
twenty minutes’ time this—this mysterious
scoundrel threatens to strike at my niece. Yet
the house is locked up, my servants have been
given orders to watch all windows and doors,
and you say you have taken special pre-
cautions. The man must be bluffing.”

“We’d be wise not to underestimate the
cleverness of our opponent,” returned Noel
gravely. “I fancy he’s a man who'll stick at
nothing to gain his ends. For all that, I flatter
myself he’ll find that he’s bitten off more than
he can chew. For instance =

He crossed the voom and touched a small
switch concealed behind a curtain. The young
detective had spent several hours in the house
that afternoon, preparing for the audacious
intruder.

“Open the door, Mr. Lucas,” he instructed
dryly, “but don’t cross the threshold.”

Surprised, the other obeyed. There was a
blinding flash of light, and he stepped back
hastily, covering his face with his hands.

“Electric wiring,” explained Noel grimly.
“If anyone attempts to enter the room by
door or window while the switch is on, they’ll
receive a shock sufficient to stun them. Now "—

something from behind his back, partly
wrapped in a handkerchief.

It was the bronze dagger !

“Bver seen this before, Shan?”® ke
demanded.

The Egyptian nodded, gravely and
composedly.

“It is mine, effendi,”” he returned, holding
out his hand. “I had mislaid it. I thank
you for finding it.”

Noel, though taken aback, retained his hold
on the dagger. It seemed incredible that
Abdul Shan should be standing there, calmly
admitting the villainy.

The other’s fingers had closed on the blade,
and, struck by a sudden thought, Noel drew
it back. While the man stared at him in
puzzlement, the young detective took out a
magnifying-glass and swiftly compared Abdul’s
finger-prints on the blade with the prints he
had already discovered on the bronze hilt.

They were quite different.

“That seems to let you out, Abdul,” Noel
remarked.

“T beg the effendi’s pardon?”

“No matter.” Nocl smiled grimly., “I'm

taking precautions, for all that.
with me, Abdul; you
master’s study.”

Followed by the inserutable Egyptian, he led
the way back to Mr. Lucas’ study.

Irene, rather pale, was waiting there with
her guardian. Noel noticed that she was still
wearing the Ring of Bast—and his eves
gleamed admiringly. That girl had spirit—
and pluclk !

Please come
are wanted in your

ey
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The tension grew as the minute hand approached the hour.

It seemed impossible

for any intruder to enter the room, and yet Noel was filled with a great anxiety. Would
his precautions be sufficient to safeguard Irene ?

he turned off the switch—“I think we had
better prepare Miss Merlin. She will wait in
here with us till the danger’s over.”

Mr. Lucas nodded agitatedly.

“T’1l fetch her,” he said. “She is in her
room.”

He departed hurriedly, and Noel, taking
something from his pocket, made his way
swiftly to the kitchen quarters.

On the stairs he encountered the Egyptian
servant, prowling in his usual noiscless, cat-
like manner. :

The Igyptian bowed stiffly, stepping aside
for Noel to pass.

“One minute, Shan,” said the
detective. “I want a word with you.”
The Egyptian glanced at him inquiringly.
Suddenly, unexpectedly, Noel produced

young

“Mr. Raymond,”” she said, a trifle un-
steadily, “do you—do you think someone means
to carry out that threat?”

Noel bent over the girl.

“Remember what I told vou,” he whispered,
“and leave the rest to me!” Aloud he added:
“Miss Merlin, please sit in that chair, M.
Tucas and vyou, Abdul, guard the window.
I'll look after the door.”

Noel crossed to the wall and moved a switch.
Then, torch in hand, he took up his stand by

the door. His other hand rested lightly on
a bulge in his pocket, where reposed his
automatic.

The young detective was determined to take
no chances !

Suddenly Mr. Lucas pointed to the clock
that ticked in one corner of the room.
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“It only wants a few minutes to eight,” he
declared hoarsely. “We haven’t long to wait
now.

Abdul tensed himself, and for all her pluck,
Irene’s face went pale The suspense was
agonising. Iiveryone kept their eyes fixed on
the clock. Slowly the minute hand moved, and
then, suddenly, the light in the chandchm
overhead commenced to flicker.

“What—what the dickens is the matter with
those lights?” demanded Mr. Lucas, glaring.

*Stand by the window ! rapped Noel.

Iiven as he spoke, the lights gave a final
flicker, and were extinguished.

There came a stifled cry from the girl; Noel
could hear Mr. Lucas breathing heavily.

“FEveryone keep quite &till 1 rapped Noel.
“Tlash your torch, Lucas.”

He pressed the button of his own torch—but
nothing happened. He heard the futile click
of Mr. Lucas’® torch.

“There’s someone else in the room !” shouted
Myr. Lucas hoarsely.

Noel. conscious of a movement close to him,
reached out and seized Abdul Shan as the
lgyptian brushed past him.

*No,  you don’t!” rapped the young detec-
tive grimly,

“ Effendi—let me
Egyptian. “ My voung mistress——

His words were interrupted by a horrified
scream and a thud.

Noel sprang to the door and flung it open.
There was a blinding flash and a brilliant
glare as a set of emergency lights sprang up at
the touch of a hidden button.

Irene Merlin lay across her chair, her face
deathly white; sprawled on the carpet, groan-
ing, was Mr. Lucas. The Egyptian was
crouched in a corner, glaring round him and
muttering threats.

In an instant Noel was at the girl’s side.
His face was pale and drawn. He had set out
to trap the girl’s enemy—and had failed.

Except for himself, the groaning Mr. Lucas
and the -terrified ]Lg}plmn the room was
empty !

The thing was fantastic—ineredible.

Incredulously, Noel was staring at the girl's
white hand. The ring on the third finger had
vanished !

Having assured himself that the girl was un-
injured, Noel groped in his \\a1=fcoat pocket
for the real Ring of Bast! The ring that the
girl had worn had been substituted by Noel
at the last moment for a cheap imitation !

The mysterious altacl\m had escaped—ivith-
out gaining his purpose !

There was still time to bring the villain to
11')“1\

exclaimed the

3
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I,IA\LF an hour later, after spending some
time on the telephono Noel called at an
old-fashioned house in Kensington, and was
ushered into the presence of the well-known
Iigyptologist, Professor Gratton.

By now he was convinced that the professor’s
to England was, connected, in some vital
way, with the attacks'on Miss Merlin.

On the two occasions on which Irene had
arranged to meet her father's old friend, she
had received the threatening messages.

Professor Gratton, grey-haired and scholarly,

rose to his feet, motioning his visitor
courteously to a chair.

“I understand by your phone-message that
vou have something of importance to com-
municate with me, Mr. Raymond—with regard
to my old friend's daughter, Irene Merlin.”

Noel nodded, coming swiftly to the point.

“Professor Gratton,” he said bluntly, “may
I suggest that your main reason in wishing to
see Miss Merlin is connected with the Ring of

The professor started slightly, adjusting his
spectacles.

“1 do not deny it,
“but how——"

Noel leaned forward,
carnestly.

“Professor,” he said, “it may seem an im-
pertinence from a complete stranger to ask you
ta divulge the reason for your interest in this
ring. But I assure you I have only Miss
Merlin’s interests at heart. The girl is in
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voung man,” he said,

his eyes gleaming

danger—her happmc\s menaced ; and the cause
is the Ring of Bast !’

“Great heavens!” e]aculdted the professor,
paling. “I had no idea that anyone suspected
that——"’

“The truth, professor!’
“Of what value is this ring?

“Of mcalculabk value, young man,” xephed
the professor. “In itself it is of no intrinsic
worth; but there arve certain hieroglyphies
inscribed inside the ring—the significance of
which were only discovered by my old friend a
few days before his death. He entrusted the
secret with me in a letter which, by an over-
sight, I only received a few weeks ago. I came
post-haste to England to visit Miss Merlin—but

exclalmed Noel.

93

purposely did not divulge the reason for my

visit.”

The young detective's eyes glittered; his
mind was working swiftly.

“Is it possible that anyone else could have
been aware of the significance of those mark-
ings, professor?” he mquned

“I had not imagined so,” replied the pro-
fessor; “but your words seem to throw a fresh
complexion on the matter.”

“And the meaning of the hieroglyphics?”
demanded Noel.

The professor
forward.

“They are the clue, young man, to a
fabulous treasure—buried in Egypt. Though
the treasure would be forfeit to the Eg\ptlan
Government, a proportion of its value—
amounting possrbly to a small fortune—would
accrue to the finder, the late Professor Merlin,
or his heirs. It was the professor’s dying wish
that this money should go to his only daughier.
But might I ask, Mr. Raymond, what 1s the
purpose of these questions?”

* You might,” replied Noel, and slipping his
hand into his pocket, he p1oducnd the E g\pnau
ring. Do you recognise this, professor ?”

Professor Gratton started violently as he
held out his hand.

“The Ring of Bast!” he exclaimed. Then,
abruptly, his expression changed. Picking up
a large magnifying-glass from his desk, he
examined the ring more closely.

Noel, watching eagerly, encountered
plofcssm s puzzled stare.

“What is this, young man ?
Ring of Bast. It’s only a fake

“A fake!” ejaculated Noel.
sure 7

‘“Positive,” replied the professor.

For an instant the young deteciive seemed

hesitated; then he leaned

the

This is not the
»

“Are you
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thunderstruck. Then abruptly he sprang to
his feet, nearly overturning his chair in his
haste.

“Great heavens!” he exclaimed. “I see it
all new. The heartless scoundrel! Professor

Gratton “—he turned to the bewildered savant

—“I need your help to expose a cunning
plotter and to safeguard the rights of an inno-
cent gnl 2

“MY ring’s been found, after all!”

“Eh?” Mr. Lucas stared up from
his paper- littered desk as his ward burst
unceremoniously into his study the following
evening. “What’s that? The Ring of Bast—
found 77

Irene nodded, her eyes sparkling.

“Mr. Raymond has just phoned to say that
he has the ring, and will hand it to me if I go
to his flat. I am to take it to Professor
Gratton, who particularly wants to see it.”

Mr. Tucas bit the end off his cigar before
replying.

“H’m ! he commented. “It’s a queer
business—but I suppose the young man kno\\s
what he’s about. You’d better go along.”

Irene thanked him breathlessly and hurried
from the room.

It was the postscript of the letter that par-
ticularly intrigued her.

“Wear a

long raincoat and a <calf—1m~
portant. R.”

Keep this to yourself.—N.

Unquestioningly, Irene obeyed instructions.
Attired in a long raincoat that reached almost
to her ankles, and a scarf that practically
concealed her face, she stepped into her
guardian’s car and was driven swiftly to
Noel’s flat.

Barely had she entered it, than another car
drew up_on the other side of the road.

A muffled figure sprang out. Seceing that
Irene’s chauffeur, who was noene other than
Abdul Shan, had descended and had his back
to the car, the unknown stealthily opened the
door and crept into the limousine, there to
crouch out of sight.

A few minutes passed; then the door of
Noel’s flat opened—the young detectivé’s voice
was - heard.

- ““All right, Miss \[mhn Drive as fast as
you can to the professor’ Lou‘:c I'll meet you
thmo Take care of the unrr

“T1l remember!” came Irenc's’ breathless
tones, “Good-hye—and thank you so much !”

A slim figure in raincoat. and muffler
hurried quickly across the rain-swept pave-
ment and jumped lightly into the car.

The car commenced to move.

And then, from a dim corner
sprang the muflled intruder.

“You little fool!” he hissed.
to defy Bast—and you will pay the penalty!

A pair of sinuous hands groped for the
other’s throat. :

But the attacker was due for a surprise.
The rain-coated figure sprang to its feef, fling-

opposite,

“You dare
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ing off its scarf—to reveal, not Irene’'s pretiy
features, but Noel Raymond’s grim face!
Aided by the darkness, and thanks to the

long raincoat, and scarf, the young detective
had been able to impersonate the girl.

Bufmo he eould recover from the shock, the
attacker’s wrists were caught in a viecelike
grip.

“We meet again, Mr. Lucas ™
Raymond. “All right, Shan!”

The car purred to a stop.

Struggling furiously, Mr. Lucas attempted
to wrench himself from the detective’s hold.

But Noel was more than his mateh. He
dragged the struggling man out of the car,
and the impassive Abdul Shan came to lis
aid.

Then the door of the flat was flung open,
and Irene raced out, her face white; she was
followed by the grey-haired figure of Professor
Gratton.

Irene gave a horrified ery as she recognised
her guardian.

“T'm sorry to say, Miss Merlin,” said Noel
grimly, ‘“that your guardian is a heartless
rascal. For months he has been planning to
rob you of a fortune—the clue to which was
confuined in the Ring of Bast.

“The real ring he substituted, without your
knowledge: for months you have been wear-
mg a worthless imitation.’

“But why—why ?” gasped Irene, tears in her

drawled Nocl

eyes.

“I think Professor Gratton will be able to
explain,” said Noel. ‘“Wse have traced the
veal thing. It-is in the hands of experts who
had been paid by Mr. Lucas to solve the
hieroglyphics. He thought he was perfectly
safe—t1ll he heard that Professor Gratton was
coming to England to see you.

‘Then he knew that the fraud would be
discovered, and he tried to prevent you from
wearing the fake ring. The mysterious
messages came from him! When these failed,
he tried to steal the duplicate by means
caleulated to terrify you, and disarm suspicion
from himself.

‘“Abdul Shan has suspecied his new employer
all along, and has done his best to gnard you.
I think, Miss Merlin, that that is all.”

R. LUCAS., scoundrel though he was,

escaped the full penalty he deserved.

At Irene’s earnest request, Noel did not call

in the police. But the plotter was given three

df,\ls_to leave England, and Irene saw no more
of him

The fortune accruing from the discovery of
the -Egyptian treasure passed eventually to its
rightful owner—Professor Merlin’s daughter—
and Abdul Shan stayed on in England as the
girl’s trusted bodyguard.

EXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

“THE PLASTER PIERROTS THAT VAN-
ISHED !’ That is the title of next Friday’s
thrilling detective story. Order your GIRLS’
CRYSTAL in advance.

GIRLS’ CRYSTAL
25/4/36



LA BELLE
ANGLAISE
ey

BACK TO ENGLAND i

AY FORRESTER huddled down, pant-

K ing with relief, amongst the coals in
the grimy ship’s bunker.

She was a stowaway! She was
smuggled in the stokehold of a cargo boat. But
the vessel was under way, now, the shores of
France were fading in the night, and she was
on her voyage home to Lingland at last.

Kay thrilled under the oilskins that covered
her thin frock.

She was going back to England—to pursue
her stage career once more, to take up the
broken threads agamn and make a fresh fight
to win success before the London footlights. It
was not only her life’s ambition. A fortune
awaited her the day she achieved her goal!

That fortunc went to Philip Slade, should
she fail.

It was Slade who had got her out of the
country by a trick. But his short-lived
triumph was over, and she was going to beat
him yet. The fight was to begin again.

The swaying of the vessel brought the coals
toppling down upon Kay, but she shook the
dust from her clothes and just laughed for
happiness.

An hour went by, and all Kay could hear was
the throbbing of the engines and the rattle of
the stoker’s shovel. That stoker had proved
her friend and deliverer. Then at last the
door opened, and she saw his good-natured face
beaming at hcr under the coal grime.

“You all right, missy ?” he asked hoarsely.

“Never felt better in my life, thank you!”
breathed Kay.

He nodded approval.

“You're a plucked ’un, you are! A gel
with grit like yours will get through any-
thing. But you ain’t out of the wood yet,
missy | They're mighty hot on stowaways in
England. You've got to get ashore somehow
without being copped, else you'll finish up in
gaol 1

“That won't suit me a bit!” Kay said
emphaticaliy.

“We'll see what we can do for you—me an’
my mates. Youll have to make a quick get-
away out of Dover, anyhow. Where you
aiming for 7

“ London !”

“Got your train fare?”’

“Not a bean !” sighed Kay.
get a free foot in Dover, I'll

“’Arf a mo’ |I” murmured the stoker.

He shuffled away across the iron gallery to
his mates in the boiler-room adjoining. Kay

GIRLS’ CRYSTAL
25/4/38

“’_But if I once

remained hidden in the bunker. Then pre-
sently the stoker came back, a pleased grin on
his face, and a grubby slip of paper in his
hand.

