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A JAPE ON JOHNNY!

“ ERE he comes, girls!™

Sally Warner, standing on

the sun-drenched deck of

the s.s. Derian, bound for

Australia, spoke in a spluttering sort of
voice.

Sally was the life and soul of the
" Cruisin Merrymakers,” the jolly
crowd of boys and girls on the luxury

liner, and was always full of fun and
life. Though she was travelling alone,
she had soon made friends on board,
thanks to her carefree nature. There
was always fun to be had when Sally
was abont ! ;

Now her two friends, Fay Manners
and Muriel Dean, grinned with eager

anticipation,
“Look at Johnny's face!” Fay
gurgled. “ What a jape—""

““B-s-sh!1” Bally breathed wamingly.
“Don't give the game away yet—hem!
Hallo, Johnny!”

Johnny Bnggs came to a halt, his
face as fiery as the red blazer he was
.wearing with his immaculate ecream
flannels and sports shirt.

“Can you see anything funny?” he
demanded.

“Well, I can sce you, of course”
Sally said brightly, her blue eyes
dancing mischievously.

“Ha, ha, ha!” Fay and Maurel
pealed. :

But Johnny glared.

“Sufferin’ starfish, what is the joke?"
he hooted. *““Has everybody on ‘this
blinking boat gone crazy?”

*Why, Johnny, what's the matter?”

But that was what Johnny himself
wanted to know. He revelled in the
limelight, but this morning he was get-
ting too much of it. Everybody was
staring at him—and then, having stared,
grinming broadly.

“Must be the effect of your blazer,”
Sally said innocently.

"{tht’s wrong with it? TIt's a jolly
good blazer,” Johnny said indignantly,

“"l}lm round and let's have a look at
you !

Jolmny turned, Whereupon Sally &
C'o., unable to repress their langhter any
longer, burst forth into shrieks of merri-
ment. For pinned on the back of the
blazer was a square of white cardboard,
on which was written in bold, black
capital letters:

“DON'T I LOOK FUNNY?
LAUGH AT ME.”
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Not that Sally hadn’t known it would

be there, for she herself had

there.

“* Anything to oblige, Johnny!” Sally
spluttered, and broke into a fresh peal
of langhter, which was. echoed by her
friends and by the other passengers who
were watching the scene,

Johnny looked wrathful and anxioos
at the same time.

“1 say, if it's split—

“No; but we're splitting!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Then what——" And Johnny, sud-
denly suspicious, wrenched ofl his
blazer. Next moment his eyes boggled
as he saw-the card. “Who did this®"”
he bellowed.

“ Ask Father Neptune —

“It was you!” Johmmny glared wrath-
fully at Sal?y. “Why, you—you—-"

“Don’t say it!” Sally chortled, hold-
ing her sides. “Tit for tat, you know.
You japed me with that egg at brekker
—sticking an empty shell upside down
in my Bgli"-'“l" Boys will be boys, yon
said. Well, girls can be girls, too!"”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Poor old Johnny!™

Johnny looked grim.

“Huh!" he said with a
you've scored over me—

“Well, we're quits!” Sally chuckled.

“That’'s what you think. Boys are
better than girls any time—"

“ oul”

“Apnd it'l be my turn next—"

“If you get the chance!"

“Rats!” And Johnny, with a threaten-
ing look on his face, but a merry
twinkle in his eyes, strode off along the
deck, followed by a chorus of laughs
from Sally & Co.

“Have fo be on our guard,” Sally
chuckled. “ n warfare between us
now—but it all adds to the fun of the

put it

's'niﬂ'. “Think

Gaily and her chums went
ashore to enjoy their picnic in the

the mystery girl had hidden in
their hamper.

doing—

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

cruise. And now, my merry ones, what's
next on the programme?’

“Well, we'll soon he docking at
Lishon,” Fay said.

“Whoopee " Sally exclaimed. “Then
ashore for our pienic. Comae on, let's
start, getting the things ready!”

. The Dorian was due at her next port
of ecall—Lisbon, m sanny Portugal—in
less than an hour's time. Already land
was in Slght as the big liner steamed
towards the mouth of the River Tagus

With five hours to spend ashore, Sally
& Co. had decided to see some of the
sights in the city, and then to picnie out
m the country. .

“The hamper’s nearly packed,” Sally
said gaily as they- paused outside her
cabin. “‘Just one or tweo more things
to get from the shop. A tin of fru
salad, some biscuits—and, yes, cream !

“We'll go along and get them now,”
Fay smiled. *“But. I say, what about
drinks *”

“T've made some tea and put it in a
flask.”™

“Oh, good idea! Nothing like iea
when you're parched—bhetter than fizzy
drinks!” &

Fay and Muriel went off jo the liner's
shop, while Sally fetched the picnic
basket from out of her ¢fbih and then
sat down in a near-by deckchair, await-
ing her friends’ return.

“A tin-opener for the fruit salad!™
Sally sudderly exclaimed. ““Mustn't
forget that. T've gof one in my case.”

Leaving the hamper on the chair, she
hurried into her cabin once more. Two
minutes later, emerging again, she
stared in surprise.

She had left the lid of the picnic
basket closed. But now it was open,
and bending over it was a fair-haired
Ei:: of about eighteen. Sally had noticed

once or twice among the passen-
gers, but had never spoken to her.

“Here; I say——" Sally began, hurry-
in% forward.

he girl looked up, gave a start, and
her pretty face flushed with guilt. Next
moment, ever, without a word, she
quickly closed the lid and then walked
agitatedly away, to vanish from sight
down a companion-wa$.

“Well, of all the cheek!” Sally ex-
claimed. “What the dickens was she

A hasty examination ¢f the picnic
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busket revealed that wnothing had been
taken. The flask of tea was still in the
same position, and packed around it
were the cups and saucers and plates,
the cutlery, the tissue-wrapped packages
of sandwiches, cakes, and other things.

Sally's sunny smile faded into a frown.
What had the girl been up to? There
was no missing the guilty start she had

iven, no mistaking the furtiveness of

er actions.

Sally shook her head. Then she
forgot the incident as Fay and Mauriel
came rushing along with the frait salad
and the cream and bisenits, and the
news that Lisbon counld be seen mcross
tiie river.

All was excitement and bustle then.
The throb of the Dorian’s engines died
away as she anchored some distance off-
shore; tenders came out to meet her.

“Got everything?” TFay cried ex-
citedly. *“Let me take the hamper,
Sally.” @ 3

* Your turn later, Fay. Come on, {ei’s
be in the first party.”

They scrambled down the ladder into
the bobbing tender with a bunch of
other passengers. Then they were heing
taken across the sparkling blue river to
the quay, with Lisbon rising bevond in
a series of hills, and glimpses of verdant
country in the distance.

They passed all sorts of craft, Liz and
sioall. They saw the fishing fleet, saw
a Portuguese man-o’-war in the naval
harbour. Then they were at the
Customs House, were met by a small
army of voluble officials who pointed to
boards on which were written, in
Portuguese, the list of items which were
subject to duty and must be declaved.
“Can’t make head or tait of the
lingo, but we’re all right,” Saliy eaid
cheerfully. *“Have a good look, Pedio
—just grub, tuck, foed, if you under-
stand me,”

The official dido’t, but one lack in the
hamper satisfied him, and with a wide
grin_he waved the girls on,

“That's that!” Sally exclaimed.
“3o this is Lishon! Phew, but it’s
hot—mighty hot! Can’t somebody
turn on a breeze?” .

The heat was indeed terrvific, and the
chums were thankful that they had put
on their thinnest frocks. :

“Lot's see, we want to make our
way to the Rocio Square,” said Saliy,
who had studied a guide book in the
Dorian's library. “Thiz way, lassies!
Follow your Aunt Sally !”

But even as they started off a
swarthy-faced man approachied them.
He raised his Panama hat.

“Pardon, but you wish 1o see the
sights?” he said.

He was obviously a native of Lisbon,
but he spoke almost perfect Fnglish.

“Well, that is the idea——" Sally
began.

“Then I take you,” the man said at

once. “Juan Mendrez at your service.
I carry basket for you—->"

“But  we can manage, - thank
you—""

“1 take basket!”

The man's eyes gleamed queerly,

and he grabbed at the picnic hamper.

*No, thank you.” said Sally, instinc-
tively disliking the man, and holding
on to the basket.

But Juan refused
Again his eyes flashed

‘I show you everything,” he said.
“I take you .to lovely place where you
—what you say !—picnic.”

And insistently he tugged at the

to leave go.

hamper.
Sally tugged back and looked
anuoyed.
“I've told you we don't wani a

gui’r’k-." she said. *And please leave

go.
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‘I'ne man scowled: a ballled Iook
came into his swarthy fuce

“1 only try to help you—>"

But Sally didn’t bandy words any
further. There was something about
the man that made her distrust him,
and with a nod to Fay and Muriel she
strode on. Juan stood looking after
them, his scowl deepening, He made
to follow, but at that moment a couple
of “taxis howled along the quayv and
slithered to a halt beside the three
girls, .

Johnuy Briggs leancd through
open window of the first cab,

“Hey there, girls! Come for a joy-
ride I

“Plenty of room!” velled one of his
pals from the second taxi.

Sally laughed.

the

“Thought « we were rivals,
Johnny %
“So we are, vou old japer. Dut

come and join the party. T'll show you
the sights—know Lisbon like I know
my hand,” Johnny said. “ Going for a
picnic, aren’t you? Then we'li take
you as far as the country.”

“Buits us!” Bally grinned.
on, girls!?

So into the taxis they jumped, Sally
in the first one with Johany and three
more boys, Fay and Muriel into the
other. Then they were speeding into
the heart of Lisbon.

They fell to discussing each other’s
plans, and it seemed the boyvs were
going to do some climbing in the hills
at a spot quite near where the girls
had decided to hold their picnie.

“Be secing you, perhaps,” Johnny
grinned, as at last they all clambered
out of the two taxis. “Now, come on,
into that cafe over there, and we'll
treat you to a drink before we go.”

80 into the little cafe they all
trooped, where cooling drinks were
welcome after the hot ride. Then, with
cheery farewells, Johnny and his pals
took their departure.

“He’s a boasting bounder and thinks
girls can’t do anything, but I like
him ! Sally chuckled. “Well, come
on, we'll be getting on our way, too!”

“(ot the picnic basket?” Fay asked.

“ Rather, here it is!” Sally replied,
picking it up from the cormer of the
cafe where she had left it.

Outside into the heat

“Come

went.

they

“ Let me Bave it, please !” the
Why should this stranger

girl cried urgently.

Ahead ot them streiched & narrow,
bumpy road, flanked by sub-tropical
vegetation. They started off down the
road, keeping in the shade as much
ns possible.

Perhaps five hundred yards they had
gone, when behind them came the
sound of an approaching car. Sally
turned. It came bumping towards
them, a girl in the driving-seal.

And then Sally started. IFor it was
the same girl whom she had scen bend-
ing over the picnic basket on board
the Dorian—the same girl who had
acted so guiltily.

Now she waved her hand, sent the
(:@rl bumping towards the group of
girls,

“Stop 1" she cried.
you.

“What ihe dickens
in bewilderment.

Then the car slithered to a halt; the
girl jumped out and ran over to Sall;
& Co. Her gaze was fixed on the
picnic basket which Sally carried.

“Let me have it—please!” the givl

“1 want to see

" Fay began

t.-rie‘d urgently. “I just want the
fask.”
“Flask 7" Bally ropeated, and then

drew back as the girl made to open
the basket.  “Herve,” she said indig
nantly, “what’s the giddy idea?”

The girl looked at her with
perate pleading.

“Don’t you sce—I've hidden some-
thing in the flask!” she exclaimed.
“Now I must get it back.”

Sally & Co. stared in amazement.
But next moment from the girl came
a gasp of consternation. She had the
lid of the picnic basket open now, was
looking inside with eves that had sud-
denly filled with horror.

“The flask—it’s not here!” she eried.
“QOh, where is it? You must tell me
—you must "

des-

THE SECRET OF THE TEA FLASK

ALLY’'S brain was awhirl. Whai

S was this girl saying—that she

had hidden something in the flask

of tea? Was that what she had

been deing back on the Dorian? But

the whole thing sounded so extraordi

nary—

“Here, let’'s ge*

she began.

this straight—"

mt&ehﬁcﬂchm
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“The Hask—where is it?” broke in
the newcomer agitatedly. “Oh, what
has happened? Is &is the right
basket? There are on!; stones and
lumps of grass in it—

. hltr L] -

In a moment Sally was staring into
the basket, and her eyes widened.

What the girl had said was only too
true. The flask wasn't there, nor
were the sandwiches, the biscuits, the
fruit salad, the cream, and all the
other good things which had been
going to make up the pienic.

All that met her gaze were clods of
grass between which stones had been
carcfully packed—and a little slip of
paper on which was some writing.
One look Sally took at it and she knew
:her?lrst. 1” she gasped. “He's d

“Johnny I’ g “He's done
this! Ob, the awful bounder!”

“My torn now,” Johnny had written.
“If you want grub you'll have to come
and join us on_that island I told you
about. Who wins now—boys or girls?
Be seeing you, and dare you to come
gmlll hear our laughter! Poor old

ally 1

“A jape!” Faz cried, as she read the
note over Sally’s shoulder. “Oh, my
hat, this is a bit too steep! But when
did he do it——" '

“When we were in that. cafe!®
Muriel exclaimed indi nml:lly.

“That's about iti” gl", ooked rue-
ful. “Girls, wo .sing small this
time——"1. - > :

She broke off as she felt her. arm
suddenly seized. . The girl who had
arrived in the car was. gazing at her

_with a frantic light in her eyes.

“We must get the flask back!” she
cied. “Oh, don’t you see, I've hidden
something in it—precious  plans ‘that
mean so.much to my father. He must
have them—" :

Sally blinked incredulously.

“You're done what?” she gasped.

“Hidden plans—in a flask of tea 1
“Yes. ut them in a little water-
proof bag. I did it because I knew

there was a man on the Dorian who
wanted to steal them from me.”

A little tingling thrill of excitement
shot through Bally as understanding
began to dawn on her. "

“My hat! So that was what you
had been doing when I saw you acting
so queerly this morning 1”

girl nodded.
“1 should have told you then, I sup-
pose,” she said “But I was afraid
you might not und that you
might not agree to heép me."

“Go on,” Sally said sofily *“By the
way, my name’s Sally Warner. ‘fhe.e
are my friends, Fay Manners and
Muriel Dean.” )

“And my name’s Mavis Trent. Per-
haps I had better tell you the whole
story. My father has just made a dis-
covery which will make him famous.
His brother—my Uncle Charles—
gmm_imd to_give him the necessary

acking. Uncle Charles is in Lisbon
at the moment, and wanted the plans
of this invention. As father is ill at
the moment, I said I would deliver

And then, at Southampton, an at-
tempt had been made to steal those
plans.  Realising a further attempt
would be made when she reached
Lisbon, Mavis had had to find some way
of outwitting the rascal who threatened
her father's career. :

She had hit on the idea of hiding the
plans in. the chums’ flask, intending to
meet her uncle and hand him an enve-
lope containing blank sheets of paper
so that the erook, if he were watching,
would thus be tricked. few whis-
pered words of explanation to her uncle,
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and then she would have followed Sally
& Co. and retrieved the real plans.

