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*ANOTHER GIRL

| WILL TAKE YOUR

PLACE! YOU ARE
TOO LATE!”

This, seemed the end of all Lo'a's
ambitions to win fame as a. dancer.

See ©“ The Dandit’s Daughter ' —
inside. 2



“YOU ARE TOO LATE!™
OLA SHARMAN was thrilled at
the thought of joining her
father in Mexico and taking up
a dancing career.

But what a shock it was when she dis-
covered that her father was a. bapdit
known as the Grev Shadow ! And Tony
Creswick, an Euglish lad who had
befriended her, was out to capture the
bandit !

Lola determined to keep her father's
identity a secret.

She was offered a small part in a
theatre show—one which might lead to
the fulfilment of her dancing ambition.
But on the evening the show was to
open she received a note from her
]fmll:or asking her to meet him in the
ills.

When he realised that she was in
dauger of losing her chance of fame,
he lifted Lola on to his horse and said
hé¢ would take her to the theatre
himself.

ITH the echo of her father’s

reckless laugh in her ears, Lola

clung to the mane of the galloping

horse, her heart torn by conflicting
emotions. ;

How could she ever have doubted
him? The whole world might call him
a scoundrel, but to her he would always
be a ‘gallant and chivalrous gentleman
—forced by persecution into the life of
a“bandit that he was leading.

She, glanced at his lean, powerful
hand graspi the rein as he coaxed
his magnificent horse to even greater
efforts; she felt the reassuring pressure
of his arm.

“We'll beat them wyet, Lola!” he
breathed. “T'll get you to the theatre
in time for the show!”

A choking lump rose in Lola’s
throat. The danger of the moment
was forgotten, and she was comnscious
only of a wave of gratitude and
affection.

Her father was risking everything
on her account; he had placed his
liberty, his very life, at stake to assure
her career as a dancer !

“Dad, you shouldn’t do this for
me!” she whispered. “Suppose—sup-
pose they ambush you on the way
back 77 =

The bandit shrugged, a familiar,
dare-devil gleam in his eyes.

And supposing they do? It

wouldn’t be the first ambush that I've .

escaped. Don’t you worry your head
over me, Lola; 1 can take care of my-
self. Just you keep your mind on
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that dance of yours—your part in the

play. Hold on, my dear!”

Lola bent her head, as the horse
with its dual burden crashed through
a tangled thicket and out on to the
winding mountain road.

The erimson of the setiing sun was
behind them; the valley ag'o.ady lay
deep in the gathering shadows.

On they gal , the swift thud of
the horse’s s alone breaking the
silence; through a dark glade over-

shadowed by trees, past orchards and
vineyards—till the iwinkling lights of
the town at length came into view,
not a gquarter of a mile distant.

As they reached the crest of a
grassy knoll overlooking the town the
Grey Shadow drew rein.

“T must leave you here, Lola,” he
breathed. “It would be fatal if- you
were seen in my company. Keep
straifht ahead down this path,. and
you'll find yourself on the outskirts of
the town. You -have half an hour in
which to reach the theatre and change
for your part. Hurry, my dear—and
bless you! Tl be thinking of you
and wishing you luck!”

For a moment Lola clung to him,
her face pressed c to his lean, un-
shaven cheek, her eyes smarting with
tears. E .

Then genily the bandit disengaged
her arms and lifted her from the
saddle.

—

Her bandit father had risked
everything to get Lola to the
theatre for her opening perform-
ance. Eagerly she raced on to
the stage—only to find that, after
all, she was too late, and another
girl was to have her chance.

T T

By RENEE FRAZER

“Remember, Lola, you will dance
for me,” he said hoskily. “I shall
await news of vour success!”

With a wave of his hand he
manceuvred his horse skilfully on the
narrow path and galloped away into
the shadows.

Lola fought back her tears and
drew a deep breath of the cool, frag-
rant air.

Her eyes shone with something of
her father's determination. There
was no time to lose if she was to
reach the theatre in time.

She sei out at a run along the
narrow path, making towards the
twinkling lighis. :

Grasped tightly in her' hand was
the attache-case coutaining the gipsy
costume. -

But as she neared the town some-

thing caused her to halt, her heart
missing a beat.

From ihe direction of the hills
came the ominous sound of a shot—

followed swiftly by another.
* The

blood drained from Lola’s face
as a horrified thought flashed into her
mind.

Her the  dreaded
ambush !

Supposing he had been trapped?

She hesitated, turning back, the
thought of her errand momentarily
swept from her mind.

She stood there, listgning intently,
feeling sick with apps@fension. Then
came a distant shout—-} shout of
anger—and the- sound - »* galloping
hoofs fading away iniowy, . ance.

A little gasp of relief esesiped Lola's
lips, and the look of dread left her
eyes. She could guess what those
sounds meant !

Her father had broken through the
ambush, in his usual daring fashion.
His baffled enemies were pursuing—
but they could never hope to overtake
him among the wild, rugged hills he
knew so w . .

But not till the last sounds had died
away did Lola turn to retrace her
footsteps; them,  with a faint shock of
dismay, she realised that the twilight
had already faded—and she had no
idea of the time! '

Whatever happened, she must not
be late for the show! : 3

Anxiously she. broke .into a run,
arriving at Jength in the narrow
streets of the town.

Dishevelled and out of breath, she

father—and
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reached the theatre and hurried round
to the stage door.

The doorkeceper emerged from his
box, but Lola raced past him with a
hasty nod, and hurried to her dress-
ing-roon:.

" Even as she reached it, she hLeard
the strains of music—the tuneful
“melody of the opening gipsy chorus!

With a stab of dismay, she realised
that the show had already commenced.

She burst into the dressing-room, ‘o
find it deserted; the other artistes
were already on the stage, or waiting
their turn in the wings. 2y

Hastily Lola dragged off her riding
habit and slipped on her gipsy cos-
tume.

She was not due on the stage till the
middle of the first act; there was still
time—if she hurried.

Her hands trembled as she made up
her face in front of the mirror and
adjusted a tattered red scarf over her
dark hair,

Desperately she tried to recapture
the spirit of her part—humming the
tunes over to herself, endeavouring to
merge her own personality into that of
the young gipsy dancer.

But somehow the effort failed: she
was aware only of her lateness—of the
pallor of her face beneath her make-
up and her trembling hands.

Anxiously she darted out of the
dressing-room and made her way into
the wings.

The othe:l- artistes
askance, whispering among
selves. Lolape found herself -con-
fronted by Senor Carlos, the stage
manager—a short, excitable Spaniard.

He pounced on her furiously.

“What is this? What does it mean
—vour lateness?” He did not give
Lola time to falter out her apology.
“Senor Radcliffe has been tele-
phoning the cafe; he has sent for your
understudy. You are not wanted any
more. You are too late. This girl
will take your place!” :

He int‘ﬁcat a flushed, excited
dancer standing by the wings, then
he brushed past her. :

Lola shrank back, a stunued look in
her eyes, her lips trembling. The
stage manager’s last words echoed like
a knell in her ears.

“Too late!”

Lola choked back a sob as she saw all
her hopes falling in ruins at her feet.
That desperate race, her father’s self-
less, couragecus act—all had been in

her
them-

stared at

vain.

She bad arrived too late: her part
was to be played by another.

Lola clenched her hands. glancing un-
seeingly out on to the stage, with its
blaze of colour and lights.

The opening scene was nearly over.
Soon it would be the cue for the gipsy
dancer to  appear—ihe ill-fated
Marquita! But it would be another
who would go on in Lola’s stead !

Dazedly she turned away, the haunt-
ing lilt of the music in her ears, to
stumble blindly towards the dressing-
room.

As she reached it she heard voices
speaking loudly in an adjoining room-—
Mr. Radcliffe’s office.

The door stood ajar, and Lola recog-
nised. the famous producer’s curt tones
as he ioterrupted the stage manager's
excitable comments.

“The ' girl we've got to understudy
her. is pretty hopeless as a dancer. But
T suppose we'll have to let her go on,

.rather than stop the show. You say
that Miss Sharman is not in a fit state

to appear?”
“Impossible I”  declared the stage
manager. “She has arrived only this
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minute. without excuse, flustered and
breathless. T doubt if she could dance,
even if we allowed her to go on. She
has proved herself unreliable, as we had
been warned—"

Lola caught in her breath sharply,
her hands clenching.

What did the stage manager mean by
that? What malicious tongue had been
at work ?

Her face rather pale, she backed
away from the door as it was thrown
opon and Mr., Radeliffe himself strode
oul

Eie halted sharply as he caught sight
of her; his face darkened.

“Miss Sharman !” he snapped. “So
this is how you repay my trust in you?”

Lola’s lips trembled, but she miet his
gaze squarely.

“I'm sorry " she breathed.

“I don’t want apologies! I gave you
your big chance, and you chose to treat
it lightly, as of no consequence {”

“No!” whispered Lola brokenly.
“No, that's not true! I—I—" She
faltered, realising that she dared mnot
explain.

“You see?” muttered the stage-
manager. . “She has gone all (o
pieces !"

The famous producer, his expression
grimm, was staring at Lola. From the
direction of the stage came the last
crashing bars of the gipsy chorus, the
song that ushered in that ill-fated gipsy
girl, Marquita !

“Your understudy is ready to go on,”
he-said curtly. “8he is a second-rate
dancer, but the best we could find at
short notice. In any case, whether she
appears or not, she will draw her salary.
Supposing that I give you one last
chance, Miss Sharman—-"

Lola drew in her breath sharply, a
gleam of incredulons hope dawning in
her eyes.

“Wait!” interrupted Mr. Radcliffe,
as she started towards him. “If 1 give
vou this chance, how do I know that
you will justify it? I can’t afford to
take the risk of your dance being a
failure. If you should break down
again, as you did that night at the

acienda Barranca—"

. “Oh, T won't!” gasped Lola plead-
ingly. “I promise I won't disappoint

i | 1y

ly. ".Ifevu.- you néed any

Ex

vou. Please—piease give me the
chauce !”

For an instant the famous producer
hesitated. There came a low roll of
drums from the orchestra. The lights
on the stage were slowly dimmed.
Somewhere a bell tinkled.

The producer’s hand fell suddenly on
Lola’s shoulder.

“Go on,” he rapped tensely, “and do
vour best.”

Lola's eyes lit up. With a glance of
tearful gratitude she turned and raced
into the wings.

The scene represented the gipsy en-
campment by night. A red, flickering
glow revealed the Romanies seated
round their camp-fires.

A troubadour commenced to play a
soft, romantic tune on his guitar.

1t was the signal for Lola's appear-
ance.

Drawing a quick breath, she danced
out on to the stage, standing for a
moment poised and motionless in the
glare of the crimson spot-lights,

A low, angry murmur arose from the
gipsies.

“The traitress!”
them.

“Banish her from the tribe!” came
the angry chorus.

_ Lola flung out her arms in an appcal-
ing gesture, turning from the circlo of
gipsies towards the audience,

The troubadour, accompanied by the
orchestra, struck up the haunting tune
of*the young gipsy's dance for merey—
mercy for herself and her imprisoned
sweetheart.

exclaimed one of

As Lola stood there, facing the
hushed, expectant audience, her feet
already trembling to commence her
dance, her gaze became riveted on

someone. standing beneath the faint
llqjits at the back of the auditorium.

She felt her heart contract suddenly.
and she bit back a stifled ery.

For the figure was that of a uniformed
officer of the Mexican mounted police.
And with him was Maria Garcia, her
“bitter enemy !

And as Lola stared. cold with appre-
hension, she saw Maria pluck the
officer by the slecve and draw him
quickly towards the stage entrance.

advice
to!” [Lola's lips quivered. She
. But she dared not. For what
she was the bandit’s daughter?
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HER BIG CHANCE

HE drums in the orchesira
rolled; the conductor stood
with poised baton, his gaze fixed
anxiously on Lola. ‘ e

But her feet secmed 'as fbeufh they
were rooted to the stage; a dr
feeling of faintness had swept over her.

Desperately she fought against her
weakness, aware that every eye in the
theatre was turned towards |
her fellow actors were -waiting in
strained, auxicus expectaucy, realising
that something was wrong.

The orchestra repeated- the opening
bars. = Lola felt as though her knees
woild collapse beneath her, .

She made one last, desperate effort to
throw off the stunned feeling that
gripped her, and to her hewildered
mind the roll of the drumms became the
claiter of a horse's hoofs.

She was back again with her father.
In her imagination she felt the re-
assuring grip of his arm as it encircled
her, and heard his voice, gay and en-
couraging : 3

H H_u:uumber, Lola, you will dance for
me |

In a flash the dreadful spell was
broken. A quick smile lit up Lola’s
eves. She nodded to the anxious con-
ductor, and turned with a swift, appeal-
mg  gesture towards the circle of
gipsies. | -

Softly the music throbbed as Lola
swung into her dance, forgetful of all
else. Once again she was dancing, to
her father, in the bandit’s stronghbld
in_the hills! . . ‘

The red glow of the flickering fire-

light, the swarthy faces . of the
Romanies, helped ~to enhance the
illusion,

And Lola danced as she had- never
danced before, every movement, every
gesture holding a poignant appeal that
came from her very heart. '

A spollbound hush had settled over
the. audience; the music became softer,
dying away, as..Lola sank in. a
erumpled, sobbing heap at the feet of
the gipsy chieftain. ¥

Slowly the curtain descended; amid a
thunder of wild aﬁ) lause. TS

Lola found herse Fsurruunded- by her
fellow-actors. Their enthusiastic con-
gratulations sounded in her ears as
she stumbled towards the wings, hardly
realising what had ‘happened. . . .

And then dramatically she was
brought back to earth.  The. stage
drama gave . place suddenly to the
drama of real life! ,

I'here came a  sudden commotion
behind the wings., Lola heard My,
Radeliffe’s  voice raised protestingly,
and another voice—Tony Creswick’s.

“Maria, don’t be silly! You've EOt
hold of the wrong end of the stick |

“Let me go!” came Maria’s shrill
tones, “I know what I am talking
aliout! I have the proof I e

White to the lips, Lola drew -hack
as Maria burst from the wings, ‘accom-
ranied by a police officer, with Tony
and Mr. Radcliffe hastily bringing up
the rear, ; .

Tony grabbed Maria’s arm, but the
girh ‘,-ho'oic him off and pointecf at Lola.

“There she is!” she gasped, turning
to tho officer. “That 1s the girl you
want—La Bella  Lola, the bandit's
wyl” : ; ;
DEATIILY pale beneath her dusky

 make-up, Lola faced her'accuser.

The blow had . fallen—the blow she
had expected for so long.  But it was
a eruel trick of Fate that it should-have

eoma just now—at: the moment when.

success seemed within her grasp,
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readful

drel, the Gre
er,. that-

Tony

his boyish face ravher etern,
sicppeci

quickly between Lola and the
cfficer.

“Just a minute!” he said.- ¥ This
business! concerns me, and it comcqrns
Mr. Radcliffe here! Miss Sharman is
a friend of mine, and a leading diticer
at this theatre. In addition, I 'am
interezted in the capture of that scoun-
Shadow. It's fantasiic
to accuse Miss Sharman of being
assoeiated with him 17

And he looked fully into Lola’s eyes.

Her gaze faltered beneath his steady
glance. Her heart was beating to suffo-
cation. She saw the look of puzzled
distress on the boy’s face.

“Lola,” he urged, “tell them it's a
lie—a ridiculous mistake !’ )

Lola clenched her hands, and threw
back her head. ;

She was not ashamed of her father;
she believed in him implicitly—more
than ever since their last dramatic
meeting, But the suggestion that she
was acting as a spy stung her into swift
anger. .

“It's not true! I am not a spy!” she
declared breathlessly, and she stared
straight at Maria. : 3

That girl’s lips curled in a scornful,
meaning smile. o

“You hear that?” demanded Tony,
turning on her. -“Lola - denies ii!
Where's your proof 1

With cool deliberation, Maria thrust
a hand into her pocket and took out a
torn sheet of paper: :

Lola bit back a stifled ery as she
recognised it. It was a portion of her
father’s last message to her—the ‘fatal
note urging her to bring him the
jewelled headdress.

She had been under the impression
that she had destroyed it, but now, too
late, she remembered that she had. been
interrupted by her landlady while in
the act of tearing the message across.

A portion of 1t must have fluitered
unnoticed to the floor !

Her heart turned cold as she saw
Maria pass the incriminating paper to
the officer.  Tony and the producer
were staring over the latter’s shoulder.

Vainly she racked her mind to recol-
lect the exact wording of the note.

“What is this ?” demanded the ‘officer,
examining it keenly. “There is some
reférence . here to a tiara, and the
handwriting 1s‘ similar to certain
specimens we hold known to have been
written by the Grey Shadow. There is
also a mention of a secret strong-
hold i )

He spun round on Lola.

“Do you know anything about this
message 1"’ lie demanded. .

Lola was saved from replying by

¢ Tony’s swift intervention. The boy had

obyiously grasped the position, and had
drawn his own conclusions,

“Look here, that's not ‘a fair ques-
tion I” "he .cut in, “There’s nothing
whatever to connect this paper with
Miss Sharman! I suggest that Miss
Garcia explains where she found it.”

Maria bit her lip. . The question put
her in an awkward guandary, and Lola
could see that she was trying to invent
some plausible tale. -

“I picked it up in the cafe,” she
declared, = “where, “Lola
dancing.”” . -

“That's no proof!” flashed Tony.
“The cafe is crowded with all kinds of
peep'lef Anyone ‘might. have dropped
it.>

Lola stared at him in swift gratitude,
while the officer twirled his moustache
in obvious Eerplenby. g

He turned to Mr. Radcliffe. '

“Do you know anything about this

‘wings.

had  been:

yourg woman, senor,” he asked—"any-
thing that might throw some light
01)——=™ By 4

“1 know nothing,” declared the pro-
ducer impatiently, “and 1 cave less!
I'm concerned only with Miss - Bhar-
man’s - danting, = and—=.  Listen! to
that I i ¥ ok

He raised his hand_as-an impatient
clamour of voices came from heyond
the ttage curtains—a prolonged. shout
of applause. it

“La Bella Lola! La Bella Lola!”.

‘You heur that?” demanded the
producer, grabbing. Lola. by the: arm.
“Go on and take your how! Don't
worry about anything else. I'll handle
this business.” o
- He almost pushed Lola towards the
wings. . The glrs_y chieftain caught her
by the hand, leading her to the eur-
tains and drawing them aside, .

The . applause  became suddenly
deafening. interspersed by shouts for
an encore. o5

Though the scene was atan end, Lola
was compelled to repeat the dance—
this time on the deserted stage—while
her fellow-actors stood clustered in the

-

At length. the curtain came -down,
bringing ar almost welcome relcase.
Faint and slightly dizzy, Lola groped
aer way from the stage, to find Tony
waiting for her on his own outside the
doer of the dressing-room.

He explained that Maria and the
police officer had been perspaded to
leave, Mr. Radcliffe had flatly refused
to take any notice of her story.

ony's expression was troubled. He
looked distinctly uneomfortable. 3

Lola, for her part, dared not meet his
glance. :

“Thank you—ithank yot for standing
up for me, Tony I” she bregathed.

Tony erimsoned. ; Y

“Dash it all, T only did what any
other chap would do! T wasn’t going
to stand by and see you bullied, Er—
Lola”—he seemed to find difficulty in
choosing his words—"“if ever you nced
any adviee—or, maybe, help—you know
who you can come to! I miean, I can
keep as mum as an oyster, and I'm not
the kind of {ellow to ask tz'uesfi'ons when
they’re noi wanted. 8o if you'd like to
tell me anything—" 3 .

Lola bit her lip. She knew only -foo
well what Tony meant. He suspected
part of the truth, but was too chivalrous
10 say se. 2 :

But though she longed to accept his
awkward offer of friendship, something
held her back. Later he might be
sorry;. he might come. to hate and
despise her when he knew the whale
truth—that she was none other than the
bandit’s daughter |

Besides, he was her father’s avowed
enemy. Nothing—nothing could alter
that.

“There's—there’s nothing . to tell,”
she faltered, and, turning away hastily,
darted into the dressing-room, slammed
the door behind her.

Alone, she threw herself face-down on
a couch littered with stage finery, to
sob bitterly on this night of her greatest
triumph. g, :

B

THE RUMOURS GROW .
OR several days Lola neither saw
nor heard anythipg of Tony,
He had departed on' one of
his mysterious errands,  which,
she now knew, were connected with the
rounding up of the elusive bandit, the
Grey Shadow.
Each morning she scanned the papers

(Please turn to the back page.)
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THE MYSTERY JUNE WELCOMED

1 WISH, uncle,” said June
dreamily, “that I could solve
a really big mystery—on my
own.”

Noel Raymond chuckled as he
glanced at his fourteen-vear-old niece.
She had perched herself on the corner
of his desk, and was playing thought-
fully with his folding magnifying-glass.

“What's bitten you now, June?” he
asked. “You've been mixed up in
quite n number of mysteries one way
and another. And this scems to be a
slack time of year for us detectives;:
everyone's too busy enjoying the spring
sunshine to require our help.”