“Here y’are, missy !” he said, thrusting the
paper into her palm. “I guessed one of my
mates 'ud have one, and he says you're
welcome.”

Kay stared down at the paper, and her
heart gave a leap. her eyes shone.

It was a railway pass from Dover to London.

“Garn, forget 1t !” said the stoker, when she
tried to thank him. “You be ready to make a
quick hop out, see, missy ! We're jest getting
into Dover now. The Customs blokes will
come aboard to look over the cargo. You've
got to dodge ’em and slip ashore; but how
you're going to do it is another story. We
can’t help you, matey—more’s the pity! It’s
up to you I’

“I'll manage it!” breathed Kay. *‘Thanks
a million times for all you’ve done !

She waited alone in the bunker, tense in
every limb, as she felt the ship breasting the
harbourside.

The engines stopped;
anchor !

High up on the deck above Kay could hear
the gangways being fixed; then authoritative
voices, and the tramp of the Customs officers
coming aboard.

If those officers discovered her they would
arrest her—they would lock her up!

Kay crept out of her hiding-place along the
iron gallery, and up the companionway to the
next deck. It was a cargo deck. She heard
two of the Customs men descending the steps
from above. She dived into hiding under the
steps and huddled there, scarvcely daring to
breathe,

The men passed on at last, and Kay crept
up to the top deck. She concealed herself
behind a capstan, her heart panting. She
could see the gangway only a dozen yards
away. It led ctraight down to the landing-
stage, but a dozen officials were standing at

the vessel was at
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the foot of it, and the
burning brightly.

Kay made a desperate decision. It must be
now or never. She would have to run the
gauntlet of those officials, whatever happened.
She was still wearing oilskins, leggings, and
cap, and this disguise was her only hope, so
long as she could act up to the role of a ship’s
boy.

And Kay hadn’t been on the stage without
learning a great deal about acting.

Grabbing up a coil of rope, she hoisted it on
to her shoulder, and with an imitation of a
sailor’s gait, she walked boldly across to the
gangway, whistling shrilly.

She marched down the gangway, and she
brushed right by the sleeve of the harbour-
master. Her shrill whistling pierced his ears
like a knife.

“Hi, not so much row, vou young scalla-
wag !” he roared.

He aimed a cuff at her. Cheerily Kay
ducked and fled for her life. She was out of
sight across the quay before the harbour-
master had time to state his opinion of ship's
boys.

Behind the wall of a warehouse Kay dropped
the rope coil, threw off her oilskins and cap,
and passed into the railway station—free,
safely ashore, and panting with relief.

In another moment she was mingling with
the passengers at the platform barrier. Her
railway pass was quite in order. The inspecior
clipped 1t and hustled her along.

Kay sank into the waiting London train—
hungry, travel worn, grimed with coal-dust
and deliciously happy.

She slept through the whole journey.

At some time in the small hours of morn-
ing Kay climbed the steps of her old digs and
knocked up the landlady. She had nowhere
else to go.

And the landlady staved at her in the dawn,
rubbed the sleep from her eyes, leaned against
the doorpost, and just couldn’t believe that this

lights of the quay were
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Here's
¢ another selection of tricks for you to

still they come! yet
sharpen your wits on. Just in case
they aren’t quite sharp enough, I've put

:  the solutions on page 22. Right, let’s go!

A SQUARE DEAL
There are a considerable number of squares
in the diagram below. What I'm asking
you to do is to count just how many there
are :

(1)
: * * *
: When is the half of 8 three ? And if that
- doesn’t stump you, when ig it O ? (2)

CLUE-WORDS
Just another variety of a crossword—
without the squares. The name of a certain
CRYSTAL contributor has been numbered off—
- first letter is number 1, second letter number 2,
etc. There are eight letters altogether.

was Miss Forrester, the dainty leader of Kay
Forrester’s Dancing Four :

“Bless my soul, Miss Kay! You look as
if you've been rolling in a coal-hole!” she
gasped.

“I have !” laughed Kay.

She smiled and passed on into the house,
but she knew that her struggles now would be
no smiling matter. She had come back to
London friendless and penniless, with nothing
but the poor ruined clothes she was wearing.
And she had got to seek work in a profession
where appearance counted for everything !

3 s . ° . B

K AY snatched a brief sleep and a bath, then
set to work cleaning her frock. Nothing
could bring back its newness.

Her coat had suffered still more. She gave
that a thorough cleaning. She took the collar
off, and turned it, and put a bright gloss on
her shoes. But she sighed when she gazed at
herself in the mirror.

The truth was not disguised.
told their own tale of poverty.

Kay held up her head and went out to make
the round of the theatrical agents. She had to
walk all the way to the West End. When she
came to the first office she paused outside

16

Her clothes

Replace the figures underneath by the correct
letters—and you’ll get the result.
Letters number 123 mean something useful
to authors.
Letters number 567 mean to curtail.
Letters number 7654 mean a rod or perch.
Letters number 167 mean to burst.
Letters number 6783 mean not shut.
Letters number 783 mean the same as 123.
What is the name I'm after ? (3)
* * *

Just try
quickly :

“ The cricket critic’s gig whip snapped.”

“ The city sweep shook his sooty sheet
in the city street.”

“Ten tiny toddling tots trying to train
their tongues to trill.” :

saying these tongue-twisters

A SOLENMN THOUGHT! £

What is it that men love morg than life,

Fear more than death or mortal strife. z

The poor man has, the rich man wants, :

The miser spends, the rich man saves,

And all men*carry to their graves ¢ (4) :
*® *

And now for a “ Letter Bridge.” Change
LAND into SEAS by altering one letter at a
time—each alteration must make a complete
work. You're only allowed four changes. (5)

HOW SILLY !

A girl wanted change for a shilling. For
some reason of her own she asked that she
should be given twelve coins to make up the
amount, but that none of them should be
pennies, What was she given ? (6)

* * *

When do your teeth do what your tongue

is intended for 2 (7)

the doorway and rubbed the dust off her shoes
with her handkerchief.

Inside, the waiting-room was crowded with
chorus girls and dancers seeking engagements.
Kay took a seat. One by one the others were
called into the inner office, and the better-
dressed ones came out with smiling faces and
a contract in their pockets.

Kay’s turn came at last.

The agent was glancing at her card, and
dide’t look up.

“Oh, yes; I remember your name! I booked
you before, when you had a dance quartet
of your own,” he murmured. “You've broken
away now, have you, to do a solo act. Well,
that’s usually the best thing 2

He broke off.

He had raised his head, and Kay saw him
looking her up and down with fading interest.

“H'm! Had a spell of bad luck, haven’t
you ?”

“I’ve been abroad. I only came back last
night,” Kay said stoutly.

“Couldn’t get any bookings there ?”

“Yes, heaps! I was in work all the time.
But not the sort I wanted. You know my act,
Mr. Willis,” Kay hurried on, “you saw me
when I was playing the Jubilee Cinemas, and
you said——"

“Doesn’t matter what I said then,” put in
the agent. “You were flourishing, and you
know what it is in this game, miss. Prosperity
makes for prosperity. You don’t look prosper-
ous now. If I were to send you round to any
of the theatres on my books they’d turn you
down on sight without giving you an audition.”

And he gave Kay a look that was sym-
pathetic, but brusque.

“Take my tip and get hold of some smart
clothes, young lady. Anyone to see you now
can tell that you've had a rough time out of
work. They’ll say to themselves: °Others
didn’t want her, so she can’t be any good.’
Afraid I can offer you nothing. Good-day !”

Kay had the same experiencé at every other
agent’s that day. By the time evening came
she was famished and utterly worn out. She
told herself that her luck would soon change:
but it was hard to keep up her spirit—and her
pride—when she had to return to the digs
and beg a meal “on tick ” from the landlady.

The latter had been proud to have her lodg-
ing there in the past, when Kay’s Dancing
Four had been flourishing and popular, but
her manner changed sharply now.

“Oh, it’s like that, is it ?” she said. “ Well,
T'll send some dinner up to you, miss, but I
want my money at the end of the week, or
out you go!”

Next day Kay began the weary round all
over again, with the same heartbreaking ex-
perience at every agent’s. In the theatrical
profession pro’s had to pretend to be thriv-
ing, even when they were not; and none knew
it better than Kay. But how could she hire
pretty finery when she hadn't even the price
of a meal in her purse?

Four sickening days like this made a differ-
ence to Kay. Worry and lask of nourishment
told their tale, and her checks grew pale, her
eyes ringed with dark shadows. She ceased
hankering for a proud place in the high-lights.
She was just desperate for work—any work,
any job she could get.

It tortured her to remember how Dan War-
wick had offered her a place in his London
show at the time that she was held bound
to that fraudulent contract for South Africa.
It had cheated her from accepting his offer.

She inquired everywhere, but she could find
no trace of Dan Warwick now, when she so
desperately needed his help. In any case, Kay
realised dully that he would long ago have
found another dancer to fill the place.

One weary morning Kay called at a fresh
agency. It was an employment burecau for
every sort of work connected with the theatre.

A dozen lucky chorus girls were engaged,
right under Kay's eyes, for a new West End
revue. That was all for to-day, the agent said,
and then he saw Kay lingering in the room,
and he looked her briskly up and down.

“What’s your line, miss?”

“Dancer.” .

He opened his mouth to speak, and Kay
couldn’t stand it.

¢“Oh, I know what you're going to tell me !”
she sald “My clothes are shabby, I look as
if I’ve been out of work a long time; and so
I have. But I can still dance; I can still put
up 2 show—and a good one—and I can do any
job that’s given me, and thankful to get it!”

The agent blinked at this unexpected out-
burst; but Kay’s frankness scemed to please
him, and his eyes softened.

“Any job will do?” he asked gently.

“ Anything !”

“Well, let’s see.”

Kay watched him turn over the pages of
a ledger on his desk. She held her breath
till he spoke.

“They're wanting a girl at the
Theatre,” he said, looking up at her. “You're
attractive enough, and as regards clothes,
they’ll be provided for you if you'll take the
job. It’s for a programme-seller.”

Kay didn’t hesitate.

“T’ll jump at it!” she cried.

It was a living! It would earn meals and
new clothes for her until she could work her
way back to the footlights again.

Kay went straight along to the Mayfayre
Theatre.

It stood in the heart of the West End. It
was the theatre in which Kay, in happier days,
had dreamed of playing the lead. Now, in
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letters three feet high, she  saw the
of the star blazoned across the walls:

“DORIS MAYNARD,
In
‘LILAC LADY'.”

name

Kay gazed at that name with irony, but
without envy. Without even the bitterness
to blame Doris Maynard for her own ill-
fortune. Doris had been her enemy, because
Doris was Philip Slade’s fiancee—just a puppet
doing his bidding. Kay felt contempt for
her, but not jealousy of her stage success—that,
at least, was honestly earncd.

A life-sized portrait of Doris stood in the
beautiful vestibule.

Kay passed it by and walked up to the house-
keeper’s office.  She was fitted with a blue
uniform and a little, short apron, with a cash
pocket in it. She was put to work at once,
taking the dust-covers off the seats in the
auditorium.

And at the matinee that afternoon Kay
played her humble role in the front of the
theatre. A programme girl!

KAY’S BIG CHANCE AT LAST
[} HERE’S that new girl—Forrester,
\}‘/ or whatever her name is?”

It was the staff manageress

speaking. Kay had been a week

now at the Mayfayre Theatre, and she had

learnt to answer that woman’s every call like
a soldier obeying orders.

Leaving her post beside the pit entrance,
Kay hurried out to the lobby where the man-
ageress was standing.

“Let me sce, Forrester, you’ve been on
duty in the pit all the week,” the manageress
said, looking at her thoughtfully. “I think
I'll change you. You've got nice appearance.
T'll put you on the stalls and fauteuils to-
night. Off you go!”

“Thanks ever so!”

She hastened away eagerly to the stalls
entrance. The people who booked those
higher-priced seats gave handsome tips some-
times, and XKay dearly needed the extra
money. Her wages were small, and she was
saving hard—saving to buy new clothes and
a stage outfit for her return some happy day
to the footlights.

Fashionable ladies and gentlemen came
flocking in. Kay sold them their pro-
grammes, and showed them smilingly to their
seats—tip, or no tip, and under her breath
she hummed the tunes from ‘‘Lilac Lady.”

She had learnt all the words, the tunes
and the dances off by heart. She watched
every performance. And in particular she
watched Doris Maynard, and admired her ex-
perienced technique. But Kay had never made
her presence known to Doris; and as she had
been stationed always at the back of the pit,
she had never been seen by Doris.

“Programme? Chocolates?”” Kay chanted,
from her new position at the stalls entrance.

Till presently the band struck up, the lights
went down, and the show began. Hovering
by the entrance, Kay led the late-comers
softly to their seats.

She had been standing back against the
wall, watching the show for some little time,
when a man’s steps sounded on the corridor
outside.

Kay lifted the curtain and shone her torch.

Then she gave a little gasp—so did the
man.

“Kay 17

“Philip Slade!”’

Kay spoke the name grimly. With a glint-
ing eye she was gazing at a tall, sandy-haired
figure in dress suit and opera hat—Philip
Slade, the man who had decoyed her abroad—
the man who stood to inherit her legacy of
five thousand pounds unless, by a miracle, she
vet achieved success on the London stage.

“How the—how the deuce do you come to
be here?” Slade was spluttering.

The meeting had startled him more than
it had Kay. He had heard of her flight
from the boat at Cherbourg, and obviously
he had believed that she was still stranded
in France, nicely out of his path.
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Kay breathed.

“I’ve got back, after all, into a London
theatre,” Kay said steadily.

“As a programme girl!” he sneered.

“That’s just the first step,”” Kay answered.
“Will you come this way, please, sir?”

She laid scornful stress on the “sir” as
she took his ticket, and began guiding him
across to his seat in the front row of the
stalls.

At that very instant the scene changed.
Doris Maynard came tripping on to the stage
to do her principal solo number.

She ran towards the footlights, her
held out as if to embrace the audience,
being a favourite gesture of Doris’.

Then suddenly Kay saw her face go
under its make-up.

Doris had scen her. And Doris was staring
at her in sheer panic. It was unmistakable.
Only the orchestra pit separated them, and
Doris was gazing at her over the footlights
in sheer panic.

Kay paused, gazing back at her blankly.

She saw Doris dart a frenzied look towards
the back of the theatre. In these few seconds
Doris seemed to have forgotten her lines and
lost her nerve. The band conductor rapped
his baton sharply to call her to her senses.

arms
that

pale

"

1

“Yes; hurry! The rest of you get on with
the show! Strike up the next number!” Kay
heard Dan Warwick saying.

She realised, in a dazed sort of way, that
Dan must be the head of the show. But Kay
didn’t stop to think about that now. Doris
was hurt, Doris was in pain. She helped
the stage hands lift her, and she followed
them as they carried Deris away to her
dressing-room.

“Don’t get panicky; you'll upset her
more !” Kay said sharply to Slade, who was
simply livid with agitation. ‘“She’ll be all
right.”’

But Slade still hovered in the dre
room, looking like a ghost, while Ka
Dan did what they could to ease Doris

A doctor came hurrying in, summoned from
the audience, and administered treatment and
restoratives.

“It’s a severe sprain, and the only thing
now is rest,” he said, at the end. £ i
afraid the young lady will not be dancing
for many weeks.”

He advised that she be taken home immedi-
ately, and then he departed.

Kay moved out of the room with Dan War-
wick, leaving Slade alone with Doris.

i

Kay started forward excitedly. ‘‘Dan!’’ she gasped. ¢ Do you mean that—that

you’re going to give me a chance ?”

Dan Warwick nodded. Instead of selling

programmes, to-morrow night Kay should be starring in the show !

Doris tried to recover herself;: she moved
forward, but in her confusion she had stepped
too close to the footlights. Her foot caught
the rail; she staggered.

“Mind !” Kay cried out.

But it was too late.

With a thud, Doris pitched headlong over
the footlights, and fell into the orchestra
pit, with her foot doubled under her.

Her scream was echoed by the women in
the audience.