“But I'm . afraid my idea hasn't
worked out,” Mavis went on bitterly.
“In the first place, my father’s enemy
must have seen me hide the plans in
that flask. He i)]anted something in
my case, s0 that I was detained at the
Customs. I couldn’t follow you straight
away—although I knew where you were
going, because I heard you discussing
your trip. = Has anyone tried to get
the flask?” she added anxiously.

Sally gave a start.

“My hat! There was that guide chap
on the quay. He was jolly persistent,
and tried to grab hold of tl':: basket.
Said lus name was Juan Mendrez—a
Portuguese.”

Mavis shook her head worriedly.

“No, that wonldn’t be the man. But
he might be an accomplice. Sally, we
must get the flask back 1”

“I'll say we must |” Sally exclaimed.
“My hat, how one can get a wrong
impression ! When I saw you this morn-
ing, Mavis, I thought you were up to
something fishy, but now—well, now I
understand, and I want to help. . Come
on; we've got to go to this island and
find the boys!1” .

“You know the way, Sally?”

“You bet!”

“Theén jump in the car. We haven't
too much time. ' I'm due to meet Uncle
Charles in two hours’ time, when he's
leaving Lisbon to go to Spain. If he
doesn’t get the plans then, the ‘whole
scheme may fall through.”

“We can do it !” Sally cried. “We've
got to1” ,

They all jumped into the car; then,
with Mavis driving, they were bumping
along the narrow road. "

For half an hour ‘they travelled, with
the country growing more picturesquely
wild, with the road becoming more
bumpily uncomtortable. = Then. . sud-
denly 1t dwindled away .into a rough
track, with che trees and shrubs hem-
ming it in so that further progress in
the ca- was impossible. > ¥y

“Have to abandon. it,” Sally said.
“And I can’t say Fm sorry. Talk
about a stormy passage across the Bay
of Biscay—why,” it was a feather-bed
journey compared with what we've just
come. over! Oh, my poor old bones!
But don’t worry, Mavis. This path
leads to the island, and I should. reckon
it’s abour two miles farther on.”

Leaving the car there, they set forth
on foot. Nc sooner. bad they vanished
from view than there were sudden move-
ments at the back of the vehicle, .

The lid of the big luggage carrier
opened, and a swarthy face appeared.
It was the face of Juan Mendrez. He
clambered out of the carrier, stretched
his cramped limbs, and then stared
along the narrow path. A cunning
light came into his eyes. By

“Ho they go to the island that way,”

he muttered. *They know not of the
shorter way through the forest. And
those boys have the flask. It was indeed
a stroke of luck that I should be con-
cealed in those bushes when the girl
arrived i this car! They do not know
I heard everything ! They do not know
that I have followed them. -It is well.
I reach the 1sland first, and then I get
the plans from the black flask. It is
money easily earned |”
. And with another triumphant, crafty
smile, he plunged among the trees and
was 'soon lost to sight in the depths of
the forest.

“ JJOW much farther, Sally?” Mavis
asked the question anxiously as

they toiled along narrow path.
“ About another half-mile, I should
say. We must have come well over a
mile,” Sally replied.

She looked sympathetically at the
clder girl, realising how anxious she
msi'“he[;a e -llmost

on, at a run,
Overbem blazed down, but for-
tunately there was plenty of shade from
the trees on either side of

¥ Eallo. what's this abead of us?” Fay
crie

There was a clearing some few yards
farther on, and a weird-looking contra
tion on two enormous wheels suddenly
appeared, drawn by a slowly moving
ox.
weYe old ox-cart1” Muriel exclaimed.

Whoops, look at it jolting along.
Wouldn't like to go for a ride in that.”
“Not my dream of comfort, agreed,
but it's an idea,” Sally put in
cheerfully.

“What's an idea 1"

“Well, to ask the gohnny in it to take
us to the island! If he can only tickle
up the old ox we’ll get theme quicker.
Troublo is, not being able to speak the
lingo, how to ask him1”

“I oan manage that,” Mavis said
fasi‘el;’ly. “Come on, this is a stroke of
uck. .

They hurried forw end Mavis
hailed the peasant in ox-cart in
faltering Portuguese. But he under-
stood, and broke into a torrent of werds,
accompanied by many gestures.

“Golly, what's all that mean?” Sally
asked. - .

. “He says he can take us near the
island, . and ‘we're welcome,” Mavis
interpreted. . * Pile in, girls1” .

- They piled in, clutching at the side of
the eart as it tipped-alarmingly under
their extra weight. But'then they were
off again, jolting up and down over the
rough ground. -

“‘Qh, don't we sce life!” Sally cried,

“Owpli. Can you hear ‘my bones
rattling. I thought that car was, bad
enough, but at, least it | springd. I
say, Mr. .Driver, is this: best the
hbeml’gin do?, 'i‘han 's no speed limit
ere - -

The old peasant didn't un

2
word, but he grinned iably _and
flicked the un_im'tﬁ with l‘:ﬂck. Flap-
ping its ears, it plodded on stolidly.

. “Quicker than we could have walked
it, though,” Sally grinned. .

And thus it was that the girls reached
the island quicker than Juan Mendrez
had expected them to. ,

The t wasn't able to take them
all the way, but, bringing his cart to a
lumbering stop, he pointed thmuﬁh a
belt of trees, and beyond they could sce
the sparkle of water. )

“We're here I” Sally cried. “Thanks,
old-timer ! You deserve a tip for this.”

But it was Mavis who produced some
Portuguese money from her handbag,
and the' peasant’s wrinkled face broke
into an_ expansive beam as he took .if
with voluble thanks.

Then the girls were clambering down.
The peasant doffed his battered old hat
and went off.

“Come onl” Sally said eagerly.
“Wonder if the boys are there—
Why, t.n!l':' of the bounders and there

they are !

;Fur at that moment a number of
figures burst through the trees, and,
with cheery hails, came running towards

the girls.
“Hallo, Bill! What cheer, Ted!”
Sally greeted. “But where’s Johnny i”
Bill Dexter regarded her grinnin {y
“He's getting grub ready! eel
hungry—and thirsty?” And he broke
into a roar of laughter. *“Who said we
wouldn't put one over on you girls?”
“We'll discuss that later,” Sally said
crisply.. And then her eyes gleamed
with swift excitement as she saw some-
thing protruding from the haversack
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Bill Dextei had slung over his shioulder.
“Mavis, here it is!” she exclaimed.

“That is our flask, isn’t it, Bill? Como

on, let’s have it—""
But Bill shook his head.
_ “Hands off. That’s ours—we.brought
it with us Yours is over on the island.
But who's your friend ? Haven't seen
Lier before.”

SHally grinned.

“Full introductions when we've got
our flask,” she said. “If you chumps
only realised what your idiotic jape has
done——"

. “It was a jolly good jape.
awfully proud of himseli.”

‘“He would be. But just wait until I
tell him a thing or twe,”

And then smﬁingly Mavis herself was
explaining the situation to the startled
boys as they all made their way through
the belt of trees towards the i;jand.

Thore was a look of relief on Mavis’
Erctty face. Soon now the plans would

e safely in her hands.

But suddenly Sally uttered a cry of
;im:st.ernation, Her gaze became trans-

Johnny's

xed.

“Oh %:)I] ! Look!”

They mfycome in sight of the island.
Ii was quite small, thickly wooded, and
set picturesquely in the middle of a
wide, swiftly flowing river. A flimsy
rope-bridge gave access to it from the
mainland.

And crossing that bridge was a figure
Sally recognised instantly. The figure
of Juan Mendrez! While beyond, on
the island, Johnny Briggs was just in
the act of opening the black flask which
Sally knew contained the plans that
meant so much to Mavis and her father.

—_—

JOHNNY TO THE RESCUE
G ENALLY, what's the matter?”
Mavis Trent’s voice was appre-
hensive as she saw the look of
utter-consternation on fhe other
zirl’s face

“That's Juan—the man I told you’

about !"" Sally gasped. “He'll get the
[91![1!

“Not with all of wus here to stop
bim!” Bill Dexter said grimly. *He
won't stand a chance. Come on, chaps!
Look out, Johnny! You girls keep
back—"

* Rabbits 1"

They all went racing across the .

flimsy, swaying bridge. On_the island
Johnny Briggs looked up, with a start,
and laid aside the flask. He saw Juan
bearing down on him, saw the crowd
racing over the bridge.

Juan swung round, a dark scowl
spreading over his face. A desperate
glitter came into his eyes. Next
moment he was plunging a hand into
the ket of his coat.

“Keep back !” he cried menacingly.

“Rats! Collar him, Johnny—"

“Keep back!” Juan snarled again.
And suddenly his hand darted forward
and became rigid. Gripped in it was a
small automatic pistol. “Stand still, or
it'll be the worse for you!" he said
harshly.

“Oh, my hat!” Bally’s eyes were
wide. “You wouldn’t dare—"

“I dare anything 1" Juan cried. * Do
not move another inch, any of you!”

Boys and girls stood stock-still,
startled, helpless in the face of that
threat. T :

‘““Here, what’s the game, you rotior?”
Johnny Briggs enorted, unaware as
were the others of Juan's purpose.

“I want a black flask, my friend,”
Juan said.  And momentarily his
p;htterm%1 gaze flickered to the ground.
There, beside the cloth on which
Johnny had already spread out the
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picnic fare, was the flask he had- laid
there. %

Mavis,.an agonised expression on her
face, gave a low groan. Bally, standing
next to her, felt her heart thudding
wildly.

Juan held the whip hand. He would
get the plans, for Sally knew that that
flask on the ground was her own and
the one that contained them.

Her hands clénched: Juan was surely
bluffing. -~ He wouldn’t dare use the
pistol. - Recklessly she toyed with the
idea of making one swift rush; but no,
that was a risk that would be the height
of folly.

Y DEAR READERS,—I think :
most of us like to try to
catch our friends out at

times, don’t you?
. And certainly I was nearly taken
in the other day.

Mr. Peter Langley came strolling
into the office to see me. (We were :
going to discuss his Noel Raymond :
stories, as a matter of fact.) E

But first, of ‘course, we chatted :
about this and that He grumbled :
because cigarettes had gone up in :
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.

price; I grumbled betause my :
: tobacco was dearer. .
Then suddenly he looked at me, :
:and said: :

“1f you were going across a field :
: and you saw a burrow, how could :
you tell whether it had been made :
by a rabbit or by a hare 1” :
et | thouiht for a moment, wonder- *
ing whether it was something to do !
with the difference in size of the tvwo :
animals. ~ And then it dawned on

me.
“It would be a rabbit burrow, for :
hares don’t make them,” I replied.
Which was right. But it was a :
close shave, all the same. -
You try it on your chums at school :
some time. Quite a lot of them will :
say “Give up,” I expect.

SIX FINE TALES
Now I must tell you that Peter :
Langley has written us a particu- :
: larly good story for unext Friday, :
: featuring that daring and fascinat- :
; ing character, Rosina Fontaine, :
about whom you all like reudini; 80 !
much, as well as Noel Raymond, of
course, : .
“Rosina’'s Surprising  Birthday :
Gift!” is the title; a really baflling :
and intriguing story you'll find it. :
You'll be reading another com- :
plete tale, featuring cheery Judy :
Jordan, entitled “Judy’s Secret @
: Competition Entry!” and another :
: adventure of those cheery “Cruising
: Merrymakers.”
: Further chapters of our three
: splendid _serials- will also “appear,
: completifig a delightful six-story
. programme,
! Be certain to order your Grmis’
: CrysTAL in advance, won't you?
£ Your sincere friend,
YOUR EDITOR
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Desperately she looked around her.
Wasn't there some way of tricking him,
distracting his attention sp that~ they
could all ?un upon the scoundrel ?

Suddenly she stiffiened. Her gaze had
fallen on the flask protruding from Bill
Dexter’s haversack. A black fask—
exactly similar to her own.

Her brain r .. A startling idca
came to her. If she could bluff him——

“Hide it ! Don't let him see it, Bill I’
she whispered tensely.

But it was a whisper which she
deliberately made loud enodgh for
Juan to hear. At the same moment she

‘quickly thrust the haversack out of

sight behind - Bill's back—but not too
quickly so that Juan wouldn’t see the
movemoent |

“Here, what are you doing——"" Bill
began in surprise.

“Bo!” Juan, a smile on his swarthy
face, came striding forward “You
think to trick me—yes? You think I do
not sce? Ah, a black flask| Bring it
to mel”

“But this one—"" DBill gasped, still
not comprehending.

“It's o good !I” Bally cut in swiftly.
“We're helpless. He'll have to have it.
Sorry, Mavis!”

But as Sally turned, and with
apparent reluctance took the flask from
out of Bill's haversack, she quickly
winked. Bill saw the wink; Mavis saw
it, too.

In silence they stood as Sally marched
forward with the flask. Eagerly Juan
took it.

“1 look just to make sure,” he said.

Again Sally’s heart thudded within
her. So far her bluff had worked. But
once he opened the flask—

Recklessly her eyes gleamed.

_“Help, help!” she cried.
right, Mavis! Someone’s coming "

Juan’s lips opened in a snarl
Steadily the pistol still covered them all
as, out of the corner of his eye, he
looked about him.

“It is & poor trick !” he sneered. “I
see no on ”

Sally appeared to be tremendously
excited.

“Your mistake ! Don’t worry, Mavis.
He won’t be able to got away with the
plans!” she cried. “He's got them
now, but—"

“And I keep them !” Suddenly Juan
begnn backing towards the bridge.
“Stand where you are ! ¢

Sally felt a thrill run through her.
Her desperate ruse was working. He
wns.goingéibeliering that someone was

“It's all

coming— ievinr that he had the flask
containing the plans.
ow he had reached the other end
of the bridge. b
“Help !” Bally cried again.
But Juan laughed.

“Whoever it is, they will be too late.
Nor will you be able to follow me until
I have made good my escape. See!”

And now in his other hand was a
knife. With two quick movements he
had cut the ropes which supporfed the
bridge. There was a aplasL as it fell
into the water, curving away in the
strong current.

“Farvewell, my young friends!” And
looking about him cautiously, Juan
Mendrez disappeared through the belt
of trees.

Mavis gripped.Sally’s arms,

“Oh,. Sally, that was clever of you.
We still have the plans—"

But Sally cut her short. There was
no look of triumph in Sally’s eyes—
only dismay and consternation.

“Yes, we've got the plans. But it's
now three o'clock, and we're trapped
on this island. If we don't escape,
you'll never meet your uncle in time—



and we shan't get back:to ‘the harbour
before  the Dorian sails1? i

. . . . -

“GOSH,- Sally’s right 1 -
- Bill.  ‘Dexter’s. voice was
startled. In" dismay they were;all
looking at cach other. . .