June looked up eagerly.

“Couldn’'t we go out and find a
mystery "’ she asked. “It's a pity they
can't be manufactured to order——"

The phone-bell trilled loudly, and
Noel picked up the receiver. A slight
frown crossed his boyish face; he
whistled softly.

“Right, Carter!
few minutes.”

He replaced the receiver and glanced
wryly at his young niece.

"S‘I"f. June; I'm afraid our liitle
outing for this morning is off. That
was Inspector Carter, of the special
branch; he wants to sce me about a
recent jewel robbery. I must go at
onece.”

June's eyes revealed her disappoint-
'lll(‘lll(t as she slid from the corner of the
desk,

“Bother old Scotland Yard!” she
said. “I was looking forward to going
out with you. Couldn’t I come along?”

Noel shook his head regretfully.

“I'm afraid it’s nothing in your line,
June; just a routine investigation into
the movements of a well-known gang.”
Then, relenting as he saw June's
crestfallen expression, he added: “I
tell you what! TI'll meet you after
lunch—and take you out to tea:; and
while we're out I'll see if T can’t lay
a little mystery trail for you to follow
—a kind -of test for your abilities as a
sleuth. How's that?”

June's face lit up.

“Uncle, that's a topping idea!” she
declared. **Think out something really
difficult. Try to trick me—and see if
I'm clever enough to bowl you out.”

“That's a bargain!” replied Noel.
emiling, .as he reached for his hat. “I
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I'll be along in a

——

LA
™)

"

will meet you at the Tower . of London
at half-past two. How's that?”

June nodded; and they 'both de-
arted—Noel to keep his appointinent,
is niece to look at Igo shops.

After lunch she made her way to the

Tower.

That grim old fortress looked almost
cheerful in the bright sunshine; therc
were quite & number of visitors passing
in and out of the gates.

June glanced at her wrist-watch; it
still wanted a few minutes to half-past
two, but Uncle Noel was usually very
punctual. She took out a small packet
of chocolates to while away the time,

Happily munching chocolates, she
watched the Tower pigeons fluttering
on the grey battlements, all uncon-
seious of the centuries of grim mystery
and drama enshrouded by those walls.

June smiled at her own fancies, but
she was naturally romantically minded
—a trait about which Uncle Noel often
tcased her.

She was aroused suddenly from her
reverie as someone brushed against her
rather violently—a pale-faced girl
wearing a hat rather like her own.

“I—I'm sorry!” faltered the girl.
“I1 wasn't looking where I was going.”

“That's quite all right!” replied
June cheerfully.

The girl smiled wanly and hurried
on, to be lost to sight among the crowd
of visitors.

June stared after her in some per-
plexity, and at that moment she caught
sight of a bunch of violets lying on
the Truund at her feet. She remem-
bered having noticed them pinned to
the girl’s neat costume.

She bent quickly to pick them up.
The flowers were delightiully fresh,
and it seemed a shame to let them lie
thére to be trodden underfoot. Their
owner had vanished, so, after a

June thought her mystery at the
Tower of London had all been
planned for her by Uncle Noel.
So eagerly she followed up her
first clue—little realising that it
was 2 REAL mystery of her

own she had stumbled on.

By PETER LANGLEY

Junc pinng

moment’s hesitation, d them
to her own coat.

Then she glanced again at her watch.

“Uoodness! Uncle’s five minutes
late I” she murmured.

She scanned the visitors coming in
throngh the gates, but there was no
sign of her uncle’s tall, athletic figure,

A grey-bearded old man was ap-
proaching, leaning heavily on a .htirl\.
June observed that he wore tinted
glasses, and that his coat-collar was
turned up, partly shadowing his face.
He appeared to be looking round as
though in search of someone; after a
moment’s hesitation he came slowly in
her direction.

“A fine day for a visit to the Tower,
young lady,” he remarked.

June started, for she had not ex-
pected him to speak to her.

“Yes,”” she admitted
“j-‘rl‘t it'a’"

“You'll be nceding a guide,”” re-
marked the stranger in an undertone.

June shook her head quickly.

““No, thanks; I—I'm meeting some-
one,” she replied, wishing that the
bearded stranger would not stare at her
so closely.

“You'll be needing a guide!” re-
peated the other with strangely signifi-
cant emphasis. “The crypt—west side
—use your eyes!”

Mumbling under his breath, he
walked on, as a Beefeater approached
in his scarlet-and-gold uniform.

June’s heart was beating quickly as
she stared after the tall, bearded figure
wending his way through the crowd.

Who could he be? And what had
he meant by his cryptic remark ! There
was a mystery here with a vengeance;
and only that mworning she had com-
[i!uim-(l jokingly to Unele Noel
that—

June etarted violently, catching in
her breath; her eyes widened with a
sudden bewildered flash of enlighten-
ment,

“Uncle Noel!” she gasped. “That
old man Oh goodness! What a
chump I was not to have guessed !”

June's eyes were dancing. The whole
thing seemed as clear as daylight. T«
“old man ” must have been Uncle Noel
—in disguise ! This was the test he had
promised her—the exercise for her de-
tective ability. And to think that he
bhad nearly taken her in!

“Nearly—but not quite,” whispered
June gaily. “We'll see now who's the
smarter, Uncle Noel. I bet I'll solve
your little mystery I’

Taking a pencil from her handbag,
she scribbled a brief message across
the back of an envelope.

Her eyes twinkling, she dropped the
envelope under the hedge near to
which she had been standing when the
bearded “stranger ' had spoken to her.
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“And now—let me think!™ she
breathed, puckering her forehead at-
tractively, as she tried to reeollect the
exact words of the cryptio. message.
“M'm—1 remember! . ‘The erypi—
west side—use your eyes.’ Well, that
ought to be easy !”

Seclecting another chocolate, she
looked round for the entrance to the
inner ward. She noticed a party of
tounrists, escorted by a Beefeater, enter-
ing a gateway. With a disarming
smile June hurried after them and in-
quired from the burly official where the
«rypt- might be found. .

“The crypt, missy? That's in the
White Tower—the big square building
that’s the oldest part :} the fortress.
You'll be secing it on the way back.”

But June wasn't prepared to wait
till then; secizing her chance when the
official was pointing out several ancient
guns mounted in ‘the courtyard, she
slipped silently away from the inter-
ested group, to herself in ‘the
shadow of the ancient grey walls of the
main keep,

A low, arched doorway invited her
to enter; her heart beating quickly,
June found herself in a lofty, rather
sombre apartment containing a number
‘of glass cases and ancient relics. ¥

At one-end of, the room was another
doorway leading to a gloomy chamber
approached by a short flight of steps.

“The erypt!” whispered Jupe, as she
paught. sight of a notice on the wall.
“Goodness! Unele Noel has chosen a
cheery place for his test!” Lo

She” descended - the [steps, looking
ronnd her eagerly. The crypt was
deserted, ‘except for herself. - :

June was conscious of a queer sense
of uneasiness that -she ftried in vain
to shake off. She put it down' to the
gloomy atmosphére of the tower, com-
pared with the bright sunshine outside ;
that and the uncanny silence, broken
only by the muffled sound of her own
footsteps.

“Nerves !” she told herself. “There's
nothing to be afraid of. Now, let's
see, what am T > to find here?
He said something about a guide, but
there's no one here. On the west side
of the crypt——" ‘

She sh‘fﬁaued suddenly as her sharp
eyves noticed something Protruding from
hehind a tattered yelvet cloak that
hung on the wall—the relic of some
old-time battle,

Crossing to it quickly, she dis-
covered, in a pocket in the lining, a
slim booklet—the official guide-booﬁ to
the Tower !

“The ide |” hreathed June, her
eyes sparkling. * “This is what he
meant. I bet there’s some clue in-
side.”

She opened it eagerly, but her face
fell as she swiftly turned the pages.
There was nothing inside the book
except the printed matter—mo clue of
any kind. Some numbers had been
seribbled in a corner of the cover, but
they didn’t seem to make any scnée.

June bit her lip, but she was deter-
mined not to be beaten; Uncle Naoel
must have had some idea in leaving the
guide-book—

Opening her handbag, she {ook out
of 1t the folding magnifying-glass she
always carried with her. ,W%:th its aid
she serutinised the pages of the guide-
book in the dim ligll?n.

g ﬁnger-printt” she  breathed.
“Unele’s, I suppose—though it looks a
bit lln!'ge for his.
anything—"

Her voice trailed away suddenly,
and she clutched the guide-book rather
nervously. From somewhere in the
gloom of the erypt had come an eerie,

I wonder if it ‘means

blpod-chilling sound—something like a
stifted moan. 5 e gk

June stared apprehensively towards

the heavy tapestry that hung from one
of the walls; the sound seemed to have
come from that direction.
. Surely Uncle Noel couldn't be try-
ing to scare her? June felt angry with
herself for harbouring the thought for
a moment. It was probably just part
of the test—a test for her nerves and
wits, e ot

With a determined smile she crossed
to the wall and jerked aside the
tapestry. 2

hen a terrified scream was torn
from her lips as a black abyss seemed
to open in front of her, and she felt
hérself dragged forward into impene-
trable darkness, i
THE CLUE OF THE GUIDE-BOOK

OEL glanced anxiously at his

watch; the taxi in which he had

been driven from the Yard had

been held up in a -traffic block,
and he was over ten minutes late.

“Hope June's not geiting anxious!™
he muttered, as he alighted outside the
gates of the Tower and hurried through
the entrance. :

There ‘was no sign of his niece. He
looked round quickly, his keen -eyes
seanning the crowd. . Perhaps .June
had not yet turned up? 4 _-

He was about to retrace his steps
when he caught sight = of . something
lying on the ground mnear the ticket-
office. Just a tiny .scrap of tin-foil—
but the young detective was trained in
observing seemingly trivial details.

e foil was of an'unusual mauve-
tinted shade—used for ‘a particular
brand of -rather expensive chocolate.
He knew that June had treated her-
self to a packet of this particular choco-
late only that morning! ;

It might be a coincidence; on the
other hand— 5

Noel det;gad to search farther. And
it was as neared the hedge close to
the ticket-offics that he saw a small
dog worrying a torn envelope.

The *young detective smiled; then
his smifelféded as he took a hurried
sh;g forward : e

¢ had caught a glimpse of the
address on the envelope—in his own
handwriting !

A moment sufficed to retrieve it from
the aggrieved terrier; it was the enve-
lope from a letter he had written to
June—and on the back was a hastily
pencilled message.

Puzzled and a trifle anxious, Noel
scanned it :

“Dear Nunky,—It was a clever make-
up, but not quite clever enough! I've
seen through your little game, and I'm
going to follow up the trail. Cheerio!

“JENE-”

“What on earth—" ejaculated
Noel, imagining for a moment that his
niece was indulging in some joke at his
expense.

Then, with a start, he recollected his
challenge "of that morning. For some
reason, June must be under the impres-
sion that he laid a trail for her to
follow! But what did she méan by his
“make-up "7 4
. Noel did not waste time in idle sur-
mises. . That' momentary .twinge of
anxiety was sufficient to put him on his
mettle.  June must be found without
delay—whether she was  spoofing or
not. . g

Passing through the gateway into ihe
inner courtyard, he stared round keenly.
A party of sightseers were -crossing

Tower Green, led by a guide. There
was no one else in sight.

As Nocl stood there, hesitantly, his
keen eyes spotted something gleamin
on the ground close to a low, archus
doorway. ,

Tin-foil—and once again of the same
mauve fint!

Noel grinned faintly as he strode
towards it. ot .

“June’s liking for chocolate has
come in useful !” he murmured.

He stepped through the doorway, to
find IRt in & T, Iedine 3 A
crypt. place rted.

Could June have come this way?

As he entered the erypt, he noticed
a taitered velvet cloak—one of the ex-
hibits—lying on the floor, It appeared
to have been carelessly knocked down
by one of the visitors. s
. The dyonng detective bent to retrieve
it, and something crunched under his
i(;ot. (Glass—a  broken magnifying-
glass ! i

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Noel, for
hzla recognised the broken magnifying-
glass, b
_ Dropping to one knee, he tried fo -
judge where June had been standing
when the glass had f or been
knocked out of her }

A few splinters of glass clung to the
tapestry that concealed the west wall.
Noel pulled aside the tapestry, fo dis-
cover a massive, iron-studded door.

The door was | from iis
appearance, was not in use; ‘but as
Noel examined it more closely he dis-
covered a tiny scrap of material caught
in the jamb.

With a swift intake of breath he bent
to examine the lock. Though massive,
it was not proof against his skill, and
with the aid of a gleaming steel in-
sirument he took from his pocket he
quictly opened the door. He flashed on
his torch, and the brilliant beam re-
vealed a flight of stone steps leading
down into a gloomy dungeon.

With an uneasy premonition he
hurried down the steps. -

“June ! he called.

The only reply was the eerie echo of
his own voice. The vaulted dungeon
ran for some -considerable distance
under the tower; it contained several
pieces of cannon and rusted chain mail,
but had obviously been closed to the
public for alteration,

A faint sigh reached Noel’s ears; he
turned sharply, and the blood drained
from his face as, in one stride, he
reached a huddled figure lying near a
rusted suit of chain mail.

Clutched tightly in her hand was the
torn cover of a guide- "

“June I’ exclaimed Noel huskily, as
he slipped an arm round his niece's
shoulders and lifted her gently from
the ground.

June’s eyelids flickered; she stared
ai him da:edlg. Then a look of swift
roiig c!l-os'sedh er face. St A

“Uncle !” she gasped, holding tightly
to his arm. She was half laughing,
half crying, and there was a MWint of
reproach in her grey eyes. ‘“Uncle—
then it was you!” i

Nocl regarded her in anxious per-
plexity. June had obviously received
a bad fright, and she was still very
shaken, though otherwise unhurt,

“Just a minute, ' dear,” he said
genily.  “Let's get this clear, What
was me?” .

It was June's turn to stare.

“IJt was you who—who laid the trail,
wasn't it, uncle?  To test me!  Of
course, you didn't dream I'd be so
clumsy as to fall down those steps——>

Noel interrupted, his hand tightening
on her arm; ﬁis boyish face was pale
and rather grim.
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*1 know nothing about any ' trail,
June,” he said quietly. “And you
didn’t fall down those steps. If you
had, you'd have been severely bruised—
»r worse. Think, dear. What was this
trail you're talking about—and what
scared you?”

June pressed a hand to her aching
head.

“Scared ?” she whispered, and her
face turned rather pale. “Why—ves;
I remember! Something seemed to
reach out at me from the darkness—"
She shuddered. “I can’t remember
anything after that.”

“You fainted,” replied Noel dryly,
“But tell me just what led up to it.
Do you feel well enough to—"

June sat bolt upright.

“Uncle—if it wasn’t you, then—then
it's a real mystery!” she breathed.
“Oh, goodness—listen !”

Unsteadily she described the events

leading to her pulling aside the
tapestry.
Noel listened intently, his eyes
narrowed,

“You've certainly stumbled on some-
thing pretty big, June,” he declared
grimly. “You can thank your lucky
stars that you escaped as lightly as you
have. I wish to goodness my tax’
hadn’t been so confoundedly slow.”

“I'm glad it was!” declared June,
almost happily. “Don’t you see, uncle
—if you'd been there, none of this
would have happened—and there
wouldn't be any mystery for me to
solve.”

“For you to solve!” echoed Noel
“My dear June, after what's happened
I should have thought you'd have felt
more like bed—"

“Well, I don't!” declared June.
“And if you think you're going to send
me home, I just won't hear of it. Why,
uncle—it’s the biggest, the most ex-
citing mystery I ever struck!”

To calm her more than anything else,
Noel suggested they should visit a
near-by tea-shop and talk things over.

June's face hit up.

“Nunky, dear—you’re really going to
help me solve the mystery?”

“ Naturally,” rejoined {\foel gravely.
“I'm as keen to solve it as you are—
though perhaps for different reasons.
As a matter of fact—"

He did not complete his sentence, but

he was thinking of his récent conversa-
tion with Inspector Carter at the Yard.
In the light of that conversation, June's
strange gdventure took on a new and
more sinister aspect.
- They made their way to the tea-shop,
and when they had seated themselves,
June stared rfather puzzledly at the
torn cover of the guide-book she still
clutched in her hand.

“Whoever attacked me took the
book, but not the cover,” she said.
“That's a bit of luck, for I'm certain
this cover is a valuable clue. Apart
from the figures scribbled on it, there’s
a finger-print.”

“Finger-print 7" echoed Noel.

June nodded and Noel examined the
cover carefully.

“This finger-print ought to help us,”
he agreed, “though I can’t make out
these figures. Now let’s go over the
whole affair from the beginning. The
trouble started when you picked up
that bunch of violets. The fellow with
the beard was obviously on the look-out
for i(fll'l with a bunch of violets; he
spotted you—and passed on a message.
But whoever ‘was hiding in the crypt
realised you weren't the girl he was
expecting, so he shut you up. Now I
wonder what happened to the real
messenger?”
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*Pcrhaps she was too scared to, keep
the appointment,” suggested Juue,

Noel nodded and turned his attention
again to the ﬁfum on the giiide-book
cover, Suddenly he smiled, ~

“I believe I've got it?" he cried.
“Drink up your tea, June, and come
along.”

He paid the bill and hustled the be-
wildered June out of the tea-shop.

“Uncle, what is it?"” demanded June

breathlessly. “Don’t keep me in
suspense !”

“The guidé-book!” replied Noel
térsqly. “The clue we want is there

right enough. Any copy will do.”

{e "crossed to the ticket-office and
purchased another copy of the guide.

“Those numbers on the cover,” he
explained, “refer to pages and para-
graphs in the book, Can't think why
1 didn’t tumble to it before. Here we
are!” He halted in the shadow of an
archway. “Page six—the Armouries;
paragraph three—* Suit of armour
worn by cavalryman of the sixteenth
century.” And here’s another: * Chain
armour supposed to have been worn by
the Black Prince ".”

[
“ The —west side —use your
June at him in surprise.

“But what does it mean”

June in bewilderment.

demanded

“Let's go and see,” said Noel. He
hesitated, glancing into his niece's

flushed, eager face. “I'm not certain
that I ought to let you come—"

“Uncle, remember your promise!”
said June.

“Right !” rejoined Noel, with a faint
emile. “Come along!”

A few minutes later they were walk-
ing through the armouries of the tower,

ast rows of motionless, grim-looking
igures, sheathed in chain-mail, breast-
plates, and visors.

June's eyes were dancing with ex-
citement. She had completely re-
covered from her recent scare.

“Here we are !” breathed Noel, hali-
ing by one of the exhibits and glanc-
ing %ui(‘lily over his shoulder. “ Notice
anything unusual about it?”

June stared at the armoured figure.

“It looks a bit—a bit creépy, doesn't

it ?” she whispered. “But I can’t see
anything unusual, except that the
helmet 15 tilted.”

The young detective nodded.

“I'd noticed that.” he breathed.

“Keep a look out, June, while I in-
vestigate. Anyoue coming

“ Not yet,” whispered June, ker voice
trembling.

Noel approached the mailed figure
and raised the visor of its helmet.

“Nothing here " he began, and
broke off with a swift intake of breath.
A faint, unmistakable perfume was
wafted to him, sickly and unpleasant.
Groping inside the helmet, he pilled
out a handkerchief.

“Chloroform !” he murmured, paling
slightly. -He glanced quickly ai June,
but she had not heard him.

Her sharp eyes had noticed something
lying on the floor, close to the dais. She
held it out to Noel.

“What do you make of this, uncle®”
che asked eagerly.

Noel glanced at
trifle abstractedly.

“A piece detached from one of the
suits of armour,” he suggested.

June shook her head, a curious gleam
in her eyes. Deliberately she dropped

the metal links a

the links into her handbag.

Look here, June,” said Noel gravely,
“I'd like you to take a telegram for
me to the nearest post office, and wait
there till T join you.”

,”’ the man said in an undertone.
was certainly a mystery here.

To his surprise, June made no demur.
Her uncle scribbled something on a
sheet torn from his notebook. The
message was addressed to Inspector
Carter, of the Yard, and ran:

“Getting warmer. Definite evidence,
Come at once.—Rarmoxp.”

Slipping the message into her hand-
bag, June departed, loocking strangely
excited.

Noecl heaved a sigh of relicf. He had
a dual reason for sending June with the
message. He wanted to get in fouch
with the inspector, and he wanted June
safely out of the way.

What he had discovered more than
confirmed his fears.

Swiftly he set to work to examine
the other exhibits indicated by the
secret code. To his disappointment; he
did not find what he sought; but he
was convinced that he was on the right
track.

He examined the scribbled numbers
afresh. Two of them were rather

blurred, and the dim light was' not
helpiul. .
Noel crossed to one of the deep

embrasures overlooking the moat, and

|



scanned the pencilled markings by the
fading daylight.

And as he stood- there, intent on his
task, he was unaware of the stealthy,
shrouded figure - that  step) from
belhind one of the suits of armour,
creeping up behind him.