Kay dived under the curtain and rushed
to her side. Doris was lying by the foot of
the conductor’s chair, holding her ankle, and
moaning with pain.

“It's a sprain! Help me get her to her
dressing-room !”” Kay panted.

Philip Slade came pushing his way into the
orchestra pit.

Another man followed him, hurrying into
the midst of the scene with an air of
authority. And at sight of that man Doris
covered her face with her hands and sobbed.

Kay looked up, spellbound.

That man was Dan Warwick! It was Dan,
her friend, who had once offered her a Lon-
don engagement.

“Shall I fetch a doetor, sir?”
bandsmen was asking him.

one of the

“I say, Dan, this is rough on you!”’ Kay
sympathised with Dan, when they were in
the corridor. “It’s your show, isn’t it?7
Dan nodded, and Kay noticed that he didn’t
seem mnearly as perturbed as she would have

expected. He was looking at her eagerly
and animatedly.

“Yes; it’s my show, Kay. But what a
bit of luck meeting you like this! I can’t

get over it! You—here, as a programme
girl I’ He threw a dazed look at the uniform
she was wearing. “Do you know, I’ve been
searching everywhere for vou?”

“Why, Dan?” XKay caught her breath.

“Because I wanted you. Because I in-
tended you, and not Doris Maynard, for the
parg !

“Dan—" Kay’s voice trembled and
stopped. She thought she hadn’t heard aright.
But he hurried on:

“The part’s absolutely made for you—it'q
you to the life, Kay. I knew it as soon as |
bought the play. I could see you in every
touch—the character’s your own natural self.
I got into touch with Doris Maynard, hoping
that you'd cancelled that other contract, and
that she could find you for me. But she swore
you were in South Africa. She said she’d had
a letter from you there.”

=
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“She was lying——" Kay heard herself say-
ing in a daze.

‘I believed her. I was terribly disap-
pointed. And that’s how I came to give her
the part instead. She’s out of it now, Kay,
but you've turned up in the nick of time!”
And Dan gazed down earnestly into Kay's
face. “I'm depending on you, little trouper!”

Kay's head was whirling.

“Dan! Do you mean that—that you're
going to give me a chance 2

“1 mean that you're going to take over the
part, you're going to carry on the show—and
vowre going to pull it through! Kay *—he
erushed her two hands in his—"since leaving
the ¢ Will o’ the Wisp ’ company and getting
over my accident, my old father has died and
left me a little bit of money. It’s all that I
sunk in this show. I wanted you in it from
ihe beginning, and I want you now. I know
vou can do it. To-morrow night you're going
to play leading lady. And you’re going to
justify my faith in you, aren’t you?”

Tears of joy swam-in Kay’s eyes. She tried
to speak, but the words wouldn’t come. She
could hardly realise that this wonderful thing
was true—it was true! Her great chance had
arrived. She was to play the lead in a West
lind theatre.

Tame was within her grasp—a fortune was
within her reach. The chance was hers at
last. Dan had faith in her. Upon her own
ability depended success—or failure!

Kay’s heart pounded under the little uni-
form she wore, and the tears were glistening
on her cheeks—but only because this was the
gladdest moment of her life, and not because
her confidence faltered or feared. Dan under-
stood.

“The public will love you, KXay—they
couldn’t help but love you.” And he pressed
fiez hand tightly. “ You must go home now—
Uve sacked you from the staff. I want you
here for rehearsal to-morrow morning *—he
said softly—* sharp at ten!”

And when Kay tried to speak, Dan was
gone, and through a mist she could see the
silver star on the door of Doris’ dressing-room.
The star that symbolised the fame and success
which at last might be hers.

v . s . ¥

N the other side of that door Doris May-
nard lay sobbing on the couch. Over her
towered Philip Slade, white with passion and
fury, the veins standing out purple on his
forehead.

“You fool ! Oh, you fool!” he raged at her.
“Youve ruined me!  You've ruined every-
thing ! To-night, of all nights, you go and
lose your head—you crack up like this! You
fool, you've pitched the show into Kay's
hands—and my money, too!”

“You only think of your money—not of my
pain !” Doris sobbed wildly. “It was seeing
Kay that threw me off my balance. I saw her
there—in the theatre—right under my very
eyes. I told you that Dan always wanted her
for the part. I could see her. I could see
Dan, too. I was frantic. I didn’t know what
I was doing. e

“T'1 tell you what you've done!” blazed
Slade. “You've robbed me of five thousand
pounds. You've given it to Kay—flung it
clean into her hands. You know it was
coming to me if Kay failed to become a
London stage star. Now. she’s getting her
chance—through you. If Kay walks on to that
stage to-morrow night, the money is as good
as hers.”

His eves blazed. Doris shrank from him
with a shudder. She watched him pacing the
rooIm.

And suddenly Doris covered her eyes with
her hands. Once she had loved Philip Slade—
but at this moment she was afraid and re-
pelled by him. She dared not ask herself
what evil purpose was in his mind.

WHEN SUCCESS WAS SO NEAR

(1] OOD-MORNING, Miss Forrester!
Best of luck!” the stage doorkeeper
greeted Kay, as she arrived at the
theatre for rehearsal next morning.

“Us staff wants to sce you make the ’it of the

show, dearie!”

18 >

“Thanks, Tom! It won’t be for the want of
trying if I don’t!” breathed Kay.

Dan Warwick was already waiting for her
on the stage. The entire company was there
—the full orchestra was present.

Kay felt a thrill at being in the presence of ;

all these London artistes—their new leading
lady. But she wasn’t nervous.

“T shan’t want the script, thanks, Dan,” she
said, with a laugh, as he offered her the
written part. “T've been watching every
performance, you see, and I’'ve learnt every
line in the piece.”

“Good girl!” Dan was delighted. “That’s
taken a whole load off my mind, Kay! Say,
we can snap right into it now!” He leaned
over to the band-conductor. “Cut the over-
ture, Rex, and strike up the first number,
Scene One.”

Kay hurried off into the wings, to await her
cue. She watched the chorus go through the
familiar opening scene. Then, remembering
every line and movement of Doris Maynard’s
part, she made her own entry and put over the
first song-and-dance number.

It went without a hitch.  Orchestra and
chorus backed her up superbly, as only the
first-class London pro’s could.

I'rom that moment Kay had the part at her
finger-tips. She forgot the theatre—she threw
herself heart and soul into the role, she lived
it, and she sang and danced as if inspired.

From first scene to last the whole show was
rehearsed, and at the finish Kay felt as if she
were coming out of a rapturous dream.

She blinked her eyes. And there was the
whole company clamouring round her, hugging
and kissing and congratulating her. And Dan
was rescuing her from the crush and shouting
for three cheers.

“Didn’t I tell you she was a great littla
trouper ?” he cried. “Didn’t I promise you
she’d keep the show going, and double the
business for us? And here’s another thing. I
told Kay last night that the public’s going
to love her. Was I right, folks?”

“All London’s going to love her!” roared
the company.

Kay wanted to laugh and to ery, and she
knew that they weren’t saying this just to en-
courage her, or because they hadn’t liked
Doris Maynard. These were experienced
London pro’s, and they had faith in her,
otherwise they would never have trusted their
fate to her leadership.

They believed she was going to be a success.
They believed the public would like her.

“71’d like you to have a good rest this after-
noon, Kay,” Dan Warwick said earnestly,
when she rejoined him in his office.  “The
one thing I shall be wanting is some new
photographs of you, but I'll leave that till the
last minute if I can. Say six o’clock. The
show doesn’t begin till eight-thirty, and that
would give the photographers over two hours
toc do the prints. But you'd better leave me
your address, in case I want you before.”

“Here’s my card, Dan. I’ll come the
moment you want me !” Kay breathed.

And Dan laughed as he glanced at the
address.

“You'll be changing this before long, Kay,
my little trouper! You’ll be moving up to a
posh flat in Knightsbridge, where the stars live
—oh, yes, you will "’

Dan chuckled, and he made her take a
pound-note, insisting that she did all her
travelling by taxi that day, in order not to tire
herself out.

“I’'m banking everything on you for to-
night’s show, Kay !”” he said fervently at the
end. “Last night we had to carry on with an
understudy after Doris’ accident. It was a dis-
appointment to the public. If anything went
wrong to-night—well, it would just about
wreck the show! But I'm relying on you,
my dear, and I’'m reckoning on making a
new star in London to-night, Miss Kay
Forrester !”

They gripped hands.

“Six o’clock this evening, Kay, unless you
hear from me before!” Dan said, with a
deep intake of breath.

Kay went back by taxi to her digs. She
took a light lunch, and then wisely she lay
down on her bed. She relaxed gloriously and
tried to doze. But that was impossible.

Three o’clock had just struck when Kay
heard a sharp rat-tat at the front door. She

sat up alertly. There was a moment’'s pause,
then the landlady came into her room with a
telegram,

“Very urgent,”” Kay read. “Please meet
me immediately at Vernon Buildings, West
Lane, N. Am waiting.

“DAN WARWICK.”

Kay jumped up eagerly from her bed.

“No answer, thanks!” she said to the land-
lady, and hurriedly reached for her shoes.

The telegram meant, of course, that Dan
was waliting for her to be photographed—the
photographers required longer time than he
had expected, Kay told herself. She didn’t
know where West Lane was, but she had her
cab-fare, and she hailed the first taxi outside
her digs.

“ Ay—North London, I know it !” the driver
said, when Kay gave the address.

“Quick as you like I”” Kay bade him. -

She watched the streets flash by, till
presently the taxi came into the north suburbs.
It sped for some little way along the main
road, then turned into a quiet side-turning--a
cul-de-sac, occupied almost entirely by derelict
workshops.  Kay caught a glimpse of the
name-plate on the wall: “West Lane, N.”

It occurred to her that the best photo-
graphers were vsually to be found in these out-
of-the-way places.

Then the taxi pulled up with a jerk behind
a car that was waiting at the roadside.

“Here y’are, miss! Vernon Buildings!” the
driver said.

Kay paid him off, and walked through the
doorway into the building.

She found herself in a dark. musty passage.
She gazed about her, looking to see a name-
index before walking up the stairs in search of
Dan Warwick.

A quick movement sounded behind her.

Something flapped across Kay’s face. A
scarf blindfolded her! She threw up her
hands; she tried to cry out. The scarf was
drawn tightly, necarly suffocating her. Brutal
hands gripped her arms, digging into the
flesh.

Kay kicked out frantically.

“Hold her! Get her into the car—quick !”
a thick voice gasped.

Her feet were seized. Kay had the hideous
sensation of being lifted and dragged along
by unseen hands. She heard the engine of the
waiting car start up with a roar.

“All right, guv'nor—I've got her!”’
voice grated.

Kay felt a wrench at her arms, then she
dropped like a log, and she knew she was
lying on the floor of the car. The thing was
moving—it was driving away with her!

Frantically Kay wriggled her face free¢ of
the suffocating scarf. She gazed up wildly.
She saw a brutal-looking ruffian pinning her
down on the floor. She tried to scream out,
but another hand smothered her lips, and she
saw Philip Slade’s eyes glaring down at her.

They were the eyes of a desperate man—a
man who would stop at nothing.

“One sound from you and it will be your
last I’ he snarled. “It’s you or me for the
money, Kay—and it's going to be me!
Understand? Youw've probably forgotten the
date, but I haven’t. The will expires to-day.
After midnight you can go hang for all T
care! But you don’t set your foot on the stage
to-night! You won’t be within a hundred
miles of the Mayfayre Theatre !”

Kay’s brain spun frenziedly. She had been
tricked. She understood now—she under-
stood why. It was Slade’s last desperate throw
to cheat her of her fortune! He was
smuggling her out of London—kidnapping
her to prevent her appearing on the stage that
night! To-morrow it would be too late—the
fortune would be already his!

“Step on it, Greer!” she heard him
hoarsely to the ruffian at the wheel.

The car accelerated till its vibration shoolk
every bone in Kay’s body.

The streets flashed by. London was left
far behind. Kay choked for breath. The car
sped on !

a man’s

say

However can Kay escape in time to make
good—for fame and fortune ? Next Friday’s
chapters are full of enthralling developments.
Don’t miss them !
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“I WONDER why she suggested meeting
question as she parked her car, the
part in the big six-hour race that was to be

v\
MILLY WAS A BIG DISAPPOINTMENT
me here instead of at the racing club 7
Tony TFarrell asked herself the
Silver Phantom, outside the {iare du Nord.
The Speed Girl had come to Paris to take
held in the French capital the following week.
At the moment she was waiting to meet Milly

Rizla, the American motorist who was fo
partner her in the contest.

Though she had heard a lot aboui Milly,
Tony had never actually met her, but, on

hearing that she was staying in Paris, sho had
written to suggest that the pan of them should
join fO](‘(‘3 to try to win the big money prize
m the six-hour race.

Milly had replied enthusiastically, and if
had been arranged that they should meet at
the French Racing Club. The previous day,
however, Tony had received a telegram alter-
ing the meeting-place to the Ctare du Nord.

Now, as she clambered down from the
driving-seat, she looked eagerly arvound the
busy station square, wondering what kind of a
girl the American was.

Though the American girl had not raced
much on the Continent she had brought a‘big
reputation with her, and with her valnable
help Tony knew the Silver Phantom stood an
excellent chance of winning.

“TIt'll be a real feather in our cap,
told herself. “I only hope

She broke off and turned round as a girlish
voice, unmistakably bearing an American
accent, hailed her.

“Say, are you the girl who's waiting to meet
Milly Rizla 7 asked the big, broad-shouldered
girl who came striding across the square.

Tony nodded.

“Good! Then let's shake. T'm your
pal‘rnel‘ Pleased to meet you, Tony.
we’ll get on swell together.”

Breezily Milly thrust out her hand, and as
she took it the Speed Girl eyed her covertly.
Milly was a bigger girl than she had expected
to see, more bxusquc, and less dainty than the
newspaper descriptions had led Tony to expect,
hut her boisterous breecziness was captivating,
dl]u Tony smiled.

“T’'m sure we shall be friends,” she (ll\(‘lﬂﬂ'EJ.
“By the way, this is the Phantom.’ She
indicated her heloved racing car with a proud
hand. “I do hope you will like it.”

“Sure I will. It looks a real dam]v car;?
returned Milly heartily. “But let’s get along
to the speedway office and hzmd in our
nominations. No time like the present, you
know.”

The Amervican girl's
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took Tony’s breath away, but the other seemed
to take acceptance for gmniod. X

“Then let’s be going,” she said breezily.
“The speedway offices close at two, so we'd
better get a move on. Then we'll drive off to
the little place I've booked for us until the
vace. Don’t mind if I take the wheel, do
you?

She didn’t give Tony any chance to reply,
but calmly slipped behind the Phantom’s
wheel. Frowning slightly, the Speed Girl got
up into the spare seat, and hardly had she
shut the door than her new partner let in the
clatch.

Forward whirled the Silver Phantom, so
swiftly that Tony was knocked off her balance.
She fell sprawling across the scat, and before
she could recover her breath the American girl
was threading her way in and out of the traffic
at reckless speed.

“I like to get a move ou, » Milly explained
casually. “Nothing riles me more than these
iraflic hold-ups. Hold tight. I can just squecze
between those two buses.”

Br-unum-m !

Down went her foot, and the Phantom leapt
through the narrowing gap, but so dangerously
11111. Tony gulped.

“ Not so fast,
want the
race !”

Milly flushed, buf reluciantly she
and eased her foot off the accelerator.

“O.K.!” she said. “But it’s not like an
experienced motorist like you to bhe scared.”

[t was Tony’s turn to flush, and for the rest
of the j jOU]HOV neither spoke. "Mony was begin-
ning to wonder if her first impression was the
correet one. Some instinct made her wonder
whether she had been wise to rush into this
partnership. After all, she knew nothing about
Milly except what she had read in the French
newspapers.

She seemed
didn’t pay in

933

please !”

Phantom

I don't
the

she gasped.
simashed up before

nodded

and reckless-
motor-racing.  Also she
seemed to have appoinied he x\ulf the boss of
the partnership. This place where they were
io stay until the day of the race, for instance—
Tony felt a little resentful that her wishes had

a reckless driver,

1

Instead Of Helping Tony

Te Get Ready For The

Race Her Partner

Thought Only Of Having
A Good Time.