There in the river swirled the bridge,

rendered useless: now that Juan had
cut it away from the opposite bank.
. “And there’s no othér way: off the
island 1" ~Sally groamed.~ “No one
could swim across—not through those
currents. They'd be swept away, and
by /the sound of it, there are some
rapids not far away | Oh, golly, what
can we dol. « ‘

Johnny Briggs, standing'on the bank,
staring- down grimly ° at' the racing
water, suddenly turned. - ‘

“I could swim across!” he said.

Sally sighed.

“Johnny, this is not the time for
boasting—"

“I'm not boasting.
sWém’ ] across 1"

ally gave a gasp.

“You couldn’t do it, Johnny. You
know very well you’d be swept away I”

“Not if T had a rope tied round me
and you keg)t. hold of it. It's our only
chance, Sally. You saved the plans,
and now I'm going to save all of us!
Bill, where's that rope we used for the
elimbing #”

Sally looked at him admiringly.

“Johnny, if you can do it—"

* “I am going to do it, Sally!”?

There was no stopping him. As he
had sajd, there would be no danger of
his being' swept away if they held a
rope which had been tied around his
waist. And Sally knew that Johnny
was a powerful swimmer. If anyone
could cross that river and reach the
mainland, it was Johnny

Two minutes later he stood on the
bank, the rope tied securely arcund
him, Sally and the others holding the
other end.’

“The hope of the side—that’s me 1”
Johnny griined irrepressibly. “Hang
on to the rope—we’re going to need it
when I get across! We'll soon fix it
around a couple of trees, and then
you'll all be able to swing across—if
you girls have got the nerve!”

“It’s like your nerve to stand there
{,]q]k:ng siich twaddle !” Sally reproved

I'm going to

im. “But good luck, Johnny |”
“Thanks, Sally! Off we go!”
The grin faded from his face.

Then, drawing a deep breath, he had
plunged into the water.

Anxious] they watched him—
watched ‘him: batthng his way against
the powerful currents.: -

This way and that they swept, ‘and
Johnny was swept with them Tightly
his friends held on to the rope, cheered
as they saw him slowly but surcly

making headway.

“He’ll do it !” Sally cried.

“Good old Johnny! Stick to it,
lad 1 Bill shouted.

And then—

“He's done 1t!” .

A tremendous cheer went 11[). On the
mainland, Johnny gleefully shook

hands with himself and then waved.
He serambled up the steep bank, znd
then he was scouting round for the
nearest tree, unfastemng the rope from
around his waist as he did so.

On _the island, Bill and Sally were
securing their end of the rope round
another tree. In a matter of seconds
it stretched across the river—and the
way of escape from - the - island ‘on
which it ‘had seemed they would he
trapped was open to them::

SORL Come on, shipmates)”

2i0

Jolinny ~ shouted “And make ‘it
snappy ! :

* Oné by one, givls first, then bagys,
they swung hand over hand along the
rope, with the foaming river below
them. But without a single mishap
they all accomplished the crossing.
At last they stood bunched together on
the mainland,

“Talk about thrills!” Sally gasped.
“You all right, Johnny?” :

‘“’Course I am! ‘A bit wet, but' I'll
soon dry in this heat. Who said I
couldn’t do it?  We'll
all right now !” 46

“Yes. But' what about, Mavis?
What time must you meet your uncle ¢
Sally asked ‘anxiously. BT

“Four o'elock.”

“Golly !, That gives us just about
thirty-five minutes .  Come on. every-
body ! We've got to reach the car, and
then’ full speed ahead for Lishon!”
Sally exclaimed, .breaking into. a’ run.

§ ! ol

S R : AT
COULD’ they do it? !

< It was a'wild race against time

that started then—a race, on the result

of which depended ‘Mavis® own ‘and her

father’s ‘future. =" - - i p oy

“Step on it1? Eﬂ.li"{l erigd. : ;

They had.wreached the ecar which: ghe
had abandoned ecarlier on. They all
piled in, and then, with a reckless
disregard for the car itself, Mavis
started. off at top speed along the road
that was little more than a cart track.

“Never mind the bumps _and
bruises | Johnny shouted excitedly.

Faster and faster Mavis drove as the
road improved. They veached the
little cafe where Johnny had japed the
girls, and then they were secorching
through the strects towards the heart

of Lisbon. :
“Where are you meeting your
uncle 7 inlly asked tensely.
g the Rocio Square,” Mavis

3

replied. “How much longer

‘Five minutes.”

“Oh, we'll never do it!*

“You must! Blow this traflic!”

“Hey, out of the way there!”

“Can’t we pretend to be a fire-
engine ?”

On at a reckless speed they went,
with a disregard for all the eity's
traffic regulations, with DPortuguesoe
policemen gesticulating and shouting
protests that went unheeded.

“Four o’clock!” Sally announced.
o I‘t.’s juft round this corner, isn’t it?”

es.”

They went round that ecorner on two
wheels, - inourring the wrath of other
drivers who howled their indignation.
Before them stretched the imposing
Rocio Square, with its two fountains
and a statue in-the centre, :

catch the Dorian

“Can you see your ' uncle?” Sally
asked, ;. ¢ s

- Mavis. looked 'around her with
desperate eyes.

“No! Oh, we're too late!” she
groaned. ““He’s gone!” And then

she gave a sudden shout of excite-
ment. “Look, there he is—just going
into_the station! Oh, thank goodness!
Uncle—uncle 1 3 :
" The car skidded to a standstill as sho
applied the brakes. Next moment sho
was scrambling out—was racing to-
wards a tall . gentleman who was
striding” in the direction of ' Lisbon's
principal railway’ station.

“ Uncle [” Mavis called again, as she
fley -on; -and Sally & Co. streamed
after her. g

The man turned, stared in surprise,
and then a relieved smile spread over
his sunburnt face.

“Mavis!” he ecried delightedly.
“I'd given you up! 1 waited as long
as I dared. My train goes in two
minntes. Have you got the plans?”

“Yes, yes! Iere they are, Uncle
Charles ” Mavis said excitedly. * But
I wouldn’t have them if it hadn't been
for all these splendid friends!” she
added, smiling at the chums. “Uncle,
haven’t 'you time to meet them?
They're from the Doria They've

been wonderful 1” .

Uncle Charles: laughed and looked ab
his watch. ;

“Beeins to me I shall miss the train,
anyway,”’ ‘he said, “But therc's
ahother in' three -hours’ time. Now
you tell me the whole story.”

And when he had heaid the tale, he
insisted on shaking each of them by
the hand. ™ ==~ -~ iy

“You've '‘missed your picnic, I'm
afraid, for the Dorian is due to sail
in three hours’ time,” he taid. “But
if you're all agreeable, I'll be delighted
to show you round the city. Mean-
while, we're going to have a meal afi
the finest restaurant in Lisbon. Come
along, youngsters 1" Ty

And so the  éhums had the time of
their lives with Mavis and her Unclo
Charles, ‘Sally ‘& Co. and Johnny &
Co. decided to eall the score hetween
them quits—at any rate, for the time
being 1 Lk

All too quickly they found themselves
back in the tender, waving farewells
to Mavis ‘and her uncle, as they stood
smiling on the ‘quay.” Mavis was stay-
ing there, but the Cruising Merry-
makers were sailing on' in search of
new fun, and new adventures!

EXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

You’ll enjoy next Friday's story about
the Cruising Merrymakers just as much
as you've enjoyed this one. Make sure
of getting your GIRLS' CRYSTAL, by
ordering your copy to-day.

“ My other
Anne, ‘““is

It only co'st;s twopence—and it’s published él;ery
please wry it. You’ll adore it, | know."

about Barbara Redfern 'and all
chums at Cliff House School—you know,
written by Hilda Richards. .

bgal’atrich,’ full of useful hints and gay
chatt

favourite pape'r,"’ éays%-
THE SCHOOLGIRL

Because :

It has those lovely complete stories

her

There is always a thrilling serial
And a fascinating complete story:
AND the most delightful article pages

er about things to do and make and
wear: ; ;

Saturday. Do
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DAPHNES FEUD..i

THE FIGURE IN STUDY NO. 7

APHNE MORETON was made
sports leader on her very first
day at Seacliffe College. Her
uncle was delighted, and hinted

that her new position might mean more
to her than she dreamed.

Then Daphne discovered that there
was a mysterious secret society, known
as the Phantom Four, who were plot-
ting against her and trying to prevent
sporting rivalry between cliffe and
a neig’l:bou.rin school—St. Chad’s.

Daphne and her chum, Betty Carr,
believed that the Phantom Four were to
meet in Study No. 7 at 8t. Chad’s.
They broke bounds, nyl went to the
school,

A ladder was reared against the win-
dow of Sl.udg No. 7, and Daphne
climbed u, he could hardly believe

or eyes when she saw what the hooded
figure inside the study was doing.

L HAT can you see, Daphne?”

w Daphne did not reply to her
chum’s question. Perched on the top of
the long ladder, she was staring through
the open window in fascinated horror.

She had expected to find the Phan-
tom Four gathered there, but the study
had only one occupant—a grey-robed,
hooded figure that was engaged in
pasting a large notice above the
mantelpiece. But Daphne had no eves
for the notice In startled amazement
she was gazing around the room.

t was a wreck!

Tables and chairs had been over-
turned. The contents of a bureau had
been tumbled out on to the floor. In
one corner, books, papers, and sports
gear had been piled up, and red ink
had been splashed around with a ruth-
fess hand.

“Great S-scott!”

Daphne drew in a sharp breath. She
realised now that the entry in the
Phantom ~ Four’s notebook "had not
referred to a meeting of the sccret
society. It referred to their next scheme
to widen the breach between Seacliffe
College and 8t. Chad's School.

_voice;

'
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unknown member
Phantom Four was pasting on the wall.

In black ink a vindictive message had
been printed oa it:

that . the of the

“THIS IS OUR REVENCE!
You tried to wreck our boat, so we're
returning the compliment !”

Daphne’s grey eyes glowed with
anger. As for her chum, .she gave a
gulp of indignation.

“8o they mean us to be blamed for
this! It's a .trick to turn Rosalie
against us. But “—fiercely she looked
around—*where’s the rest of the
gang {1’

Daphne shook her head.

“Don’t know; but we'll soon secttle
accounts with this one. (Come on—
grab her!”

As ghe spoke, she swung her legs
over the window-sill and dropped
down into the room. The hooded
figure turned, to stare in dismay as
she saw the Fourth Formers come
leaping through the window. Des-

erately she made a dash for the door,
Eut quickly Daphne ran forward.

“No, you don’t!” she snapped, and
shot out a grim hand.

Her fingers closed on the mystery
gicl's grey robes—just as she opened
the door and made to escape. There
was a ripping sound, and under the
sudden strain the garment came un-
done.  Imstantly its owner wriggled
out of it, and, taken by surrriso,
Daphne went reeling back, still cluteh-
ing at the torn robes.

“Careful I came Betty's agitated
then there came a vyell, fol-
lowed by two heavy bumping thuds.

Then, as she stood there, too dston- —

ished to move, there came a clatter of
footsteps from below, and next moment
ber chum joined her.

“What's up?” asked Betty again.
“What—" " She_ broke off as she
looked into the study and recognised it.
“Why, it's Rosalie’s ! she exclaimed.

i‘)Rogalie'sl”

aphne gave a gasp on learning that
this stud Eelongeﬁ to the haughty cap-
tain of the Fourth Form at St. Chad's.
Then again her eyes dilated with

horror as her gaze turned to the notice &
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when they saw the havoc the
secret society had created. They
were even more horrified when
they realised that the Phantom
Four meant the Seacliffe Fourth
Formers to be blamed for the

damage!
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The chums had eollided, tripped
over the debris on the floor, and
crashed into the pile of books and
sports gear.

They caught one glimpse of the
secret society girl, but they never got
a chance to identify her, for like a
flash of lightning she was out in the
Eorridor, and the deor banged behind
er. .

“Quick—after her!” asped
Daphne, scrambling to her fi:gt.pe

She plunged forward, but cven as
her hand seized the door knob
there came a telltale elick. The fugi-
tive had turned the key, and the door
refused to open.

“Locked in!” Daphne glared.
“But we'll get her vet. Come on—
back through the window!1”

They both turned, but at that
moment there came a scraping noise,
and to their alarm they saw the top
of the long ladder vanish below the
sill.  The rest of the Phantom Four
had sneaked up, and now they were

racing off with the ladder. The Sea-
cliffe girls were trapped in the
wrecked study !

“Oh golly!” gasped Betty. “Now

we're for it! If Rosalie and her crowd
come back and find us in here they'll
think we’ve done all the damage.”

Grimly Daphne nodded. She knew
that the rival Fourth Form captain,
none too friendly already, would be in
no mood to listen to explanations.

For perhaps a minute they stood
there by the window, helplessly waich-
ing the Phantom Four disappear
amongst the trees with the ladder.
Ther Daphne turned and surveyed the
overturned furniture.

“There’s only one thing for it,” she
declared. “We must clear up. the
mess. It'll be awful if Rosalie thinks
we're responsible for it.”

“Too true,” agreed Betty, with a

groan. “It would just about put the
tin-hat on all our sporting activi-
ties 1"

The thought made them both go

pale. It had been difficult enough to
persuade Miss Bebb, their head-
mistress, to allow them to enter for the
gold cup, but if she ever learnt of this
escapade——

“She'd go up like a balloon!” Betty
asserted, as she helped Daphne to tear
down the malicious notice pasted on
the wall.

They burnt the paper in the grate,
but before they could begin to put the
room to rights, voices and foolsteps
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were heard out in the corridor. They
both straightened up in alarm.
“It’s Rosalio & Co.!” whispered

Betty,  “They’ve  just finished
supper.”
Even as she spoke the doorknob

rattled, then ic’s surprised voice

could be heard exclaiming:
“Hallo! Who's locked us out?”
There came other voices,

door knob rattled again, then

the
once

more the St. Chad's captain spoke,
and now her voice was shrill with
indignation.

“Who’s in there? Open this door at
oncel Came on! I heard you moving
about !

In gilent dismay Daphno and Betiy
staved at cach other. It looked as if
they were corpered.  But discovery

woutld be disastrous. In their present
mood the rival Fourth Formers
would never believe in their inno-
eneo,

“They'll report us to Miss Bebb
and then wa shall in for o _goo;
sld wigging | gulped Betty. “Don’t
forget we broke bounds in order to get
hl\“"-,.

Daphne said nothing, but her heart
vas pounding with anger—anger
against the Phantom Four. hat
mysterions secret society was the cause
of all their troubles.

“Just let them wait!” Daphne told
herself.  “They shall pay for this
Just let them—"

Her thoughts snaﬁped off, for from
along the corridor had come a trium-
phant shout: P ,

“It’s all right, Rosalie! I've man-
aged to find the spare key. ’Now we'll
Le able to see who's there!”

Daphne grabbed frantically at her
ehum's arm.. Not a second must be
wasted if they were not to be caught,.,

“Down the ivy—it’s our only hepe!
she hreathed.