The figure held a weapon in its hand
—a mace taken 'from the collection on
the wall. ‘ A
. Consvious of a slight sound behind

him, the young detective turned sud-:

denly, in time to see the heéavy mace
flazh down towards him. ;

Swift -as lightning Noel 'ducked,
throwing out an arm to protect himself.

The weapon was sent clanging to the
floor, but Noel was thrown backwards
by the impact, to lay half in and half
out of the embrasure, his head and
shoulders cuspended dizzily over the
dried-yp moat.

And his opponent was foreing him
slowly over the ledge! i

LOCKED IN THE TOWER!

& WONDER - what Uncle Noel's
doing now !” breathed June.
She had duly carried out her
errand and dispaiched the tele-
gram. Now she was engaged in a little
investigation of her own.

Her investigation was connected with
the metal links she had picked up in
the armoury at the Tower.

Uncle Noel, man-like, had declared

that they formed part of one of the
snits of armour; but June had other
ideas !
. To test them, she had visited a large
departmental store in the neighbonr-
hood, and was engaged in a close study
of the latest style in hats.

A gleam of excitement flashed into
her eyes as she bent over a tray con-
taining the latest millinery decorations.

“I knew it I” she whispered. “I knew
1 was right!”

She straightened herself, her mind
working quickly. She knew that her
(liscpvery was important, and_ she was
anxious to get imto touch with Uncle
Noel. ~

He had told her to await his arrival,
but at the risk of incurring his dis-
pleasure June decided to return to the
Tower. ¥

It was almost dusk wheH she arrived
at the gates, and most of the late
visitors bhad left, or were on _the
point of leaving. Unnoticed, June
made her way to the White Tower.

Heavy f{ootsteps were approaching
from the direction of the crypt.
Prompted by a twinge of sharp un-
casiness, June ste into a dim
aleove, waiting with bated breath.

figure loomed from the shadows,
and a sigh of relief escaped June's lips
as she saw that it was only one of the
Tower Beefeaters, making his rounds.
. But she stood quite still, not wish-
ing to attract attention.

The man’s footsteps passed, and June
heard the clanking of his keys. Then
came a reverberating bang, and a
distant grating sound, that caunsed the
blood to drain from June’s face.

With a shock of cold dismay, she
realised the truth.

She had been locked in the Tower!

For a mement sheer panic gripped
June’s heart. Her hand flew to her
meuth, stifiing a cry.

Suppesing—supposing she was unable
to raise the alarm! Supposing she had
fo remain here all night, surrounded by
the grim and sinister emblems of the
past ] :

But in a moment June’s natural
courage reasserted itself. She had only
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- gloomy chamber.

to shout Toud enough to make someone
hear her, e

And while the last glimmer of day-
light remained she was not going fo
give way tbedpanm. She had come here
with a fixed purpose, and she would
carry out that purpose if she could keep
a hold on her nerves.

From her pocket June drew a small
torch which she had purchased at the
stores. Cautiously, her heart thump-
ing, she made her way into the crypt
and commenced to malke a search of the
Unexpectedly “she
came across the object she sought.

Behind one of the showecases in a
corner of the room was a girl’s battered
felt hat. ¢

June snatched it up, her pulses
racing, and just then a faint sound
behind her caused her to turn.

A stifled ery was torn from her lips
as a tall, shadowy figure stepped from
an alcove and made a bound towards

er. F g

“Help 1” cried June at the top of her
voice, at the same time running for
dear life.

Up the steps of the cryéat and across
the adjoining room she fled, her pur-
suer close at her heels. Every moment
she expected to feel the grip of the
other’s hand on her should%r, and her
blood ran cold at the very thought.

Hardly knowing where she was going,
June found herself in the ‘armourjes,
racing for dear life between the grim
suits of mail.

She could hear her pursuer's foot-
steps padding relentlessly behind her,
drawing closer with every moment.

And just then, with startling unex-
pectedness, one of the snits of mail
scemed to come to life. With a dull
clang, it stepped from its pedestal,
flooring June’s pursuer with a swing of
its mailed arm.

“ All right, June 1’ came Noel's voice,
soundinf boflow inside the helmet. :

“Uncle!” exclaimed June, her voice
choked with mingled relief and blank
amazement, -

Faint and shaken, she clung to Noel's
mailed arm as he raised his visor.

The young detective’s boyish face
was pale and rather stern.

“Why did you come back, June?” he
demanded.

“I—I had to!” whispered June un-
steadily. “I found a clue that—
that—="

Her voice faltered.

Noel was bending over the fallen
man. The latter, in his dark cloak,
looked rather like a foreigner,

He opened his eyes, glaring at Noel
dazedly as the young detective elapped
a pair of handeufls on his wrists,

“Good work, June |” he said quietly.
“This fellow is the chief of a gang of
jewel-thieves. T've already got one
of his confederates—the ‘fellow who
attacked me—but I managed fo knock
him out. This is what they were after.”

He crossed to the mailed figure on the
adjoining pedestal, and, unbucklmE the
breastplate, drew out a paper package.
Unwrapping it, he revealed to June's
zatartletjJ gaze a quantity of glittering
jewellery.

“This is the stolen preperty that
Inspector Carter phoned me about this
morning,” he explained. “It was
hidden ﬁ:ere by a member of the gang
who was irying to evade capture.

“The leaders of the gangr are well
known to Scotland Yard. They were
afraid to collect the stuff, knowini that
the police were on the look-out. clue
to its whereabouts had been scribbled
by the thief on the cover of a guide-
book. The fellow is in prison, so they
had no other information to work on.

"bAespnrently, _they threatened or
bril some girl to find the hidden
jewellery. At the last minute the %irl
must have let them down, and they
were forced to make the attempt them-
selves after dark. If only we could find
tht:it girl we'd know the whole truth,
and——?> : :

“We can find her !” whispered June.
“8he’s here—in the Tower |”

“Ebh—what makes you think that?”
demanded Noel, staring.

“That cry I heard,” declared June,
“and those links I found. They were
nothing to do "with chain armour;
they—— - But we're wasting ‘time,
uncle. I'm certain that girl has been
hidden in the vault under the erypt.”

Noel regarded her strangely.

“ We'll soon find out, June,” he said.

They roused the warders. Noel's
official card was sufficient to silence all
queries.: A search was made of the
vault; and behind one of the ancient
cannon was found a ‘rirlish figure, her
eyes closed, her face deathly pale.

“The chloroform handkerchief !”” mui-
tered Noel. “One of the scoundrels
must have slipped it into that suit of
armour to get rid of it.” -

“She—she’s the girl who was wearing

the violets,” whispered June, her eyes
brimming with tears. “Is she—?"
. “Don’t worry,” put in Noel rcassur-
ingly. “8he’ll be all right when she
comes round. I'll have her taken fo
hospital. And you, my dear June, are
going straight home to bed.”

“Uncle! Can't I stay and see the
end of it?” demanded June reproach-
fully.  “After all, it’s heen my
mystery! Can’t I go to the hospital
with you and the gnrl? Tl be able to
look after her—’

Noel, with a faint smile, interrupted
her eager outpourings.

“I rather fancy the hoslpital people
can do that per ectly well,” he said.
“You'll need looking after yourself for
a bit, young lady, So if's bed for
vou 1"

But when Noel called at June's house,
a_couple of hours later, he found his

niece, rather pale, but very wide
awake, sitting up for him.
“Well, uncle?” she demanded

eagerly, jumping up to meet him.

“The girl’'s all right,” said Noel
cheerfully. “8he’s been taken home to
her father, an ex-member of the gang.
The man has reformed, and the scoun-
drels used his past as a threat to force
the girl to act as their tool. 8he tried
to give warning to the Tower officials,
but was attacked and overpowered.

“She asked me to give you a message,
thanking you for her rescue.”

He regarded his niece guizzically.

“What made you so certain, June,
that the girl was in the Tower "

June’s eyes twinkled,

“Those metal links I found, uncle—
the links you thought were part of the
chain mail. Of course, you wouldn't
know, being a man, but there’s a
fashion just now for ladies’ hats to be
trimmed with ornaments like that.

“I noticed one of the links lyin
the vault, and when 1 found the others
I examined them closely. There was a
scrap of green velvet caught up in one
of them. That practically clinched it,
but I wasn't satisfied till I found the
hat and its wearer.” g

Noel smiled, a gleam of admiration
in his eyes.

“That, June,” he remarked gravely,
“is where the lady detective scores
every timel” 2

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

“THE INVISIBLE ARCHER." That is
the intriguing title of next Friday’s Noel
lhymo?d story. If you like thrills, don’t
miss it
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POLICE !

RENDA CASTLE, who was em-
ployed in Hollywood by a Mrs.
Benson as guide to her English
nieces, Molly and Audrey

Duncan, had a strange task to carry
out,

She and her sister, Marion, had to
discover a secret, involving their future
happiness, which was connecied with a
Red Indian vase owned by Mrs.
Benson,

Ruby Tletcher, Mrs. Benson’s secre-
tary, and a Professor Janson were the
sisters’ enemies, and they wanted the
vase for themselves. To avert sus-
picion, Brenda had adopted the name
of Collins.

While Brenda was working in Mrs.
Benson’s curio-room, Professor Janson
called to see her employer. Mrs.
Benson agreed to let him take charge
of her curios, as she was going away.

Brenda realised thai now the pro-
fessor wonld get the precious vase for
himself !

RENDA sat petrified, as the full

meaning of this crisis dawned on

her., Professor Janson here to take

away the vital vase—on which all her
hopes depended !

What on earth was she to do?

She realised dimly that Mrs. Benson
was speaking again.

“You must stay to lunch,
she smiled.

“Thank you indeed, dear Mrs. Ben-
son,” replied the professor. *“I shall
then, perhaps, be able to take away the
things this afternoon?”

professor,”

“Really, it’s very good of you. You
are most kind.”

The man bowed deprecatingly.

“No trouble at all. And—er—the
girls will join wus at lunch?” He

glanced swiftly at Brenda’s bent head as
he spoke.
“Yes, of course!” replied Brenda's
employer. “Come along, Brenda!”
Brenda rose, her brain racing frantic-
ally. There might still be a chance to
avert disaster, as the professor was not
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removing the curios until after lunch.
Already the glimmering of an idea had
come to her.

“I—I'Il just slip upstairs and have a
wash, Mrs, Benson,” she said.

“Very well. But don't be too long,
Brenda. Lunch is ready to be served.”

Swiftly Brenda made her way
upstairs, leaving Mrs. Benson and her
visitor still in the treasure-room. There
was just one way in which she could out-
wit her enemies without their suspecting
anything—and she had perhaps ten
minutes fo put her plan into operation,

“ Molly, have you got your camera?”

Breathlessly she rushed into the room
which Molly and Audrey shared. Her
two friends had just been in the act of
going downstairs, but now they stared
at her in surprise.

“Camera?” Molly blinked. *“Now?
But it’s time for lunch, Brenda !”

In as few words as she could, Brenda
told them what bad happened. The two
girls whistled their consternation.

“My hat, what can we do?” Audrey
asked.

“Don’t you see, that's why I want the
camera,” Brenda said swiftly.

* But what—"

“I'm going to photograph that vise,”
Brenda explained. * The professor and
Ruby will be in the dining-room—they
won’t see. I daren’t take the vase, but
as long as I can get clear photographs
of all the symbols on it, that won’t
matter 1"

“ Brenda, it's a brain-wave!” Molly
exclaimed. * Here’s the camera !”

“Is it loaded?”

“Yes—there’s a new film in it 1”

“And we'd better take along this
special  lighting-apparatus,” Aundrey
added. “Lucky Mrs. Benson hought it

for you, Molly, so that we could take
some night snaps. The light in that
room might not be too good, but with
this we'll be able to snap the wvase
perfectly !”

“Oh, marvellous!” Brenda breathed.
“But let’s hurry now. I'm supposed to
have come up just to get a wash.”

On tiptoe they quickly, but silently,

Brenda was desperately anxious to see
her sister again. She had a photograph
—but no address. How, then, was she
to find her—to tell her all that she

had discovered ?

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

descended the stairs. From the diree-
tion of the dining-room came a murmur
of voices.

Two seconds later the friends were in
the treasure-room. Brenda was taking
the vase out of its showcasze, Molly was
fixing the lead of the special photo-
graphing light into the power point on
the wall, while Audrey stood on guard
by the closed door.

“Ready ?” Molly asked.

Brenda had stood the precions vase
on the typing table beside the light.
Now, the camera poised, she nodded.

Molly switched on. The powerful
light, so intensely brilliant that it hur
the eyes to stare at it, blazed on to the
vase.

Click !

“Number one!” Brenda - said
excitedly. :
Molly switehed off. Then, while

Brenda was turning the filn, she moved
the vase to another position.

Again the light blazed on, and again
the camera clicked. ~All eight pictures
Brenda took, photographing every inch
of the vase, even taking two snaps of
its interior, for there also were painted
a number of the weird Redskin symbols.

“ And that’s that!” Brenda said jubi-
lantly. “Now the professor can take
the vase. He'll think we're beaten, but
that’s going to be his misrake 1"

“ Rather 1" Molly grinned. “ Now vou
and Audrey go into the dining-room
while I slip these things upstairs. I1'll
develop the film after lunch.

With a light heart, Brenda sat down
to lunch. She glowed with a sense of
triumph. She saw how pleased Ruby
and Professor Janson were looking, and
chuckled inwardly.

They thought they had beaten her, but
their cunning hadn’t succeeded. The
beauty of it was they couldn’t suspect a
thing, They would be lulled into a sense
of falze security.

Swift action on Brenda's part now,
and she would outwit them completely.
And she would act swiftly. As soon as
the photographs were developed she
would take them along to Marion.

She did not know her sister's address,
but she knew Marion was working ab
the Suprema Studios as a film extra. It
would be easy enough to find her there.

It meant disobeying M Benson’s

-decree, but that was a risk she must
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take. She sinply had to see Marion—
everything depended on that now. -

Lunch was a delightful meal. Every-
one was in a happ 1

And then, al{ervurds_ Professor
Janson insisted that he would start
moving Mrs, Benson's treasures immedi-
ately.

Brenda smiled as she saw him care-
fully packing the Redskin vases. She
didn’t even blink an eyelid when she saw
him take them out to his car. But just
for Ruby's benefit she put on an air of
consternation that completely deceived
that jubilant gir).

The professor drove away. Mrs. Ben-
son announced she was going out,
leaving Ruby to get on with the typing
of her latest novel.

“ And now to see how Molly's getting
on,” Brenda murmured excitedly.
* Wonder if she’s developed those photo-
graphs yet? Goodness, I hope they
come out all right!  But they will—I
know they will I”

She was just about to go wupstairs
when there came a ring at the door.
Brenda went to answer it.

A big, broad-shouldered man stood
there, florid of face, slouch hat pulled
we-llsdoi\'n“ owernheia brows. = " 3

“Say, Mrs. nson at home?” he
demanded briskly.

“I'm afraid not. 8he’s just gone
out,” Brenda told him. “Is there any-
thing I can do?” .

“ Mebbe there is.”

The man pulled back his coat, re-
vealing a badge that glittered as’ it
canght the Tays of the sum: A police
badge—and Brenda felt a queer little
sensation ingide her at sight of ‘it. =

“T'm a detective from headquarters,”
he went on, “ Reckon we ain’t got:that
girl yet—seems she got wise and quitted"
the studios.” ; %A

Brenda's eheeks suddenly went white.

“You—you mean——72. . - g
‘! Sure, sure, this Marion Castle girl!
Mjis. Benson fold us to.get her, and
we're on the job now. All we want is a

photograph, and we’ll have her pronto, -

Say, whatja staring at?1” . i

But; Brenda miade no reply. She went
on. staring, eyes wide with horror,
d.mclm';%1 desperately ,at the door to
prevent herself swaying. -

The police—lookmg: for her sister.
Marion to be arrested on the instruc-
tions of Mrs, Benson ! v

S—

AT THE CASTING BUREAU

RENDA felt stunned—felt this
must be some horrible trick of
the imagination. :

But no; that glittering police
badge was not imagination, nor was
the detective, standing there and look-
m({down at her curiously.

Marion ne from the
Studios! Marion in danger of arrest!

Perhaps for the first time Brenda was
made fully to realise the seriousness of
the situation. She had known her sister
was in disgrace and that Mrs. Benson
was furious with her, believing her to
be a thief. But never had Brenda
dreamed that Mrs. Benson would take
such a step as this,

That scene last night at the carnival,
when it had appeared so obvious that
Marion had stolen the wvase, had
brought about this new crisis,

And now—

Now, because the police had been un-
able to trace her at the studios, the
had come here, asking for a photograp
of Marion._

“Guess it'll be easy once we've got
that,” the detective said. *“Reckon she
must have given a false name at the
<asting bureau—we've been along there,

M4

Suprema

too. But a check-up of photographs
will soon give us a hunch where to look

for her.”
steadied herself, forced a

“I'm sorgy, but I can’t help you,
after all,” she said.. “You see,
haven't been emplo{ed here long. I'm
sure I don’t know if Mrs. Benson has a
phot ph of—of this girl. 1 think
E;u'd tter come back later, when Mrs.
nson has retu A

“Huh, that’s going to hold ur
things !” the detective grunted. * Still,
s you say. O.K.! TI'll be back!”

e marclied off down the steps.
Brenda, trembling a little, closed the
door. For a moment she stood there,
leaning against it to recover from the
shock she had received.

But then she drew in a deep breath.
She must warn Marion. Apparently her
sister knew she was in danger; but did
she realise how hot on her track the
police were ?

“I've simply got to find her,” Brenda
breathed frantically. *She mustn’t be
arrested. We've got to prove her
innocence—"

* Brenda !"”

It was Molly’s voice, and Brenda
started | as “she saw her friend come
racing down the stairs. Then excite-
ment gleamed ‘in her eyes, for Molly
was holding some photographs in her
hand.

“They've come out perfectly,” Molly
caid. “Look I P':‘"; ¥
She passed them to Brenda. Perfect

_in detail those photographs of the vase

were, Every mark and symbel showed
up with” uncanny clearness; it would be
as easy to decipher them from the
photos as from the real thing.

“Marvellous!” Brenda exclaimed
jubilantly. .*“But, Molly, listen—"_

1d quickly she told her friend of

Marion’s danger. Molly looked  dis-
mayed.: oo s

“Goodness | Oh, I'm terribly sorry,
Brenda " But what are you going to

" “We've got to find Marion.” -

“Yes; but if the police can’t find her
how will you be able to? You don't
know her address, do you1”

“No; but I can find it out—from the
casting bureau.”

“But you say the police have already
been there.” .

Brenda nodded.

“Marion evidently did register there
under an assumed name, as the detec-
tive said. But I didn’t tell him I have
got a photograph of Marion. With that
we can soon trace her. I'm going along
to the bureau now,” Brenda ndcﬁd

“And we're coming with you 1"

“Hadn't E‘m better keep out of this,
Molly 7 renda asked a little
anxiously. * “You know what Mrs.

Benson said about my meeting Marion
again. l'\':esot to take the risk, but
there's no n for you to be involved—
especially as the police have been
brought in.”

“Rabbits! I'm coming”with you, and

I know Audrey will, too.

Brenda smiled.

“All right. I'll just slip upstairs and
get Marion’s photograph.™

Off she raced. up to her room. The

photograph was with a number of other
papers which she had hidden up the
chimney after Ruby had tried to get
them. .

In a moment she had them down, had
found the photograph. Thank goodness
Ruby had never found all these papers,
or she would have known at once of her
own relationship to Marion. Not even
to Molly and Audrey had she yet
revealed that Marion was her sister.

They still believed her name to be
Brenda Collins.

Swiftly she returned the papers to
their hiding-place; then, pausing only
to pick uK r ln.ndb:g and ram nto it
all the photographs, she hurried down-
stairs again,

Molly and Audrey were waiting for
her. y left the house, but even as
they were hurrying down the drive a
long low sports car swept through the
gateway.

“It’s Gloria 1" Molly exclaimed.

Gloria Deane, their film star friend,
it y;-u. She braked the car and waved
gaily.

“Hallo, girls! Just coming to see if
you were in. I'm going shopping-and
thought you might like to join me!”

“I—I'm afraid I can’t, Gloria,”
Brenda said disappointedly. *But

Molly and Audrey can go with you.”
“What ever's the matter with youn
all?” Gloria asked in surprise. “You

do look down in the domps!” -
“Just—just a little spot of trouble,”
Brenda said, flushing. *“And I've got
to go along to the casting bureau.”
“But why? Thinking of getting your-
selkf registered as an extra?” Gloria
AS|

“No; it’s not that. I—I want to trace
a friend.”

Gloria smiled.

“Then that's going to be easier said
than done, believe me,” she
Brenda. “Look here, T'll make a
bargain. I'll come with you to the
bureau and get rushing around
if you'll come shopping with me. What
do you say1” e

Brenda had to laugh in spite of her

anxiety. How like Gloria that was!
And shg realised what a help it would
be if the famous star did accompany

her to the bureau.

Her request, which was bound to
necessitate a scarch through endless
records, was not likely to be too well
received, especially as she would have
to be rather guarded in her reasons for
making it. t if Gloria were there to
put in a word for her, then, as she had
said, everyone would be only too eager
to rush around and do anything to
please the famous star.