==

After all,
» going to drive.

But it was not like the Speed Girl to harbour
resentment for long. When they had handed in
their joint nomination at the speedway offices
~hr> turned, with a smile, to her partner.

not been consulted. it was her car

tﬂ(‘\ were

*“Now, what’s this about you having booked
a place for us?” she asked. ‘I thourht we'd
(umnorod in our letters to stay at tho racing
club,”

Milly snorted.

“Not likely. The club’s a stufty hole. I
hate it,” she declared. *“No, we'll be better
off at the little farmhouse at Roche—that's
just outside Paris. We'll be on our own there,
able to prepare for the )'m-(’ \\1thom folks
butting in. Don’t you worry. e fixed it all
up—rooms, a garage, evc\')'f.llirlg.”

Tony’s smile faded a litile. She had been
looking forward to staying right in the hearv
of the French catpital. She had wanted to
sec the sights, to enjoy herself, as well as
prepare for the race.

Still, it was no use making a fuss. Though
she still felt Milly should have waited fo
consult her, the arrangements had been made

and it would only cause resentment if she
huwd ol)]((hom now. - ‘
“Right-ho,” she said. “I'm game to stay

any \\hmo
place.”

“You bet I have. Lca\re ihil'rgs to me and
vou won't go far wrong,” said the American
girl, and again she calmly took her place mn
the driving seat. ‘HHop in, my dear, and we'll
get going.”

Though she had chosen an out-of the-way
village for their headquarters, the American
girl appomml to have no mh‘nilon of staying
in it herself—as Tony discovered during the
next few days. On every possible occasion
Milly slipped away to friends, parties, and
other social functions—often as not using the
Phantom as a means of travel.

The climax came two daw before the race.
Tony, after a hard morning’s work tuning up
the car's engine, had returned to her farm-
house lodgings for a much-needed wash when
to her surprise she met Milly attired in a
flowery spring frock on the point of going
out.

The
p.n(’n(-

Just the girl T want fo see!” she cried.
“Sorry, my dear, but I shan’t be able to help
vou ciean down the car this afternoon. Got
a date with a boy friend.”

Tony stared blankly, a flush of indignation

and I'm sure yow’ve chiosen a nice

American girl nodded coolly at her

colouring her cheeks. 'This was about the
last straw. For days she had put up with
Milly's selfishness without (’mnphmt but now

had come the time to speak frankly.

“Look here,” she said, “1 hate to hbe
unfriendly, but don’t you realise that the race
iz the day after to-morrow?”

“Of course 1 do. But what of it?”

Tony held herself in check with an effort.
“And yet vou can Calml\ go off and leave
me to it ! she gasped. “Don't you realise

that it will take hours to get the Phantom ;.:

racing trim? Yesterday we arranged il
the car should be all ready by lun\«lu\
morning and here it i1s Monday midday and
vou have not done a stroke!”

Milly scowled irritably.

“Oh, for goodness’ sake cut it out,” che
cvied.  “Guess I'm getting fed-up with you.

\l\\ ays nagging you are ¥’

’\a;:rrmg—m(" Well, if that isn't the
limit !

Tears of indignation spuried in Tony’s
eyes. For a moment she could hardly belicve
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her own ears. Why, this was the first time she
had uttered a word of complaint.

But it was quite clear that Milly was in
no mood to see her point of view, for without
another word she brushed by Tony and went
striding down the garden.

Tony gazed after her ruefully. How she
wished she had never asked the American girl
to partner her in the race! But it was too
late to think of that now. Jointly they nad
entered the Silver Phantom and jointly they
must drive the wonder-car.

For better or for worse the Speed Girl had
to keep Milly Rizla as a partner, but, worried
as she was now, she did not even suspect the
trath;: did not dream of the trouble and
treachery that lay ahead!

IMPOSSIBLE TO BE FRIENDS

3 OME and look at the Phantom,”
‘ Tony called cheerfully to her partner
the next morning. “It’s all ready
for to-morrow and—’\lllly 1
“Well 77
“What about running into Paris together?
We could have a lovely time looking at the
shops, and I've got tickets for the matinee
at the Opera this afternoon !”
“Sorry, but I'm booked.”
«B-b-booked 7
Tony’s disappointment was so great that

Milly had the grace to look conscience-
stricken.
“Yes, sorry, kid, but those pals I was out

with \estelda) fixed up another date. But
don’t worry. You’ll enjoy yourself just as
much without me. Anyway, let’s take a look
at the car.”

Trying to stifle her disappointment, Tony
led the way across to the barn which served
as the Silver Phantom’s garage. Proudly she
showed the results of her efforts.

The car certainly did look a picture. Tts
chromiume« plating shone like silver, its tyres
had been whitewashed, and it looked as if it
had just come fresh from the works.

“It’s fine!” Milly said casually; and then
added: “Well, I can’t stay chinwagging here.
I want to get ready to meet the boys. They’'re
calling for me at eleven.”

She darted away, and, after another fond
look at her beloved car, Tony also returned
to the house. Though Milly’s refusal to
accompany her had taken all the edge off her
enjovment, she decided to go into Paris on
her own.

The Phantom was all ready for the race; it
must not be driven until the time came to
take it down to the motor-drome, so Tony
decided to walk down to the village station
and take the train.

Unfortunately, she misjudged the distance,
and, as a consequence, missed the train by a
good two minutes. There not being another
for nearly two hours, she decided to return to
the farmhouse and wait. As she took the short
cut through the orchard she heard laughing
voices come from the fa.rmyard.

“Milly’s friends, I suppose,” she told her-
sclf, and peered curiously through the trees.

There were two young men and a girl con-
gregated outside the farmhouse. Plainly they
were waiting for Milly to put in an.appear-
ance. But Tony only gave them one look,
then her startled glance went to the car
around which the trio stood.

The Silver Phantom!

But what was it doing there? Surely Milly
didn’t intend to use it for her pleasure trip?
In the first place, the car was not built to take
four; in the second, it was all tuned up in
readiness for the race.

Clearly the laughing trio’s voices reached
her, and suddenly Tony realised they were
discussing her.

One of the young men, a foppish individual
wearing flannels and a gaudy-looking cap,
seemed particularly amused.

“The little fool doesn’t suspect a thing!”
he declared. “Janet has got her eating out
of her hand!"”

He spoke in French, but Tony understood,
though she was puzzled. Who could Janet be?
She didn’t try to answer the question. Instcad
sho started angrily forward, for the foppish
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youth had lighted his cigarette by striking his
match on the Phantom’s gleaming bodywork.
Even at that distance Tony could sce the ugly
scratch the match had made.
Her cheeks burning redly, she went forw md
“Excuse me, but that's my car when you've

finished with it!” she cried. “And I don't
allow it to be used as a matchbox !’
The trio swung round, staring, then the
fomnsh youth sniggered.
“Your car!” he said. “I like that! Janet’s

invited us to take a trip in it!”

“Janet?” echoed Tony, in bewilderment.

For some reason the youth secemed confused.

“FEr—I meant Milly,” he mumbled. “She’s
the boss here, and so don’t you start butting
in, young lady. We're going for a ride in this
old bus, whether you like it or not!”

Tony just stood there gasping. His insolence
took her breath away. But it was Milly she
was angry with. The deceit of the girl. To
commandeer her car as soon as her back was
turned—and the day before the race, too!

“Going for a ride, are you?” she managed
to gasp out at length. “We'll soon see about
that !”

And with an angry toss of her head she
strode past the sniggering trio and charged
into the farmhouse. She found Milly standing
in the sitting-room, engaged in burning some-

thing in the fireplace.
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Girls’ Crystal Office,
The Fleetway House,

Farringdon Street, :
z London, E.C.4.
: ALLO, GIRLS!—Did you have a :
: jolly Easter ¢ You bet !I did! For :

1 three glorious days I basked in the :
: sunshine on the coast. True, the sun was a -
: little on the weak side, and on my particular :
: part of the coast we did have aspot of rain— :
: but who cared ? Certainly not me! I was :
: too busy enjoying myself. :
2 I hope you all had a good time, and that, :
. despite the excitement of holiday-making, :
. you did not forget to get your GIrLs’ CRYSTAL -
: nice and early.

I think you will agree that all the various :
! stories are getting more and more thrilling. :
: I wonder which one you like best ? Hard to
. decide, isn’t it ? Still, I’d like to know, so :
: when you write—and T hope you are going :
3 to drop me a line—please tell me which is your :
. favourite. i

INEXT WEEK’S STORIES

- And now for a word about next Friday’s
. issue. Ncel Raymond solves the mystery :
: of ‘““The Plaster Pierrots That Vanished,” :
: while Tony the Speed Girl strives pluckily :
: to outwit two unscrupulous rivals who scheme :
! to prevent her from driving in an important :
: road race. :

Poppy Binks, as usual, will provide you :
. with many a laugh, and in the next Madcap Z
: Form-mistress S(ory you will learn’ how :
: Miss Desmond returned to school in secret, *
: determined at all costs to unmask St. Kilda’s :
¢ tyrannical headmistress. : :
. In addition, of course, you w1ll read more :
. about “The Girl Who Gave Up Luxury,” :
¢ “ An Impostor Against Her Will,” and “T :
: Wil Be A London Stage Star!” Make :
. certain of your copy by ordering it in advance. :
¢ And now I must close. Cheerio till next :
! Fifliay ! .
: Your sincere friend,
2 THE EDITOR

As she heard someone enter, the American
girl swung round guiltily, and when she saw
Tony the colour ebbed from her face.

“¥Y.y-you!” she stuttered. *I—I
you’d gone to Paris!”

Tony eyved her scornfully.

“Yes—that’s why you told your friends not
to call until after eleven !” she snapped. “You
hoped I'd be safely out of the way, didn’t you?
Well, luckily, I missed my train.”

With an effort she mastered her indignation.
There was appeal in her eyes when she spoke
again.

“Milly, what's come over you?” she asked.
“ Anyone would think we were enemies instead
of race partners. Surely you must know that
it’s crazy to go haring around the country in
the Phantom. It's all ready for the race,
and if you take it out to-day -

“Oh, for goodness’ sake, cut it!” interrupted
Milly angrily. “For two pins I'd give myself
the sack. I'm fed-up with you. Any more of

thought

*it, and I’ll drop out of the race!l”
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“Drop out of the race?

Tony stared at her in horror. It was un-
thinkable. Why, if Milly backed out now she
would not be able to enter at all.

“You don’t mean that—you can’t mean it!”
she gasped.

Milly tossed her hcad and gave a
laugh as she snatched up her handbag.

“Don’t I!” she sneered. “You just try to
stop me taking my pals out for a drive, and
see !”

And off she stalked.

Weakly Tony sank down into the nearest
chair. All her instincts urged her to rush
after her selfish partner—urged her to forbid
her to drive off in the Phantom.

But Milly held the whiphand.

It had cost Tony a lot of money to prepare
for this race—money she could ill afford to
waste—and she knew that the American
girl would keep her threat. If Tony tried to
stop her taking the Silver Phantom out to-day
she would sever the partnership, and that
would mean that Tony would be unable to race
to-morrow.

As she sat there, white-faced and quivering,
still hardly able to realise that any girl could
behave so abominably, she heard a screech of
laughter from the yard outside, then the roar
of the Phantom’s engine.

Milly and her friends were departing on
their jaunt.

And then,

harsh

abruptly, Tony pulled herself
together. It was not like her to mope. for
long. Besides, a puzzling thought had occurred
to her. What was the reason for the American
girl’s treacherous behaviour?  Surely she
wasn’t acting just out of malice? Surely if
she hadn’t beon really keen to win the six-
hour race she would never have bothered to
join forces with the Speed Girl?

A dark, startling suspicion flashed through
Tony’s brain. Had some rival bribed Milly
to let her partner down?

Tony’s heart began to thump wildly.
Despite herself, more and more startling sus-
picions were rioting in her brain, and, as she
remembered Milly's furtive movement when
she had entered the room, she jumped up
and crossed to the hearth.

A few scraps of half-burnt paper lay there.
The scraps were the remnants of two
envelopes.

Impulsively she bent and snatched up the
scraps of the other envelope. The name and
part of the address were still discernible.

“Mademoiselle Janet Hare,”” Tony read,
and her lips set grimly.
Why had Milly received a letter addressed

to another girl? Her face whitened as the
probable explanation occurred to her.

“It cant be true! She wouldn’t be so
mean !” she gasped wretchedly; but she could
not put the thought out of her mind, and,
not waiting for the next train, she rang up
the nearest garage and ordered a taxi.

She meant to put her suspicions to
test !

Tony spent all the day in Paris, but not
:hoppmg Several hours she spent in the
chief daily newspaper office, then she paid a
visit to the racing club.

When she returned to Roche her eyes were
ablaze with indignation. Not even the sight
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of the Silver Phantom, standing neglected
in the yard, covered with mud and one dumb-
iron bent, could distract her attention.

Grimly she entered the house. Milly was
in her bed-room, and, running upstairs, Tony
angrily confronted her.

“Look at that!” she cried, and, producing
a newspaper cutting from her pocket, held it
out.

Milly peered at it curiously, then, as she
saw it related to herself, she gave a sudden
gasp of alarm.

“Here, what’s the
again.

In cold contempt Tony surveyed her.

“The idea is rlmt T've learnt the truth!
she snapped. “Youre not Milly Rizla.
You're an impostor! Your real name is
Janet Hare. This newspaper cutting proves
it. The real Milly has a scar on her arm,
and I've seen your arms enough in your
summery frocks these last few days to know
you haven’t!”

Accusingly she flourished the cutting she
had got from the newspaper office.

“You trickster!” she cried. “To try to
fool me like you did! No wonder you
wouldn’t help me to get the Phantom ready
for the race! No wonder you sneaked off
whenever you could! You never intended to
%IO][) me win! You wanted the Phantom to
ose !’ :

idea ?” she gasped
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THE TRICKSTER’S REVENGE
EFORE Tony’s impassioned attack, the
B girl who called herself Milly Rizla
recoiled, but she quickly recovered her
self-possession.
tho angry Speed Girvl.-
“Very clever, aren’t you?’ she drawled.
“Well, I may as well own up, I suppose. Yes,
I am Janet Hare, and I was paid to tud(
you !”

She seated herself, and calmly took a cigar-
ctte out of her case.

“ Ever heard of the Hare Auto Company 77
she asked, as she blew out the match and
tossed it carvelessly on the floor. “Well, I'm
John Hare’s daughter !’

Tony drew a deep breath. 'Ihc truth was
out now with a vengeance. The Hare Auto
Company had a car entered for the six-hour
race. If it won, it would mean big business
for-its owners.

Plain enough now the reason for this cruel
trick. The Silver Phantoia was the one rival
the Hare car people feared, and so by means
of some clever trick they had got rid of the
veal Milly Rizla—possibly sent her a telegram
in Tony’s name to tell her that the Speed
Girl had changed her mind and didn’t want
her to partner her, after all—then they had
bribed John Hare’s daughter to pose as the
American girl.

No wonder Janet had not wanted Tony to
go to the racing club. She was known there.
Her deception would quickly have been
spotted.  That was why she had persuaded

Sneeringly she faced
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Tony to come out to this out-of-the-way
village, so that they should never be seen
together.

Aghast, the Speed Girl stared at the

calmly smoking cheat.

“How could you be so mean?” she gasped.
“And you don’t even seem sorry!”

Janet calinly flicked the ash off her cigar-
ette.

“Why should I be?” she sneerved. “The
truth would have been bound to come out to-
morrow ; for, of course, I had no intention of

2

driving that tin-can of a car of yours! It's
not me who has cause to worry—it’s you!
Whether you like it or not, the Phantom’s
out of the race!”

What she said seemed true enough.
the real Milly Rizla would be allowed to
partner Tony. If she tried to secure a fresh
partner, she would be disqualified.

For a moment despair engulfed Tony, and
then fiercely, determinedly, she swung round
on the mocking Janet.

“1 will beat you yet!” she stormed. “Your
cheating shan’t lose me the race. The Phan-
tom shall turn out to-morrow !”

Janet laughed.