For a moment Betty drew back. It
was o long way down to the quad.
Suppose the ivy snapped under their
weight? But, encouraged by Daphne’s
example, she serewed up her courage
and gamely followed her over the
window-sill. 5

Their hearts in their, mouths, they
clutched at the ancient ivy and slowly
clambered down the wall. Daphne still
had" the grey robe she had snatched
from the fugitive slung over her
shoulder ; at all costs she meant to hang
on to it. It might prove a valuable clue
to its owner's identity.

From ahove came the sound of angry
voices, Rosalio & ‘Co. had opened tho
door and were now gazing around at
the overturned [urniture, at the ink
splashes, at all the other damage, in
furious surprise. Then a dash was
made for the window. .

“They can't have got far |’ exclaimed
the St. Chad’s skipper. i

At that moment there came a
snapping sound. The ivy, under the
dou%?o burden, had torn away from the

wall. Down tumbled Daphne and Beity *]

in a heap, and from a
cited shouts:

“There they are!” .

“Great Scott, and they're Seacliffe
girls by the look of their blazers! Hey,
come back 1"

But that was the last thing the chums
intended doing. Covering their faces
with their bent arms so as to escape
recognition, they bolted madly across
the goserted quad. Not until they had
gained the river and scrambled into
their boat did either of them dare look
round, then Betty gave an anxious gasp.

“D’'you—d’you think tkey guessed
nho we are?” she asked.

Daphne ghook her head.

“Pretty certain  they didn’t,” she
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replied. “PBut—come on! They'll be
along here in a jiffy, The sooner we get
clear the better 1” .

With desperate haste they rowed
across the river, and to their relicf they
gained the shelter of their own boat-
house without the pursnit being taken

up.

When they had put away their boat,
Daphne rolled up the grey robe, tucked
it under her blazer, then ecauticusly
looked across at the garden seat by the
steps.  But Miss Wagstaffe h re-
turned indoors. There was no danger
of being seen. So thankfully they
returned to school.

Once in the privacy of their own

study, Betty flopped down in a chair
and mopped her moist face with a
hanky.
., “Phew! That was a narrow squeak,
if you like,” she exclaimed. “But
Rosalic & Co. are bound to kick up a
dust about their study. say”’ —
anxiously she looked avross at Daphne—
“you don’t think they’ll try to blame
anyone at Secacliffe, do you?”

“Of course not!” Daphne laughed,
though more to relieve her chum’s
mind, than anything else. “We man-
aged to destroy that notice, and there's
nothing else to connect us with. the
damage. Stop worrying, old seout, and
let’s write that letter about the
swimming gala.” - :

The swimming gala was an annpual
event in the district, and both, St.
Chad’s and Seacliffe Fourth Formers
always entered for it. This year it
would be of unusual importance to both
schools, for success at the gala would
mean valuable points earned in the
cum;etit:on for the gold cup that Mr.
Griffiths had offered for the school that
did best on the river.

Never one to dwell on her troubles,
Betty eagerly began to discuss what
events their Form should enter, then she
drew up her chair and wrote to the
or] amsmg secretary.

While the Form captain was thus
engaged, Daphne picked up the long,
monk-like robe she had captured and
carefully examined it. To her dis-

- appointment it contained no name tah,

nothing which could in any way identify
its owner.

“But I'll run her to earth sooner or
later,” Daphne vowed. “And the rest
of the secref society. It’s no longer a
joke—it's deadly serious "

And fiercely her eyes flashed as she
hid the grey robe behind the book-case.

————

THE SNEAK BRINGS NEWS !

i H, well done, Betty! Now let's
see you, Amy !”
It was Monday morning,
and having risen early, the
Fourth Form had gone down to the
river for a before-breakfast bathe. But
it was no lazy, idle bathe they were
indulging in—Daphne, their new sports
eader, saw to that! Standing on the
edge of the landing-stage, she was
watching them dive,

One of the most important events at
the fortheoming gala would be the
diving competition, and Daphne was
cager for Seacliffie to win it.
nggveul girls had already displayed
their }l):rowess, and a laugh arose as
Amy Tucker, the fattest girl in the
school, waddled along the high diving
board.

“Now for the big splash!” said
Norah Tomkins.

“Big splash!” said one of the other
Fourth Formers with a chuckle. “ When
Amy thunderbolts in, I reckon we'll all
be drowned : Look out there—mind the
tidal wave [”

“Ha, ha, hal®

There came another chuckle, and in
mock alarm the girls all seurried away
from the bank. Amy, however, con-
tinued to stand there serenely. It took
a lot to ruffle her,

Daphne raised her hand.

. “Right—i—oh, jump to it,” she
instructed.

Lookmi like a miniature dirigible in
her red bathing costume, the fat girl

raised her hands above her head, poised
herself on her toes, then went shooting
off the edge of the diving-hoard.
With an expert eye Daphne watched
her. The smile on her lips faded and
instead came a look of approval, for,
despito her plumpn there was
nothing  clumsy about the way Amy
dived, and nothing clumsy about the
way she hit the water. With hardly
a ;'lgple. she cleaved through it,
vanishing swiftly below the surface.
“Oh, splendid !” cried Daphne. *“The

laugh's with you, Amy! A toppin
dive, Just try to keep your hea
well tucked in, that’s all.”

Puffing like a grampus, the fat girl's
head broke water, amg eagerly she sur-
veyed the sports leader.

“You—you're not kidding, are you?”
she asked.

“Of course not. You're nearly as
good as Betty. Keep practising and
your name’ll go down in my notebook.”

Amy gave a gurgle of joy.

* Eequ really mean ther:i's a chance of
me being in team ?” she gasped.

Daphne nodded.

“Every chance. But come on, all you
other slackers. Let’s see how some of
you can do the breast stroke. Tell you
what! We'll race one another across to
that buoy and back 1”

“That’s a bet !"”

“Come on, everybody !

Enthusiastically the suggestion was
taken up, and throwing off her wrap,
Daphne joined them on the bank.

“Ready?”  she looked * smilingly
aru't‘:'nd. “0.K. then ! One—two—three—

One after the other, the Fourth
Formers dived into the water. Pur-
posely Daphne hung back for a moment
or two, then, jumping in herself, she
went after them,

“My hat, just look at her!” Betty
Carr, a poor swimmer, though an ex-
pert diver, trod water in order to gaze
in open-mouthed admiration at their
sports leader. “Why, she’s—she's like
a giddy torpedo! she exclaimed.

And the simile was apt. Despite her
late start, Daphne was already in the
lead. With effortless sweeps of her
sturdy young arms, she went cleaving
through the water. Faster and faster!
Jean Hunter was the only one who
managed to keep anywhere near her.
The others were left hopelessly behind.
. Reaching the buoy, Daphne touched
it with one outflung hand, then, with a
kick of the legs, she turned.

“Come on, you slow-coaches—come
on!” she cried.

Valiantly the Fourth Formers obeyed
—all but Betty. She continued to stare
in astomshed delight.

“Why, she swims as well as she
rows |” she declared. “1In Daphne wo've
found a real trump card. At this rate
we'll just walk with the cup!”

That was what everyone else was
thinking, and when Daphne reached
the landing-stage an easy winner they
crowded round her adrmrinﬁ]y. :

“8t. Chad's'll sing sinall again!”
declared Betty “Good old Daﬁrhnel
Thanks to you, we'll scoop up all the
honours at the gala next week !”

But Daphnz shook her head.

“Dén’t be too sure. By all accounts,
there will be some jolly good teams
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competing. If we want to win"—
seriously she looked around—* then
we've all got to practise. I suggest we
come down here night and morning.
What do you say?” .

“w i y mo !Jl

“You lead Daphne, we'll follow I”

“Rather 1”

There came an enthusiastic response
and Daphne’s grey eyes glowed with
happiness. W%mt a fine lot of girls
these were, and how proud she was that
ll}:g‘y ‘o readily accepted her leader-
ship.

If‘or 2 moment her mind went back
to what her uncle had said when he had
brought her heré to Seacliffe. He had
hinted that there was some secret reason
why it was essential that she should
make a success of her job as sports
leader.

What could that reason be?  She
couldn’t even guess. But, whatever it
was, she meant to win success. Indeed,
she could hardly fail, considering what
a fine lot of chums she had. Unless—
Her smile faded. Unless the Phantom
Four kept their threat—unless they
managed to bring to an end the Fourth
Form’s sporting activities.

“But the Phantom Four can’t do any-
thing—1 won’t let them!” Daphne
muttered fiercely. then, forcing. away
her fears, she surveyed the waitin
Fourth Formers again. “That's enough
for one morning "' she said. “Buck up
and get dressed—and don't forget to
have a good rub down. We can’t afford
to have anyone laid up, vou know.”

Laughing and  joking, they all
repaired to the long line of cubicles
beyond the boathouse. but as they
dressed they heard footsteps on the
gravel towpath. and a malicious voice
hailed them:

““8Bo that's where you're all hiding !”

Looking out Daphne saw a pert,
freckle-faced Third Former standing
thera. her hands clasped behind her
back. Tt was Emily Clark, a girl who
had the reputation of being a bit of
& snealk.

“Hiding—what do yon mean?” de-
manded Daphne, while the rest of the
Form popped their heads round the
various doors.

Emily looked surprised.

“Mean to say you haven't heard the
news 1 she countered.

“No; what is it?”

The Third Former gave a sly chuckle.

*“ Ah, that 'ud be telling, but there's
a fine old row brewing. 1If you ask
mo——""

Daphne gave an exasperated gasp.

“What are you babbling about ?”

“Yes, come on—whose keyhole have
you been listening-in at this timet”
demanded  Betty Carr, buttoning up
her blazer

Emily Clarke flushed and tossed her
ead,

“For that, T won't tell you anything,”
ghe declared.

“Oh, yes you will ¥’ snorted Betty,
and, leaping forward, she grabbed the
sneak by the arm. “Come on, spill
the beans, or we'll spill you—right into
the river ¥*

With a wink at Daphne, the Form
captain pretended to drag the strug-
gling Third Former to the edge of the
path. The sneak gave a squeal.

“Don’t you dare!”

“Then don’t be such an aggravating
little chump. What’s all this news
about 7

“It's about 8St. Chad’s. Miss Flint
hns {IUSt rung up old Bebby 1”

“Wh-aaa-t ¥

In blank amazement most of the
Fourth Formers stared Miss Flint was
the stern headmistress of the rival
school. But how could she create a
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row? Only Daphne and Betty could
guess, nnd" they exchanged uneas
glances. Was it possible that, after all,
they were sus of doing the
damage to Rosalie's study?

“It’s impossible I” Betty snorted, and
grimly she shook the wriggling sneak.
* Loo 3 here. if you're trying to scare
s

“I'm not : She has phoned old Bebby
up. I heard her myself; and what she
said made old Bebby go red with rage.
She’s stalking about her study like a
war-horse | I dunno what it’s all about,
but it concerns the Fourth, and—"
With a sudden twist the Phird Former
broke loose. and as she scampered away
she sniggered maliciously. = “I hope
you all get it in the peck—that’s what
I hope!” she shouted.

Wonderingly, the Fourth Formers
gazed after her, then impulsively they
turned to Daphne and Betty, their
acknowledged leaders.

. “D’you think there's
it?” asked Jean Hunter.

Betty shook her head, while Daphne
forced a laugh

anything in

- Bere.she comes, Betty ! "’ whispered Daphne. Not rbn.h.s% t Miss
Wagstaffe was glowering at them she and her chum stared

* she cried, looking dramatically

around the room. “ Stclla’s just told
me. It was Miss Flint who phoned,
and she’s coming over to see old Bebby
almost directly.

“Coming over to sec the Head!”

An apprehensive chorus arose, and
blankly the Fourth Formers sat there,
staring,

*“ What about?"” asked Daphne.

But Norah shook her head.

“Stella wouldn’t say. But she hinted
i{ was !éolly serions, and what’s more, .
she— 2

But at that moment the door opened
and Miss Wagstaffe entered the class-
room. She was in cne of her most dis-
agrecable m %

“Norah,- why are yon not in your
place?” she demanded. *“Seat your-
self at once, and the rest of you—get
out your history books. Decause I have
been delayed, that is no reason why
vou should not be getting on with your
work.”

Moodily .Daphne & Co. scttled down
to work. They were supposed to be
rench Revolution, but

mean,”

studying the

ugh the

window. From the car had descended the visitor they dreaded—the
headmistress of the rival school!

“Of course not! You all know what
a rumour-monger Emily is

Nevertheless, it was worriedly that
she finished dressing. Suppose Miss
Flint had been telephoning about the
study ?

“But it's impossible !” Dapbne told
herself. “She couldn’t possibly suspect
us! There's no evidence—" Then
she broke off and grinned as she saw
Betty strugglmg imnto a brand-new
blazer “My! Aren’t we smart this
morning ! she exclaimed.

“ Had to put on my Sunday best.” her
chum explained. “Lost a Lutton
off my other one. But come on—the
brekker bell went long ago.”

“Yes, let's run for it!” urged fat
Amy. “I'm starving”

In the bustle of getting to breakfast
they forgot all abou* Emily Clarke’s
disturbing, rumour, but afterwards,
when they were filing into the class
room for lessons. they gor another
shock. Norah Tomkins who had gone
to see the school caprain about a parcel
she expected. came in looking shocked

and startled. -
“It's true—what Emily said, 1

never had they found it harder to con-
centrate. Most of them were filled with
excited speculation, wondering what
the rival headmistress could possibly
want at Seacliffe. Only Daphne and
Betiy had a glimmering of the possible
truth, and again and again their gaze
wandered to the window,

When would Miss Flint arrive? What
would she have to say?

Betty gave her chum a worfied nudge.

et | " she began; but from the

say
I will

rosirin camne an irate voice:

“Take fifty lines, Betty Carr.
not have this nattention,”

In confusion Beity bent over her book
again = It was Daphne who offended
next time. She was also peering out of
the window when the Form-nistress
eagle eye spotted her. : :

“Would 1t be indiscreet to inquire
what it is outside that atlracts your
attention ?”’ she asgked icily,

“N-n-nothing I” stammered Daphne.

“Then kindly keep your gaze fixed
on vour book. and to make certain yon
will remember. you also will do me
fifty lines!”

Vahantly the chums tricd to forges
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their fears, Dbut  at length Daphne
risked another sideways peep, and sud-
denly she gave a startled gasp. -~

For, descending from a car by the
gateway, was a short, stout woman,
dressed in sternly c¢ut tweeds. Miss
Flint ! > =

“Here she comes, Betty,” she whis-
pered. “Here's—" ¢

Then she broke off in confusion, con-
scious that Miss Wagstaffe was angrily
watching her, vz

“Your lines are doubled, Daphne!”
snapped the Form-mistress, “and as
you and Betty seem unable to concen-
trate on your work, you will both sit
here for the rest of the lesson.” - She
indicated the long desk-on the rostrum.
“Bring your books with" you,” she
orde 1'eﬁ. TA -

Red-faced, the chums marched across
the room, and, feeling horribly embar-
rassed, they sat down on either side of
the glowering Form-mistress. But,
though they both appeared to be read-
ing their history Looks, their minds
were far away

Even if Miss Flint had come to com-
plain about the wrecked study, surel
she conld not accuse them! Yet—sud-
denly Daphne went white—suppose they
were asked point blank if they had
broken bounds on Saturday night?