“It’s a bargain,” Brenda smiled.

“QOh, ripping!” Molly and Audrey
exclaimed.

“Jump in1” Gloria said delightediy.

So in they jumped, and then they -
were off. And ver{ soon they were in
the heart of Hollywood’s ing
centre and stopping outside one of the
film city’s most famous stores. -

“You—you won't be very long,
Gloria?”  Brenda k anxiously,
knowing-how precious time was to her.

“I'll be as soon as I can,” Gloria
said. “I just want to get a few things
for that Arizona trip I t.oldﬂou about.”

“When do you go?” Molly asked
cagerly.

“To-morrow,” Gloria told them, as
they all strode through the big swing
doors. “1 do wish you girls were coming
with me.”

. “And s0o do we” chorused
enviously.

But even Gloria, with all her in-
influence, knew that would be un-
able to get ﬁm_iasion for the friends to
accompany her into the Arizona desert
with the rest of the fihm unit which was
going there on location.

Now they were in the crowded store,
and the manager himself eame hurry-
ing over, all smiles, as he spoited
Gloria,

Molly and Audrey stared about them
interestedly. 4

“Well, I'm jiggered!” Audrey ex-
claimed in an amazed whisper. * Look
over there !”
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She was gazing .across to one of the
counters where another famous per-
sonality of the 'screen was making
purchases. In her pictures that actress
was one of the most glamorous of all
the stars, and one of the most perfectly
dressed, too. But now

“She's wearing old slacks, and she’s
got her hair in curlers!” Audrey
gasped incredulously.

Brenda smiled.

“ Any number of the stars go shop-
ping like that,” she said.  “1 suppose
they .get so tired of being perfectly
groomed in their films that outside the
studiog they like to be free and easy.
On the other hand, of course, other
stars like to maintain their reputatlom
for glamour both on and off the screen,”

The chumns chattered on, while Gloria
made her purchases. Half a dozen
assistants, at a nod from the manager,
had bustled forward to deal with her
slightest request.

But Gloria, perhaps sensing Brenda’s
anxiety, did not take long over making
her ﬁr-lectlou

“ Ploast gend them along to the
studio,”’ she requested.  “Oh, and {mt
one more thing ! My three friends here

would like some slacks—"

“Certainly, Miss Deane.”

Brenda & Co. gasped.

“They will go on my account,
(-ourse,” Gloria added.

“But, Gloria——" Brenda exclaimed.

Gloria’s eyes twinkled as she glanced
smilingly across'at that other star who
was still busy purchasing things.

“I've been in here before now,
Audrey, wearing slacks—and curlers,
too!” she laughed.

Audrey blushed, then was laughing,
too,

“1 didn't think
murmured.

“Slacks are so comfortable. Every-
one ' in Hollywood. wears them, vou
know,” Gloria went on. *“You would
like some, wouldn’t you 5

“Oh, Gloria 1”

“Then that's: all. right. And now I
can see that Brenda is anxious to get
dlolng’ to the bureau. Come along,

1ris,

The big, imposing building that
housed the casting bureau was a h:n
of actlv:ty when they arrived.

“Every extra has to regisier here,”
Brenda “explained - for the bgnefit of
Molly and Audrey. “All the film com-
ranies npply here when they want
anybody. It's no good going along to
the individual studios and trying. to gei
a job; they just sent you back here to
get put on “the list.”

“1 see,” Molly murmured. “And I
suppose here they take every detail.”

Brenda nods edy

“ Everything,” she said.  “Height,
weight, age, shotogmphs details of ap-
pearance, and any particulars. Details
of your wardrobe, and their summing

of

you

up of what articular type of film
vou're most suitable for. And your
utldress and telephone number, of
course.’

They made their way inio the inquiry
office. Gloria had seen someone she
knew and paused for a few moments
for a chat, saying she would join them
in_a few moments.

Brenda, palpitating a little now,
made her request,

“What's this girl’s name?” the man
asked.

“Well, T only know her Christian
name. It's Marion—"

“Bay, this is the eathng bureau,

not po ice headquariers,” the man said,
“We're not detectives——"’
“But I have her photograph,”
Brenda said quickly. “Here it is.”
The man frowned.
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heard,” she

“You don't want mmh, do you?”" he
gumtt,d ““Reckon you don’t reulﬁn
we've got thousands of records. 1tll
take hours ‘looking this up, sister.

{ou come back another time.”

And then, even as Brenda's heart
foll Gloria came bustling up.

“Now, now, :Benny, that’s nof, the
(oultcsy we expect from you,” she

antered. * ““This young lady's a friend
ofkmine. Be a good boy and do as she
asks.”

Benny was at once all grins.

“Anything you say, Miss Deane,
Here, Joey, Connie, Larry, Margot—
hustle round and trace up "this photo.
For Miss Deane.”

The bumau became even more active
as Benny’s four assistants “hustled
round.”

Brenda smiled gratefully at the Alm
star.

“Thank you, Gloria.
been here—"

Yet even so it seemed to Brenda that
she had to wait ages.  And with every
passing minute her anxiety increased.

|im m “'”“m

1f you hadn't

\

Off they went once more in Glovia's
car down' the wide Sunset Boulevard
and to'the corner of the street where
Marion was hoarding. .

“Brenda,” Gloria said, as she braked
r, “1 know I've asked you hefore,
and it's nome of my business really,
but if there's anything wrong
g ﬁ-rcnda smiled at the film star grate-
u

¥y You re so kind, Gloria.” she said.
“But—but I think everything will be
all right now, It was just that I was
afraid I mightn’t be able to trace
Marion.”

Cloria modded, though she did not
look too convinced, She could see that
Brenda was still agitated.

“ All right, Brenda. But if ever you
want any help, don’'t hesitate to come

to me. If there's anything 1 can do 1
shall be only too happy to do it. You
won't forget, will you?” !

“I won't. And thank you again,
Gloria I”

Gloria drove off then. The two girls

hurried down the street.

ki

|l 'WM| ‘

‘“‘Tlana, can you read the symbols from these photographs?”

asked Marion. The Indian girl took the photographs and examined

them closely.

By now that detective might have re-
turned to Greenways, seen Mrs. Benson,
and been given a photograph of
Marvion; or if Mrs. Benson wasn't in,
Ruby would have answered the door.
And Ruby would be only too eager to
supfaiy all the inforination she possibly
could

At any, moment Brenda dreaded to
gee the detective come stalking into the
office, * Molly and Audrey stood sym-
pathetically ‘by saying little; Gloria,
aware of Brenda’s perturbation, eyed
hér curiously.

Then uL last Benny came back.

fO.K.!

Brenda’s eyes

“You've traced her?”

“Sure! Name of Marion Locke.
She’s staying at a boarding-house off
Sunset—— But here’s the full address.”

He'd written it down on a slip of
paper. Eagerly Brenda took it.

*Oh, thnnk goodness | It's very kind
of you.” ,

WA pleasme," said Benny, his tune
completely changed in the presence of
lnlmm

“Come on, Brenda !
there,” Gloria offered.
you then, though. l" ;

lowed..

T'll drive vou
“Have to leave

“ They take long time,” she said impassively.

“Jsn't she sweet?” Mo]ly asked.

“She's adorable 1” Brenda said ‘fer-
vently., “But where are we? No. 16
I want—"

“ Here it is,” Audrey said.

No. 16 was of the t‘plcnl boarding-
house type, with an air of drab respect-
ability about it.

A buxom woman answered the door
after Brenda had knocked.

“Miss Locke 7" she repeated.
out.”

“8he’s

“Out?” Brenda gave a gn p of
dismay. “Do you know when she will
be back? She is coming back, nsnb
she 27,

“1 hope so,” the woman said, frown-
ing. *“ She hasn't paid this week's rent
\et Better go up to her room. Up
these stairs, and it's the third on the
left. There’s someone else waiting for
her.”

Brenda's face went ashen. A terrible
fear' possessed her: Was—was it the
police ?

“Who—who is it?” she asked in no
more than a frightened whisper.

“A: girl—a Redskin girl!” was the
amazipg answer.
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ILARA, THE REDSKIN GIRL
EART pounding within her, her
© ‘eyes mirroring her surprise and

‘ side the door of the third room
“on the left of the landing, -
Waiting for Marion—a Redskin girl !
Brenda felt a thrill. She and Marion
believed that their future happiness
centred around the. secret of a Redekin

vase, and now here was a Redskin girl
some to see her sister! -

Surely there must be some definite =
A sudden théught struek

link here?
her. . Marion had spoken of someone
whom she was going to ask to decipher
the symhols on that vase.

Could ‘it possibly be this girl? Was

this why she had come to see Marion?

Brenda shot a quick, exeited look at
Molly and Audrey, who stood beside
her. They, too, were thinking the same
thing. '

“ Let’s go in,” Molly said eagerly.

The door was slightly ajar. Brenda
pushed it open and strode into the
roon.

" Ah !!‘

Their entry was grected by a startled
gasp.

Standing motionless by the table was
the Redskin girl, tall and willowy, her
hair jet black, as were the pair of eyes
that gleamed from her dlark-skjnncd
face.

She wore the traditional, brightly
coloured clothes of her race; her feet
were encased in moceasins,

Brenda smiled,

;You are waiting for Marion?” she
asked.

. The girl surveyed her with unblink-

g eyes. Her attractive face was
expressiouless now. She nodded, but

Jdid not speak.

“Bo are we,” Brenda went on. “Who
are you? What do you want to sce her
about 7°

“Me no say. Me Ilana. That all.”

There was a finality about the Red-
skin girl's tone that told Brenda she
was not to be drawn any further,

Had Jlana come about the vase?

For a moment Brenda was tempted
to mention it. If Ilana had come to see
Marion about it, then surely she would

“speak up., But caution made Brenda
hesitate.

_There was too much at stake to take
risks. This girl might be a friend, but
she might be an enemy ; she might have
some connection with Ruby and Pro-
fessor Janson.

A silence descended on the room.
Ilana still stood motionless by the table,
never taking her eyes off them, sus-
picious, her head held proudly in the
manner of her face.

Brenda fidgeted, anxiety and excite-
ment coursing through her at the same
time. Molly and Audrey stood looking
about them curiously.

Three minutes passed without a word
being said, the only sounds being the
ticking of a little clock on the mantel-
piecce and the faint whirring of the
mevitable ico-box, or refrigerator,
which is a feature of every house
and apartment in Hollywood.

Then suddenly the sound of hurrying
footsteps were heard coming up the
stairs ontside. The door burst open,
and a figure eame flying in.

“Marion I Brenda exclaimed joy-
fully.

“Brenda |” Her sister rushed across
to her. “And llana!” she added, look-
ing across at the Redskin girl.

* And here are Molly and Audrey, the
friends I've told you about,” Brenda
smiled.

Marion smiled a welcome to them.

“I'm awfully pleased to meet you,”
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excitement, Brenda paused out-
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4 Y DEAR READERS,—What :
: an important’ week this is for.:
birthdays. :

.+ To-day (if you're reading this on :
: April 2lst) is Princess izabeth's :

: birthday. And she's thirteen—the :
: same age as a good many of you, I :
. expect. :

You have probably realised that it :
*is important for princesses to grow :
:up a little more quickly than ordin- :
:ary schoolgirls.  Already Princess :
: Elizabeth entertains her own friends, :
: ordering the meals herself. And as :
: you know, she and her sister, Prin- :
: cess  Margaret, have even made :
: public appearances by themselves. :
: On Sunday comes Shakespeare's :
. birthday. ou will probably be :
¢ celebrating this during the “week :
: with appropriate songs, plays, and :
: recitations, :
:  And should you see a good many :
: people on that day wearing a red :
. rose, you'll know that they're doing :
:s0 in honour of St.  George, :
: England’s patron saint. For April :
: 23rd is also St. George's Day. ~
: Then on the 29th, that’'s next :
:.Saturday, Maurice Tate, the cele- :
: brated cricketer has his birth- :
: day. 3
i So we must wish them all Many :
: Happy Returns — except Shake- :
: speare, perhaps! <

: SIX OF THE BEST :
: I don’t know about you, but I've :
: never used a bow-and-arrow since :
: the days when, as a very small boy, :
: it was fashionable to play at being :
:«Robin Hood—or one of his merry, :
P merry men. 2

But there are a number of people :
*in this country who are very skilled :
: at archery. *
¢ The myste figure in next :
: Friday's complete story featuring :
: Noel Raymond certainly was. For :
: the warning he sent were :
: always fastened to an arrow. :
: when the mystery archer :
: showed that he was in earnest in :
: carrying out these threats to ruin :
: Elsie Clayton’s tea-gardens, it was :
: then that Noel Raymond realised he
: would have to act swiftly to bowl
! him out. -
:  Don’t miss “The Invisible Archer,”
: by Peter Langley, which appears in
: your GimLs’ CRYSTAL next Friday. :
: _ “Pai’s Thrill at Smuggler’s Cove ” :
: is the title of the exciting complete :
: story featuring Pat Lovell, the girl.:
: reporter.

Another story of Kaye of the:
: Kennels will also appear, and our :
: three serials will continue as enjoy- :
: ably as ever. :
\?ou’!l order your copy in advance, :
- won't yomn? :
: Your sincere friend,

YOUR EDITOR.
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- became tragic.

she said. “Brenda has iold me how
you have helped us. But, Brenda, why
are you here? How did you find out
where 1 was staying? And the vase—
oh, Brenda!” The elder girl's faco
“1 lost it last night!
Ruby got it. And I'd arvanged with
llana to come here to-day to decipher
those symbols—" i

“Aud she can.decipher  them still 1"
Brenda said excitedly.  “ Look1”

From her handbag she took the photo-
graphs of the vase; passed them ever
to her sister, .

Marion let out a glad ery.

“Brendal Obh, this is wonderful!
llana, we haven't got the vase; but will
these photographs do? - Can you read
tho symbols from these 1”

llana, grave-faced and dignified,
strode forward. And then, as she was
examining  the photographs, Brenda
caught at her sister’s arm.

“Marion, I had to see you for
another reason. The police—"

“Yes, 1 know.” Marion nodded
worriedly. “They're after me, < Is it
because of the vase?”

Brenda told her; explained, too,
about the detective coming to Green-
ways.

“Once he gets a photograph of you
he'll be able to frace you as we have
done!” Brenda ecried. *“Oh, Marion,
they mustn’t arrest you—not now, when
we're so near to solving everything!
Can’t you hide——"

She broke off as there came a soft
exclamation from Ilana.

“These pictures—they O.K.!1” she
said. “I read signs. But they take
long time. I go away. I come back
and tell you what they mean.”

“Good old Ilana!” Marion cried ex-
citedly. - “How long will it take you?”

“I go now. I come back, maybe,
to-night " Ilana said. -

“That’s wonderful!” Marion laughed
on a thrilled note. “Oh, Brenda, it
won't be long now before we can
learn the whole secret—the whole
nrystery ! We'll be able to find ouf
just what Ruby’s game is, and exactly
why we are implicated in this affair.”

“And find out why our future happi-
ness ig involved,” said Brenda, her eyes
shining with excitement. - *“Oh, Marion,
won't it be wonderful to get all this
dreadful mystery cleared up once and
for all?  Once we can solve the
mystery of the Redskin vase, I'm cer-
tain we shall be able to explain every-
thing to Muys, Bengon.” ;

“Yes, and aunty will be sorry she
ever said a  hard word ‘to  yon,"
rhipped in Molly. =8he's stern when
she’s roused, but she is just, and ready
to admit her mistakes. hen_every-
thing’s come all right you and Marion
must stay with us—

She broke off, swinging round.

Footsieps had sounded outside the
door. There came a knock—a loud,
authoritative knock. -

“Who is it?* Molly whispered.,

Brenda erossed to the door, opened it
cautiously, and then a gasp of dread
and consternation left her lips.

Standing there was a uniformed
figure, a badge gleaming on his dark
blue tunic—a policeman!

“Marion Locke live here?” he de-
manded, striding into the room. His
gaze shot across to Brenda’s sister; a
grim smile came to his face. “ Reckon
that’s you, sister! I’ve got a warrant
for your arrest, and you're ceming
along to headquarters with me right
now 1 -

What a disaster this is for Brenda and
Marion! It seems as if Ruby will
triumph, after all. You must make cer-
tain of reading next Friday’s thrilling
Iongnluauno this rnd-hrv. Order
your GIRLS’' CRYSTAL to-day!
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CELIA’S CHANCE OF FAME

AT LOVELL, a song in her heart,
went skipping through the stage
door of the Theatre Royal as
though she trod on air.

She had wonderful news for the cast
of “Foretaste of Fortune,” which was
being given on the morrow by the local
amateur dramatic society.

Though Pat was a member, she was
not taking part in the show, for she was
far too busy to attend rehearzals. But
her friend Celia Rayne was, and Celia
was such a wonderful young actress
that Pat felt certain that a great future
lay ahead for her. It needed, however,
someone with influence in the theatre to
give Celia her chance.

And Pat believed she had found that
someone. She had that afternoon in-
terviewed Graham Mauvier, the famous
actor-manager, and, greatly daring,
had asked him to attend the show. In
his typically kind, generous way he
had agreed to go along. If he formed
a favourable opinion of Celia’s ability
he might find a part for her in one of
his West End plays.

She hastened along the corridors to
Celia’s dressing-room, knowing that the
compauy would be m the theatre for
the dress rehearsal. There was no pro-
duction on at the theatre at the time,
ss the amateurs had been able to rent
it at a rcasonable rate. Pat had
already telephoned to tell them that
Graham Mauvier would be there to-
morrow night, watching their perform-
ance, and she knew they’d be on tiptocs
with excitement.

She reached Celia’s dressing-room
and went in. A dear old Victorian
lady sat at the dressing-table, her back
to Pat. She wore a white curled wig
and a pretty black crincline frock.
Thus had Cehia to appear in the play.

“Hem! Excuse me, madam,” said
Pat playfully.

The Victorian lady turned.

“Oh, hallo!” she said casually.

Pat stared at her in amazement. It
was not Celia who was facing her, but
Julia Cartwright, her understudy—a
girl whom Pat did not like very much,
for she seemed jealous of Celia's
success.

“What ever are you doing in Celia’s
things, Julia?” asked Pat blankly.

“I'm the understudy, so 'm haxing
to take over her part,” said Julia, with
ill-concealed satisfaction. *“ Poor Celia
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can't come to-night; her brother has
been taken worse.”

Pat felt quite limp with shock.

“Her brother? Oh dear! I knew he
was ill, but not seriously ilk Poor
Celia! How-awful, losing her chance
like this!”

For, though Pat was concerned for
Celia’s brother, she could not help
thinking of her friend's lost chance.
Suppose she could not appear to-
morrow night, the play . was
performed ?

Julia was nodding her head gravely.

“Yes, it's bad luck,” she said. “ But,
naturally, she has to think of her
brother before the play. She sent us a
telegram to say she is stopping with
him, By the way, Pat, someone is
needed to take my own little part in
the rehearsal to-night. I think Mr.
Mortimer wants you for it.”

“Oh!” said Pat, her eyes glowing.
“I'll go along and find him.”

She went off te find fat, cheery Mr.
Mortimer, the roducer, and ‘he
promptly commanded her to get made-

when

up.

In the small part of a parlourmaid
Pat had only a brief entrance to make;
nevertheless, she was as carefully made-
up as if she had been one of the
principals.

When she was ready—a perfect
Victorian parlourmaid—Pat went into
the corridor carrying her script; but
she had taken only a few steps when
she paused. She had dived her hand
into the pocket and pulled out what
she thought was a handkerchief, but it
was a piece of paper—a telegram.

Pat noticed the signature, and she
saw that it was from Ceclia. Her tele-
gram to the company. As it was not a
private message she wiifolded and read
it.

“Brother taken worse. Regret im-

== T e

Pat Lovell hadn’t meant to take
part in the Dramatic Society’s
play at all. But she did—because
it was the only way of saving

the show for her friend who had

been so nearly robbed of success.

By ELIZABETH CHESTER

Let Julia
i CEUA- ”

Pat wondered where it had been
sent from. So far as she could recol-
lect, Celia's family lived some thirty
miles away.

Just as she stretched the crumpled
telegram to see where it had been
handed in she heard.running footsteps.
Looking uY, she saw Julia. She was
now in- ordinary clothies, having taken
off her costume to have mnecessary
alterations made.

“Give me that!” Julia exclaimed
angrily. “That's mine. You found it
in my pocket!”

But Pat stepped back out of reach.
Her quick eyes had already seen that
the telegram had been handed in at an
office not thirty miles away, but in-this
town—only half a mile from the
theatre !

If Celia had sent it, then she was not
with her brother; nor would she have
sent a telegram when telephoning
would have been so much easier.

In a flash Pat jumped to an alarming
conclusion.

Someone else had sent this telegram.
It was a fake!

Pat looked up at Julia as that girl,
white-faced, snatched at the telegram.
There was no mistaking her agitation.

“What is the excitement?” asked
Pat, handing over the message. “It's
only the one from Celia.”