“You little fool!
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How can it? The real

Milly Rizla is over two hundred miles away—
thinking you don’t want her services, she’s
holiday-making at La Weciner.”

“La Weiner! So that’s where she’s to be
found! Thanks very much; you've given me
just the clue I needed !”

Tony gave an excited gasp, and Janet
glared. She realised she had been indiscreet.
To cover her confusion she sniggered.

“Poof! You'll never be able to find her,
and even if you do, there’s no time for her
to get to Paris.”

“There is—she shall come! I know she will
—when she’s learnt the truth. And I'm off
to tell her this minute. You haven’t won
yet, you cheat. You wait—wait until to-morrow
—wait until the Phantom comes in first. Then
you won’t feel so cheerful !”

And, turning, Tony dashed out of the room.
Before her she had a long run of over two
hundred miles, and even if she found the real
Milly, and persuaded her to race to-morrow,
there would be another exhausting run back
to Parnis

Could she possibly do that double journey
in the time? It would mean driving all night,
but Tony didn’t care. If it was humanly

Desperately Tony clung to the steering-wheel.
over the road the Silver Phantom was out of control.

round corners, hurtling over hump-backed
bridges.

On and on, with Tony crouching fiercely
over ‘the wheel; but the church clocks were
striking midnight before the red roofs of La
Weiner loomed into sight.

Now the hardest part of Tony’s task faced
her. How was she to discover where Milly
Rizla wag staying ? There were scores of hote s
in this busy watering-place. She tried four
of the biggest without success, and she was
beginning to despair when she had an idea.

“The police!” she gasped. “They would
know !”

She knew that all foreigners had to register
with the police. French laws were very strics
on that point, so surely the authorities would
be able to supply the vital information she
needed 7

She inquired from a passer-by where the
police station was, and anxiously drove there.
The kindly inspector she interviewed proved
charming, only too ready to help. He
searched the records, then wrote an address
on a slip of paper.

“You will. find her there, ma'mselle.” he
said, “Hotel d’Anvers—just round the corner,

Thanks to grease having been flung
Madly it plunged over the pile

of stones.

possible, she meant to outwit the girl who had
cheated her.

Hearing the Speed Girl depart, Janet Hare
scowled.

“P’ll make surve that she doesn’t get back
in time for the race,” she muttered, and dart-
ing across to the phone, savagely dialed a
Paris number.

Not satisfied with her treachery, Janet had
still another rascally card to play!

O\I through the darkness Tony drove, the
Silver Phantom’s ponmful headlights
slashing the night like two gigantic ~\\01d&

For nearly four hours the Speed Girl had
been at the wheel, and still she was fifty miles
from the inland resort of La Weiner.

It had taken her ages to work her way
through the busy streets of Paris, and even
when the open country had been reached she
bhad not dared exceced the fifty mark, for the
broad national road was at times blocked by
lumbering farm-wagons, bringing vegetables to
the Parisian markets.

But for several miles .the road stretched
empty and wide. Down went Tony’s foot.
Forward leapt the Phantom. Faster and
faster, on and on, shooting through wayside
villages like a rocket, slithering perilously

You can't mistake it.
on the right.”

“Oh, thank you—thank you ever so much!”
said Tony gratefully, and hurried off.

A big Gothic building

When she reached the Hotel d’Anvers the
wail of saxophones and the blare of trumpets
met her. Evidently a dance was in progress.

“What a bit of luck ! the Speed Girl told
herself. “That means that she won’t have
gone to bed.”

* Mademoiselle Rizla is in the ball-room,”
the porter said, in reply to Tony’s question.
He broke off as a dainty, rather elf-like girl
emerged from the ball-room and started to
cross the foyer,

The girl, seeing Tony, stopped and
too; and then the Speed Girl gave a
cry of relief.

“Aren’t you Milly Rizla?” Tony gasped
excitedly, darting forward. “Arven’t you the
American girl motorist ?”

The other girl nodded, fio\\mnf* chghﬂ\
“Yes; but who on earth Wi 1wy, if
isn't Tony Farrell! I thought I d seen §0m
picture somewhere. But where've you sprung
from? 1 thought you were racing to-morrow

in Paris?”

“So I am if Oh, but I had better
explain! Please spare me a minute. I expect
you're angry with me—asking you to be my
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stared,
sudden




partner and then giving you the cold shoulder.
But I never sent that telegram. It was a
trick.” e

“A—a trick?”

Milly Rizla stared incredulously, and breath-
lessly Tony blurted out the whole story.

“What a rotten trick!” the American girl
exclaimed indignantly, when = Tony  had
finished. “So you want me to come back
with you, eh?”

“If—if you would,” faltered Tony.
it's awful cheek, but—but——"

“That’s all right. I don’t mind losing my
beauty sleep,” smiled Milly. “Come on up to
my room. You would like a wash and some
supper, I expect. You can have both while
I'm changing.” a

“I know

] IKE a silver streak, the Phantom went
<4 roaring through the night. Milly was
at the wheel. She had insisted on driving,
for it had been obvious that the strain of the
past few hours had exhausted Tony. The
Speed Girl had protested that she was not
sleepy, yet now she lay back in the spare
seat, her eyes closed, oblivious of that mad,
reckless dash northward.

It was long past dawn when Tony awole,
and there were only another hundred kilo-
metres to cover.

Happily they changed places, Milly drop-
ping off to sleep while Tony took over the
wheel.

With effortless case the miles were ripped

When only fifty kilometres from the outskirts
of Paris, the girls pulled up and snatched a
hurried breakfast from a wayside cafe. Then
on again at the same dizzy speed.

“Only another forty-three kilometres!” sang
out Milly, as a distant clock boomed out eight
o’clock.  ““The race doesn’s begin until half-
past nine, does it?”

Tony nodded.

“(ood, then it’s a walk over

But even as the Phantom went swinging
round a wide bend, treachery loomed ahead.

A hundred yards up the road a car stood by
the bank, and a little nearer two men stood,
cach grasping a pail.

Instinctively Tony eased up. There was
something vaguely familiar about the men,
then, as the car drew nearer, she recognised
them.

“Why, they’re the two men Janet Hare went
out with !” she gasped. “But what are they
doing here, and what on earth have they got
in_those pails?”

Next moment she knew.

Just before the Phantom drew abreast the
rascals drew back their buckets, to send their
contents streaming right across the road, then,
dropping the empty pails, they ran for their
lives.

Desperately, Tony shut off the engine. In
terror she groped for her hand-brake. Her
dilated eyes were on that greasy, black sub-
stance that lay in the Phantom’s path.

Oill Gallons of it! And even as she
realised her danger, the on-charging racing
car’s front wheels ran over the slippery,
treacherous grease.

Next moment the Phantom seemed to go
mad. It turned completely round, skidded to
and fro like some nightmare demon. There
came a shriek from Milly, but Tony’s lips were
pressed fiercely together. Her face was deathly
white; but even in that moment of horror she
did not lose her head.

Frenziedly, savagely she fought the skidding
car, her hands gripping the juddering steer-
ing-wheel like grim death.

Sw-o000-sh !

Right across the road the Phantom hurtled.
Despite her efforts it crashed over a pile of
stones. There came a terrifying bang as one
tyre exploded, to be followed by another
heart-stopping skid.

Ahead, Tony saw a group of trees. They
were rushing straight for them. Though her
heart was in her mouth, she strove to turn the
car.

Utter disaster seemed inevitable, but when
all seemed lost Tony’s skill got the Phantom
round and brought 1t to a stop.

Shaken and trembling, neither girl moved
for fully five minutes. By that time the two
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rascals who had tried to wreck the car had
decamped.

Weakly, Tony passed a hand over her fore-
head.

“It was a—a plot,” she gasped—“a plot to
wreck us! This is some more of Janet Hare’s
work !”

Her lips quivering, she got out of the car to
inspect the damage. One tyre had been torn
to shreds. A second had a nasty puncture in

1t.

Milly Rizla’s jaw dropped when she realised
the extent of the injury.

“We're snookered, I guess!” she said.
“'VVe"ll never get that puncture mended in
time !

Tony, despite her distress, clenched her fists
and glared.

“But we've got to—got to! After this
horrible trick, we've simply got to beat those
villains I she cried.

Milly eyed her admiringly.

“You've sure got pluck, honey,
“0.K.! If youre game, I am!
busy 1”

_ But, though she tried to speak cheerfully,
in her innermost heart she thought they were
faced with an almost impossible task.

> she said.

Let's get

s WELL, did they fix 1t?”

John Hare turned from giving the

driver of his racing-car final instructions, to

survey his daughter eagerly. She smiled as
she hurried across the paddock.

“Yes, everything in the garden’s lovely
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she declared. “The Silver Phantom won't
arrive in time.”
Jahn Hare’s hatchet face split into a

rascally grin.

“Good, good !” he chuckled. Then turned to
his driver: “Right, Johnson; you can be get-
ting along. It’s only a few minutes to half-
past nine.”

Most of the other cars were being driven to
the starting-line, and the big speed-drome,
packed to capacity with an excited crowd of
spectators, hummed like a beehive.

Fveryone was asking the same question—
what had become of the Silver Phantom, the
red-hot favourite for the race?

“ Nothing to fear now!” chuckled Janet.
“Thos’? boys did the trick! There’s not a hope

o
She broke off, and they both stared. From °

the vast crowd had come an excited roar.
Everyone was staring blankly towards the
entrance gates. The two Hares stared, too,
and then their jaws dropped.

Coming up the gravelled carriage-drive was
a dusty, muddy car, with one dumb-iron bent
and one headlight a mangled wreck. But
there was no mistaking the racer’s beautiful
build.

The Silver Phantom !

In the nick of time Tony and her partner
had arrived at the track. They had had to
speed all the way, but their pluck had been
rewarded.

Tired though they both were, Tony took the
first spell of driving, while Milly snatched a
much-needed rest.

As was to be expected, the Speed Girl, worn
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SOLUTIONS TO
TRIXIE’S TRICKS

(1) There are 16 small squares; 9 squares
composed of putting 4 small squares together ;
4 composed of putting 9 small squares together ;
1 diamond square in the centre, and the large
square, including the whole of the figure. Total,
31.

(2) Cut 8 down from top to bottom and you
get 3. Cut it horizontally across the middle
and you get 0.

(3) Penelope.

(4) Nothing.

(5) Land—IEnd—IEAd—IEAS—SIEAS.

(6) A sixpence, threepenny bit, two halfpennies
and eight farthings.

(7) Chatter.
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out with the ordeal of the night, was not up
to her usual form. When her two-hour spell
was up, the Phantom lay only fourth.

But Tony- was not disheartened. She knew
that in Milly she had a tiptop partner, and
the American girl, refreshed by a short nap
and an invigorating cold shower, quickly
showed that she meant business.

Like a fury she went after the cars ahead.
The way she handled the Phantom ‘was a joy
to watch. Soon her name was on everyone’s
lips, and Tony, returning from a shower-bath,
was overjoyed to see the figure “3” against
her car’s name on the position-board.

Excitedly she waved as Milly came thunder-
ing past the pits.

“Splendid ! Keep it up!
shouted.

Like a rocket the silver car flashed by, and
for her last three laps the American girl strove
valiantly to creep into second place.

She just failed to do so, and, flushed and
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Keep it up !” she

disappointed, she eventually brought the
Phantom back to the pits. S
“Sorry if I've let you down,” she said. “I

tried to get second place, but I found the bends
a little tricky.”

“Let me down?” Tony stared. “Don’t be
silly! You've done splendidly ! I shall never
be able to thank you enough! I only hope I
do as well I”

There was no time for more. The Phantom
stood ready and waiting, and, leaping aboard,
the Speed Girl set off on the last two hours of
the race.

And what a thrilling two hours they were !

That cold shower had worked wonders. Tony
felt fighting fit. And the knowledge that the
Hare car was ahead made her forget all the
tribulations of the past twenty-four hours.

At amazing speed she drove the Phantom.
Never had the car responded so eagerly. It
was almost as though the gallant old racer
knew what was at stake.

Round the bends it shot, down the straight,
round again—faster and faster. Ten minutes
after taking over, Tony broke the lap record
for the track. Half an hour later still she
smashed it again.

Back at the pits, Milly Rizla was beside
herself with excitement. Long ago her
partner had rocketed into second place. Now
there was only the Ilare car to beat.

Janet Hare was biting her lips in chagrined
fury. Her father was almost beside himself.
Fascinated in spite of themselves, they
watched.

Ten laps from the end the Phantom was
fifty yards behind.

Eight laps, and Tony had made up twenty
valuable yards.

Three more laps were reeled off at a dizzy
speed. For another quarter of an hour the
watching crowd rocked with excitement, and
then a roar that could be heard all over Paris
rent the air.

The Silver Phantom had taken the lead—
and once in front it kept there!

At last, exhausted but happy, Tony flashed
past the flag, winner by five lengths. As soon
as the two girls could break away from the
madly cheering throng that hemmed them in,
Milly clutched Tony by the arm.

“Come on !” she snapped. “This is where I
get busy !”

“Get busy?” echoed the surprised Tony.
“Why, what do you mean? I fecel more like
finding a nice soft bed and curling up in it !”

But the American girl continued to strigde
determinedly forward, her eyes flashing first
to right and then to left.

“Who're you looking for ?” asked Tony.

“That girl,” was the fierce reply—“that
Hare cat! I want to tell her exactly what I
think of her! Just wait till I set eyes on her.
She’ll regret then that she ever tried to pass
herself off as me!”

But looking for the two Hares was a vain
task. Both father and daughter, terrified of
the possible consequences of their villainy, had
bolted—nor did French racing circles ever see
them again!

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

NMuch as you have enjoyed this tale, you’l'
find next Friday’s even more thrilling. Order
your GIRLS’ CRYSTAL in advance to make
sure of reading it.
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By
DBDIANA MARTIN

PAM MAKES AN ACCUSATION

HILE Jenny Bright, the girl Pamela

\V Drake had rescued from the slums,

was lying unconscious on the pave-

ment of a Wrenborough street, a

hundred miles away, Pamela herself was read-

ing the pathetic message which Jenny had sent
to her before running away from London.

“Jenny ! Jenny !” her heart eried out. “Oh,
Jenny, you silly!” Jenny, believing that she
was a handicap to her, taking all the blame
for the disaster in John Arnold’s office that
afternoon, had fled, asking Pam to make no
effort to find her.

Jenny, with no luggage, with very little
money, with no friend in the wide world except
herself, had deliberately taken herself out of
her life.

No, no, it couldn't be true! It couldn’t be!

In her distress Pam turned to John Arnold.
John Arnold, this kind editor of the “Modern
Magazine ” who had taken such a liking to
Pam and had hinted only a short hour ago
that Pam might be that baby daughter who
had been kidnapped and lost so many years
ago.

Greta Winch, his niece, who, if Pam only
knew it, was responsible for all Jenny’s
iroubles, stood by, biting her lip.

“Oh, Mr. Arnold, I've got to find her—I've
zob to find her !” she cried.

“Oh, she’ll come back !” Greta said.

““*But she won’t—she won’t ! You don’t know
Jenny; I do. She means this.”

John Arnold bit his lip.

“We’ll have to tell the police,” he said.

But Pam hopelessly shook her head.

“No good. Jenuy would do anything rather
than let the police get hold of her. Mr. Arnold,
don’t you sce? She believes she spoiled that
sketch in the office, She was terribly upset
when you were annoyed with me. She thinks
that she made trouble for me.”

John Arnold bit his lip. Greta shook her
head in false sorrow. But Pam was not look-
ing at her, was not looking at her editor
friend. Her thoughts were frantic, her mind
filled with strange foreboding.

Where had Jenny gone?

“Pam,” Mr. Arnold said, “don’t look so
upset. Just calm down a minute.” He put
his arm around her. “Pam, come into my
study—no, Greta, not you. I want to talk to
Pam alone.” And as Greta, who was preparing
to follow, stopped with a scowl, he conducted
Pam into his cosy den and very gently placed
aer in a chair. “Pam!” he exclaimed.

Dully Pam looked up.

CIRLS’ CRYSTAL
25/4,36

csre
o e o
T rporss I BEEETE

et A “C a0k GENERAL:

P

ewiie

S wni sttt

P

“Pam,
sincerely.
Jenny would take it like that.
hate to see you upset, Pam.”