“Wae'd have to own up then,” she told
herself glumly. * And that would look
as if we were guilty. No one would
ever believe—"

She broke off, for ihere had come a
knock at the deor.

“Come in ! bade Miss Wagstaffe.

The door eopened, and in walked
Stella  Watkins, the captain of the
school. Her pleasant face looked un-
usually grim, and Daphne and Betty
caught in their breath, So did the rest

e Form.

“Well, Stella, what do yow want?”
asked Miss Wagstaffe,

The school captain made an agitated

sture,

*“Miss Bebb asked me to come to sece
vou,” she replied. *“8he wishes the
Fourth
—at “once !

Miss Wagstaffe and. most of the
Fourth Formers looked surprised. The
request, to say the least of it, was
unusual. They wondered what could
be the reason for it.

“My hat! There must he somethin
pretty serious in the wind!” dec!are5
Jean, IHunter to the girl at the next
desk,

“¥Yon bet!” The other girl nodded..
“If you ask me—"

She broke off in confusion as she
realised that the Form-mistress’ cagle
eyes were fixed on her.

“Stop that talking! How many
more times have I to tell “you?”
snapped Miss Wagstaffe,  Then she
turned to the captain of the school.
“Very well, Stella,” she said.” “1 will
see that the Form assembles at once.”

The captain departed, and again the
Fourth Formers began to speculate as
to what was to happen. But Daphne
and Betty had no need to speculate.
They knew that their worst fears had
been confirmed, ;

MISS FLINT'S ACCUSATION

HEN the Fourth Formers filed
into the Aaembli Hall they
found  their eadmistress
already awaiting them. And

with her was the Head of 8t. Chad’s,
Miss Bebb wasted no time in coming
to the point.
“I have summoned you here,” she
said, “becanse of the very serious accu-
sation that has heen levelled against

two of your number. To put it bluntly, -

*Miss Flint”—with one_ hand she indi-
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Form to assemble in the Hall-

cated the stern woman at her side—
“accuses two of you girls of having
deliberately entered her school with the
object of engaging in a vindié¢tive bout
of destruction.” .

- Bome of the Fourth Formers gasped.
AV of ‘them looked indignant. Indeed,
’.ﬁ{iu ‘Bebb herself - looked indignant
also.

“1 can hardly credit thai any Sea-
clifie girl would do such a mean, wicked
act,” she  declared, *nevertheless, in
fairness to Miss Flint, I must make a
thorough investigation into the matter.
First of all, did any of youn visit St
Chad’s on. Saturday evening for any
purpose whatever {”

There was a general shaking of heads.
Only Daphne and. Betty did not move.
Pale an
ments, °°

Gravely Miss Bebb surveyed them all,

“If the culprits are gathered here,”
she said, “I entreat them' to step for-
ward and confess their guilt. ther
wise I shall have to take eéxtreme
measures. - Onee again 1 ask, did any of
you visit St. Chad's on  Satirday
evening 1"

No one spoke. Again there was. a
general shaking of heads Miss Bebb
looked relieved, but the other head-
mistress frowned and angrily she stepped
forward. ¥ 4

“It is usclessdyom' denying all know-
ledge of this isgrncefur happening,”
she said harshly ‘I know that the two
girls responsible for wrecking Rosalie
Standing’s studﬂ belong to this school.
And, further, Rosalio tells me -she is
certain they were members of this
Form.” ;

Fiercely she glowered around, and for
a moment no one moved, then, to every:
one's consternation, Daphne left the
front rank Betty, thinking her chum
meant to own up, went deathly white
As for Miss Bebb, .she gazed at the
approaching girl in something like
e Sarel Iy you did not tak

‘ Sure! urely yon did not take part
in this—{n—sthis terrible episode!” she
gasped.

thne shook her head.

“No, Miss Bebb-—nor did anyone else
in the Fourth The culprits were the
Phantom Four!”

“The—the Phantom Four?”

In blank amazement Miss Bebb stood
there, while Miss Flint clucked im-
patiently. 5

“ What, nonsense is this?"” she snapped.

“The—the Phantom Four! Who are
they?"

‘“A secret society,” Daphne replied
quietly.

Again her words created a sensation,
and Miss Bebb, recovering her voice
with an effort, surveyed her in bewilder-
ment,

“Y think yon had better explain
ox%ctly what you mean, Daphne,” she
said. gt \

“Very good, Miss Bebb,” answered
Daphne, and as quickly as she could she
related all she knew about the mys-
terious secret society, although, “of
course, she made no mention of the fact
that she and Betty had actually seen
one of their number at work on Satur-
day evening. ¢ anyone wrecked
Rosalie's study,” she concluded, *then
I am certain that it must have been the
Phantom Four.

Despite hersell, Miss Bebb was im-
pressed by her quiet sincerity.

“And have you any idéa as to the
i ity of the members of this secret
society " she asked.

Daphne shook her head, but Betty,
never very discreet, replied cagerly:

“We think they belong to St Cl?a.d's,
Miss Bebb! We think they are annoyed
becaznso we have entered for the gold
mlp ”

fearful, they waited develop-.

“What¥? It was Miss Flint who
uitered the interjection In seandalised
astonishment, she Fazed at Betty ‘How
dare you, girl!” she pgasped. “To
suggest that anyone at my school wounld
start a secret society, would vindictivel
wreck one of their own colléague’s
studies—why, the idea is preposterous!”
Angrily she turned on the Seacliffe
Head *“Surely, Miss Bebb, you do not
credit this suggestion for one moment "

Miss Bebb hesitated.

“It certainly does sound fantastic,” she
agreed, “yet 1 am not inclined to rule
it out entirely It is possiblé that some
foolish girls may have banded them-
selves together in secret. ”

“If eo, then they belong to your
school!” snapped Miss Flint,

Miss Bebb flushed -

“ Really, I cannot permit, you to niake
snch  an  accusation,” " 'she = protested.
*There is no evidence——" . .

“Theére is plenty of. evidence,” was
the heated reply  *'One of the persons
who entered - Rosalie Standing’s study®
on Saturday evening left this' behind
her.” : - ¥
As she spoke, Miss Flint dived a hand®
into the pocket of her tweed pocket and
produced something that - glittered.
Grim!g she held it out, and from the
assembled Fourth-Formers came a horri-
fied g: For the objett that lay on
the rival headmistress’ palm was a brass
button—a button that could only have
come off a blazer belonging to one of
themselves! ,

Instinetively Daphne’s hand flew to
her own blazer, but to her relief all her
buttons were intact. Then, as she

lanced covertly across at Betty and saw
ﬁow pale and strained her chum had
gone, with difficulty she suppressed a
gasp. For she remembered how during
bathing parade Betty had excused her-
self for wearing her best blazer by ex-

laining that she had lost a button off
er old one.
Sup) that button had come off on

Saturday night! Su'prose the one that
Miss Flint was now holding out belonged
to the Form captain!

Daphne got no time to get over this
shock, for grimly Miss Flint was
addressing her companion

“1 see that these girls are wearing
their blazers,” she migl “Perhaps you
will permit me to examine their but-
tons?"” ‘

Stiffly Miss Bobb inclined her head.

[‘cemlnli’ll

So the other headmistress strode for-
ward, her narrowed eyes going from
blazer to blazer. At last she stopped

before Betty. That girl held her breath.
Bhe felt sick with anxiety, but, of
course, all the buttous on the blazer sha
was now wearing were intact, and at
len%h Miss Flint on.

“Well 1 asked Bebb, when the
tour of inspection had ended. “I trust
that you are satisfied now, Miss Flint?”

But the other woman shook her head.

“No doubt your girls are supplied
with more than one blazer,” she said
curtly. “T should like to inspect their
spare garments.”

Betty felt as if she must faint, and
even Daphne’s cheeks went as white as
paper. For if their spare blazers were
mspected, then Betty would most cer-
tainly be questioned. And if she gave
herself away, then Daphne also would
have to admit having broken bounds.

“0Oh ﬁollyl" groaned the Form ca
tain under her breath, then fearfully
she and Daphne waited—waited [or
their own headmistress to reply

Will Miss Bebb discover that Betty and
Daphne were at St. Chad’s School at the
vital time ? On no account miss next
Friday's GIRLS’ CRYSTAL, in which
you'll read further chapters of this
splendid serial. <
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THE VANISHED CURIOS

b OPE old Professor A James
H hasn’t forgotten the invita-
tion he sent mel He's so
absent-minded,  he probably

won't even recognise me [’

Noel Raymond grinped as he walked
up the drive of Ilam Lodge, the home
of Professor James, the well-known
historian.

The young detective had had a stand-
ing invitation for some time to come
down and inspect the professor’s price-
less collection of historical relics and
curios gathered from all Pnrts of the
vworld. Business had brought the young
detective to the country town near by,
and so he was taking the opportunity of
calling on the professor.

He pressed the bell-push as he
reached the porch. The door was
opened after a moment by a maid—a
pretty, rather pale-faced girl in trim
uniform.

“Is Professor James at = home,
please?” Noel asked smilingly. .
“I'm afraid not, sir,” the girl

rci)licd. “He is away for a few weeks
—1 understand he’s gone abroad. Put
Dr. Sanders 1s here, looking -after his
affairs,”

Noel hesitated.

“Perhaps you'd better.take my card
in to him, then,” he said.

The girl etooci aside for him to enter,
and oel waited in the tastefully
furnished hall.

The doctor appeared a moment later
—an eolderly, grey-moustached man, the
l_\})ical country doctor. . He smiled
aftably at Noel.

*Good-day, Mr. Raymond,” he said.
“Of course, I've heard of you—who
hasn't? I understand you wanted to
see Professor James?”

“Well, I wanted. to see his curios,”
Noel explained. *“I've an invitation to
do so. didn’t know he was away, but
this is the only chance I may have for
some time of calling in. If you don't
mind my looking over themi—"

“Of course not,” broke in the doctor,
beaming. “I'm in charge while the
fro!esuor—nn old friend—s away,: and

"Il be glad to show you round.”

He turned to: lead the way ‘through
the. far door. Noel handed his hat to
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the young maid. And as he did so, he
saw that she had turned as white as
paper. ‘She was staring at hini in what
scemed almost’ pitiful appeal

Noel looked at her in amazement, and
opened his mouth to ask if she were
feeling all right But at that moment
she took his hat, and left him with a
polite : “Thank you, sir!”

Noel stared after her, that haunting
look of fear still in his mind, But the
girl vanished through a door without
glancing round.

With a shrug, Noel followed Dr.
Sanders along the corridor to the
room on the first floor where the curios
were kept. The doctor unlocked the
door with a key he took from his
pocket, and they went .

The room was like an overcrowded
museum. There were curios evety-
where, in cases, on stands, tables, and
shelves—even on the floor. Vases were

there, and statuettes. pots, knives,
carved boxes, pewter-ware, swords,
trays, . medallions—everything from

examples of primitive carving to the
most beautiful ancient silverware.,

Noel wandered around, examining
the objects with keen interest, while
Dr. Banders stood in the doorway,
jangling his keys.

Suddenly the young detective turned,
a puzzled frown on his face.

“Some of the curios appear to have
been removed,” he said. “And I see
that one thing—a statuette, 1 should
imagine—has been taken, none too
gently, from its wooden base.”

The doctor stiffened, his smile fading.

“Well, Mr. Raymond, the fact is, oné

Two people conlessed to being
guilty of the theft of the pro-
fessor's valuable curios. Yet
Noel felt certain that neither of
them was guilty. ‘And that made
him all the more determined to
‘discover the real thief.

e e e

or two of the curios are missing. It's
really something n your line.”

“You mean they have been stolen?”
said Noel quietly.

“Exactly, Mr. Raymond. They have
vanished from this room. when it has
been locked, without anyone here know-
ing about it—or so they say

*“As you can sec,” he added, “the
window is too small to allow a man w
get through, and has strong iron bars
on the outside. There is no ventilator,
and the chimney is too small to allow
anyone to climb down it There cannot
be any secret ‘passages—the walls are
too thin. And there’s no trapdoor in
the floor, I know.”

Noel was staring at him 1n amaze-
ment, s

“Yet the curios have vanished?” he

said. “Did they all disappeat
together?”
“No; there were several thefts, ‘Each

time, three or four objects disappeared.
I came up to see if everything was ali
right, unlocked the door—there's only
this one key, which I always keep—and
found something had been taken! The
lock has never been tampered with,
either. Yet the professor's curios have
been vanishing. What he will say
when he returns, 1 dare not think You
see, he left the collection in my charge.”

“Do you suspect anyone at allt”
Noel asked

“I'm, afraid d've more than suspicion
against one person,” the doctor said
slowly. “ Thart silver statuette that was
wrenched from its base—it was found in
the room of Janet Mitchell, the maid
who opened the door to you,”

Noc! started

“1, thought there was something
queer about her manncr.” he remarked.

“I've already had a word with her,”
nodded the doctor gravely “I asked
all the staff to tell me what they knew,
but they didn’t give much information.
It was the butler who found ‘the
statuette hidden in the girl's room.
I'd asked him to look there, to make
sure there: was nothing hidden. She
demed all knowledge of the thefts, but
I was =o dissatisfied with her manner
that I decided I must. give her
notice. She is the only person ‘who
could have smuggled the curios out—
for she has always swept and dusted the
room. I know ‘t must be ‘someone in
the house, for whenever the thefts have
occurred there has been no disturbance.
The watchdog we keep in the grounds
has never.made a sound.”

Noel thought quickly for a :moment.

“This interest: me,”’ he said
musingly. “I'd like to have.a word
with all. the household, if you don’t

mind. doctor.” ;
They. were quickly asscmbled in the
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hall. ‘Apart from Lhe frightened youn
maid, there were only two men—Will-
ings, the elderly butler, and Hurst, the
chanffeur, a nervous little man.

Noel questioned the pale-faced young
maid first, .

“What do you know about these
thefts, Janet?” he asked gently.

*“ Nothing at all, Mr. Raymond,” she
veplied, in a low but steady voice. “I
know the doctor thinks stole the
curios—but I'm innocent—I swear it1”

“Thank you, Miss Mitche]l!” Noel
said gravely, betraying nothing of his
thoughts. ¢ passed on to Willings,
the butler.

“What do you know “about this
business ¥ he asked.

Willings shuffled his feet uneasily,
looking at the floor. y

“I—1 don't know anything, sir!” he
muttered gruffly,

Noel raised his cyebrows; then,
without comment, passed on to Hurst.
But the chauffeur could offer no help.

“1 live in a cottage next to the
garage, sir,” he explained; “so it isn't
often I'm up here at the house.”

Seeing that there was nothing further
to be learnt from them, Noel dismissed
ihe three, and found himself alone with
Dr. Sanders.

“Y’know, I've seen both Hurst and
Willings before, and recently,” he mut-
tered, frowning. “Can’t place them for
ihe moment, though. y the way,
Sanders, when did the last robbery
actually take place?”