Julia crumpled the telegram and
sought to calm herself.

“Oh, that?” she said, after the
faintest pause. “I—I thought it was
a letter from my aunt, which—which
happened to be very private. Sorry 1
got so angry! I suppose I'm rather
strung-up at the moment.”

Pat saw that she was erumpling the
telegram tightly, and a startling sus-
picion entered her mind. The exeuse
about the aunt’'s letter did net ring

possible attend rehearsal.
take over. Best luck,

true. She suspected that it was the
telegram that had caused Julia’s
agitation; the girl did not want it
examined. And that could only mean
that

“Julia, I want to look at that tele-
gram——" began Pat.

But she got no further. The pro-
ducer came into the corridor calling
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J.t:_lia, and the girl ran quickly up io

im.

Pat stared after her, her suspicions

. If Celia had not sent that
telegram, ¢t someone else  ha
someone with an ject in making
everyone think the _grilliant young
actress was not appearing at rehearsal.
Julia had glinetr by Celia’s supposed
absence ; was taking that girl’s part
—the best part in the play.

But what would happen when Celia
did arrive? What would Julia have
gained—if she were the culprit?
Surely Celia would just take over her
role again, leaving Julia with her own
tug part. 2

at went to the wings, and,
stood there awaiting her cue.
stage Julia, again in costume, was
sitting before a realistic fire, knitiing
—as the script comma

But the fever of enthusiasm which
had seized the eager amateur actors at
the exciting news of Graham Mauvier's
promised visit had now waned. Pat
could sense the general disappointment,
for Julia was acting badly.

puzzled,
the

“Oh  dear!” sighed Pat. “It's
.“M.ll -
Awful it was. Julia, who was sup-

| to be sitting by the fire knitting,
istening to the conversation of two
vounger pec:ﬂle, had_to show her dis-
approval without saying a word. Celia
had done this .in the most natural,
telling way, but Julia was grimacing,
i::ﬁgt_tuﬁ to knit, "or else doing it
badly. Never had her acting been so
poor.; : AR .
Presently Pat heard her own cue.
She walked on to the stage confidently.
o ou'run%, madam " she asKed, re-
er

membering L R
“Who do you think rang?” asked the
old lady—Julia.. ~."T:-o coal-scuttle,

girl. Make up the fire.”

Pat blundered, as slie was supposed
to do, and then, apologising, went off.

“Jolly od,” eaid the producer
kindly. “ nh-{'ou could do the job on
the night;*T really de.”
then lhe:dtynpd :Ir;\_ﬂllil. still on the
stage, pl ing r to “ pui more
life in it.” Julia argued with him
crossly, and they both grew quite
heated over it. —

“Well, I don’t say you aren’t doirng
vour_best,” said Mr. Meoriimer finally.
“You are nervous, perhaps. You're
not acting half as well as you can, you
know, the same.”

“I'll be all right to-morrow,” said
Julia, and addéd quickly: “If I have
to play the part then.”

“What es you think you'll have
to?” asked Pat quietly.

“Why not, if Celia is still away?”
was the quick retort., “I suppose no
one suggests that mmue else can play
the part? No one else knows it. And
if anyone is entitled to the lead, T am.
My father is the biggest subscriber to
the society. If it weren't for him, we
couldn’t have the theatre.”

There was a painful hush. It was a
most unpleasant speech. The leading
part was given, not to the member who
contributed the most money to the
society, but nolté the best actress. Bixt
everyone wisely ignored the remarks
Julia had made.

Pat, however, took the girl by the
arm as she indignantly turned away.

“Julin, can I see that telegram
b tek ?  Which tel 7

e telegram ? Chich telegram?
Oh—the one from Celin? - Goodness
knows where it is; I don’l.”

And Julia tugged her arm free.

Pat looked after her grimly, then
turned to the producer and asked him
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ger she would ve neéded,

leave y. .
Oh, you won't be needed again until
said. “If you could
manage to get back by then. But don’t
let us down. I've got a masty feeling
that if Celia comes back, we may have
trouble with Julia. She might even
back down from the show.”

Pat could believe that,

“Celia must come back, all the
same,” she said. “And I just can’t
understand what has happened.”

“Why, a telegram arrived to say her
brother had been taken worse,” sai
the ;irodueer. in surprise. “I thought
you knew.”

Pat did not answer that., The time

strange mystery
being dispatched f post
office. But, as she would not be needed
again for some time, Pat determined
to go into the matter. She would visit

that post office !
Pat showed her Press-card at the
small post ral stores,

office-cum-gene;
and said that she wanted to make in-

quiries a the sender of a telegram
_to the Theatre Royal, as a practical
joke was

The girl who had taken the telegram
was serving on the othér counter, and
came across, She remembered the tele-
gram clearly, because she had thought
it odd that a telegram should be sent
such a small distance. .

“Tt was an old lady who sent it,” she

said. 3
“An old lady?” Pat exclaimed, sur-
I';Bed “ h'l’l 3

She realised then that it was possible
that’ Celia had p&)}lo‘ned the . message
to a ‘relative who lived near by—and
the relative, unable to visit the ,tﬁeutre.
had dispatched "the telegram.

“Rat a  queer-looking woman,”
:;id the girl. =~ “She wore h‘ black

nnet cape—quite ' a character.
Like a Victorian old lady, more.”

Pat gave a quick start. . i

¢ Victorian ? White-haired?” she
exclaimed. -

“Yes, It's not very light on the
other side of the counter, and you can't
see very clearly through the wire that
guards the counter,” the girl explained.
“So I didn't really have a chance to
look at her very closely. But it did
strike me that she was really a
¥ sr than she judging by
her clothes. Er—is anything wrong?”

Pat smiled grimly,

“Nothing much. But I t that
that old lady was someone playing a
joke. She was not an cn'l’d lady at all,

but someone dressed up.
girl’s eyes widened then.

“My word! Now you mention it, T
shouldn’t be surprised if she was!” she
exclai

Pat did not ' question her much
further, and she did not want to be
questi herself, for fear of stirring
up trouble. But she abandoned her
belief that it was a relative of Celia’s
who had sent the telegram. The sender
of the telegram disguised—as
a Victorian. She was someone who had
access to & wig and make-up; in fact,
someone at the theatre!

In grim, thoughtful mood, Pat left

office.

the post

“Julia. It must have been,” she told
herself. “She wanted the part. ¥n
some way she has kept Celia from

coming to the theatre. She sent the

tel nd now, unless Celia comes
bm; will have the part to-
morrow night when Graham Mauvier is
in_the audience.” -

But Pat, hurrying back to the
theatre, vowed that the plot should

d door.

not succeed. Celia must be found.
Wherever she was, she must tell her
story. Was her brother really ill?
Why had she not come to the theatre?

Returning to the theatre, Pat found
that the second act had not yet finished.
She went at once to Julia's dressing-
room, and switching on the lﬂt.
i?m.ﬁo" msgedt — d, ‘L"'“ 1d-faskioned

re, ed, the old
clothes Julia had used in the post office
were hidden. :

There was a wardrobe cupboard in a
corner of the room, and Pat tried the
It was locked. Baffled for a
moment, not caring to force it, Pat
wondered what excuse she could make
to ask Julia to o] it.

Then she realised that in
her stage clothes Julia had no pockets.
In all probability, not suspecting thar
l‘:f{m would search the room, she had

the behind.

Feeling a detective, Pat weut to
the dressing-table, opened the drawers,
and searched the likeliest hiding-places.
But there was no sign of thekes;

But wheeling to the door, she saw
Julia’s coat hanging there. As the
usual place for it was the wardrobe,
its_being behind the door was unusual.

Pat crossed to the coat, felt in the
pockets, and gave a murmer of trinmph
as her fingers closed on a long key.
Thrilled with triumph, she tried it m
the wardrobe lock It fitted.

In a moment she had opened the
door. An instant later she found what
she sought. An old-fashioned black
bonnet, cape, jacket, and skirt were
concealed behind a hanging frock in a
corner of the wardrobe !

“Proof !” murmured Pat in triumph.

And at that moment the door was
swung open. Julia, staring, astounded,
alarmed, stood in the doorway.

PAT’S POST OFFICE TOUR

AT LOVELL was momentarily
P taken back. She still had the
clothes in her hands, and she
had the guilty feeling of one
caught spying. But Pat was a girl of
courage resource. It was Julia who
had the greatest reasom to feel guilty,
and she took advantage of the girl's
stunned ise.
“So this 1s what you wore when you

lot fent the faked telegram saving thai

Celia wouldn't be coming to-night®”
said Pat, and held out the garments
to Julia. .

Julia closéd the door and stood with
her back to it, breathing unevenly, her
eyes startled and anxious.

“J—I don't know what you mean,”
she said, in a low, shaky voice.

“Where is Celia?!” Pat demanded
fiercely. “If you think vou can keep
her out of the way until after to-morrow
night, you must be erazy.”

Julia slowly recovered her composure.

“It's you who are crazy. I sent no
telegram; and I don't know where you
Q:: those clothes from. As to Celia—
she’'s where she said she was in the
telegram : at her home.”

Pat eved her narrowly; for now
Julia, although on edge, had lost her
first fright. Pat realised that there
was no direct evidence against her.
There was nothing to prove that Julia
had worn these clothes, even though
they had been found in this room.
" “Listen, Julia,” she said quietly. *“1I
happen to know that that telegram from
Celia was sent from a post office only
half a mile away from here.”

Julia was calmness itself, outwardly
at least, when she replied. ;

# gracious! You don’t mean
that? Why ever didn’t she call in, then,
or telephone ™
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“Because she didn't send ihe tele-
gram. Because someone wearing theso
clothes—someone disguised—sent  it,”
said Pat, eyeing her keenly. ““And
they were found in this locked ward-
robe, the key of which was in your
pocket.”

Julia did not flinch.

“The key was in my pocket!” she
exclaimed. *Good gracious! You don’t
mean you think I dressed up and sent
that wire! What an idea! For all 1
might know, Celia might be coming at
any moment—except for that wire.
fow absurd ! Really, Pat, I think youn
must: have been reading too many
exciting newspaper. stories. . I've often
thought reporters invented some of the
things they say happen, But you're not
going to involve me in an exciting news
story, thank you., If someone wore
those clothes to send the wire, it was
probably Celia. And don’t ask me why
she should do it, either!: Perhaps she
didn’t. want to come—penhaps she
wanted an excuse for not coming.”

It was such a silly suggestion that Pat
laughed, ‘e

“¥You'll have to think of zomething
better than that,. Julia,”  she said.
“Qelia, indeed! Why, even though she
didn’t know for certain. that Graham
Mauvier would be in the house to-
morrow, she had more than a hope he
might  be, ‘an you imagine Celia
missing & chance like that unless she
had to?”

Julia’s reply took her hreath away.

“¥Yes,” said Julia,” “I can.”

Pag simply blinked at that.

“You—you can?”. she said, after a
ause. * You think that Celia, after all
er dreams of going to London, - of
having a chance—you think she’d throw
away this, the chance of a life-time?”

“Yes—hecause she’s highly strung!”
retortéd Julia. “TI'll tell you what I
think.  Celia is frightened of failing.
She's lost her mnerve. Graham
Mauvier doesn’t think much of her, why
—she’s a failure. Her dream’s gone.”

Pat did not answer. It was a point
of view she had not even considered;
but she did not believe it possible.

“Rubbish,” she said curily. “TI've
told you what I think, Julia. T still
think it.” - . :

Still holding the clothes, she walked
to the door, but Julia barred her way.

“¥You can think what you like, Miss
Headlines,” she said, with a faint sneer.
“But don’t print it in your paper. My
father is rich enough to fight a libel
action.” :

She stood aside then, and Pat faced
her coolly.

“I don’t know where Celia lives,”
she said. _* Or rather, where her people
live, so I can’t get in touch with

; her
if she is there. But my paper can!
You forgot that.” Celia reads the
‘Gazette’; and T'Il see that the

‘ Gazetle’ makes it clear that her big
chance is given her to-morrow, and that,
at any cost, she must he there.”

Julia did not reply, but closed the
door as Pat, taking the clothes, left.
In the corridor, perplexed and puzzled,
Pat stood deep in anxious thoug]llb. She
did not believe Julia’s version of what
had happened, and yet it was strange
that there had come no word from
Celia.

Joining the rest of the amateur actors
and actresses, Pat heard that Julia's
performanée, although still a long way
short of Celia’s, had improved. Every-
one else had played up well, and the
producer’s flagging spirits had revived.”

“We'll .give a first-rate show to-
morrow, after all,” he said, “even if

Celia can’t show up. But 1 have a

feeling she will, If that girl misses

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—20/4/36

\

the greatest chance of her life I'll
never get over it.”

“Nor will she,” said Pat. “Does
anyone know where her brother lives?”

No one knew. Celia’s address where
she had a room was known, but not her
home address. But everyone was con-
fident that there would be a letter from
her in the morning.

That was what Pat herself hoped. Tt
seemed toe wild an idea that Julia
could be holding Celia prisoner. Even
if she had devised some cunning plan
to steal Celia’s chance, to play the
important part herself under the keen
eyes of Graham Mauvier, she wonld
hardly go to such extreme lengths as
to kidnap another girl.

But it was possible, if she had, as
Pat thought, sent one false telegram,
that she had sent another, luring Celia
home, But, unless Julia could keep the
girl at her home, Celia would surely
return on the morrow !

Pat Lovell awaited the postman’s
arrival next morning with great eager-

‘“ Give me that!” Julia exclaimed angrily.

Pat stepped back. She had

Pat thought, puzzled, and cogitated.
All of a sudden the inspiration jumiped
into her mind. But not until lunch-
time could she put into operation the
plan that had come to her mind.

At lunch-time Pat went to the
theatre, where she found  the stage
manager busy supervising the construc-
tion of the modified fireplace to be used
mn Act I. He gave her the key to the
dressing-room she had used the previous
evening, and she took out the old 'lady’s
outfit which she had concealed there in
a sunitease.

“Now for it!” Pat mused, “And 1
hope I'm as good at it as Julia was!”

Finding a white wig, Pat sat at the
mirror and made herself up. It was
the first time she had undertaken such
a daring role as this, and she marvelled
at her own nerve. But when at last
she had finished her make-up she gained
courage.

Provided no one peered at her too
closely, she did look quite like an’ old-
fashioned, eccentric waoman—the dounble

“ That’s mine ! ” But
seen enough of the telegram to

already
realise that it was a fake.

ness. Her letters arrived just before
she set out for the office; but, although
she received three, there was none from
Celia.

Reaching the office of the “Gazette,”
she telephoned the producer and other

members -of the amateur dramatic
society.. But no one had heard from
Calia.

Growing more worried, Pat hit on a
sudden idea. At her own expense she
put a note in the “Personal ” column
of the paper, asking Celia to telephone
her at once on an urgent matter.

Then, in the “write-up” she did of
the forthcoming show at the Theatre
Royal, she mentioned Celia’s name
specially, and also stressed the fact that
the celebrated Graham Mauvier would
be in the audience. If Celia saw the
paper in time she would lose not a
second in getting to the theaire, .

But she might not see the paper until
the evening, and if she were thirty
miles away there would not be sufficient
time for her to rush to the theatre,

Something else had to be done, and
done quickly. A broadeast 8 0§ might
find her, but the circumstances did not
justify it, as Pat knew Yet what other
way was there of finding her?

of the woman who had sent that tele-
gram the previous evening.

And, remembering what the girl at
the post office had said of the difficulty
of seeing people clearly through the
wire mesh that guarded the counter,
Pat felt that she would certainly be
mistaken for whoever had worn this
disguise before.

Full of hope, she left the theatre and
hailed a taxicab.

What Pat intended to find was the
post office from which another telegram
had been sent to Celia

Celia had been kept ont of the way.
How? In a flash of inspiration, Pat
had guessed a possible solution. DBut
whether it was right or wrong only this
experiment could prove.

She believed that Julia, knowing
Celia’s home address, knowing that she
had gone there, had sent her a tele-
gram, telling her that the play was
postponed. That alone wounld  keep
Celia away, unless Julia’s own version
was correct.

Hopeful, excited, nervous, Pat made
a round of the local post offices. People
stared at her, and she feared that her
disguise’ was not good enough, Yet,
reaily, any such old woman would have
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excited comment; and Pat heard no
remark to the effect that she was a girl
wade up.

At every post office she said the same
thing—that she had handed in a tele
gram yesterday and forgotten
address. Had they kept a copy?

¥our she tried, but in none of them
was she remembered by the clerk; and,
of course, since she could not give the
address, identification of the telegram
was not easy.

It was two o'clock before she had
finished. She had had no lunch, and
ghe was due back at the office. One
post_office only remained, a small one a
mile away, and Pat’s taxi bill was high
enough as it was.

“ After office hours; my last chance,”
she decided. .

And, rushing back to the theatre, she
changed into her own clothes again.

‘Vhen her busy day was over, the
“Gazette,” with the interview of
Graham Mauvier on_the front page,
was on sale, and in an adjoining
column was the paragraph about the
local dramatie society and Celia’s lead-
ing role in the play. -

“If only she sees it!” Pat sighed.

But the “Gazette ” would not reach a
Elm thirty miles away fer another

our at the earliest. .

Frantically Pat rushed to the theatre
and changed once more into her dis-
guise; then, without much hope of
success, she went into the last post
office, a mere counter in a little general
store.

As she walked through the shop she
heard an assistant whisper to anoiher,
and what he said fired her.

“That funny old girl again!” was his
remark.

fat went to the post office counter,
and quaked a little as the girl there
eved her, with a smile.

“You remember me, dear "
croaked Pat.

“I do, yes. You brought a telegram
in_yesterday,” said the girl. ?

Pat nearly forgot herself and smiled :
butl‘gho nodded }gru\'cly. dedAnd l'“;' a
quaking voice, that soun realistic-
ally old, she explained that she had
forgotten the ress, and could -she
look at the telegram? The girl said
she would try fo find it. and dis-
appeared for a few minutes.

When she returned she was carrying

a slip of paper, which she pushed across
the counter.
. Pat looked at her, and, eyes gleam-
ing. she noted the address. It was to
Celia Rayne, Moor Farm, Fulwark
Lessing, and the message ran:

‘the

my

“Play pos;&)oned one week. No hurry
to return.—MoRTINER.”

Mr. Mortimer, the producer, had been
chosen as the sender, and Celia, receiv-
ing the telegram, would not question
its validity.

Pat moved to the side counter, took
a telegraph form, and wrote, in a shaky
aandi

“Play will be
Return  essential.
watching from stalls.
diately.—~MoRTIMER.”

Pat used the name “Mortimer ”
again, o that no questions should be
asked. And the girl asked none. Having
paid for the telegram, Pat left the post
office with a light heart.

produced to-night.
Mauvier will be
Telephone imme-

“There's a chance yet,” she told her-
sclf. “If only she gets the telegram
i tume! Hurrah!”

But would Celia get that vital

telegram in time? The success of the
show depended on it
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IN THE LEADING ROLE!

ULIA CARTWRICGHT was

] nowhere io be found. In tem

‘minutes the curtain would up,

but Julia could not be found any-
where in the Theatre Royal.

The last that had been seen of her was
when she had taken a telephone call
Then she had vanished ! - The

roducer was almost frantic, and Pat
vaell's assurance that Celia would
show up seemed to give him no solaee.

“We're sunk—utterly lost!” he
groaned, almost tearing his hair.
“We'll have to get in touch with
Graham Mauvier and put him off.”

Pat shook her head

“Impossible 1” she
Celia will show up! >

"Whr do you think that?” he  de-

ma E

Pat had resolved to keep her secret
about the telegrams until after the
show. But the sudden disappearance of
Julia had decided her that she must
speak now.  She told the producer
everything,

”u‘id. “T tell you

and he listened with a -

startled expression, almost with dis-

“(reat Scott!” he gasped. when she
had finished her recital. *Then—then
Celia's brother may not be desperately
ill? She thinks the play has been post-
poned. 2 But—but she hasn't tele-

p !

Pat had to admit that. No call had
come from Celia.

“But don't forget that Julia dinﬂ)-
peared after a phone call came,” sl
said grimly. “I was waiting for that
call. too. But you called me away. It
came. And my idea is that Julia took
it. 8he knew that her game was up,
and she hadu't thé nerve to stay.”

It was a probable explanation, but the
agitated producer was now without a
lead. There was no one who could take
the part at a moment’s notice.

“It's madness to go on !” he protested.
“Madness "

Down the corridor came a call boy.

“Mr. Moriimer, wanted on the tele-
phone !" he said.

The producer rushed off, and Pat fol.
lowed h As he took the call he
beamed. and beckoned Pat, who
;lt_epped into the telephone-box with

i,

“Here's Pat!” he said. “Hold on,
Celia !” ; .

“Celia!” cried Pat into the phone.

“Pat! I've just seen the paper. I
got the wire, and now I've got the
paper. What ever has lug)enod?"
came Celia’s musical voice. “First a
wire, saying—""

“The play’s on! Come %uiekly!
Where are you?” interrupted Pat.