Pam gulped.

“Mr. Arnold, T've got to do something.”

I—TI'm sorry,” John Arncld said
“I—I had no idea, of course, that
But I do so

“We will do something,” he said. “T°ll
phone an advertisement to all the leading
papers this evening, Pam. Cheer up, we'll
find her, never fear! And—and when we do
find her, Pam He paused. My dear,
you reimember our conversation in the car?”

Pam looked at him.

“Pam, the more I think of it the more con-
vinced I am.” And then he shook his head.
““No, Pam, T won’t hold out false hopes—but
you do know what I feel about yvou sow, don’t
you. I do so want you to be happy, Pam. I
want Jenny to be happy, too. I realise now
that perhaps it was a mistake to give her a
job in the house, and when she is found again,
Pam, I want her to come back here—not as a
servant, but as your companion.” :

He saw the start. the wide-eved
surprise she shot at him, and faintly

“Pam, you have no parents, to
knowledge, have you? VYou are a girl alone
in the world. What would you say, my dear.
if T asked you if I might adopt vou, and
allowed Jenny to live here with you—as vour
companion ?”

Even in her distress Pam blinked.
couldn’t get hold of that all at once.

But there was another girl who. ear to key-
hole, got hold of it, and Greta Winch gave a
start that almost gave her position away. Into
her face suddenly flashed a venomous hate.
She trembled. For in that instant Greta Winch
recognised the death knell of all own

look of
smiled.
vour own

She

her

SEARCHING
FOR JENNY

in Carrying Out
Her Quest For
Her Vanished
Friend Pam Runs
Into Deadliy
Danger

Z

y,

ambitions hopes as far as Uncle John Arnold
was coneerned,

She listened more intently.

“Pam. I would love it to happen,” John
Arnold said gently. *“ Even if—if it turned out
that you are the daughter I lost so many years
ago. It would be so lovely to have you here.
You remind me so much of my dear wife.
Your voice, your Jooks, yes, even your gestures,
all remind me of her. And you would be
happy, wouldn’t you, with Jenny here 7

Pam could not reply. No, she couldn’t.
ielt stunned, robbed of hreath. A sudden wave
of happiness surged within her. To live here
with Jenny, to be a daughter to this man who
~o curiously and strongly had attracted her.

She

But. Jenny—she must find Jenny first
Her voice was tremblingly unsteady as she
veplied.
“J—I don’t know what to say, Mr. Arnold,

but 1 would love it—I would! And Jenny
would, tco. I can hardly realise it at the
moment. It seems—it seems——"  She halted,

shakily, uwnsteadily. “Oh, but Jenny!” she
burst out. “Mur. Arnold, I must find Jenny !
I must find her more urgently than ever now—
to break this news to her!”

“But, my dear, how 7”

“I—1've got an idea,” Pam said. “I believe

that Jenny’'s gone to Wrenborough. I don't
know, but I can find out. If she has, I'm

going there. I'm going to fetch her back!
No,” as he made a suggestion, “I don’t want
vou to come with me. It will be better, I
think, if I meet Jenny alone and tell her the
news, and bring her back myself. You do
undersiand, don’t you?”

He nodded gravely,

“Yes, Pam: and you're right. No, perhaps
I should only be in the way. But I can’t let
vou go to Wrenborough all by yourself. vou
know. Somchody must go with you. Take
Greta.”

Greta, outside, straightened up. A sudden,
intense expression came into her face.

“ But Jenny———"

“Pam, listen! In Wrenborough vou have
enemies. I don’t feel easy. I don’t want you
to go unaccompanied. I want to feel easy in
my mind while you’re away. Now, please,
Pam,” he added pleadingly.

So Pam gave in.  Anything—anything, she
thonght, as long as she was doing something.

She missed the peculiar look in Greta’s eves
when she was asked if she would go. But
Greta, pretending to jump at the idea, pro-
fossed herself delighted.

In the ecar on the way to Euston, Greta,
cleverly disguising the hate and jealousy
which she now felt for Pam, pretended to be
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made no
had over-

sympathetic and concerned. She
reference whatever to what she
heard, but her mind was busy.

Until Pam’s arrival she had bbe.en her
uncle’s favourite niece. Though nothing had
ever been said about it, she had always

believed that Uncle John would make her his
heiress.

Now Pam had arrived. Pam was going to
be adopted as his daughter, which meant that
Greta would never stand a chance of gaining
anything through her relationship.

But wouldn’t she? Not if Greta. Winch
knew it! Somehow, in some way, Pam had
got to be got rid of.

Buston was reached at last. John Arnold
gave Pam money—more than sufficient to
meet her needs, and she hurried into the book-
ingihall. The clerk behind the counter peerecd
at her.

“Yes, miss?”

“I—I want first to make

an inquiry,” Pam

said. “Have you been on duty here all the
afternoon ?”’

“Yes, miss,” the clerk said, with some
kmmi\e

“Then—then perhaps you will remember.
I am searching for a girl—a girl about my
height, but allghtel, dressed in a brown tweed

costume. I've an idea that she booked to
Wrenborough  this afternoon, somewhere
between three and four o’clock. Do you

remember her ?”

“Why ”"—the clerk stared—“why, vyes,
miss, I do remember a girl answering to that
description. I remember her distinctly, be-
cause she looked as if she’d been crying. She
booked to Wrenborough on the four-ten.”

“Thank you so much !” Pam gulped.
tickets, please.

So she was right.
back to Greta.
the train.

Two hours later, in the darkness, she was
stepping out of Wrenborough Station.

Now where would Jenny be likely to have

“Two

Breathlessly she hurried
Almost trembling, she boarded

gone? And immediately the answer came.
Well, where would Jenny go but to Mrs.
Sales, their old landlady? She called a

taxi and hurried there.

But Mrs. Sales, met and
shook her head.

“No, Miss Drake, T haven't seen Miss
Bright since the day you and she went away.”

Dashed,~ Pam turned away. Where now?
And then she stopped as, joining Greta on the
pavement, a voice spoke :

“Why, Miss Drake !”

Pam spun. smiling involuntarily, as she
recognised the thin, faded form of her first
landlady—Mrs. Crowther.

“Why, Mrs. Crowther!” she cried, and
gripped warmly the hand that was extended.
“How are you? And how’s Mary?”

“Mary is in the hospltal ? Mrs. Crowther
said tremblingly. “There’s no infection in the
house now, Miss Drake. But, oh dear, we
have missed you—the children and me,
mean. I had an idea you were back in Wren-
borough, because I saw Miss Bright this after-
noon. I didn’t get a chance to speak to her,
because she was with a lady and gentleman.”

Pam started.

“A lady and gentleman? Who were they ?”

“Why, Miss Drake, you know them! I
believe they were called Sam and Ella.”

Sam and Ella! Pam’s eyes opened wide.
Sam and Ella had got hold of Jenny again,
then—her Jenny! Jenny would never, never
willingly have gone back to those two
who had so ill-treated her during her child-
hood. That vicious Sam and brutal Ella,
who all these yvears had passed themselves off
as her parents.

The breathlessness of her reply made Mrs.
C'rowther stare. She clutched convulsively at

Sreta’s arm.
“Come on!” she cried. “Mrs. Crowther,
I'll look you up

interrogated,

I'm sorry, I'll have to rush!
later.”

“Why, Miss Drake, I'm sure I =hould be
very pleased if you did!”

Into a taxi Pam and Greta bundled again,
and as the car bowled off she explained to
Greta Winch who Sam and Ella were; drew
a picture of Jenny’s previous existence with
the precious pair. Greta looked sympathetic.

“Oh, poor kid 1 she said feelingly but
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falsely. “I do hope, Pam, that we shall find
her there.”

At the end of Rents Court she stopped the

taxi, paid the driver, and consulted with
Greta. :
“Keep out,” she whispered; “they might

play tricks. If I'm not out of the house in
ten minutes—with Jenny—go for the police.
You understand ?”

Greta nodded, and Pam strode on to
Jenny’s old house. She raised her hand to
knock, and then, thinking better of it, peered
through a rent in the blind which shuttered
the lighted window.

She saw Sam at once,
saw a third figure, a thick-set man with
haggard eyes. At sight of him an electric
thrill ran through Pam. TFor the flabby one
was, of course, her uncle, the arch-villain of
the whole piece—James Thorpe himself.

Pam did not even trouble to knock. With a
quick turn her hand seized the door knob,
and the door went crashing inwards.

Three heads turned like jack-in-the-boxes
on a spring to stare alarmedly at her entry.
Three pairs of eyes goggled as one, and Pam,
standing there, the handle of the door still in
her hand. eyed them contemptuously.

“And what,” she asked, in biting accents,
“have you done with Jenny Bright, you
scoundrels 77

she saw Ella; she

JENNY’S DREAM COMES TRUE
3 T that very same moment Jenny Bright,

the runaway urchin over whom all the

discussions were raging, was bewilder-

ingly opening a pair of right blue eyes
in a rose-coloured bed-room.

Jenny couldn’t understand it. She lay for
a moment staring at the carved ceiling. Then
gradually a disjointed medley of memories
began to piece themselves together. Pam!
Hm flight from London! Her strange terror
at seeing the face of the nurse of hm dreams
at Walford Lodge ! Her capture by Sam and
Ella !

And finally the bus!

But—well, here she was. This wasn’t
hospital.
Wonderingly Jenny turned her head. There

came to her ears a soft footfall.
hand reached out.
spoke.
“There, my dear.
Jenny, as she heard,

; A soft, cool
A voice, low and gentle,

Feel better now ?”
lay rigid in her bed.
Oh, what was this? It was a dream! It was
—it was! That voice—the voice she had
heard so often, the voice of her nurse.

“My dear!”

Tremblingly, almost afraid to look, Jenny
opened her eyes. A woman was bending over
her—that sweet-faced woman of her dreams,
changed, a little older, but nevertheless Jenny
found that strange sensation overwhelming

er.

She did not realised what she said as she
closed her eyes. She just said if.

“Nurse !

And at that word a most extraordinary ex-
pression came over the face of Mrs. Walford.
She stared, her lips parted. Ifor one moment
she, like Jenny, seemed to be afraid, and
then suddenly, compassionately, she rustled
forward. A low cry broke from her.

“T’amela, my little Pamela! It—it cannot
be !”

Jennv twisted her head.

—I ” she said, and found herself flush-
ing crimson. ‘‘Oh corks!” she added, with a
lapse into the old urchin slang, which’ quickly
she remembered, and added panic to confusion
in {rying to put it right. “I—I—mean, oh
dear ! You see—I feel all queer, like,” she added
in confusion. I thought you—you were——"

“My dear!” And there was the woman lean-

lncr over her, staring down into her face.
I;I seem to (hc'un about you so—so

often,” Jenny said. “I was on a ship -

= \TV dear,” the woman cried. She was
trembling now, her face was wet with the
tears which unbidden ran from her eyes. “But
you—what is your name?” .

“My name's Jenny Bright. At least,”
Jenny said, remembering, “that’s the name
I was known by. But Pamela Drake—you
know Pamela, don't vou?”

The woman nodded.

She smiled.

“Yes, yes!”

“But Pam always says that my name is_her
name—that I am Pamela Drake,” Jenny got
out, feeling more at ease. “ She says that I'm
her, and she—\\oll she doesn’t know who she
is. Which all sounds jolly muddled. There’s
such a lot of mystery about it Oh, I don't
know | But Pam knows. She’s got it all pat,
vou know.”’

The woman was silent, then:
“Jenny !” she said, “can I look at your
right shoulder? No, wait,” she said, SIS

tell you why. Oh, my dear girl, I can’t ‘under-
stand this—I can’t! But I will tell you now.
Many, many years ago—long before I met Mr.
Walford, I was a nurse.”

“Yes?” Jenny said tremblingly.

“T was nurse to the baby of a Dr. Drake
and his young wife. We were out in Cuba.
The baby was about nine or ten months old,
Jenny, when suddenly there was an outbreak
of cholera—a dreadful disease. Mrs. Drake
wouldn’t leave her husband, but as the
doctor himself was afraid for Pamela’s sake,
he sent me off to England with the child on
the Silver Castle. I was to have reported in
England to the child’s uncle—a Mr. James
Thorpe.”

“Yes?” Jenny
own voice.

“On the way the ship hit a rock. It was
wrecked. Oh goodness, will T ever forget that
dreadful night! I was in the cabin with you
—with the baby, I mean—when suddenly the
water came in. Something fell down hitting
me on the head, and I knew no more until I
found myself in a hospital in France. They
told me that my baby had been drowned.

“ After months of illness, Jenny, I got back
to England, there to be met with the news
that Dr. Drake and his wife had fallen
victims to the cholera outbreak in Cuba. I
went to see Mr. Thorpe. Then picture my
amazement when I found that he had the
baby—my little Pamela with him.

“He accused me of neglect, he wouldn’t
allow me to see the child. I went away and
then T became a nul%e in the hospital \\hem I
met Mr. Walford, who was a patient of mine,
and we came back to Wrenborough, here to
discover that Mr. Thorpe, who had been only
a poor clerk when he received my Pamela into
his household, was a rich moneylender.

“Here in Wrenborough my own little
daughter Peggy was born. She grew up. She
went to school. Picture, Jenny, my amaze-
ment when one holiday she brought home with
her a girl who called herself Pamela Drake—
the niece of James Thorpe.”

Jenny stared dazedly.

“But Jenny, she was not my Pamela. She
was a lovely girl. I liked her and I loved her.
But she wasn’t my Pamela, although she had
grown up. I knew it. I felt it. And one day,
Jenny, just to make sure, I watched my Peggyv
and this Pamela as we were bathing. I was
looking for a certain tell-tale mark. A heart-

said, almost afraid of her

shaped mark beneath the right shoulder. This
Pamela hadn’t got it. Jenny 2
“Yes,” Jenny said faintly, “I have.” And

she turned over and tore down the nightdress
in which she was clothed. At which Mrs.
Walford gave one great sobbing cry.

“Pamela !” she cried. “Pamela!
Pamela! My baby !”

My—my

GRETA’S TREACHERY

N the disreputable shack in Rents Court,
I defiantly Pam faced her uuncle and his
confederates.
“What have
Bright 7” she repeated.

Perhaps had she been less angry than she
was at that moment, she would “have noticed
the quick look that passed between James
Thorpe and Sam Bright. She might have
noticed that Sam’s hand dived suddenly under
the table as he met that look with an under-
standing, though barely perceptible, nod of
the head.

James Thorpe, almost green with fear,
desperate now as never before, was in a mood
to take risks. The sudden apparition that
Pam presented as she had crashed through
the door, coming on top of the news he had

vou done with Jenny

just heard concerning Jenny Bright, had
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shaken him to the depths.
up, fingered his collar.

“Well, Pam,” he said.

“Tell me!” Pam rapped.

“But what should I know about Jenny
Bright?”? Thorpe asked, and :ignod to Sam
Bright. “I haven’t seen her, Pam.”

“No?” Pam’s lips curled contemptuously.
“Where is she?”

Thorpe watched Sam Bright, who, one hand
under his waistcoat, had pocl*loued himself
near the door that led upstairs. There was
a gleam in his eye.

“I tell you we haven't seen her,” he
mumbled. “Really, Pam, it’s a bit thick rush-
ing in like this. I came down to see Sam, to
vhwms something I want him to do up at the
Hall.’

“To discuss what you shall do with Jenny,
vou mean!” Pam said scaihmﬂlv “You're
afraid that Jenny might get in touch with
the Walfords, and that, in some way, would
mean your downfall, wouldn’t it? Well, I
say you've got Jenny here. You're hiding her
here.”

Thorpe shrugged.

“0.K., have it your way,” he said.
waved a nngligont hand towards the stairs. *I
can vou won't be satisfied until you've
proved the c(mtru\ Search the house, Pam,
there's the door.’

“Yes, secarch the ’ouse,”

“T will!”” Pam snapped.

Three stops she took towards the door.

obligingly held it open.

1\.[mm ime, outside, Greta \\m(l. consumed
hy a fierce curiosity, quivering still with the
hatred of this girl who had supplanted her
in her uncle’s affections, had crept to the
window and inserted one eye to the crack in
the blind.