“To-day,” replied the doctor. “It
must have been an honr or so before
you arrived. I went up to the curio-
room, and found that two vases had
vanished.”

“1 see!” said Noel thoughtfully. “1
wonder if you could put me up for the
night 7 he added. “I'd like to get to
the bottom of this, for the sake of Pro-
fessor James.”

“1 can put you up,
Sanders replied “But I'm afraid
that Janet Mitchell, the maid, is
undoubtedly the culprit.”

“We'll have to find out,” said Noel.

He waited while the doctor rang for
ihe butler to take his bag up to the
room he was to occuﬁy

Willings seemed to have something on
his mind. Noel noticed his side glances
more than once as they ascended the
stairs, and felt more ceitain than ever
that he had scen the man somewhere
quite recently.

¥ was as they entered the bright and
cheerful room Noel was to have that he
remembered.

It was that afternoon, in the country
town, when Noel had noticed a saloon
car pass him. He had stepped into
the roadway to aveid an obstruction
when the car had swept by, sounding
its horn. He had glanced at the two
men inside. The driver had been
Hurst, the chauffeur; the other man
was Willings.

Noel grinned as this simple solution
beeame clear No doubt the butler
had gone into town on some errand, and
Hurst had picked him up and brought
him back to Ilam Lodge, passing Noel
on the way.

At that moment he saw that the
butler, having deposited the suitcase,
was staring at him uncertainly, appar-
ently wanting to say something.

“Yes, Willings; what is it?” asked
Noel encouragmily.

“It's about—about these robberies,
gir 1” the butler muttered. “I've heard
of you, and how you always solve your
cases; so I might as well tell you
everything.”

“What do you mean?” asked Noel
Bharpl_v

“JI—1 want to confess, sir. I was the
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certainly,”

tlief. ¥'ve heen stealing the professor's
curios !” t

Noel stared at him for a moment,
completely at a loss for words.

“You were the thief, Willings?* he
said then. “But why did you do it?
Why didn’t you confess just now to Dr.
Sanders 17

“I thought 1'd get away with it,” the
butler replied, hanging his head. “Now
I realise what a fool I've been. I bad
a duplicate of the key made, and
slipped into the room when nobody was
abotit. To—to aveid suspicion, I planted
that statuette in Janet Mitchell's room
to get her blamed. Last time I went
in the curio-room was this afterncon—
about an hour before you arrived, Mr.
Raym::.md. Oh, I must have been mad

to—
“Mr. Willinga

The horrified cryv came from the
doorway.
Noel and the butler spun round,

startled. Janet, the young maid, stood
there, her face white, a look of incredu-
lous horror in her wide eyes. >

“Mr. Willings!” . she eried again.
“It’s impossible!” You ecan’t be the
thief | What—what does it all mean

The butler’s drawn face had turned
greyer. 2

“Janet—Janet dear, 1 didn'é wans
you to know |” he said huskily. “I
didn’t want you to—to hear that! But
it's true! I stole those curios!®

“T'll never believe it!” the girl
sobbed, clinging to him. “Yeu—you
couldn’t ‘possibly do anything so mean.
Why, you've been our friend—daddy’s
and mine—ever since I can remember !
Mr. Raymond, he didn’t do it! 1i’s all
somo ghastly mistake !”

Noel was perturbed and shaken, his
mind whirling. What could he say?
The man himself was insisting that he
was the thief.

The young deteetive was saved from
making a reply by a new interruption.
Into the room strode Dr. Sanders, look-
ing bewildered.

“What's the matter in here?” he
demanded, gazing from one to the
other.

The butler turned to him, patting the
sobbing wirl’s arm.

“Dr. Sanders,” he said tensely, *I—
I've just told Mr. Raymond the truth
about the thefts. 1 am the thief!
I've been stealing the eurios!”

The doctor was thunderstruck. He
gazed at Willings as though he could
hardly believe his ears. Then he sud-
denly recovered his voico.

“¥You—you scoundrel I’ he spluttered,
almost choking. “8o you—you are the
thief? You've been stealing Professor
James’ curios? Yet you have the—tho
andacity to stand there and face me!
Get out of the house at once before I
send for the police! Never let me sce
you near here again!”

“Very well, sir,” the butler said in
a flat voice.

“Doctor, no, no! Don’t do that!
Willings is innocent ! He didn’t do it |”
Janet was almost frantic now in her
distress.

Noel gently drew her away from the
butler, endeavouring to soothe her.

“You'd better go, Willings,” hie said
quiet]g, with a eignificant glance
towards the doctor, who was garinﬁ'
through the window now, as thou
anxious to have nothing more to do
with the butler

Willings gulped, and then, without
another word, left the room.

The doctor turned back from the
window. Janet looked up at him,
pluckily trying to restrain her emotion.

“Dr. Sanders, bhe never stole the

curios,” she said earmestly,. “I'm
«certain he's absolutely innocent.™
“Bah {” snapped the doctor. “The
man had the {rmnneu to confess it,
frightened to face the thought of being
caught out by Mr Raymond! And
you'd better watch your step, my girl!

I'm not so sure you aren’t mixed up
in this! haven’t forgotten the
statuette found in your room! You've

been very friendly with that—thief!
On?“more sign of trouble, and out you
go

He swung on his heel and
heavily out of the room.

“Mr. Raymond, you must do some-
thing,” said Janet urgmtI{.v turning to
Noel. “I don’t know why Willings con-
fessed to stealing those curios, but I'l!
never believe he was the thief. He's
the finest, kindest man I know 1”

Noel looked at her steadily.

“Miss Mitchell, I shan’t rest until
I've cleared up this mystery com-
pletely. I don’t believe Willings was
the thief, either. Don’t take too much
notice of what the doctor said. He's
naturally upset. And you mustn’t
worry any more |*

The girl smiled gratefully, and she,
too, ipft the room.

But Noel, lighting a cigareite, felt
““el:llf' bafiled.

Willings had corfessed to being ihe
thief. But at the actual time o% the
last theft Noel himseli had seen the
man in the car, miles away from Hlam
Lodge. Willings had confessed to a
cr;:md ihe. couldn’t possibly have com-
mitte

strode

——

THE SECOND CONFESSION

OEL strove to grasp the meaning
of this unexpected develop-
ment,

2 Ie was certain that it was
Willings he had seen in the car at ihe
time the last robbery had taken place.
And his belief that the man’s “con-
fession * was false was strengthened by
Jauet’s spirited defence of his character.

Who, then, could the thief be? Nosl
still felt certain it was an “inside job.”
It suddenly occurred to him that f
Willings was ruled out, then Hurst
must be, too. Ior the chauffeur had
been with Willings in the car!

Which left. only Janet Mitchell,
the young maid !

Could she be the real thief, after
all? Al the evidence seemed to point
towards her. Her distress when Will-
ings was dismissed just now might have
been a_clever pretence to throw sus-
picion from herself. 3 ;

Yet Noel could not believe the girl
was anything but honest. Her manner
convinced him—and his judgment
rarely let him_ down.

His troubled thoughts were
rupted dramatically.

: door of his reom opened sud-
den 3', to admit a panting figure. Dr.
Sanders rushed inte the room, gripping
tlmllig of t‘;:e our_l&roemru. & bl

~ mond, - quickly gasped.
“There’s been another robbery!”

“What's that?” sna Noel, spin-
ning round. “When ¥

“Must have been a few minutes ago.
I went into the curio-room just now to
take in a pair of candlesticks from the
study. I found that two jewelled
swords had vanished from a case on the
wall.  That—that scoundrel Willings

a
“Wait !” broke in Noel. “How could
it have been Willings? In that time
he was in here, talking to me! And
thﬁn“you came in and saw him your-
seil. >
“Must have been an accomplice,”
replied the doctor, “or Willings must
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bave dashed in when he left the room
after I'd dismissed him.”
“Let me have a look al.ilie room,”

said Noel grimly.
He raced along to {he curio-room, the
door of which now stood open.

Immediately he saw that a glass case

on the wall had been forced open and

the two ornate ceremonial swords in-

side—ancient Turkish weapons—had
taken from their mountin

Swiftly, but methodically, Noel set
to work to search the room. His efforts,
however, were in vain. Not one clue
had the mysterious thicf left behind.
All that he could find was somethxrgs
almost too insignificant to be conside
—a scrap of straw, a couple of inches
long, withered and dirvty. It was lying
on the carpet. Noel put it in his pocket
before rising to his feet.

“Nothing much here,” he said, rising
to his feet. “But I'm not at all sure
Willings could havo carried out this
obbery. Even if ho did come along
here when you dismissed him, he must
have spent some time in opening the
door, forcing this case, and geiting
away after relocking the door. And,
remember, vou left my room only a few
moments after him !™ :

“Then it's that girl !” said_the doctor
furiously. “She must have entered this
room after she left you, while I was
downstairs, and robbed ii—probably an
act of spite. 1 warned her what T'd do
if there was any more irouble, and I
shan’t let this pass. I'll fire her!”

Noel ig'norwi this outburst.

“Don’t you think we'd bettér question
the girl and Hurst, the chanffeur, too.
about their movements during the last
few minutes?” he asked.

We may as well,” replied the dector.
“But I'm not taking anv more changes.
The girl goes|*

‘He pressed the bell and, in answer io
his summons, Janet and, the chauffeur
presented themselves,

“There’s been anoflicr robhery in
the curio-toom—and within the last
few minutes,” shid Noel, coming to the
point. “Now, Miss Mitchell,” will von
tell me what you have been doing sinee
yon left me ten or fiftcen minutes ago

The girl met his eves bravelv,

“I've been sweeping out the spare
room next to the eurio-room, and when
I'd finished T went downstairs. I was
in the servants’ quarters when Dr,
Sanders rang just now,” she replied, in
a low tone.

“You didn't see anvone enter the
curio-room or hear any signs of people
moving about?” asked Noel keenly.

“T heard nothing at all,” said Janet.
“And I'm quite sure nobody. came
along the corridor to the curio-room.
Mr. Ravmond "—there was a . sudden
break in her voice—“you do believe
me ?”

“T do.” said Noel gravely, resting
his hand on her shoulder,

“But T don’t !” broke in Dr, Sanders
angrily. “I've had cnough of this!
Janet, vou'll elear out right away!”

Noel's eyves glinted,

“One moment, doctor,” he inter-

posed. “I think you're being rather
drastie; vou'vo still vory litiln direct
evidence against Miss Mitchell. " Look
here, T'm confident I can cléar up this
mystery soon. Let Miss Mitchell stay
here for at least another twenty-four
hours. T'll make myse!f responsible for
her !*
doctor hesitated, stroking his
chin.
“Very well, Raymond,” he said
finalls. “T'll give her another twenty-
four hours.. Tf it hasn't been proved
that someone clse is the thief by then,
then I must dismiss her !”

“Thanks!” said Noel, with an en.
couraging smile at the girl. * And now,
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Hurst, what about you?.. Where have
yon been during the last fow minutes®”

“1 was in the house, sir,” replied the
startled chanffeur, fidgeting nervousl
with his drooping grey moustache. *
came into the servants’ quarters to get
a can of oil I'd lefi there.”

“You heard nothing suspicious?”
questioned Noel.

“Not a thing, sir,” said the little man

emphatically. “Oh, I did see Willings
leave the house some minutes ago. I
saw_him

down the drive, carrying
his bafz. E:tl. that’s all, sir.”

Noel bit his llﬂ.

“Very well,” he said. "I see you
can't tell us any more.”

He turned to the doctor as the others
made their way downstairs again.

“I'd like to look at that glass case
again for finger-prints,” he said,

They re-entered the eurio-room, and
Noel examined the case carefully. His
eyes glinted as he turned away.

“There may be: prints there,” he
announced, “but I'll-have to take off

I
[

Noel and the

this hinged glass Trent and keep it for
the. present, =0 as not to lose the im-
pressions. Ilave you a screwdrivert”
“Hurst is bound to have one,” the
doctor replied. “T'll ask the maid to
go across to his cottage and get one.”
“Don’t bother,” cut in the young
detective swiftly, as Dr. Sanders moved
towards the bell. "TI'll slip over there
myself. Won't be a minute 1" :
He left the house, making through
the grounds towards the chauffeur’s
little cottage next to the garage. Day-
light had given place to dusk now, and
the stars wero already showing.
Noel reached the little cottage and
rapped on thie door. But there came no

reply. Nor was therc any light show-
ing, It seemed that ¥lurst was not at
home.

Noel paused for a moment, and then
decided to go into the garage. There
was probably a serewdriver in there.

The doors were unlocked, and the
large saloon-car was parked inside.
Evidently Hurst had  not left the
grounds. Noel discovered a suitable
screwdriver on a ghelf and left the
garage, closing the doors behind him.

He begin makmg his way back
across the grounds towards the house,
picking his way carefully in the
gathering darkmess,

Il |

butler spun round as a horrified cry came from the doorway.
“ Mr. Willings ! ” cried Janet. “It!'s”impoesible! You can’t be the

It was as he was emerging from &
clump of thick bushes that he saw thar
somecne ¢lse was in ihe grounds. A
furtive, indistinct figure was moving
silently past the wall of the house, only
a few yards away.

The young detective’s blue eyes

linted. With a stealthy tread he made

is way towards the prowler.

The figure seemed to be moving with
a rather surprising lack of caution,
despite its furtiveness. Once the per
son nearly tripped over a tree-root, and
then stopped near a window, looking
around.

Now Noel was near enough to . see
that the man had o large haversack
over his shoulder.

The young detective ftensed, and
then sprang forward, grabbing at the
man's shoulder.

“Let's sce who you are,” he mut-
tered.

The man whirled round, apparently
startled; and Noecl gasped aloud, his

-".’/
/4.

hand dropping limply fromr the other’s
shoulder.

It was Hurst, the chauffeur, who
stood there. He was wearing his dark
blue driving overcoat, and the stiff

aked cap, pulled down well over his
ace, shading it. But there could be
no mistaking the drooping, grey mous-
tache, or the mervous action as the
chauffenr put his band up to pull at it.

“M-Mr. Raymond!” he stuttered,
almost trembling, staring at the young
detective.

“What have you got in that bagi”
demanded Noel tersely, taking a pace
nearer -

“Really, I don’t see that that has
anything to do with you,” retorted the
little man, recovering some of his pre-
sence of mind. “Just a few—er—
tools.” . -

“T'd like to make sure of that,” said
Noel terselv. And, without. ceremony,
he grabbed at the haversack

Hurst seized it, trying desperately to
wrench it from the young detective’s
grasp.. In a moment the two were
struggling for the haversack, swaying
backwards and forwards in the
attempt.

Hurst, apparently frenzied, made a
sudden snaich at the strap, only to miss
it, and make a gash in Noel's forearm,
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Noel winced at the sudden tum.
but he did not relax ‘his grip. With
an unexpected twist he wrenched the
haversack from the struggling
chauffeur, and tipped the contents on
1o _the ground.

A silver jewel-box, an ebony statuetie,
a couple of gold hangles, and a silver
candlestick lay there on the muddy
ground. .

Noel looked up at the chauffeur, who
was “standing, breathing heavily, by
him, all the fight gone out of him.