“On my way. Waiting for the con-
nection at the junction. Take me
another fifteen or twenty minutes,” said
Celia  breathlessly. “The train’s
coming in now. I must rush—"

She rang off, and Pat turned to the
producer, her eyes sparkling with ex-
citement. Celia was on the way. If
the show could be held up, all was well.
But the producer was already shaking
hiz head. B

“The house is filling up,” he said
anxiously. “We can't keep an audience
like this waiting. We daren’t prejudice
Graham Mauvier at the start, and I've
heard he has arrived.”

Pat clutched his arm.

“Wait! In the first scene, remem-
ber, the old lady says nothing. Just
sits there. My goodness, I've seen it
done often enough; let me go on! Let
me sit there | And somehow, before the
speaking part comes, I'll have to off
the stage and—if she's here—Celia will
come on. Can it be done!”

.

-

The producer hesitated, and ihen
md(‘i'cd. ? could be done. T

“Yes, if you tan carry it through.”
he said. “Tt ¢an be done. I can wanglo
it. We'll arrange to fuse the lights
as soon as she arrives. Such things can
happen to the best shows.”

A minute later Pat was being made
up as the old lady. Then, far sooner
than she wanied it to happen, she was
on the stage, sitting by the fireside.
knitting, waiting for the curtain to
go up.

she was glad she had nothing to
say. Somewhere in the stalls—at which
she dared not even look—sat famous
actor-manager, watching Pat.
nervy, anxious, remembered how Celia
zad played the

T.

part, and tried to mimic
By,
In front was a veritable sea of people
—a house—and Pat was suffer-
ing from stage fright. She felt that she
could riot have uttered one line. She
wondered how the others could mlmgu
&. Once one did blunder; but the
her quickly covered it. - o

Pat quaked. She heard the lines
drawing to a crisis. Now now—now the
:;oy ecrr-ad m her, an’dn:l’at, hands tt;n
ap, closed eves and very gently
eased her chin on to her chest. 4

“’Pon my word, she has been asleep
all the time !” he said.

Then he and the girl tiptoed to make
their exit.

Pat was left alone on the stage—io
wake up, to act, to speak before this
packed house! Or else—— 8he went
cold; she shivered. And at that
moment every light went out.

Pat found the use of her limbs and
scrambled up. A hand took her arm
and she was led from the stage, while
the producer apologised to the andience
and explained that the defect would

remedied in_a minute.

Meanwhile, Pat felt her wig taken
from her, her frock was slipped off, and
the maid’s given her. There was a rust-
Ian. and then Celia's voice:

Well done, Pat!”

When the lights flashed on again
there was Celia, as the old lady, in the
chair. And, in her accustomed manner,
she rose.

The play was saved.

- - . -

3 AGNIFICENT!” said Mr.
\ Graham Mauvier. He was in

Celia’s dressing-room, after the show,
congratulating her.

Pat Lovell was there, every bit as
hn}fy as Celia.

'm so glad!” whispered Celia.

“At first, I thought you had stage
fright. T could see ihe signs of it,”
said the famous actor-manager. “When
you sat by the fireside. And I half
expecied the fusing of the lights to un-
nerve you completely. But that—
my word! What an aciress ™

Then Pat laughed; Celia langhed,
Bl ey anh e
aug! n, and coi not
only Celia, but Pat, too, for her nerve
in saving the show. But of her other
eﬁol:gs to save the show she said
nothing; nor was anything
rest of the society. But Julia
resigned next day, and Celia left to
take a part in a new play, with
Graham Mauvier heading the cast.

Celia had won her rs, but she
never forgot the debt owed Pat
Lovell, uick-wittedness ensured
her the great chance that had pui her
feet on the ladder of success.

END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.
Don't miss the delightful Pat Lovell

“ﬂ that in next F 's issue
of al
Elizabeth

' CRYSTAL. W by

Chester, it is an exciting and
entertaining story that you wil! love.
GIRLS' CRYSTAL—29/4/39



THE DOG WHO RAN INTO TROUBLE

“ OW be a good dog!” said
Kaye Chalmers in her most
soothing tone, as she tried to

; grip a black,
retriever by the collar.

smooth-coated

The retriever did not belong to
Kaye; in fact she had never seen it
before this afternoon, but as it was
aimlessly wandering about the High
Street, in danger of being run over,
someone had to take charge of it. And
Kaye, who always felt a load of re-
:Jponsibility on her shoulders where
ogs were concerned, had caught up
with it, heping to find out where it
lived.

Kaye urged him back to the safety
of the pavement, and looked right and
left for someone who had the appear-
ance of- looking for a dog. No one
seemed to be calling or searching for
one, however.

Brutus, Kaye's big St. Bernard, ex-
changed sniffs with the retriever, and
Kaye bent to examine the -brass plate
on the stray’s collar. But before she
could even iry to decipher the name
and address engraved on it, there came
the urgent clang of a fire-bell, and
down the street came speeding the local
fire-engine.

Kaye looked up with interest, so did
Brutus, but the retriever was most in-
terested of all, As the bell clanged
again, he jumped forward, paused in
the road, and barked.

“Here !” cried Kaye sharply.

“Hold that dog back!” snapped the
policeman.

Kaye ran forward, but the retriever
eluded her and raced on. Kaye's heart
stood still, for the dog ran diagonally
across the path of the engine. It
scemed that only a miracle could save
its life. With such a heavy load, and
in a crowded sireet, the driver of the
engine would hardly dare to swerve.
And if he did not—

The bell clanged; somecone shouted:

a woman gave a sharp scream; and
then the retriever swung sideways,
barked, darted to get behind the

engine, and was struck by some part
of it,

With a squeal, he swung round, and
rolled over and over,

Galvanised into fresh life, Kaye
darted forward, and she was the first to
reach him. Dropping to her knees, she
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examined him anxiously, for he did not
stir at all.

‘“He asked for it, and got it,”
s0omeone,

“Why didn’t you keep him out of the
way §*

“Is he badly hurt?”

Kaye paid no heed to anvone; she
was thinking only of the luckless dog.
Some people were deeply sympathetic,
others were blaming Kaye and the dog.
And in the mijdst of it all a policeman
arrived on the scene.

Making a careful examination, Kaye
decided that no bones were broken, and
no serious damage had been done. He
lived. But he was suffering from con-
cussion—knocked out by a bang on the
head.

“He'll be all right,” she murmured
to a sympathetic woman. *“Just
stunned.”

But Kaye could not lift the heavy re-
triever alone, and lying in the road-
way, he was blocking the trafic. The
policeman, strong and competent, gave
her a hand, and the motionless dog was
stretched out on the pavement.

“A pity yon didn’t keep him back,”
said the policeman. “If that engine
had swerved someone might have been
killed. Dogs wandering at large on
the highway are a menace. You ought
to know better than to allow it.”

Kaye reddened at the undeserved
rebuke,

“I did my best,” she said, “but he's
not my dog. I saw him wandering
about, and tried to hold him.”

The policeman’s manner changed.
He became more amiable.

“I see. That alters it,” he said.

At that moment a schoolgir]l pushed
her way through the crowd. She was
white and trembling, and she gave a
gasp of horror as she saw the retriever.

“Oh, it's Rory !” she cried, “It’s—"

Her voice choked, and the tears
welled into her eyes.

Kaye, realising that this was the in-
jured dog’s owner, put a comforting
arm_around her.

“ Bteady,” she whispered.
seriously hurt.”

A little colour returnéd to ihe girl's
white cheeks. :

“Thank — thank  goodness,”  she
gulped, and held up the broken lead
she was carrying. “He—he gave me
the slip. Oh, or Rory! He's such
a lovable rascal. I—I suppose it was
the fire-engine again”

said

“He's not

A delightful, complete story featuring
Kaye Chalmers and a dog who proved
himself to be a hero indeed!

By IDA MELBOURNE

“Again?” exclaimed Kaye.

“Again!” said the policeman, more
severely, “You'd better keep him in
order. A dog that runs in front of fire-
engines is dangerous. 1'd better bave
vour name and address.”

Kaye saw the girl bite her lip; a
deep anxiety showed itself on her face.
She was clearly afraid of the policeman
and his official-looking notebook.

“Don’t worry,” Kaye murmured.
“It won’t mean a fine.”

“Not 1if it doesn’t happen again,”
said the policeman.

And then he turned to move away
the crowd that was gathering in size.
Kaye, anxious to get the dog some-
where quiet, asked the girl to run
down to the next side-street, and look
for a small blue saloon car. She gave
her the number to make certain that
she found the right one. It was Kaye's
grandfather’s car, and in all proba-
bility, having by this time changed his
library book, he would be waiting in
it for her,

“Will you explain what has hap-
pened, and ask my grandfather (0o come
here?” said Kaye.

The girl took the message, found the
car, and returned with 1t in a few
minutes’ time. Meanwhile, the police-
man took a few notes, and finally, when
the car arrived, helped to lift the un-
conscious dog into it,

Kaye and the girl, whose name was
Vivian Farnes, sat in the back holding
him, while Kaye's grandfather drove
slowly back to the kennels. He wa: a
retired veterinary surgeon, knew
exactly what to do.

At the kennels, Rory was put into a
comfortable, darkened kennel, while
Kaye and her grandfather gave him a
more careful examination. At the end
of it they were able to assure the gir!
that he was not badly hurt, and would
be restored to full health in a few days’
time.

“Oh dear, I'm = glad!” sighed
Vivian. “I've only had him a month,
but he’s a darling 1

“Only a month?” exclaimed Kaye,
surprised,

“That’s all, He was a stray, and we
took him in,” the  girl explained.
“ Aunty told the police, and they said
that if he wasn't claimed, we could
keep him, No one did claim him, so
now he’s ours. When I found him he
scemed to take to me, and aunt was
awfully decent about him, although
she s
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. 8he Lroke off, looking worried.

“Although what?"” asked Kaye with
interest, realising that something was
wrong.

“0Oh, only—well—"" said Vivian ina
hesitant way, frowning, and looking
down at the ground as she kicked a
small stone. *You see—aunty has a
little dog of her own now, and—-"
She did not finish, leaving Kaye to
guess the rest. :

“And she doesn't like
much ?” asked Kaye.

The girl hesitated for a moment.

“In a way, yes,” admitted Vivian.
“Rory’s big, and aunty’s little terrier
worries him. Rory doesn’t bite him, but
he growls sometimes. I don’t think he'd
ever bite him, you know. But aunty's
rather afraid he will. She thinks Rory's
a little wild in his ways, too.”

“1 see,” said Kaye slowly, then she
smiled. * Perhaps we can get your aunt
to like him better when he is well,” she

Rory so

suggested.
Vivian, however, sighed sadly.
“I—=I don’t know,” she faltered.

“When aunty hears about his goinﬁ
after the fire-engine, I'm afraid she wil
say we had better get rid of him. He
bit the gardener when he was lighting a
nfire, you see. And he's awfully rest-
less at night, too. keep saying he
will settle down with us soon, but—"

She broke off and Kaye slipped a con-
soling arm about her shoulders,

“He'll win your aunt round,” she
said. “Don’t worry.”

But when Vivian had
looked sad and thoughtful herself. She
did not like to think of Rory being un-
happy in his new home, and wondered
where he had been before, and how he
had strayed. '

An hour later Rory came round
enough to take an interest in things,
and he seemed to understand that Kaye
;\'u a kind friend doing her best for
him,

“You keep quiet, chappie,” she
urged him. *And when you are feel-
ing really better, we'll have a nice
chat.” .

Rory thumped his tail, and then, still
exhausted and weak, lay flat again in
the darkened kennel. He was so well-
groomed and well-fed, that Kaye knew
that materially, at any rate, he had had
a good home; and Vivian certainly
loved him. .

Rory was a strong dog, and his
recovery was rapid. The next day he
was quite lively, although Kaye kept
him quiet; and on the third day he was
well enough to go for walks and to eat
heartily.

“Nice dog, that,” commented Kaye's
grandfather, “I can't imagine anyone
turning him adrift, and you'd think
he'd be too intelligent to stray without
finding his way back.”

That was Kaye's opinion, and she
wondered how he had managed to get
himself lost. But he showed no sign at
all of wanting to get out of the kennels,
and was, in fact perfectly happy there.

There could not have been a quieter
dog, and Kaye saw no tendency in him
to bite or snap—not even at a tramp
they met in the lane.

“Must have been the gardener's
fault,” she told herself:; and determined
to put that view to Vivian's aunt.

As Rory was better, the next day
Kaye decided to give Vivian a surprise
by taking her pet home.

Vivian’s home was a mile and a half

away from the kennels, just a pleasant

\\':gf.: so Kaye took Rory there on the

lead.

When a short distance from his tem-
porary home he seemed to realise what
was happening, and Kaye watched him

“to see how he took it. With reliéf, she
noticed that he was pleased. He started

« 'R

gone, Kave

. Rory.

to pull on the lead; he panted, and he _

swung his tail to and fro with eagerness,

There was no need for Kaye to look
at the numbers of the houses in the road
where Vivian lived; Rory took her to
the gate without hesitation, and barked.

Kaye knocked at the door, and a
moment later it was opened by a
middle-aged, grey-haired woman. She
had a pleasant, kindly face, but as she
saw Rory, she frowned and bit her lip.
She was as startled as though she had
seen a ghost, :

“Oh, Rory!” she murmured, dis-
mayed.

Kaye was speechless; there was no
mistaking the woman’s dismay—and
what it meant.

* He—he’s quite recovered now,"” she
murmured. “ And he'll be no trouble.”

But Vivian's aunt, as Kaye rightly
guessed her to be, shook her head.

“I don’t want him back,” she said
firmly. “Please take him away !”

NOT WANTED!

AYE CHALMERS felt a stab at
her heart, for she looked iu-
stantly at Rory. As though he
understood the words, his tail

drop%ed, and his ears went back; while
into his gentle eyes there came a sad,
worried look.

He was not wanted, and he knew it.

“Oh, you don’t mean that !"81.'0{05!0(]
Kaye, deeply dismayed. “Oh, poor
Rory! And Vivian is devoted to him."”

Vivian's aunt drew up, as though she
intended to be firm with Lerself, and to
keep to her decision.

“Yes, yes; I know,” she murmured.
“And I wish we had never taken him
in, in the first place. T did it out of
kindness, but I was silly. He is too
old a dog to find a new home—at least,
with us,” she added. “Didn’t Vivian
give you my message "

“What message?” Kaye frowned.

“To say what I wanted you to find
him a new home.”

“I'm afraid she didn't,” confessed
Kaye. :

“Then it was very naughty of her,”
said the aunt. *Very naughty indeed,
and I shall be cross with her. - The
house is much more peaceful without
v. And that he should come back
to-day, of all days, is most unfortunate,
for the gardener. is here.  He is a good
man at his work, and I had quite a
job persnading him to stay after Rory
bit him.” e

She made to- close the. door, and
{{s(_;'e tightened her grip on Rory's
ead, f

“VYery well,” she said quietly. “I'll
ﬂp my best to find another home for

T G p

She turned away, then, hearing the
whir of a lawn-mower at the back of
the house, she suddenly determined to
interview the gardener. .

Rory went willingly enough down the
path that led to the back garden of the
sinall house.” Nor did he give any sign
of disapproval when he =aw the jobbing
gardener, whose tweekly half-day this
was.  But the man, an clder{v but
genial countryman, frowned at him. -

“None of your nonsense, now,” he
reproved.

ut Rory gave no sunarl, nor other
sign_that he disliked the man, as Kaye
took care to.notice. - And she could
usunlly tell, long before other people
could, when an animal was confronting
someone of whom it did not approve.

“Iheard he once bit.you,” said Kaye,

coming straight to the point.
» “He did. Only once, to be fair.,” the
man said ~ “But once -is enough. I
don’t suppose he meant any harm, but
he tote my trousers.”

“Um! Perhaps you were doin
nKomethmg he didu't like,” hazard

aye. e

“Mebbe,” agreed the gardener dryly.
“But I'm here to do what the mistres4
tells Jme, not to take orders from the

do&t 3
aye smiled faintly at that, and she
rather liked the man. He did not seem
the kind to tease or hit out or kick out
at a dog, which she had guessed when
she had heard that a tame dog such as
Rory had bitten the man. "
““ " ut

‘es, that’s so,” she agreed.
what made him go for you?”

. “Goodness knows. I was only light-
ing o bonfire,” the man replied. * Per-
hnﬁs he's frightened of fire.”

. Kaye gave a start, and an idea
jum into her mind.

“I'rightened of fire. My word! I
wonder 1 she exclaimed.

And bidding the gardener good-after-
noon, she led Rory-along.

“Rory, I'm just guessing.” she said,
as they walked back to the kennels,
“but were you in a fire? Did your old
home cateh fire, and did you run from
it in panic?”

Rory looked up at her, a sudden
glint in his eyes.

“Fire!” said Kaye sharply.

Rory’s eyes brightened. . There came
a look of keenness to his face that she
had not seen there before. He was
suddenly alert, like a gun dog in action.

“Why, you queer thing{!” murmured
Kaye, puzzled. “You know the word,
opn i .

She got no farther, for at that
moment she saw a policeman ing
towards her along the road. Reaching
her, he dismounted and saluted, for he
was_the one who had taken notes of
Rory’s accident.

“Good-afternoon, miss,” he said. “I
was just calling on this dog's owner.”

Kaye smiled wryly.

“He hasn’t an owner. He has been
disowned,” she said. :
“Disowned !” the policeman ex-

claimed sharply.  “That's awkward—
very awkward, becanse—well,” e
added, with a slight grimace. “T1 was
coming to tell the owner that unless the
dog is kept under proper control we
shall have to take action.. The fire
captain has lodged a complaint. On
two occasions the dog has chased the
engine, and once he was lurking round
the station.’

“Oh!” murmured Kaye. “Then—"

“He'll have to be kept under control.
If the owner disowns him, there’s only
one thing to do,” added the policeman.

Kaye knew what that was. Rory's
days were numbered, unless—

“Oh, no! We can’t let that hap-
{nen,” she exclaimed.  “Poor Rory!

'm sure somewhere he has a home,
that—"

From the distance came the clang of
a fire-engine bell. and Rory stiffened.
He barked. His cars went up, and his
eyes became bright with eagerness, just
as they had done at the mention of the
word ** fire.”

“There! His old enemy, eh? 1I the
engine were near, he'd chase it!” ex-
claimed the policeman sharply.

And Rory was certainly straining at
the lead. 1t took all Kaye's strength to
Liold him.

“Must be a kink he's got,” frowned
the policeman. “Keep him back

But Kaye suddenly gave the dog his
head. Instead of trying to hold him
back, she moved forward with him.

“Where are you going?” the police-
man asked.

“To the fire,” Kaye retorted. “That’s
where he wants to go, and that's where
we're going !

For Kaye. realising that fires and fire-
éngines really mattered to Rory. made
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- up her mind to solve the mystery, to find
out why. y
———

RORY SURPRISES THE FIREMEN

ITH Rory pulling hard, Kaye

had io keep going at a trot

the way to the , half a

mile away, where fire had

broken out. The engine was in the

way, and a small crowd had

gathered. But Rory pushed his way

determinedly through, tugging Kaye
with him.

He looked—he smelt the smoke and
looked again as he saw the escape run
up the front of the house.

A fireman saw him, and turned
angrily upon Kaye.

“Keep him back I’ he shouted. “Do
vou think we haven’t enough to do
WI!},\‘O“t keeping a dog from biting
us -

But Kaye knew that Rory did not
mean to bite; for an idea had come

“into her mind, a solution of this riddle.

“He wants to help!” she protested.

The fireman did not heed, for the
man at the top of the ladder had been
beaten back by smoke and flames. The
fire was intense, and already a woman,
overcome by fumes had been brought
ount, followed by~ a half-hysterical

servant-girl.
there I called the

“Anyone elze
brigade captain.

“No one—all out!” gasped the girl.

Rory barked, looked up at Kaye
cagerly, and strained at the lead,
making it quite clear that he wanted to
be “allowed his liberty—wanted to be
allowed to go into the blazing house.

“You queer fellow!” murmured
Kaye. “What is it? Are you a fire-
man's dog—is that it?”

That was the solution that Kaye had
guessed, the explanation of Rory's
chasing the engine, and his excitement
when the gardener had lit a bonfire.
Rory had not bitten the man in anger,

.but had tried to save him. He had
torn the man's trousers in trying to
pull lim from the blaze. And now he
wanted to go into the blazing house.

Kaye put her hand to the swivel of
the lead, tempted to set him free; but
she looked up as there came a startled
cry from a woman neighbour.

“Sonnie—Sonnie! My boy—he was
in the house! Is he out?” she cried,
in bysterical panic.  “Where is Mrs.
Jordan "

But the woman who lived in the house
was unconscious, and she and the maid
in the ambulance were being bhurried
away. The woman neighbour, frantie,
was sure that her small boy, whom she
had sent to the house with a message,
was still in there. He had not returned,
and he was not anywhere to be seen
now.

Roaring flames licked up the side of
the house and erackled through the
roof. Smoke belched out in black
clouds. ' Nevertheless, despite the
obvious danger, a fireman, wearing a
mask, entered the building. He re-
turned a few minutes later, shaking his
head. It seemed that, after all, the
missing boy was not there. .