She saw Pam as she stepped forward. She
saw the quick, agitated signal which Thorpe
made to Sam. She saw the movement that

He straightened

)

00

Sam invited,

Sam

Sam made. His hand went up.

Greta almost screamed as the blow
descended, and she shut her eyes.

A thud. And then—there was Pam lying on

ihe floor, her face buried on one arm. And
there was Thorpe, face as white as a sheet,
blundering forward like some great agitated
whale.

She heard his voice.

““Sam, you didn’t

“No, I didn’t!” Sam said sullenlv. *“Bui
better get her out of here. Here, Ella, give

us a hand to cart her upstairs.”

Eyes glittering with horror, Greta watched,
shaken despite herself, but thinking no more
of lifting a hand to help Pam than she would
have thought of flying to the moon.

In her curiosity she leaned forward farther.
At the same moment there came a footfall
behind her. Greta half-sereamed as she felt a
hand on hcr shoul(lcr.

*“ Here
‘Q h 722 s voi ied
p\mg, ch ?” a man’s voice cried.
“No
“\o, then we'll see.” And Morrim, the
shady solicitor and friend of Thorpe, pushed
her through the doorway into the room, start-
ing as he saw Sam and Ella in the act of

lifting Pam’s unconscious form and disappear-
ing up the stairs,
Thorpe, licking a
sight of Gret
“Who's this?
“Don’t know.
outside,”

dry mouth, jumped at

i

he asked hoarsely.

Found her snooping arcund

Morrim said. “Who are yvou?’’ he
o are you?”’ he

added. *“Friend of Pam?”
“Friend !” Greta sneered. “T'm no friend—
no. Think I'd have stood and watched if I'd

been her friend ?”
“Then what
“I came,” Greta

announced calmly, “with
her—from London. From my uncle, John
Arnold. Oh, don’t worry,” she added, with a
sneer, as she saw Thorpe shaking. “I'm not
going to say anything, if that’s what you're
afraid of. I owe her one, and I'm jolly glad
she’s got what she asked for. But what are
you going to do with her now?”

Thorpe gulped.

“\\'hat’s that to you?

“A lot!” And Greta, disengaging hLerself
from ’\Iouun s detaining hand, sauntered into
the room. “Say, don’t all stare at me as if
I was soxm,thmg from another planet,” she
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said. “I think I know your crowd—I've heard
about you often enough, goodness knows.
James Thorpe—that’s you, isn’t it? And Ella
and Sam. This gentleman—is it Mr. Morrim ?”
she asked, with a mocking lift of one eyebrow.

“Look here » gpluttered Thorpe.

“I'm looking !” Greta said calmly.
I sit down 77

“May
Her brain was working—swiftly,

feverishly. She thought she saw a way to
achieve her own end. “Mr. Thorpe,” she
added, *“I want to tell you something first.
Did you or did you not snatch Pam “out of
her pmdmbulator when she was a kid in
arms?”

Thorpe's face turned livid.

“And is,”” Greta went on calmly,
Bright—and not Pamela Drake—your real
niece ! Don’t answer if you don’t want to.
I'm just asking you these questions to tell
you that I, too, know something of this busi-
ness. Now sit down,” she added. “T’ve an
idea that we can help each other. My. Thorpe,
you want Jenny out of the way, don't you:”

Thorpe blinked.

“Right! I want Pam out of the way. Let's
strike a Dbargain!” And callously Greia

S

“Jenny

“Shall T put all my cards on the table?”
Greta asked. “Right-ho, then here goes!” She
grinned. “T want the girl we know as Pawmela
Drake out of the way because she happens to
stand between me and a future fortune. It’s
in my interest thdt Pamela Drake should dis-
appear, just as it’s in your interest that Jenny
Bright should d)eappear Now do we under-
stand each other?”

Another quick look from Thorpe to Mo
Then Morrim nodded.

“Yes,” he said, “and—listen! Jenny Bright
at this moment is in Walford Lodge.”

“T've heard of it.”

“It’s necessary she should be decoved
Walford Lodge. As you say, the only 1
that would decoy her is a message from Pam.”

“And I,” Greta simpered, “am the one
take that message. far as dear Jenny

As

knows, I am the only friend that Pam has
besides herself. Now "'—with swift cunning—
“T’'ll go there, tell her Pam wants
urgently !”

“Yes?

“T'll say it’s something to do with
investigation into her past life, so <l

come alone. I'll bring Jenny, and have a

Thorpe and his two scheming companions stared in dismay as the door opened and

in walked Pam. She faced them grimly.

‘“ And what have you done with Jenny

Bright ? ’’ she demanded.

laughed. “You realise, Mr, Thorpe, don't you,
that if Pam ever gets away from here, it’ll
be the end of you.”

Thorpe clutched at his collar.

“Right-ho, then!” Greta said. “I'm with

you. You've got to get her away from here.
You’ve got to get her somewhere where she'll

never meet the people she knows again. You
understand 7’

“But what—"

“I'm doing the talking,” Greta went on
arrogantly. “Hear me out. Your idea is
to get hold of Jenny Bright, I take it? Well,

perhaps I can help you there.
know Jenny Bright. She was with Pam in
London, and we were all sort of friends
together, though Heaven knows I hated that
little gutter-snipe. Tell me where Jenny is—
if you know—and I'll go to her and {ell her
that Pam wants her. Perhaps you know what
a soft little fool she is where Pam’s concerned.
She’d come like a shot.”

There was a pause. Morrim and Thorpe ex-
changed swift glances.

“You mean it ?” Thorpe asked.

“Of course!”

“But what—"’

I happen io

outside the gates of Walford Lodge. You'll
supply that, of course. Now, listen—and listen
carefully, hm_,(mw all this will have to be done
swiftly, and in the dark. Y'il approach the car
with Jenny walking on the left side of me.
You'll do the rest.”
Thorpe heaved a great breath of relief.
‘Sam, you and Morrim
“Right I Morrim said.
Right-ho, young lady !
meet the car
afterwards
“Afterwards—-—"*

there
“Then it’s a de
Then off we go.

at the end of the road. And

he

said Thorpe. and his
flabby face took on a lowering look. “ But
never mind that now. I've got my yacht.
We'll take those two out to sea—a long wa
They'll never be heard of again. But get
going.”’

And then the three—the suave, still-smiling
solicitor, the sly and treacherous Greta, and the
bullying, suily Sam, quitted the house on each
other's heels.

What ruthless scoundrels these enemies of
Pam and Jenny are! Don’t miss the dramatic
developments Iin next Friday’s chapters. Order
your GIRLS’ CRYSTAL right away.
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POPPY MAKES FRESH PLANS
OPPY BINKS was terribly excited. It
P was her birthday on the morrow, and
she had fixed up a really super party to
celebrate.

Once a factory girl herself, Poppy had not
forgotten her old friends, and she had planned
something that would ensure a good time
being had by all!

The castle lawns were gay with fairy lights
and bunting. There was a coconut-shy, an
Aunt Sally, a greasy pole, and an ankle
competition. ;

“We'll have a marvellous time,” Poppy told
flerbert, the footman, as together they looked
around the arrangements made. Then a little
frown crossed her brow. “When is her lady-
ship expected, Herbert?” she asked, for the
dowager countess, Poppy’s aunt, who was
rather stiff and starchy, had been away for
several days, and it was during her absence
that Poppy had fixed up the party.

Herbert was just about to reply when a
silvery toot from a motor horn made him
turn. It was the dowager’s car, and the toot
had been the signal for the castle gates to be
opened by the lodgekeeper.

Happily—but with a little doubt in
cves—Poppy ran to meet her aunt.

“ What—what on earth is all this—this panto-
mime ?” the dowager asked before Poppy had
time to speak, and she cast a withering look
over the gaily decorated lawns.

“It’s a party, aunt—my birthday party,”
Poppy said, her eyes brimming with fun.

“Poppy!” The dowager was scandalised.
“I had already arranged a party for your
birthday to-morrow. That is why I returned

her

eavly.”

“Oh, aunt!” In sheer delight, Poppy
hugged her.

“But not such a party.” went on the

dowager. “Your guests will not enjoy such—
such—er—frolics e

“But, aunt ’—Poppy swung her aunt round
—*“we could have such fun here—such a crowd.
All my friends from the factory. My aunts,
Iy cousins 2

The Dowager Lady Sarfield did not give a

skip of joy and clap her hands. She
stiffened.
“What! Tactory girls—your relations?

Clertainly not, Poppy!

I have already issued
the invitations.

Only the most select people
are coming. It will be a dignified party.
Factory girls! Impossible |”

There was no hint of uncertainty in the
dowager’s tone. She meant what she said, and
there was to be no shilly-shallying or changing
her mind at the last minute !

So that meant Poppy’s party was off !

In vain Poppy protested. She took the
dowager to see the coconut-shy and the other
sideshows. But that did not help the matter.
Quite the contrary! For the dowager only
became fiercer and more determined than ever.

“The tents will be taken down. You must
cancel your invitations, Poppy. How many
times have I told you not to take steps of
this kind without consulting me, Poppy? You
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will have a party to-morrow, a quiet, sedate
party, and you will enjoy it .

Poppy’s face was pale.

“Enjoy it, or know the reason why, ch,
aunt ?” she said, half to herself. ‘Well, that
isn’t the kind of party I like; besides %

But the dowager had turned aside.

Poppy might be the nominal mistress of the
castle, but the dowager still held the power!
And if she said that Poppy’s party was “off,”
then “off ”” it was, unless

But Poppy Binks was a girl not easily
defeated. And, besides, she did not let her
friends down. Although she had intended to
keep things davk until the last possible
moment, she had already issued one or two
invitations, and she knew that her friends were
looking forward to the fun.

Besides, there were her relations! They had
been invited, and they were not going to be
disappointed just because of the dowager !

“It’s my birthday,” Poppy told herself,
“and it’s my party—and I'm going to have it
as I like 1t.”

Despite The Dowager's
Stodgy Plans, Poppy
Meant Her Birthday
Party To Be A Success

But the Dowager Countess of Sarfield was
already giving instructions to dismantle the
shies, the booths, and the tents. And her
orders, as usual, were obeyed !

OPPY BINKS was not usually easily per-
suaded to do as the Dowager Lady
Sarfield required. In fact, the dowager
mglm‘ded Poppy as obstinate—stubborn as a
mule.

But, oddly enough, Poppy seemed to be
taking the banning of her party very quietly.

In fact, when Poppy entered the dowager’s
room half an hour after their little argument
in the castle grounds she was looking particu-
larly meek.

That alone ought to have put the dowager
on her guard. But she was a little too ready
to believe in the power of her own authority
to suspect Poppy’s meckness.

“So you quite understand that we have the
dignity of our position to counsider, Poppy ?”
shie asked.

“Yes, aunt,” said Poppy meekly. “We
want only the best people. Nothing less than
an admiral or a knight.”

“The rank does not necessarily matter,”
explained the dowager, “so long as the family
is good. I would like to see you making
friends in the right circles, Poppy.”

Poppy Binks’ eyes glimmered. She was not

|
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just giving in, as the dowager seemed to think,
she had an idea in her mind.

“Quite,” she said. “But look here, aunt.
T can’t see why I shouldn’t invite my own
friends amongst the nibs

“The—the what?” asked
startled.

*“ Nibs, nobs, nuts,” said Poppy, with a grin.

The dowager frowned heavily.

“There is no need to be facetious, Poppy.”

“Me? Facetious, aunt? = Goodness, no!”
said Poppy. “But what I mean is I'd like to
get someone extra snappy at the party—you
know, make it a real social success. A famous
film actress, or some foreign princess, or
something—-—"

Poppy was just putting out feelers, very
gently.

“A famous film actress,” said the dowager.
thinking it over. “Well, 1 see no objection to
that, but the difficulty is issuing the 1nvitation
and getting it accepted. As to a foreign
princess—how many do you know ?7”

“There’s the Princess Patzia,” said Poppy.
“TI don’t suppose she’d condescend to visit a
place like this, though,” she added artfully.

The dowager had mnever heard of that
princess, but she swallowed the bait whole.

“Not come here?” she said indignantly.
“What nousense! This is one of the most
famous homes of England. Kings have stayed
here—princes, presidents. Good gracious, the
Princess Patchy %

“Patzia,” said Poppy.
her, I suppose, aunt ?”’

Poppy knew the dowager! She was a woman
who had to know everything, and did not like
being told.

“Of course I have heard of the
Patzia,” she said, with asperity.

“Then we'll ask her,” said Poppy.

The fact that there was no Princess Patzia.
and that she had just made up the name, was
a trifling detail, of course.

“By all means, if you happen to know her.,”
said the dowager. ¢ Better a princess than a
factory girl, and I hope you realise that vour
factory girl friends, although, no doubt, very
charming, and good-hearted, would feel
embarrassed at being asked to meet Royalty.”

“That’s so,” assented Poppy, and looked
towards the door.

It was about time than an interruption came
in the form of Herbert the footman, with a
message that she was wanted on the telephone.

For Poppy had asked her friend Lil to tele-
phone her.

Lil was punctual. There was a knock on the
door, and Herbert looked in.

“A telephone message for your ladyship,”
he said to Poppy.

“For me?” said Poppy. “Oh, whoisit?”

The footman braced himself for an important
announcement.

“Her Highness the Princess Patzia.”

Poppy leaped from her chair and clapped
her hands.

the dowager

Sy

3

“You've heard of

Princess
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2 Tm pr aunt., What do you think of
tha
The dowager tried nor, to show surprise, bhut
]upp\ mlmlv a look at her face, chuckled as
she hurried f10m the room, to take the call at
the telephone in the hall.
“ Hallo, princess!” she =aid.
“Hallo!” came Lil's voice.
ide‘:a of me being a princess, Poppy
‘So nice of you to telephone,” said Poppy,
knowing that the dowager was at the head
of the stairs casually strolling about, but with
Ler ears pricked up.
“It’s my birthday to-morrow.
“a party, and I'd like you to come
“¥ know that, silly,” said Lil’s
voice,
!’nppb\ ans
“Oh, princess
in dn‘pmg tones.
to my little party
by all means, 3
Poppy turned,
dowager.
‘Aunt—auut, can Prince Axel come,

incess,

the

S Whians

915

I'm Han'ng

surprised

cor surprised her even more.
how glad I am!” she said,
‘Then you really will come
ves, bring the baroness
Just a minute 2
and called upstairs to i

tooi i

“Prince Axcl? Certainly, certainly,”
the dowager.
“ Yes, blmo' Prince Axel, do,” said Poppy.

back or front axle?” a\lu:l
“ What are you babbling about, Poppy?

« I’th 6 Axel
Lil.

princess.
ml I'm a princess?” asked Lil
5, it’s a yery select party, very select,”
said l’oppy “We've decided that everyone
who comes must have a title 12
gle came from Lik
Hl~ught' I get you—and old Fred, too?

What’s he got to “he? Grand duke?”

“Yes, fine,” said Poppy, with a chuckle, and
called back to the dowager: “And the grand

w\

duke, too, aunt?”’ she asked. *‘The princess
Mmlu it \\ould be rude to leave him. 'l‘hey
ally sort of run axouml in a gang, these

you knaw

The do\mge did not hesitate. She was a
u-mpctiti\o hostess, and liked to have guests

who did not appear at her rivals’ parties. The
prince, the princess, the baroness, and the
grand duke would be acquisitions

“Qf course, of course!” she said.

Poppy hooked up the receiver. She could
have a more detailed talk with Lil later, and
decide just what rank and status other guests
were to have.

“ Oh aunt, just think—a princess!”

The dowager smiled.

“TI am glad you are at last coming to realise
who are the right people to cultivate. I am
a little surprised that the princess accepted
the invitation so readily. However, 1 cannot
pretend that I am not glad.”

Poppy looked glad, too, and the dowager
was so pleased to see it that she did not bother
to inquire any more closely into the princess’
antecedents and particulars.

Besides, she did not wish to scem at all
excited that a princess was coming to the party.
She liked to treat it as a very normal
happening.

Nevertheless, shie rang up M Martelbury-
(illwake to tell her, and, of course, she, too,
pretended to know all about the princess.