“Sa you were the thief, after all?”
said Noel grimly. 3

“Well
man sul}en]y‘ “Suppose F did? You
haven't caught me yet, Mr. Clever
Détective I Put your hands up!”

- He whipﬂed out. a revolver as he
spoke, levelling it at Noel.

““Balen upawares, the young detective
bad to obey. But his eyes were puzzled
as he saw ihe man stuff  the siolen
curios back into the haversack.

“Hurst,” he eatd, a curious tone in
his voice, “did you commit that rob-
bery this afternoon at four o'clock?”
. "“Course I did!” sneered- the litile
man, his nervousness gone now. “And
1 did that last job only a few minutes
ago. And, what’s more, I'm gettin’
away with the stuff mght now—see?
Listent T'm leaving you here where
I can see you for a bit. Don’t move
for ten minutes, or it'll be the worse
for you!"™
Noel's Jips tightened grimly; but he
had-perforee to stamd there, still hold-
ing up his hands, whilst Hurst backed
away mto the darkness. In a few
moments the man had disappeared inio
the shadows. g
The young detective waited for what
h2 judged to be the ten minutes. His
mind was in a whirl. : ;
The chauffeur was, it scemed, the
mysterious thief. Noel had caught him
- , only to-losc him again.

On his own admission, the man had
heen robbing the professor’s cario-

room. j i

Yet-Noel had seen. him in ihe car at
the time when the robbery that after-
noon -had been carried out. And how
had he managed to rob the place, not
half an hour ago, when Noel was in his
room near by, when the door of the
curio-room  was locked—when Hurst
himself had been down i the servants’
quarters; seemingly 7 s

Amazing though it appeared, ihe
soung detective felt certain that Hurst
was not the thief. That he, like the
butler, Wilings, had confossed to the
robberies, whieh he had never com-
mitted:

- .

" THE REAL THIEF
“H_ANG it all, this is getting

fantastio!  1t's - impossible,
- increditiﬁe e
5 Noel was frowning in per-
plexity. He walked up towards the
door of the house, risking being shot
at from Itﬂl‘hdhq“kn%“ by l"j hth.; adver-
=ary.- othing' bha ned; wever,
n.nﬂ"r he mmhﬁcf the in safety.

In the curio-room Dr. Sanders was
still waiting for him, frowning wor-
riedly.

“1 say, Raymond,” he said abruptly,
as Noel entered the room, “I've rciugt
been  thinking - about what the
chauffeur, Hurst, told us just now. He
said he was irs when the latest
0 occurred, fotchmf a can of
oil he’d left there. Yet I've just ro-
‘membered that the back door to the
servants’ quarters was locked.
came in he would have had to knock
an the door, for Jaret Mitehell to open.
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what if I was?” snapped the

I’'ve just questioned Janet, and she
denies having opened the deor for him.
One or other of 'em hasn’t told uvs the
truth. Which 7" :

“Which?” repeated Noel cslowly.
“That's the point.”

Then he told the dector what had
been happenimg out in the grounds

Dr. Sanders’ -face -darkened as he
listened.

“Bo it's Iurst, aftier all!” he
shouted, “TI’ll' set the police on him,

4he: scoundrel! TI'll them
straight away ™

He  whizled -towards (he door, only
-stop short, )

“Dash it!” he said. “I've just re-
membered the phone’s ont of order.
The only way we could reach the town
to-night, argl get in touch with the
police, would be by car; and Iurst
will have the ignition key of the saloon,
so weé shan’t be able to use the car.”

“And the chap's got away for the
present,”. said Noel grimly. “I think
I'd better keep watch on the ecurio-
room to-night, just in ecase there's
another theft. I say,” he added, gaz-
ing at the floor thoughtfully, “did any-
one come in here while I was out just
now "

“Nobody,” replied the doctor, in
some surprise. “[ was here the whole
time. I did ring the bell once, and
Janet came along; but she didn't
come inio the room; only to the door-

see,” said Noel. He added:
“Wonld you mind bandaging my arm,
doctor? ' It's hurting rather a lot.”

“Of course,” smiled his host. “1'I}
get some bandages from my bag.”

He wrapped the scratched arm carve-
fully, after having cleansed and put
antiseptic on the wound.

“How’s that?” he asked, tying the
final knot.

“It's loose,” Ngel replied, somewhat
dobiously. He bent his arm, and the
bandage alipped down. “Better-have
another shot,” he smiled. -

With the bandage tied to his satis-
faction, Noel began to discuss with the
doctor his plans for keeping watch
over the curios that night. As his
room was in the corridor that led to
the treasaré-room, he could leave hLis
door open, and keep wateh on the pas-
sage. Thus no onc would be able to
go by without being seen by Noel,

After supper Noel retired to hiz room
to keep watch on the rassnﬁa. Dr.
Sanders was to come along later to
relieve him,

The young detective settled down in

ring up

“

“an armchair facing the open doorway,

his revolver within easy reach.

An hour went by, and Noel began to
feel somewhat cramped and shifted his
position; there was a draught, too,
from the open doorway. But he_ did
not relax his vigilance. TFor now Nocl
believed he had a clue; indeed, a
definite theery was building up in his
mind.

There was one point that eluded Lim
still, however—one part of the mystery
that he could not solve.

And then, when his watch showed
that it was a few minutes to twelve,
in a sudden flash of inspiration Noel
hit on the link he was searching for.

“(Got it 1” he muttered triumphantly.
“ Birds'-nests 1

And even as he wuttered the ecryptie
remark he heard a footstep in the dark
corridor outside.

Noel snatched at his gun, his nerves
alert.

- But it was Dr. Sanders who looked
round the doorway, clad in dressing-
gown and slippers:

“ Heard anything ?” he asked; then,
sceing Noel shake his head, he added:

“T'll just go along to sce if every-
thing’sall right, anyway.”’

o moved ep along the corvidor;
and Noel, geiting up and stretching
himseclf, heard his host turning the key
in the lock of the curie-room door.

There was a few moments’ pause,
and then with stariling suddenness
lond shout. ; e

“Raymond, come here quickly !”

Noel raced along the corridor and
into the. room. . The doctor had
switched on the light, and was standing
petrified in the doorway.

“Look ! lie choked, pointing.

From a table in the centre of ihe
room a complete set of beautiful
Chincse  vases had vanished. The
polished table was bare,

“Just as I expeeted,”” Noel muttered,
then he stiffened. *“ What’s that 1

Llis keen cars had detected a faint
sevaping from somewhere within the
room. The doctor stared round him,
startled. - :

“That “cupboard—over
corner ! snapped Noel.

e crossed the room to wherve a large
cupboard stood. 'The young detective
tugged at the handle. The door was
not locked, but in swinging to it kad
apparently jammed. #

He pulled again with all his f{orce;
with 2 sudden creak the door opened,
alimost flinging Noel to the ground.

The doctor and Noel simultaneously
gasped at what they saw inside.

Crouched in the empty cupboard was
the young maid, Janct Mitchell, pale
and trembling, 5

“Youl” gritted the doctor.  “ What
are you doing in there, Miss Mitchell ¥

“I~I've been hiding in the cup-
board, hoping to ecatch the thief red-
handed,” faltered the girl. - “Only—
only the eupboard doobr slammed, and ¥
couldn’t get out.”

“You didn't see or hear anything
while you were in there?” asked Noel
quickly.

*Not unitil Dr. Sanders came in,”
Janet rvepliecd: “then I heard him
shout. for you.” )

“¥ don’t believe a word of it 1" broke
in the doctor, red with anger. -“It's
yon we've cavght red-handed, Janes
Mitchell, and I'm going to hand you
over to the polico first thing in the
morning ! Youn and that precious
butler—Willings—ware - the thieves all
the time, And probably that ether
scoundrel—Iurst—was in the plot,
t00.”

“¥¢'s not true !” Janet gasped. “It's
not true 1 ; .

“One moment, Miss Mitchell |7 inter-
posed Noel, his eyes glinting sternly.
“We must do as Dr. Sanders siggests;
we must get in touch with the police
first thing in the morning. 1 know
now who the culprit is,””

“You do?” The doctor stared at
him.  “Of coutse, it's obviowns. This
girl and her friends are all “in ihe
plot.” /

“Perhaps,” Noel replied cryptically.
“ But, doctor, will you gindly hold out
your hands for ono moment ?”

Unthinkingly the doctor did so.
Next moment there was a click—and a
pair of glittering handeufis had
snapped shut over his wrists!

“Yes, I've found the thief,” went on
Noel, a vew note in his voice. “And.
it's yon! Yon scoundrel, you've been
stealing the professor’s curios!”

“¥You must be mad, man!” shouicd
Dr. Sanders, struggling frantically
with the handcuffs “Release me af
once, Raymond, voun lunatic! Thare's
that- girl—that thief—standing there,
while you—you—" $

(Please turn to the back page.)
GIRLS' CAYSTAL—17/6/39

there in the



WHO WAS THE SPY ?
IHEN Princess Florinda returned
to the little country of Stolz-

burg, she was horrified to

learn that her brother Prince
Peter had been ontlawed for treason.
Her stern uncle, Baron Hermann, for-
bade her to mention his name, and said
that Florinda would become queen at
the end of a year—during which time
she would be *‘on probation.”

But in spite of her uncle's ban,
Ilorinda determined to prove her
hrather’s innocence. She had a wonder-
ful friend in Bernhard, a boy from the
mountains, who was hiding her brother.

Bernhard and Florinda found a secret
room in the castle, which was obviously
the headquarters of the plotters who
had heen responsible for the charge
against Peter,

Florinda planned a picnie one day,
meaning to meet Bernhard and go in
seo Peter at- his secret hiding-place.+
Just as she was getting off, her uncle
appeared, and said she must take her
governess, Madame Karenina, with her.

“ OH, yes, uncle. I—I sghall be

delighted to  take ~ Madame
Karenina with me,” said the Princess
Florinda.

Fortunately, neither her uncle, Baron
Hermann, nor the fussy, bird-like little
governess, who was nervily arranging
rugs aeross her lap at Florinda’s side in
the resplendent black earriage, with its
snow-white horse, noticed her faltering
tone,

Tho baron, caressing his thick black
heard, smiled approvingly. Madame
Karenina settle herseﬂ comfortably
and slipped an arm through Florinda’s.

“Fliere,” she twittered, “Just the
two of ns—together 1”

Florinda, drawing a deep
seized the reins.

There was no eseape. Ulterly dis-
maying though the governess’ presence
was, she could do nothing abont it now,
in full view of the baron, several of the
castle servants, and alert, keen-eyed
Civie Cuards.

But Florinda was fiercely resolved
{hat somehow, in some way, she would
even vet keep her secret rendezvous
with Bernhard, show him' the signifi-
cant hook she had discovered, and—mos}

breath,
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thrilling of all—visit her fugitive
brother.

Amid much bowing and curtsying,
the carriage moved forward. The

baron wished them a pleasant picnic;
the guards on_the first drawbridge
taluted, and Florinda and her very un-
welcome . attendant passed out of the
castle courtyard.

There were three drawbridges in all,
and at each of them the royal carriage
was greeted with salutes and the pre-
sentation_of arms. Then, lightly hold-
ing the reins, Florinda began the drive
down thé narrow, winding road, flanked
on the one side by towering, pine-clad
rock, and on the other by an almost
sheer drop to the capital city, lying five
hundred feet below.

Madame Karenina kept up a constant
stream of chatter.

But Florinda was not listening, for
she was racking her brains for a way
of getiing out of thisstartling predica-
ment. 3

She was to meet Bernhard at the
village. They would arrive there
within five minutes. What ever could
she do? She must get rid of Madame
Karenina somehow.

“Why, Florinda,” the governess ex-
claimed, frowning  disapprovingly,
“you are restless, child.”

“Am—am 17" said Florinda vaguely.

It was not surprising, far a hairpin
bend in the path had brought Florinda
a brief glimpse of the village, with its
church and inn and clustering cottages.

And she had seen a familiar figure.

standing before the inn, a dog at his
side—Bernhard !

Florinda made her way to her
brother's secret hiding place in
the mountains. It was vital that
no one should know where she
was going. But in spite of her

precautions—she was being
followed!

“ Er—please sit still, there’'s a good
girl,” the governess went on; with an
air of hesitant authority. “It's: mineh
moare decorous That’s better—muech
better.” Smiling in satisfaction, she
patted Florinda’s hand. “And now,
my dear, ‘I ‘am going. to read,” she
finished surprisingly, and, producing a

small volume entitled “ Poems,” turned

over. the well-thumbed pages:

But when a sudden lurch flung her
sideways, almost sending ihe hook fi3-
ing frem her grasp, ‘.\ingnme Karenina
decided to deliver a warning:

“And plesse do. not drive so reck-
lossly,  Florinda 1 she . admenished.
“The path is bumpy enough as it is,
and if, by any chance, I were to lose
this o

She left the dread consequences to
Florinda's imagination, implying by a
rapid’ blink that it wounld be a terrible
catastrophe.

Al ——

“Oh, TN be careful, Madame
Karenina,” Florinda promised
earnestly.

But she had te turn quickly away to
hide the sparkle in her eyes. For at
last she had seen & way oub of her
dilemma !

Waiting until the next bend,
deliberately tugged on one rein. The
horse swerved, and Florinda and the
governess were thrown together. Quite
& mix-up, it was—Florinda saw to that }
—during which the precious volume
was knocked from Madame Karemina's
grasp, elean out of the carriage.

With a little scream of hovror the
governess scrambled up.

“My poems!” ghe wailed.
Flerinda| Oh, you
Step 17

Naturally, Florinda stopped, as that
was the very thing she ll::m.d planned.
And as Madame Karenina, in a terrible
flutter, climbed out of the carriage, she
made a great shaw of hauling on the
reins.

“Hurry—auickly ! she cried. *I
can’t hold him much longer. e wants
his head. He'll be all right if we let
him go, but if we Oh, help, help

With a pawing of hoofs, the heautiful
white herse charged forward. Stariled,
Madame Karenina, the peems in her
hand, twisted round. She was just in
time to seo Florinda and the carriage
aisappearing around another bend, and
then—she was alone.

“Good gracious ! she murmured, too
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dazed to think properiy. * “The horse
has bolted 1" G

But if she had been beside Florinda
at that moment she would have realised
that the horse was bolting with
Florinda’s oom%laba approval, for it
was Florinda who had sent it leaping
forward, and Florinda who was now
urging it on at a canter.

X Rﬂgor old Carlue : 3 n::hat_g‘l_mekled.

er mean, playing that jape on
her, but I had to do something, and
she isn't far from the castle. Anyway,
she can soothe her nerves with those
poems. Gee-up, boy!”

It was barely two minutes later that
Florinda remged the village, cutting
down a side-path that brought her to
the shelter of some trees at the back of
the inn. There, she tethered the horse
and, lifting out the picnie hamper,
turned towards the square,

And then she d)um back, with a
startled but elighted gasp, for
Bernhard himself stood confronting
ker, his handssome wolf hound Spartan
athslzude.l A : ! =

“Sorry I'm late, lorinda - said,
“but I had a spot of trouble. What
ever do you think?”