Impulsively Kaye released Rory, and
like a shot from a gun le charged
forward and plunged through the back
door. J

Kaye made to follow, but a fireman
caught her by the arm.

“No, you don’t! If you go in there
someone else will have to risk his life
savini‘you! There’s nothing to go in
for. Everyone is out.”

“ Except the dog,” said Kaye.

“He took the risk. If he has any

sense he will come out. He can’t get
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beyond the kitchen. The door leading
to the rest of the house is closed.”
Kaye tore her arm free, and, dodging
him, rushéd through the smoke.
“Rory !” she cafled. *
Rory was pawing at a door-in the

all kitchen, and whining. But before Kaye

could reach him, the fireman had hold
of her again.

“That’'s the larder!” he shouted.
“The dog's after food!” :

He pulled Kave out through the
doorway, and anothes fireman, stepping
forward, dragged her by the arms.

“Don’t let her go! She's as crazy as
the dog !” said the first man.

He rushed back into the house and
caught at Rory’s collar. ;

Snarling, Rory tufgcd himself free
and snapped. But the fireman did not
intend to leave him there, and made
another attempt to drag him out.

Once again Rory snapped. So the
fireman, thinking that he was after
meat in the larder, seized the knob of
the door and pulled it. But the door
was locked. ;

“Hey, Bill'?" he yelled.
hand !”

“Club him if he won't come,” retorted
the other man, pushing ‘Kaye away,
“or ‘that dog will be the death of
someone !

Kaye ran with him to Rory, taking
the dog by the collar.

“Drag him out! Ii's-only the larder,
and the door’s locked !” said the firsi
fireman.

Kaye looked at the door, and saw
that the key was not there. She peeped
at the keyhole, and then pressed her
face against the panels, listening.

Next moment she wheeled agitatedly
upon the fireman. ' -

“An axe—quick !
there !

“Give me a

There’s someone in
Quick ! she cried urgently.
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The “fireman -hesitated for a moment,
and Kaye, impatient, snatched at the
axe which the nearer one held and
drove it at the door panel.” Three
mighty blows split the wood, and then,
levering ‘the axe, she tore a piece out.

Kaye stared through into the larder,
and gasped aloud.

Crouched on the floor beside an over-

turned chair and a smashed jam-jar
was a small boy, motionless, but
moaning.

“Look !” she gasped, coughing in the
thickening pall of smoke.

The firemen looked, and then burst
the panels enough to enable them to

" turn the key, which was on the inside

of the lock.

Kaye, half-suffocated, staggered out,
following Rory, who tugged the hem ol
her frock’to guide her, for her smoke-
filled eyes were blinded. ;

_ The fire captain was outside, and he
took her arm.

“You crazy girl—" he began, only
to break off as he saw one of the fire-
men carrying the unconscious bay.

" Sonnie !” ¢ried the distracted neigh-

ur.

But Kaye did not witness the final
scene ; for five minutes everything was
a blank to her. When she recovered
she was in an ambulance with Rory,
the boy, and the mother.

ORY'S photograph was in every
paper the next morning, and the
full story of the small boy who had
locked limself in the larder to taste
jam was told. He had fallen, bumped
his head, and so had known nothing of
the fire. It was only a minor form
of concussion he suffered from, so his
recovery was assured. Kaye, of course,
recovered very quickly, and Rory was
none the worse for his brave rescue of
the boy.

No one denied that but for Rory the
boy would have died in the fire, Rory
was a hero, and at the kennels he held
a reception of reporters and Press
{J‘homgrnphm'n who went there to get
hig story. '

But there was somecone else who
arrived there also—someone who had
seen his photograph in the paper and
had recognised him—a man who usually
wore a fireman's uniform.

“Pal!1” he shouted. “Afier all these
months .

Rory rushed at him in frenzied
delight, barking and whining.

Kaye was the first to hear the story,
which duly appeared in all the papers.
Brave Pal, the fireman's dog, went
with his master whenever there was a
fire, and his sagacity and scent already
had saved a dozen lives. Then had
come a fire in which he had fallen
through a blazing staircase. Dazed, he
had roamed away. His scent and
memory momentarily gone, he had
wandered during the weeks' that fol-
lowed some seventy miles from home.
What had happened between then and
Vivian finding him could only be sur-
mised. But now there was no need to
worry. Rory—otherwise Pal—had found
his heloved master again!

Vivian camé round to see Kaye, and
heard the full story.  Naturally she was
disappeinted to hear that she had
indeed lost Rory—but glad he'had been
<o happy to find his own master again.

And as she said, she was alrigtta.;ily
ittle

growing fend of her aunt’s

terrier, : =
S0 Kave realised-that now two dogs
were completely happy. :
END OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

Another enthralling story of Kaye of
the Kennels next Friday. Order vour
GIALS' CRYSTAL now.
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THE GIRL IN THE TOWER

LIVE FRENCH, Fourth Form

captain of St. Kit'’s School, and

Letty Johnson, her chum, had

been helping Jess Grant, a new-

comer to the Fourth, to unmask a mys-

terious enemy at the school who was
trying to get Jess expelled,

They knew that in the village lived
a girl who was Jess' very double, and
who was helping the unknown enemy.

Thanks to Jess' enemy, Jess and
Olive fell into disfavour, and, to save
Olive from losing her captaincy, Jess
ran away from school. -

Following up a clue they had found,
Olive and Letty went to a large house
called Twin Towers. But when they
reached it they stopped in amazement.

For on the doorstep stood one of the
Sixth Formers, Billie Carlton. ~ And
Billie Carlton was one of the girls they
half-suspected of being Jess’ enemy.

LIVE and Letty exchanged startled

glances, The same thought was in

both their minds. Was Billie Carlton
Jess' unknown enemy ?

Her behaviour had certainly been
suspicious. - The persistent way she had
clung: to them during the walk from
St. g(it‘s, and: her eagerness to know
where they were going, was surpris-
ing, ‘to say the least.

And now the prefect was actnally
calling at Twin Towers—the house their
missing - chum had so frantically urged
them to visit! .

Streened - by the bushes, the two
Fourth Formers peéred up the drive.
They saw the- door open and a grey-
haired, = dour-looking  butler . appear.
Billie Carlton had a few words with
him, then she handed him a letter,
and with a nod, turned away.

What did that letter contain? Was
it just an innocent missive addressed
to Mrs. Malvering—eor could it be con-
nected with Jess Grant’s alarming dis-
appearance ? .

' Olive and Letty got no time to specu-
late, for already the prefect was walk-
ing back down the drive towards them.

Olive plucked at her fat chum’s
sleeve. ; ;

“8he mustn’t see us,” she whispered.
“ Quick—out’ of sight!”

And she pulled her among the bushes.
There they. both crouched down. Un-
suipc{-tingf(y Billie Carlton strode by,
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and a moment later they heard "the
gate close behind her.

Letty rubbed a plump cheek with a
perplexed hand.

“What's it mean, old scout?” she
asked. “Is Billie the innocent she's
always made herself out to be, or is she
the wretch we're looking for? Is she

Jess’ giddy enemy ?”

Olive shook her head. She did not
know what to say, what to think.
Although the prefect had been on their
list of suspects, until now both she and
her chum had been certain that their
quarry was Winifred Butler, the surly
Fifth Former. .

But could it be that they had been
mistaken ?

Olive shook her head in baflement,
and a weary sigh escaped her lips.
Oh, if only they could discover the
truth! If only they could clear up
all this strange mystery ! Then abruptly
her lips grew resolute.

“Billie Carlton can wait,” she said.
“Qur first job is to discover what that
message Jess scratched on the wall
meant.”

Letty nodded eagerly. She was as
impatient as the Form captain to follow
up that clue. The message had been
incomplete; only too obviously, Jess
had had no time to finish it. It had
simply stated: “Twin Towers—go—"
Aléié there it had come to an abrupt
end.

“ But surely Mrs. Malvering can't be
in the plot!” the fat girl murmured.
“T've never met her, but by all accounts
she’s an aristocratic old  dame—simply
rolling in cash. How could she be
linked with Jess?” ; ]

“It seems to me,” Olive said slowly,
“that the only thing we can do is to
sneak around and keep our eyes open.
I.don’t know what to-look for, but——"

Olive and Letty were certain they
had seen Jess Grant waving from
the barred room of the West
Tower. Yet when they went to
investigate, they found the room
deserted—and no trace of their
missing chum!

.

By GAIL WESTERN

She broke off, for suddenly Letty had
grabbed her excitedly by the arm.

“Look! Oh, my hat!” gasped the fat
girl, pointing with an agitated finger.
“ Look up there—at the west tower |”

Startled, Olive did so, and abruptly
she caught in her breath. For at the
barred window in the tower had
appeared a girlish figure. The distance
was too great for the Fourth Iormers
to identify the girl, but they could see
that she was dressed in school clothes.
to be shouting and

waving |

“Great Scott !” exclaimed Olive.
“ Suppose it's Jess! Suppose she has
been taken a prisoner !”

Instantly the rcason for that frantic
appeal they had seen scratched on the
wall of the secret tunnel would be
explained. Explained, also, would be
the reason why their missing chum
had vanished so completely, without the
slightest trace.

fmﬁulsively Olive waved back, then
together she and Letty went running
up the drive. Beside the grey-stoned
house they pulled up, staring ecagerly
at the nearest tower that rose, like
some huge chimney, above the roof-
tops. But the window was empty now.
There was no sign of that dim-seen
figure

Then suddenly Lettﬂ gave a startled
gasp as she saw her chum march
boldly up to the front porch.

“You've—you're never going
knock 1” she exclaimed.

“I certainly am!” was the grim
reply, “It can’t do any harm to make
inguiries.”

Seizing the massive knocker, Olive
beat a tattoo on the door, then, as she
waited for her summons to be answered,
she glanced through the window beside
the porch.

She found herself staring into a
pleasantly  furnished sitting-room.
There was nothing particularly striking
about it, and Olive was about to turn
away, when suddenly a framed cabinet
photograph, standing on a bureau by
the door, caught her attention. An
amazed cry escaped her lips, = and
excitedly she beckoned.

“ Letty, come here!” she urged.

The fat girl crossed to the window,
then her own jaw dropped as she saw
what it was that the Form eaptain was
pointing at.

“Why, .it's a photo of Jess!” she
cried. “ But—but what can Jess' picture

And she seemed

to
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be doing here, at Twin Towers? I'm
certain Jess has never heard of Mrs.
Malvering, sa why-—-—

She broke off, and they both turned
hurriedly, for the door had opened,
and standing there was the grey-haived,
dour-locking butler, to whom, a few
minutes previously, Billie Carlton had
handed her note. S ;

The butler’s eyes were narrowed in
a frown, and it was almost suspiciously
that he surveyed the two schoolgirls.

“Well ¥ he asked brusquely. 5

Olive hardly knew what to say, but
the hid her embarrassment and tried to
appear casual.

“We have called to see Jess Grant,”
she announced.

“Jeoss Grant 1" i

The man gave a start, and for a
moment a look of fear scemed to creep
into his eyes, but he quickly recovered
from his surprise and shook his head.

“T think there must be some mistake,
miss,” he said. “No one of that name
lives here. Jess Grant?” he repeated
the name reflectively. “No, = miss,
she’s pever been in this house.” *

Olive bit her lip, but Letty, ever
impulsive, gave an irate snort.

“Rats!” she cried. " “ You're telling
fibs. She's here now. Why, we saw
her ourselves—up at that window 1”

And she pointed up to the west toywer,
The butler frowned. d

“1 am gfraid there's some mistake,”
ké repeated again. “The young lady
you saw must_have been Mrys. Malver-
mg's niece. Her private sitting-room
is difuated in the tower.” i .

“But——" began Letty; then broke
off, nonplussed. en, remembeting the
phdtdzraph she and Olive had seen, she
gave a triumphant’ ery.  “Tf ‘you'vé
never heard of Jess Grant,™ 'she
ghouted, “then what’s her picture doing
in the sitting-room 7" it

“P-p-picture " g

There could be no 'mistaking  the
man’s agitation now. Letty gave an
excited nod. | “

% Yes, her picture,” she said again;
and before he could stop her she had
darted past him and thrown open the
daor on the right. Olive quickly joined
her, and accusingly they ~pointed
towards the bureau. e .

“That one over there we mean,” said
the Form captain. =

“That, nuss? DBut that’s a photo-
grath of Mrs. Malvering’s niece,”
declared  the butler, apparenily be-
wildered, As he spoke he walked for-
ward, picked up the frame, and turned
it round. .

The Fourth Formers took one look at
it, then they gasped, For although the
photograph was’ that of a young girl
it_bore no resemblance at all to their
missing chum ! ‘

STILL MORE BAFFLING
ETTY stared in blank amazement,
but Olive, quicker-witted than
her ‘chum; instantly

what had happened.
“That’s not the pf]oto that was stand-
ing on the burean & moment or two
ago!” she snapped. “Bomeone’s sub-
stituted another. The one we saw was
of Jess Grant, T tell you.” S

“Thé butler seemed to lose patience.

realised

“TI tell you I have never heard of
he declared.'

anyone of that name,”™
“The only girl who lives here iy Mrs.
Malvering’s niece. And'I have some-
thing hetter to do than to stay here
arguing with you. Please get about
your business. If you don’t I shall bhe
obliged to telephone for the police.”

A little frightened by his manner,
Letty backed uneasily; but Olive still
stood her ground.
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"1 think we had better have a werd

with Mrs. Malvering herself,” she said.
In fact, you can't.

“That you won’t.
Mrs: Malvering has beenr away and she
isn’t expected home until this evening.”

There was a suggestion of trinmPh in
the_butler's voice, and the chums’ sus-
picions deepened.  They were certain
that he had something to hide. "But, in
face of his denials, what could they do?

It was Olive who brought the angry
scene to an end by plucking at Letty's
sleeve.

“Come on, Letty!” she said. = “Il’s
ne good staying here, arguing. But ’—
in grim warning her gaze went to the
scowling butler—“don’t think you’re
going to get away with this, ‘We're
far from satisfied, and when Mrs.
Malvering's back we'll call again.”

“You bet we will,” said the fat girl.

The butler glared, but he made no
comment, and as' they regained the
porch steps he slammed the door on
them. Bilently they made their way
back down the drive. It was not until
they had reached the road that Leity
clutched at her chum’s arm and spoke.

“What dre we ing to do, old
seout 1 she asked., *“I don’t believe a
word that johnny told us. I'm positive
Jess ig somewhere in that house 1”

Olive gave a heavy sigh.

“1 feel the same,” she admiitted, * but
we can hardly bhreak in and search, can
we #7? =

“Perhaps not, but we can inform the
police ! snapped Letty. 5

“The police?” Olive lookéd horrified.
“Great Scott, no! That's the last thing
we can do, Letty. For one thing,: don’t
forget everyone thinks' Jess stole the
sportg club funds! Why, if the police
found her they’d arrest her! Besides,
they’d never believe anyone was locked
up in Mrs. Malvering’s house.  She’s a
J.P. and no end of a celebrity I”

The fat girl threw out hér arms in an
exasperated gesture. p :

“But something must be done!™ she
gasped., “If we're right—if Jess really
18 %Pl‘ieoner-we can’t leave her locked
up ! o

Comiortingly Olive put her arm
aronnd her ehum’s shoulders and she
smiled, though there was a fierce glint
in her eyes.

“We certainly tan't,” she agreed.
“What's more, we're not going to. But

cr |

-,

Twin Towers spoke.

hll

il

Olive and Letty stood still, filled with orror.
‘“ Who are you ?
did you find your way

we've both got to be patient. It would
be disastrous to iry to raise the alarm.
No, we've got to tackle this business
ourselves—to-night 12 \

"“To-night 1 Letly echoed in surprise.

“Yes.  You remember that chart we
found 7 It showed that one of the secret
passages under Peewit Isle contiected up
with a house in the. district. Wcl’,
that house is Twin Towers !*

“Twin Towers? But—but how do
you know{"

“Because the house on the chart had
two towers, that’s why. ~ Anyway, I
niean: ta put my theory to the test.
After lights-ont te-night we've got to
steal ont and do u bit of exploring, and
if we do manage to get into Twin
Towers—"

Olive paused, and Leity's worried
look vanished. She gave an excited
whoop.

“Qh, good egg!™ she cried, “You
certainly are full of brain-waves, old
scout | I see what you mean. Once we
get into Twin Towers we ean make our
way up into the turret and yelease
Jess |?

“That's it,” agreed Olive.

Excitedly discussing their plan, they
made their way back to St. Kit's. The
first person they saw as they turned
through the imposing school gateway
was Billie Carlton, the prefeet they had
seen calling at Mrs. Malvering’s
residence.

Apparently ignorant of their sus-
picions against her, the Sixth Former
grqa]}ted them with her usual pleasant
smile,

“Hallo, so you're back!” she said.
“ Hope you caught the post.” .

“Post i” said Olive; and tlien, as she
remembered the excuse they had given
in order to get rid of the persistent
prefect, she nodded. “Oh,.rather | Bus
where did you disappear to!” she
asked. “ We guite expected to run into
you again.”

Billie Carlton laughed, e

“Oh, I didn’t stay out long! I only
went to deliver a meszage for soneone.”

* A—a message 7 ;

In astonishment, Olive and Leity
stared.  Was the prefect’s intocence
assumed, or was she trying to deceive
them ¥

“Yes, Lorna, Meredith had a note she
wanted delivered; and, as she couldn't

** she de‘;l}}nded. " ¢“ And how
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get to Twin Towers herselfi—" Billie
broke off, and surveyed them in
bewilderment. “Why, what ever’s the
matter ¥ she demanded.

* Nun-nun-nothing !” stultered Letty.

“It's—it’s only that we didn't think
Lorna knew Mrs. Malvering,” put in
Olive hastily. “You see—"

*  Fortunately, there was no need to say
more, for at that moment Miss
Charters, the Fourth Form mistress,
appeared on the entrance steps:and she
beckoned as she caught sight of the
prefect. :

“Billie,” she called, “can you spare
a minute or two, please?”

The Sixth Former hurried across the
ruad, and, left alone, Olive and Letty
cxchanged startled, wondering glances.

Had they, after all, misjudged Billie
Carlton? Had her call at Twin Towers
really been of an innocent nature?

“But if she was taking a note for
Lorna,” Letty gasped, horror-stricken,
“then that suggests—* She shook her
head wildly. “No, I can’t believe that,
old scout! I can’t believe anything
mean about Lorna !”

Olive sighed. She did not know what
to think. No sooner did they +hink
they were on the point of nnmasking
Jess’ unknown enemy than the mystery
took another baffling, unexpectad twist.
Virst of all, they had suspected Step-
hanie Warner, then Winifred Butler,
then Billie Carlton, and now—

“Oh, it's worse than a Chinese

puzele !” declared the Form' captain.

“But we'll solve it yet, Letty! s-for

Jess—well, we'll discover the truth

about her this very night!”

flaving once made up their minds
what to do, they were impatient to
carry out their plan. Usually half-
holidays seemed to fly by on golden
wings, but to-day time appeared to
stand still. An eternity passed before
rall-call, but at long last the Fourth
 Formers’ bed-time arrived.

Thanks to ‘Miss Bramleigh having
relaxed her recently imposed restric-
tion, the girls retired without super-
vision. The result was, it would be
ensy for Olive and Letty to steal down-
stairs without anyone being the wiser.

Ornce the rest of the Form had fallen
asleep, they threw back the blankets,
dressed, then on tiptoe made their way
gown to the store-room on the ground

oor.

Here they had discovered a secret
door in the old panelling. Their hearts
thumping, they opened it and passed
threugh into the tunnel beyond. With
Olive, an electric torch in her hand,
leading the way, they hurried on until
they reached the ‘spot where side
passages radiated in everv direction.

Aunxiously they peered about them.
Did one of those underground passages
lead to Twin Towers?

On a previous occasion they had
cxplored several of them, so they tried
ong of the others at random. It proved
a cul-de-sac. Disappointed, they groped
their way along another. Again only
a blank, moss-covered wall rewarded
them at the end.

“There’s only one more,” Letly mut-
tered. “If that also proves a flop—"

“But it won’t!” cut in Olive. “It
can’t! I'm positive that house marked
on the chart was Twin Towers!”

Again they set off, their footsteps
echoing eerily, icy drops of water from
the roof patlering down on their heads.
.On and on, and then the fat girl gave
a rueful ery.

“Another dud!” she announced. It
comes to an end a few yards farther
on—— No, by golly!” Her eyes lit
up and, in wild excitement, she plunged
forward. “There’s a door here!” she
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cried. “Oh, my pgiddy aunt, we've
struck lucky at last, old scout!”

Olive was nearly as excited as Lelty,
and her fingers trembled as she seized
the ancient iron lateh, lifted it, -and
pressed. Creaking slightly, the door
swung open, and the chums hardly
dared breathe as they looked about
them in the torchlight. It was to find
themselves standing on the threshold of
what appeared to be a library. In
triumph, they stared at each other.