“You remember, Laura,” she said to the
dowager. ‘““That 1s surely the princess who
arrived with an amazing entourage, and was
80 extraordinarily \\ealmyf =

“Of course,” said the dowager.

frn eigners,

she said.

It was quite another prit , but she did
not remember that, and didn’t care to take
the risk of correcting somecone who might
know.

Whoever she was, she would make the party
a roaring sueccess, and, as the dowager saw
things, would be a very good friend for Poppy
Binks.

So far, so good. But, as Poppy knew, there
was many a slip between the cup and the lip.

The dowager was, so far, very amiable and
well pleased; but if things went wrong there
might be another story.

“They ha\cnt got to go wrong, that’s Il,"
mused Poppy. “And we've got to end with a
real rousing party.”

Just to make quite sure, Poppy got into touch
with Freddie Clitheroe, her cousin, and
always a friend in need. If Freddie pretended
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to know the princess, it might carry some
weight.

. It did; for Freddie, when in London,
amon;, the Young Things, and knew
people in the hmolmht

1<1delc duly teh,phm‘od the dowager to ask
if she had a five-pound note that she just
couldn’t think what to do with, as he kuew
what to do with one, but hadn’t got it!

Then the dowager mentioned the party and
the princess.

moved
most

“Not old Patzia?”’ said Freddie. “Well,
well.  Shockingly uppish, Goes very few
places, aunt. How did you manage to rope
her in at Sarfield?”’

That settled it. All the dowager’s doubts
were dispelled, and Poppy, hearing the good
news, went about the place &kmpma, and then
became very busy indeed.

She had to arrange a smart frock for Lil, and
someone to act as the baroness. Then 1‘1(-1‘0
were odd titles to choose for members of her
family who would be arriving.

She fixed everything bmmllfu]l;(. True.
there was a snag, but she hadn't thought of
that, so it didn’t worry her,

THROWN OUT OF THE CASTLE

“% ORD WARDLEUPPE !”

I Thus Hevbert the footman., as a

stout figure swept into the hall of
Narfield Castle.

Poppy Bmln, leaning out of her window,
just finmishing her dressing, had seen the ancient
car arrive. She had heard it first, for it was
a very ancient car, bought by her Uncle Alfred
for five pounds.

And it was Uncle
as Lord Wardleuppe.

Uncle Alfred was a fshmonger by trade,
but he had decided against wearing a straw
hat at the party, and had a grey bowler hat
with a curly brim.

The man next door to Uncle
waiter when he was anything, and so owned
a dress suit. For a mere five shillings, he
had hired it to Uncle Alred for the evening,
and, in spite of differences in height and

Alfred who was arriving

Alfred was a

build, the fit was quite good, here and
thme
“Lord Wayrdleuppe,” said the footman,

looking across at a man in black coat and

striped trousers.

The princess slapped the dowager on the back, then produced an orange.
Poppy c}huckled

she invited. ¢ It will do you good.”

her aunt ever discovered who

“Wotcher,” said his lordship, looking at
the man, and, under his breath to the foot-
man : # Oo is ’e? One of the nibs?*

“That, my lord,” said Herbert, “is
de fD(,the =

“Wot? Qoer!’ said FLord
with a nasty jolt. “ Detective——

The detective strolled acr

“You are Lord Wardleuppe?

“That’s right, me,” said
with not overmuch confidence.

The detective was a man with a piereing,
glittering eye. He was employed at the
castle whenever there was a social gathering,
in order to prevent gate-crashing

the

\‘ ardleuppe,

he asked.
Uncle Alfred,

“I see.  Your lordship’s name has been
omitted from the book,” said the detective,
tapping a little book he ecarvied, wherein

the names and a brief deseription of the per-
sonal appearance of all the members of the
uobility were arranged for easy reference.

“What of it?7” said Lord Wardleuppe
truculently. “Oo wants to be in a book
like that, anyway? The cover’s torn.”’

The detective stiffencd lits back. Then he
eyed Uncle Alfred’s dress suit, which could
be seen below the overcoat.

“You'd better scram,” he
quick as you like, my man!”

Poppy Binks, leaning out of the window,
heard sounds of argument,

“Jones,” she said to her maid, “for good-
ness’ _:a‘ke skip down and ask what the row
is ;

said, “and as

Jones the maid left what she was doing and
skipped down, but before she reached the
bottom of the stairs, Uncle Alfred reached the
bottom of the steps. Two strongly built men
had come from nowhere, and in skilled manuner
just pitched him out of the castle.

Poppy saw him sprawling on his

Slam ! went the door.

“Uncle!” eried Poppy. “Uncle!?

Uncle Alfred scrambled wup, charged
door, and fell back, shaking his fist.
Im glamd up at Poppy.

\Iakmg a 301\0 of me,
‘I've

back.

the
Then

ch?” he said in

fury bin chucked out—me—chucked

out——

“But why?” asked Poppy.
pened ?
taken in

“YT've bin taken in,”
shaken rage.
I don’t think!

“What hap-
FIl Dhave you chucked in—I meau,

said Uncle Alfred, in
“Nice way to treat an uncle,
You put mie up to it—told me

)

Al
{N(( ‘a’—nw:_-_—-
b=

““ Take it,”
What a row there would be if
the princess really was !
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to say I was Lord W dldleuppe-—and they say

I ain’t! All right, what of it
Poppy called to him ecarncst Iy and in
entreaty, deeply Upset. She was very fond of

Unele Alfred. and she knew his hot temper.
“Wait—I'll explain
Poppy ran across the room, struggling into

a dressing-gown. and opened the doox At

the same moment the maid Jones arrived 'md

they collided.

Poppy lurched back, and fell with a thud,
and before she could struggle to her feet she
heard the suund of Uncle Alfred’s car in
motion again.

She rveached the window just in time to sec
him driving off.

“ Stop—come back !”

went

Poppy, still in her dressing-gown,
hurrying out on to the landing, but the
dowager did the same thing, aund stopped
her.

“Where are you going Poppy?” .

“Something lnm)umnn downstairs,”” said

tlmlkmg that she could not explain
just what had happened.
gate-crazher being flung  out
“ Somebody tried invent-
do not realise that we have
Anyone else will be

Poppy.
in a moincent
“Merely a
said the dowager.
ing a title. They
cdhieck in every way.
treated similarly 2
. Poppy, completely (1(\\}10(1 could not reply.
But she thought of her other relations, and
the welcome that awaited them, and her heart
sank. A nice wayv for her relations l)(\
received ! They would think it wa a
joke: that she was fooling them,
them !
No; Poppy wasn't going to have her rela-
tions !

1::

1()

treated in this way!
- She hadn’t expected Uncle Alfred as carly
as this. He was the only one she had not
heen -able to tell to arrive later than she had
at fivst said.

** she

“All right aunt, said, and turned
aside, thinking hard

One of the castle cars: could catch Uncle
Alfred ecasily enough in his old crock, and

she could explain to him.

But what of the others? She had to make
quite sure that they were not chucked out.

Poppy had pldmm(l what to do with them,
provided they did the right thing—the thmrf
the factory cml~ had been asked to do.

So, hmalmm her dressing in record time,
and asking for a car to be at the door, Poppy
huwrried out.

Uncle Alfred’s car was easily
about three miles from the castle,
discussed rlm nmilm with him.
“All right,” said Uncle Alfred at the end of
it. “If it's going to be a real party, I'm
on, Poppy, me gal. And L don’t cave if the
dowager ain't there or any footmen, believe
me. But just give me ten minufes with that
detective and lu~ book, and I'll make bim
cat it, starting off with the dukes as hors
doovers, and ﬁ1n~11:n° off with a few common
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overhauled
and Poppy

as the cigars and nuts!
“Well, wo'll sce about that!”  soothed
Yoppy.. “Anyway, come back and do what
I've told you.”

Mollified, Uncle Alfred said that he would.

But Poppy Binks, when she returned to the
castle, was noi so easy in her mind !

Qupnow Lil m]ml—mppow ihe
party were a giganiic failure, after all?

whole

NOT FAIL

so far gone well;

THE PARTY MUST

OPPY'S bhirthday had
P she had lhad some wonderfyl pearls

from the dow ager, a fountain-pen from
Freddie, and presents from a few other
friends and relations.

Most of the day had been spent in prepara-
tions for the party. 1t was a beautiful spring
evening. and if things went as Poppy had
]wlzumml there would still be time for an open-
air party and dancing on the lawn.

If thinga went as she planned !

One thing, at least, had gone according to

plan. Cousin Bert, the milkman, was on the
scone. A manager now, instead of a rounds-
man, thanks to Poppy’s aid, Bert was domg

iob was to waylay the

ng. His

some manag

arrivirg relations, and do as Poppy had
explained to him. And Bert could be
trusted.

It was at a quarter to seven that Lil
arrived.

A magnificent car, hired specially for the

and the foot-
took one look

occasion, swept up the drive,
man, swinging wide the doors
at Lil and "ueswcl the answer.

Poppy nmnaged to be (lmwndm" the stair-
case at the tm]e and she gmllopcd forward.

The Princess 1tua. aud the baroness had
arrived.

Lil's face was sligl nlv——-vm y slightly—tinted,
and her hair was drawn back and skilfully
dressed, Somie  priceless-looking  ear-rings
dangled effectively, and, with a cloak draped

about her, she looked a million dollars, at
least.
The barone a foreweman at the factory

scemed a little nervous, bur,

most of the wee
member of the amateur

hke Lil, she was a
dramatic socicty.
“The Princess Patzia,” she said to the foot-
man, " and the Baroness Zumtahim.”
lomn greeted her with outstretched hands.
“Ab, princess!  How glad I am that you

should come &

* Ahhahah ! suid_,Lil, with a sweeping
gesture  at  the castle. “An old X¥nglish
baronial hall. - Ahaha! Ft is good. yes?”

The dowager came into view and looked th
DIIII(L‘\~ over. She scemed veal enough.
said the dowagoer. * No wonder
s0 much about you, princess,”

“Charmed 17
I bave heard
she added.

“Of you,
laugh.

*Now, now
in the ribs.

The dowager recled.

*Poppy 7 \110 exclaimed, in rebuke.

“QOuch!” said the. princess, and prodded
Poppy back. "T]w English ways—so free!
like them, me,” she said to the dowager.

“It is not n\ual nevertheless, to p'od the
gues I assure you,” said the dowager.

Y c“ well, ze cheer up to you !” said the
princess 11'1‘1111), and slapped the dowager on
the back. Then she produced an.orange from
a brown-paper bag she carried. “ Tale it,” she
said. It will do you good !

The dowager was badly taken aback, and
blinked.  The princess had odd ideas about
]‘]]"1!\]’1 customs. - ey

“The princess is a real sport,

also,” said Lil, with a gay little
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said Poppy, and prodded her

aunt,” said

Poppy. *The life and soul of.London pargies.
Ask IPveddie. Wherever ~.h(.~ is things go with
a np 2
My f‘\thm the Ixmg. say so,” noddorl Lil.
“ Always fun wiz me. The romp, that is me!
The romp !” ;
“Be  calm,  princess,” said the baronoss,

fJO\\ning
Other guests were arriving, and the dowager
had to leave the princess to attend to thewm.
There were Admiral Wough, Sir Digby Wal-
munsley—-pronounced Wumsy—and soon half a
dozen other famous and exalted personages.
'l hey found the princess charming.
‘Many, many happy returns to La(l\ Sar-
fiecld—Poppy !” said the prince “Ze factory
girl countess, yes?”
“ H'm—cr—yes,” said the dowager. “But
—cr-——Poppy is—er—no longer a fa(lov\ girl.”
Poppy nudged Lil.  Tlus little scene had
been rehearsed.
“What, no longer
her old friends?”
is bad!”
And
dowager.
l’opm lowered her eves.
“I—I am a ladv now.” she faltered.

factory girl?

She shun
askod the princess.

“Ah,

she scowled at DPoppy and at the

‘T

—vyou sce, it would not be nice to know the
factory girls.”
“Wha-a-t?” cried the princess. “So? You

shun the ladder by which you climb? Tt is
bad! Oh, I am ashamed! My checks burn.
It is bad. So un-English——"

The other guests looked a little embarrassed
and the dowager was wriggling.

“Poppy is—cr—not mhamod of her former
friends,” she said.

“Oh, of course not,” said Poppry.

The princess brightened.

“And zey will come, too? Ah,
am! And yvou have brothers, sisters?

how glad 1

9

“My aunt doesn’t like them,” said Poppy.

“17” said the dowager hotly. “7T like them
very much. I am only too sorry they canrot
come.” : %

“Hear, hear!” said Sir

And Freddie Clitheroe, who
at that moment and shook
princess, warmly agreed, too.

“Well, why not send for them now ?” said
Freddie. 3

The
Poppy’s

“Yes, o
said oa"ml

The princess clapped her hands.

“How glad I am!” sighed the princess. “We
nllfl\f 3 alt for them until they come before we
ca

Poppy chuckled softly to herself, and then
loole'd startled.

“But suppose
give them twenty

Dighy.
arrived
with the

had
hands

dowager made rapid calculations.
relations. lived a good distance away.
3 1 will send cars for them,” she

Let us
aunt ?

not here
minutes. Elow’s that,
If they're not here in twenty minutes
The dowager heaved a sigh of relief.
“Very welll  If they are not here within
twenty minutes we sit down to dinner. Splen-
did ! I hope they will come I she said, with
treniendouns fervour, that deceived no one but
the princess, apparently.
“Ah, a good, kind
princess, kissing her im
they will comoer?
J’om)\ Jumped {o aciion.
‘I can get them here in twenty minutes.
She rushed to the telephone, and shed
back. Xive minuics passec 1"1&_11 Mminutes, And
then there came pecling at the bell, and much
commotion.

they are

said the

woman !”
“You hope

sulsively.

3

IHerbert swung wide the door, and then
into the castle streamed the guests. The

dowager Lomd them, and appeared with some

of her friends.

o ) ; : ; ;

Oh1” she gasped. “An invasion! Good
gracious !” = z

* Wotcher, Poppy ! shouted a voice—Uncle
Alf's.

‘AMany  happy returns——"

“Good old Poppy 17
]’opp\ s relations—a dozen of them—factory
girls and fellews—another dozen—they
swarmed in  in  their .best clofhes,- with
racdiant faces, and bearing gifts. -
“Bit of a rush, but we did it!” said Aunt
TFlossie, a faf, (/lmcr_v woman, looking at the
dowager. “And who's that, Poppy?”
Poppy made introductions, and the princess
came on the scene, delighted, hugging and
kissing, and receiving seerey congratulations
from the other mnton girls.
“Now for a real J‘nnlmx family 1
said the princess. “And all of 1
to the Dowager Lady Sarfield-

party, ves?”
, we owe 1t
1¢ 1INVite you

all.  She : (lo not think you could come in
twenty minutes, but you do. Hurrah!”
Aund from the guests arose wild cheers.

Hurrah ! They had certainly done it.

The dowager swallowed havd, tightening her
lips. and mal\m" the best of a bad job. But
the princess was right. It proved to be a

real family party. Poppy Binks was in her
clement.  She soon made the stiff and starchy
guests less starchy;"and before long everyonc

was hobnobbing with everyone clse,
Alfred forgot (1l>ont the deteetive !

Unfortunately, the princess had an urgent
telephone call, to say that the Prince Axel was
ill.  She l‘olmnvd later, when the party had
moved on {o the lawn, and took part in the
fun as herself

Poppy herself won the ankle competition,
with Sir Digbhy as judge, and the dowager
won the best-dressed hair competition.

Unecle Alf won most prizes at the Aunt Sally,
with Freddie Clitheroe a close second. and
the evening ended with dancnm on lho lawn by
fairy hght~

It was not the kind
dowager had planned,

and Uncle

of party that the
but even her own care-
fully selected guests enjoyed it, and Poppy’s
family and guests really lot themselves go
and had the time of theiv lives.

“The happiest birthday of nry life!”
Poppy, at the end of it. ;

EXD OF THIS WEEK’S STORY.

sighed

You mustn’t miss next Friday’s mirthful story
of Poppy Binks if you want a good laugh. Make
sure of reading it by ordering your GIRLS’
CRYSTAL in advance.
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