“Hurrah I” exclaimed Letty.

“I knew it!” added Olive in a
thrilled whisper. “This must be Twin
Towers. But watch your etep, Letty!
No.one must guess we're here.
anyone found us——"

She broke off as the fat girl, who had
been examining the door, plucked at
her sleeve,

“Golly, %}ust look at. this!” Letty
urged. “This door’s really a picture.
When it's closed there's no sign of it.”

As she spoke, she gave a practical
demonstration, and Olive’s eves opene
wide as she found herself confronted,
not by an ordinary door, but by a life-
sized oil painting of an Eaglish
Cavalier, set in a massive gilt frame.
So cunningly was the secret door
arranged that now there was not the
slightest trace of its existence.

“But—but how do you open it from
this side ?”” the Form captain asked.

She ran her hand oveér the frame, and
suddenly felt a small part of the orna-
mental carving give way beneath the
pressure of her fingers. There was an
almost inaudible click, and the big
picture swung away from the wall.

Letty gave an approving nod.

“Good for you, old scout!” she said.
“But come on! Let's get busy!”

Their hearts in their mouths, they
stole across to the door, opened if, and
looked out. :

The library was evidently on the first
floor, for at both ends of the long
corridor outside were staircases, one
leading up, the other down. The elec-
tric light down in the hall was on,
showing that at least some of the occu-
pants of the house were still up.

“Not a sound !” warned Olive; and
neryously she led the way along the
corridor and up the winding staircase.
By looking through.a window there, she
got her bearings. “We're on the west
side of the house,” she announced in a
whisper, “so—"

She stoppéd, and their eyes lit up;
for, as they reached the top of the steps,
they found themselves on a small land-
ing, from which an iron spiral staircase
led upward.

“It must lead right to the tower,”
declared Letty, and her cheeks were
aglow with satisfaction. “Golly, but
we'll soon prove whether that old fraud
of a butler was telling crammers or
not{ Come on!”

And, forgetting the meed for caution,
she went racing up the iron staircase.
More quietly, Olive followed, Suddenly
their way was barred by a small door.
They tried the handle, and their
pent-up nerves relaxed, for the door
swung open at their touch.

The room before them was in dark-
ness, though a shaft of moonlizht came
through the window, revealing that it
was furnished as n bed-room.. Both
girls gave a gasp as they saw the bars
at the window and recognised the
curtains; There could be no doubt
about it. This was the room from
which had come those frantic beckon-
ings.

“ Jess1” called Olive softly. “Jesst”

There was no response, so, thinking
that their chum might be asleep, the
Form captain tiptoed to the bed and
stretched down an eager hand.

.*And that proves it, Letty.

~where is she now?

“Jess,”  she called again, then
stopped, the bloaod draining from her
cheeks, In dismay, she wheeled round
and stared at Letty. “There's no one
here 1" she announced.

“No—no one here!” The fat girl's

consternation matehed her own. * But
what can have become of her?
What—-"" >

She broke off as Olive switched on
the light and swiftly looked about
them,  The room, though furnished,
showed no signs of having recently been
occupied. The dressing-table was bare.
The cupboards were empty. . There
was not even a cake of soap in_the
holder on the washstand. .

“D'you think we've mistaken the
room, after all?’ asked Lefty after a
grim silence.

Olive shook her head.

“No, this is the right room, I'm
positive of that,” she replied. “They
must have taken Jess away, if it was

+her we saw. Perhaps that butler got

scared. Perhaps he thought we might
come back amf see Mrs. Malvering.”

As she spoke her gaze roved around
the room and abruptly she dropped to
one kqee, her attention attracted by
something under the bed that winked
in the fight. It was part of a metat
brooch.

“Look at this!” she urged.

TLetty did so, then she caught her
breath,

“Why, it—it looks like that Seagull
brooch Jess was so fond of,” she
gasped. “It's difficult to be certain,
for there's only a bit of it there. But

(it certainly looks like it.”

Olive's lips set fiercely.

“It’s hers right enough,” she said.
Jess was
The question is:

They can’t have
taken her far.® Come on!”

Resolutely she made for the door.
Rather nervously Letty followed. She
was as_anxious as the Form captain to
trace their missing chum, but suddenly
she  realised how awkward their
position was. They could prove
nothing and Mrs. Malvering, the owner
of the house, was a rich, well-known
woman. It seemed ineredible to sup-
{ose that she had had any hand in this
cidnapping.

“Bu-su-suppose we're discovered ?”
stammered the fat girl.

Olive’s own heart missed a beat at
the thought, but she tried to appear
calm nncf unconcerned.

“We'll have to chance that,” she said,
and led the way back down the spiral
staircase.

Once more on the first-floor corridor
they paused, looking about them, won-
dering which of the many rooms to try
next. They got no chance to decide,
for suddenly there came the develop-
ment. Letty had feared. The door at
the far end of the passage opened and
from out of the room stepped a tall,
forbidding lady dressed in black satin.

Mrs. Malvering herself !

locked here.

up

———

STEPHANIE MAKES A SCENE

OR one terrible moment all thres -

stood still. Olive and Letty

weore filied with horror, As for

the aristocratic owner of Twin
Towers, there was a look of scandalised
amazement on her face. With anp
obvious effort she spoke:

“Whe are youl” she demanded.
“And how did you find your way
here 7 5 3

She emphasised her words by tapping
on the floor with the eborn]y stick with
which she sugparted herself.

Olive licked lips that had suddenly
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can,  both have lost your tongues.
W, i

_is_your business

S s OB

.to. march
“Dunn !” she called.

one dry. What reply could she make?
Eertaib it was that she dared not
accuse this grim old lady. Why, it was

" absurd to think that she had any know-

of any wrong-doing !

Imﬁatiently Mrs. Malvering tapped
on the floor again and through the
lorgnettes she raised to her eyes she
g!olwerad at the two unhappy school-
girls.

“ Answer at once,” she ordered. * You
hat

‘admitted you to my house ?

1 ‘ here 7

#It's—it's like this, ma'am,” began
Oliye, then broke off in consternation
as%rom behind her there came a crash,
folowed by the smashing of pottery.
Letty, backing in alarm, had blundered
&famst. a pedestal on which stood a pot
of ferns. Over went the pedesial and
over went the i)ot.
% 0h ]gl- i-golly ! gasped the fat girl.

Helplessly she stared at the damage,

- then an irate cry made her whip round
4n alarm. The old lady was shaking

“her. stick at_hlfr(.l' o TR
wicke umsy - girl, loo
what you have done now! Not con-

__nut‘ .-nth" forcing your way into my

Malvering  broke . off,
across to the banisters.
“Dunn—here at

came the
and -Letty,

once ™

From . somewhere below
‘butler’s voice in reply,

-dgsing her head completely, plucked in

«at Olive's arm. -
h “B?lk l;:: it! Suickd—-it'a our onlly
ope !” she gas and, turning, she
A o gt g v R
Mrs. Malvering furiously shook her
.ehony stick.
" “Come back !

Don't you dare—
Dunn!  Dunn!”

ishe  called again.

““Why don’t you make haste! There

are two girls up here—thieves! Come
and seize them, man, at once!”

There came a startled shout, then the
thud of hurrying feet. It was Olive’s
furn to get panicky. Seceing her chum
beckoning frantically from the library
door, she raced across to her. Mrs.
‘Malvering made no atiempt to stop
them. Angrily she continues to call to
‘the manservant to hurry to her
‘assistance. :

Into the library the chums plunged,
to slam the door behind them, then
exchange agitated glances,

“We'll never be able to explain
now,” Olive panted. - “If we're
caught—" 2

There was a door leading into the
room, but neither of them made for it.
Too scared to stop to think, they
darted across to the oil-painting and
operated the secret caich. The framed
canvas swung aside, and through the
opening thefy tumbled, and only just in
the’ nick of time, for as they "pulled
the picture io again, they heard angry
voices in the library.

“They are not here, madam.”

“But they must be somewhere, man.
Perhaps they are hiding.  Perhaps
they escaped through my study. Look
for them. Don't stand gaping there.”

Mrs. Malvering’s aristocratic voice was
shrill with indignatiou, and Olive and
Letty, their hearts thumping, ' their
faces white with anxiety, went Heeing
‘back along the underground labyrinth.

Not until they were safely back at
school did they pause, and then, as
they tiptoed their way to their dormi-
tory, Letty looked fearfully at the Form
captain.

“D’you think Mrs. Malvering will
make inquiries ! she asked. “D’youn
think we'll be bowled out? It’ll mean
expulsion, -old scout, if we-are nabbed,
you knew. For we can’t prove any-
thing—about Jess, T mean.”
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ALLO, EVERYBODY,—Here
is your Penelope again, with
lots to" chatter about — as

usual.

Do you ever listen-in to the talks
on the wireless about Education?

I do, quite often. Someiimes with
only one ear, I must confess, for I
have so many other things I'm
always trying to do at the same time
as_listen-in.

If you do take an interest in these
talks, I wonder if you agree with me
that school seems to be a much more
friendly place now than it used to be
when our mothers and fathers were
small.

. Schoolgirls—and boys, too, for

ihat matter—regard their teachers as

chums, no longer as people to be
merely afraid of.

Yet teachers are respecied as nfuch
as ever—which I think is splendid.
For to respect a person, without fear-
ing them, does make for  happier

ooldays—as well as better work,

I think.

SUMMER FINERY

But there I go, talking about
school, when yon're still in holiday
mood probably, even if most of you
are back at school now.

I wonder what you were doing
with your young selves over the hoh-
day? Helping mother in the house,
I expect, taking the dog out, and
visiting your chums.

Perhaps you were also sorting out
your last ‘v‘enr's summery clothes, to
see. how they look this year.

I don’t know why it is, I'm sure,
but garments that we thought were
: as good as new when we put them
: away last year, always seem to have
: a look of ““something wrong * with
them when they come out again to
face a new spring or summer.

My own summery dresses all seem
to have faded abominably. I sup-
pose it's my own fault for {ikh:l pale
colours so much—like pink and blue
and pale green.

So I've been busy with some twe-
penny kets of dye, tinting them
up again. I've used the dyes quite
weak, just to refresh the colours of
these dresses—and it's surprising

sessssasesbasrannans
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Olive's face was as grim as her own,
yet she tried to speak confidently

“Keep smiling,” she replied.
all come right in the end. I'm not
worrying about myself. It's Jess I'm
thinking of.™

Y1 know. It's rotten. Yet we can’t

“Ien

 FROM'ONEGIRL?

~ TO ANOTHER

ol Cheery Chatter and Help-

ful Hints by Penelope

what a difference it has made to
them.

I've also been doing a spot of
shortening. This question of length
¥ doesn't apply t6 you young things,
of course, who always wear brief
skirts. But for us nearly-grown-ups,
it’s a serious business. No more
dresses coming fto the calves—but
seventeen inches from the ground?!

A TAILORED JACKET

If you had a threeguarter-length

cont last year that you feel doesn’t

look quite right, somehow, this year,

why mnot turn it into a smart,
tailored jacket?

You just cut the bottuul_\]m'_t off,

unti the

i'm:!iet is hip-

engih, and
turn it up and

press care
fally. "

I1f you've
grown a bit
plumper over
the year,
you'll  prob-

ably find that
Tt gntly
airly tightly
now. X_q d
that's just
how it should
be. Butif
you're one of
those girls
who's always slim and slinky, well,
perhaps with mother's help, you
could nip in the waist a bit, to make
the jacket shapely.

These coloured check jackeis are
so useful—for they can be worn over
different plain skirts, you see.

HAND CARE

1I'm so anxious that my hands shall
be nice for the warmer days when
they !are 50 1lx;uu:h in e;'idel;]cc, that I
bought myself a pot of rather special
hau§ creain the other day, which is
supposed lo keep the hands smooth
and white. .

Aund with it was a Free Gift.

. What do you think it was?

A pair of sleeping gloves!

White cotton ones they are, that
fit the hands very loosely. The idea,
you see, is that {:m should apply the
cream to your hands last thing at
night. Then to allow it to do its
good work while you sleep—without
spoiling the sheels—you wear the
bed-gloves.

I haven't worn them yet, but you
must admit the idea is a sound one—
even if it would make some fathers
and brothers laugh.

Good-bye now until next week!

Your own
PENELOPE

do a thing. No matter how right our
suspicions may be—"

Letty broke off as they entered the
Fourth Form dormitory, for from the
darkness had come a malicious voice :

“8o you've condescended to come to
bed, have you?” it asked.

47
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The light clicked on, and to their
dismay they found themselves con-
fronted by Stephanie Warner. There
was a glitter in that girl's grey eyes.

“Not so much noise, Steplmmc o
Olive -urged. anyonc hears
us P

Stephanie tossed her head.

“I don't care who hears us!” she
retorted.  “1 haven’t done anything
wrong. I haven’t been snooping about
after a wretched thief.”

“Thief !” gasped Olive.

“Yes, that wretch Jess Grant. You
can’t kid me. . That's why you broke
bounds. I don't mind if you prefer the
company of a thief to a decent girl, but
what I do_mind is

Again -Stephanie’s voice rose to a
shout, and Olive, scared lest the noise
should attract attention, clutched Letty
by the arm.

“Never mind her,” she urged. “Get
uudrcsced before someone comes to in-
vestigate.”

Stephanie langhed 11 u=hh as she saw
th(-n- concérn.

“That's rlght try to sneak into
bed!” she cried. “But jou’re not
going to cscape scot-free this time. I
knew all along you were still keeping
in touch with that inierloper _Jess
Grant. No one would believe me, but
now—"

She stopped as from several of the
other beds came sleepy murmurs.

“What's the matter?” she repeated.
“If you want to know, you'd better ask
your precious Form captum She und
her pal have been breaking bounds,”

“Breaking bounds 7"

There came a cry of consternation,
By now the whole Form was awake,
and. in amazement they sat up and
stared across the dmnuton

“Yes, breaking bounds,” Stephanie
said once more. “I told \ou all along
they didn’'t mean to keep  their
promise. They don’t care tuppence for °
you girls. They don’t care if you lose
your studies again; if you lose your
other privileges—"

“Here, steady on, Stephanie!” cut in
Olive md:gnamh

. Fourth  Form

But the other girl paid no heed.
“It’s true. It was thanks to you we
lost them before, and now, just when
we've got them reﬁtol ed, yvou and your
precious pal go lm-akmg ‘bounds Does
that show any loyalty to the Form?
Suppose you're canght? Suppose—"

Stephanie’s furious tirade came to an
abrupt stop, and Olive and Letty both
caught_in their breath, for from some-
where below an irate voice demanded :

“What'’s gmng on there? Aren’ you
girls in bed?”

The speaker was Miss Charters, the
mistress, and -asy she
heard her ascending the stairs Steph Hio
glanced triumphantly around.. . -

“What did I tell ‘you?” she said.
“Now we're in the soup, and it's your
prcﬂous Form captain who's to blame' 1"

“And accusingly she pointed to Olive. ,

Will this mean fresh trouble for Oﬂvt
and Letty ? MmeemM

be 7 Don’t miss a the chapters
of this s that appear lnnm'rmy"
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anziously, . dreading to read of her
father's capture.

But the temporary scare gradually
died “down; there were rumours—bat
nothing elsc. - Once again the daring
ouflaw had given his enémies the slip,
and apparently was IP ing low.

. Iigla-her fears partly forgotten, threw
Ler whole heart into her dancing.

- T the afternoons she danced at the
cafe—in the evenings at the theatre.

Her time was fuﬁ_} occupied, and she
was happy—as happy as possible, in
view of the cloud that still hung over
her father’s name.

.Then out of a seemingly blue sky
came a thunderboli that thwatcncd to
wreck everything.

or some time there . had been
rumours about her—spread, needless to
say, by Maria.

Lola” ignored them. “aho was begin-
mng to get nsed to the furtive whisper-
ing-when she appeared at the cafe;
often she overheard snatches of con-
versation : »

“¥ou" have heard al:nnt La Bella
Lola? TFhey say she 1s in league with
‘the Grey Shadow—"

“Bah! "It is possibly a
rurour !”

Lola danced on, smiling as theugh she
had not heard—smiling pluckily to keep
up her courage. :

But tlu.‘ real blow did not fall till
alnfost a* weck after ‘her last meeting
with_her father—and hvr trmmphant
debut. at ‘the theatrd, ~ 7

=1t v as as®shle was finishing her dance
.onc afternoon at ‘the* café' that she
‘becarne aware that her #udience was
unusually restless and inatfentive,

Sn!nenﬁt had entered “with a news-
‘paper,i and an e\clted uo“d was sur-
rounting him.

Loud murmurs mm-hod Lola’s ears.

‘““This~is* too .much ;- the scoundrel
should be made to pay de carly 1™

“What are*the po]wo (Iomg
of us are sufo— C

“And we ‘won't be sufo l-nhl he is in
prison !

Lola faltered in Iwr dancc hut no one
saw her. The musicians had joined the
crowd. -

With a dreadful premonition at her
heart Lola erept up behind the group
and managed to catch a glimpse of the

lying

hone

paper, , ; e %
The glaring, badly printed headlines
seemed ‘o leap out to greet her:

THE BANDIT'S DAUGHTER

(Continued from page 28.)

“THE GREY SHADOW AGAIN!
BANDIT BURNS DOWN
HACIENDA !
OCCUPANTS NARROWLY ESCAPE
WITH THEIR LIVES!” -

Lola’s eyes widened with horror; a
{N-liug of dreadful faintness swept over
er

It couldn’t—it couldn’t be true! ~ !

Unnoticed in the excitement, she
crept to the dressing-room and changed
into her outdoor things.

Out in the crowded market-place she
found the excitement even more tense.

Rumours were spreading wildly. The
burning of the hacienda had been an
act “of - revenge; the victim was a
wealthy ]"ngllnhm:m

Almost choked with =u=pen:o Lola

purchased a paper; in the shadow of a
doorway she read the report.
" The ill-fated. hacienda -was several
miles distant from the town—the
country. residence of an mmfluential oil
magnate, James Creswick.

Creswick? Lola’s heart missed a beat

as she read the name—but, of course, it .
It could have no .

was a coincidence.
connection with Tony !

Anxiously she read on. The outrage
was declared to be the work of the
Grey Shadow and his g they had
been seen in the vicinity of t%le hacmnda,
and it” was believed ‘that thé elusive
bandit cherished some secret grudge
against the Englishman, .

The paper trembled ‘in Lola’s hand.
A few words of her father—practically
forgotten—flashed ' back into her mind
with a new and startling’ implication.

He had spoken bitterly of Tony
Creswick—had mentioned an old score
to be settled !

But he couldn’t—he \\'ould never havé
done a thing like this! -

Her gallant, chivalrons = father—she
must not even think such a thing!

Lola crushed the paper in her hands,
flinging the hateful thing to the ground.

Her face deathly. pale, she hurried
back to her lodgings.

At the clean and comfortable little
house where she was staying, Lola found
her kindly landlady immersed in the
newspaper, reading about the Grey
Shadow.
indignant as she looked up at Lola.

Her. usually placid face was gepjal.

“The sooner this band:t is hrmtghLm
justice,” the. better |” she said.- ““I'd
not hesitate to put the: police on his
track the moment I hcar of his where-
abouts.”

. Lola stared at the g:ood lad), her fnﬂ!
pale.: She.realised now how easy it was

for people to believesill of a person="

Lhow cleverly her falilel 8 oncnues had
carried out their plans.

She murmured something. in repiv
to the landlady’s remark, and hurried
upstairs to ckange. for the evening per-
formance. PR A

The show must go on—even: thougli
her whole world seemed to be (‘o'l-
la% ing about_her ears |

hat - evening at the
rumours and _whispering
more  pronounced. number of
Lola’s fellow-artistes  regarded hér
askance, Girls with Whoni she had been
on friendly terms contrived fo 1gnom

lheatre the
were even

Loln tried pluckily to appegr as
thou% nothing unusual had happened.
Mr. Radcliffe was late in arriving. and
Lola did not see the producer until ber
turn came to go on to the stage

He was. standing in the” \\mgs, his
face grave and anxiotis, -~

He beckoned to her as she appeared

“ Put on your. very: best show- to-mm
Miss Sharman,” he said torseby.’
made no mention -of ‘the rumounrs,. But
added : - “The public are restive  this
cvemng we've got to get cm mn a good
temper.” d

Lola nodded, her faco rnlhm palc-
Plucking up her courage, she*awaited
her cue—the haunting gipsy love-song
played on the guitar.~c... .+ ..

Drawing a
out on to the stage into’ the" eﬂmsen
glare 6f the spotlights. e et

For an instant thére was a tehse
silence™. as shé turned to face the
audience. : . =

And’ then bnrely audlble at- ﬁrst but
growmg Iouder,wtth every . moment, a

issing broke out-in the packed hoiise—
a hlmmg that_grew in volume nnd was
;nmzled with angry shouts:

ame Wy g ol RS

3 “Throw hor ouf 1™ eaus fosy 3597

_“The -bandit’s spy " yw.! =i %”
- Ig this the end of Lola’s
What will she do if she is
it up now 7 You mudbum
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