She told him about Madame
Karenina, and he chuckled. .

“A governess, eh? Well, it scoms as
though you've taught her more fo far
than she’s taught you. And—that! Let
me have it.” e took the hamper into

his arms. = “Phbew! . Heaxy!” he
rom;r}; . “For Peter1”. .
“Xes,” gaid - Florinda, - her eves

shining. “How is_he, Bernhard?”
“Bearing up, you know.:-He's cer-

tainly got grit. And wasn't he bucked

when 1 said you were coming to see

him 1" .
Florinda's heart glowed, . Oh, it

would be gorgeous seeing Peoter again
after all this time! And he'd cheer up
even more when he knew how she and
Bernhard were fighting to ‘clear his
name.

“Bernhard—look !” she . said, her
voice shaking with excitement. . “I
found it in the secret reom this morn-

ing. It's full of names.” .. .~ «:;

Tom a ket of her_coat, she drew
out the little notebook. Bernhard, face
lighting up, took it eagerly.

“And you think ane: of the names
may be that of the traitor in tlhe
castle?” he said tensely. “If only
you're right, Florinda! But, I say,
we'd better mot stay ‘here,” Te added,
tucking the book into the hip pocket
of his velvet shorts. “The sooner we're
safe in my hideout, away from pryving
cyes, the better. We can run through
those names with Peter. And that
reminds me—you can’t go mountaineer-
ing in those clothes, young lady.”

“Well,” Florinda chuckled, looking
gio,v.'n at hesself, “what's to do about
".’J
“You stay here,” Bernhard said, his
eyes twinkling. 2

He disappeared inside the inn; bute
was back within a few minutes, arms
laden with a heap of clothing—
breeches, heavy, studded:boots, ' thick
sweater, stockings, and gloves. Then
he led her through the trees to a tiny,
two-roomed cottage.

“You can change in there,” he said.
“It's never used. I'll put the carriage
where it can’t be seen.” .

He dumped the clothing into
Florinda’s arms, and, with Spartan
loping at his side, strode away.. Five
minutes later they were ready to start.

“Now you look something like . it,”
was Bernhard’s jesting comment on
Florinda’s ;; arance.

“And I jolly well feel like it, too !
Tlorinda retorted. SCome on, I'll
show you |*

720

O _they . set. ;
For a mile or so they forged deeper
and deeper into the tre cuttin,
across the edge of a forest ,‘:f’ firs an
birch. A quaint bridge took them over
a narrow stream into a valley. It was
a beautiful valley, a carpet of vivid
colouring—rich blues and yellows and
ﬁreens—a_nd on the other side of it,

alf a mile away, was the base of the
towering, snow-capped mountain they
were to climb.

Thrilled by it all, Florinda kept at
Bernhard's side, occasionally fondling
Spartan’s ear as  the wolfhound in
friendly fashion rubbed his head
against her leg.

ut even more than the adventure
of scaling this rugged mass of rock she
was anticipating. the meeting with her
fugitive brother.

e ascent of the mountain was a
elow, tortuous task. It was so steep,
the trees and.shrubs so thick, that often
the way scemed impassable. But
Bernhard knew cvery foot; so did
Spartan. Indeed, it was the wolfhound
who, keeping a short way ahead of
them, acted as guide, never once fail-
ing to choose the less-hazardous route.

Up and up they climbed. The vege-
tation grew sparse, and finally was
left  behind altogether. Bare rock,
with here and there gréat drifts” of
siow, rose all about "them.” And
beliind— 3. : o

“Steady, old _ thing!” - Bernhard
warned,  as Florinda; clinging. to a
boulder, looked back, and,in the nick

of time he /zeized her. ™I shouldn't
do that, you know.” & . =0
“Thank—thanks, Bernhard * = ghe

gasrcd. “I certainly won’t.” =
8he grasped his downflung hand and
scrambled up. . It was easier going
from that point onwards; for the
came to'a thin, zigzagging path, and,
keeping to that, winding over the face
of the mountain, soon reached the
sNOWY region, X e
There they paused for a rest, sitting
on one of the boulders that was scaf-
tered over the mounfain at this péint.
Hands clasped  round = her knees,
Florinda gazed fascinatedly about her.
She could sce for miles, a great ex-

-panse of country stretching out like o

map far below. . - iy

ow b.eautifﬁljy warm it is_here—
even though there is snow!” said
Florinda dreamily,

Then suddenly she bacame alert as she
heard faintly the ceriest of sounds, a
musical : 2L

Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle!

“1 say, what ever’s that, Bernhard *”’
she said. ““Sounds like fairy bells, or
something.” - ;

“Pretty funny fairies!” Bernhard
grinned, and pointed to the- valley.
Ll i going “a-milking, sir,” ' she
said,” ” he quoted.

“Cows I” Florinda e¢ried, her eyes
lighting up. ~ “Yes, I'can see them
now. Goodness! And we ean hear
their bells up here!”

It was a phenomenon of the moun-
tains and valleys which Florinda had
forgotten during her Tong ahsence from
Fto‘fzburg.' Sound travelled enormous
distances—voices, shepherds’ < horns,
cven footsteps.

“My goodness! Bernhard * : ghe
began, and then broke-off, as another
sound smote their:ecars—the sound of a
rock clattering down the mountainside,

Together they turned, staring in that
direction; and together they sprang up
as something moved at the side of .a
boulder several hundred yards below
them. : : :

It was a figure—a figuro on hands
and knees—which, seeing them staring,
bobhed back out of sight. .

THE PRISONER PRINCE

& ERNHARD, we've been fol-
lowed !” Florinda burst out in
;:gtell"}ixsmay. “Quick ! After

im

But Bernhard was already leaping
away from her side, snapping an order
to Spartan which sent the wol .
bounding and hurtling towards the
boulder. ‘

_Who the person was—even the ques.
tion as to whether it was a man or
woman—neither of them had the least
idea, But they were being spied on,
Florinda felt sure of it, :

everishly she scrambled over the
rough ﬁﬁl'oumi after Bernhard.  She

;vjas oéd with &pprehetl;lgjgn and

larm. Supposing the spy had recog-
nised her?  Her uncle—the baron—
might hear of her meeting with Bern-
hard.  And,’ infinitely more serious,
supposing the spy was an associate of
the traitors, md‘ suspected what she
was doing up the mountain?

As she claftered after Bernhard ehe
saw Spartan reach the boulder. And
then she gave a cry of horror, for a
stick whirled -aloft, descending with
stunning force on the animal’s head.
With a yelp, the wolfhound sank to
the ground.

‘Bernhard reached it in a spring. He
dropped beside it swiftly, anxiously
examined it, and then jumped up. But

as Florinda made to tear past he
dragged her back. > r
“Let him go!” he said fiercely.

“He's got too much of a start. And
he’s dangerous with that stick, the
brute! But I'd like to meéet him
again: :

Eyes blazing, Florinda stared at the
now tiny figure which was dodging and
darting down the rocky mountainside,
And suddenly she started. i

“I don't think it is a he,” she said;
“it looks more like a girl.”

“A girl?” Bernhard bit his lip,
pondering. *“That’s queer 1"

He shook his head, frowning; and
Florinda frowned, too. But not with
puzzlement; for she was thinking of
Melita, daughter of Count von Mee,
whom she had alrend‘y had cause to
suspect as an enemy of hers. Could it
have been her? ‘

“Bernhard, don’t let’s tell Peter
about this,” she said. “It’'d only worry

him.”
“We won't, Florinda. There’s no
need to. But you and I have got to

be careful in future,” Bernhard  de-
clared, his face hardening. “A good
thing we spotted that spy in time, or
we might have given away my hideout,
1t's only about half a mile from here.”

Still  a_little shaken, Florinda
nodded, and then gave-a ery of relief
as Spartan stirred. Kuoel_mi beside
him, she cradled his head in her lap,

stroking it gently, His eyes opened—
big, deep brown eyes that stared up
rather dazedly at first; then they
brightened, ‘and he licked her hand.

“Poor old boy, you did have a nasty
knock, didn't you?” Florinda mur-
nmro:;l. “But you're better now; aren't
you?” - g
Spartan indicated that he was by
struggling to his feet, and then cover-
ing Florinda's face with doggy kisses.

“Hi, steady on,” Bernhard ordered.
“Down, boy! One of these days you
may have a chanpee to get your own ba}ck
for that bump on the napper. You
scared the person off, ln{how."

“You don't think she’ll come back ?”
Florinda asked, stepping on to a rock to
gaze down the mouptainside.

But the mysterious shadower had

:vanished, and they had meither sight

nor sound of her during the rest of the
journey. : "
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The tortuous pathway ended at last,
some twenty feei short of the needle-
shaped top of the mountain. It formed
a sort of shelf, and set into the rock,
behind an enormous boulder that acted
as a _natural screen, was a cave.

Bernhard, stepping behind the
boulder, gestured with a little bow.
“Home,” he announced. “Not as

magnificent as yours, but home all the
same—cosy, roomy, and » ° He
winked. “ ‘Far from the maddinz
erowd,” as the poet said. But come and
inspect it.”

He stepped into the cave. Florinda,
her heart pounding, went after him.
At last, she was about to meet her
brother !

As Bernhard had said, the cave was
roomy, but he had been modest when
he dismissed it as cosy. In the light of
an oil-lamp he took from a staple in
the wall, she found herself surveying a
perfectly equipped apartment.

There was a table, some chairs, a
folding bed, a small bookease, a cup-
hoard, shelves affixed to one of the wal]?a
and containing crockery and cooking
ntensils—everything one might want;
even a portable radio, and rugs on the
stony floor.

“Golly,” Florinda ejaculated, her
anxiety on Peter's account momentarily
driven from mind. “ A kitchen, sitting-
voom, and bed-rcom all in one. How-
ever did you get all this stuff up here,
Bernhard "

“Oh, a friend helped me, you know,”
Bernhard - said. “There’s a much
shorter and easier route from the other
side of the mountain. But you’re won-
dering where Peter is?” he went on,
emiling. “Now for the masterpiece!”

And Florinda gasped then. For
Bernhard, swishing back one of the
vugs, revealed a trap-door of wood
which he tugged back on hinges.
Hands clasped, Florinda craned over,
peering down into another apartment
like this, only smaller, with steep
wooden steps descending to its stone
floor.

Then, as the light of another lamp
approached the steps, she lowered her-
sclf through the trap-door and slithered
down,

“Peter—oh, Peter!” she cried.

“Florinda 1"
~ With a jump, she landed on the {loor.
Swiftly, eagerly, she straightened up.
A figure, standing before her, dumped
the oil-lamp on a chair. Her brother—
her brother, at last! And how mar-
vellous he was looking, his face one
huge grin of delight, his hands siretched
out towards her.

“Oh, Peter,” Florinda choked, and
flung her arms around him.

ey were both rather overcome with
emotion. They laughed and chattered
without really knowing why, or what
they were saying. They did not even
realise that Bernhard had joined them
in the underground cavern until he put
a hand on each of their shoulders and
=aid, very softly, understandingly :

“Well, I think we can take it you're
pretty pleased with yoursclves.”

Flovinda laughing, flushed. Peter,
liis dark eyes agleam, stepped back.

Gay and high-spirited the three of
them then, as Florinda arranged the
hamper's contents on the little table.
There were whoops from the two boys
at sight of the food, and a special cheer
from Peter when Florinda held up a
box of his favourite brand of cigarette.

They made a meal, chatting light-
heartedly most of the time. But all of
them realised in their hearts that they
were postponing the inevitable dis-
cussion of more serious things

And when Florinda eventunally
broached the subject that was on their
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minds, both boys locked at her atten-
tively.

“Fm so glad you're well, Peter,” she
said, placing her hand over his
“You're having plenty to cat and—and
everything ?”

“Thanks to old Bernhard I've every-
thing I want. He’s a brick, Florinda!
Yon shut up,” Peter jokingly ordered,
as Bernhard started to protest.

Florinda, catching Bernhard’s eye,
noedded.

By mutual consent they had with-
held mention of her discovery until the
most suitable moment. That moment
had now arrived. The comfort and
relief of her reunion with Peter was
something that would endure, no matter
how unpleasant, how disturbing
subject they had to deal with now.

But it shouldn’t be too depressing if
the book proved half as valuable as
Florinda hoped. It might put them on
the track of the real traitor, and that
would be an enormous step towards
clearing Poter.

“Peter, we've a clue,” Bernhard ex-
claimed. He put the book on the table.
“Florinda found this this morning in

e o
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the

pects, any one of whom might use the
secret room.

“And,” Florinda voiced another
possibility, “there’s no proof that this
i1s a list of spies or confederates.” She
bit her lip: then, almost irrtably,
turned back to the book. “Well. let's
finish it, anyway.”

It did not take long, with Florinda
reciting quickly. X

“——Heinrich Scholtz. David Kerna;
Count von Mee—"

She broke off. She looked up, first at
Peter, then at Bernhard They all
looked at each other, astounded, start-
led, and yet thrilled.

“Count yon Mee?” repeated Peter.
“He can’t be mixed up in this, surely ?”

“Why not—why  not?” . Florinda
breathed. She was thinking of Melita,
and that pgirl’s suspicious behaviour
recently. “I wouldn't trast him half a
vard. And— My golly ! Peter!” she
jerked. “Peter, what was it that poor
servant of yours started to say just be-
fore he—bhefore he died?”

“Why, something about my being
able to rely on him. Ob—‘count on me.’

initials on the handkerchief.

this mean Melita von Mee had been spying on her ?

that room off the museum. It contains
a list of names—"

“ Plotters?” Peter eried.

“I'm sure of it,” Florinda cut in
excitedly. “Look!” Rising, she went
to his side, while Bernhard went to she
other, and pointed to one page.
“ Council of Action,” she read. * Surely
that means all these people are mixed
up with the spying. And if any of them
live at the castle—"

“Phew | whistled Peter.

Keenly, they began to run down the
list of names, Florinda reading them
out in a voice that gathered tren.ulous-
ness at every yl]abﬁz.

“Rodolph  Goetzman, Emmanuel
Ludwig—~why, he's at the castle,” she
cried. -

“Ono of uncle’s secrctaries,” re-
marked Peter.thoughtfully.

“Walter Hertz,” Florinda resumed.

“Baron Siegfried Erb! Why, that's
another! -And—and so are the next
fivea! Look!”

She rvan her finger down the list.
Each of the next five names belonged to
retainers at the castle, and she and the
boys exchanged grim looks. It sather
tempered their sense of achieverient to
realise there were so many possible sus-

That’s what it was. ‘Count on me’ to
do something or other, poor chap.”
. wasn’t, Peter,” FForinda

“No, he
said, her face working excitedly. *“Oh,
don’t you see, both of you”—she
gripped their arms—"he was trying 10
tell you the name of the traitor——”
“What 1” Bernhard cried.
“But—but how? And who—"
“A name wo all know.” Florinda

went on_ intently “Bomeone at the
castle, whose daughter’s been acting
very funnily towards me. A girl,
Bernhard,” she added. with a signifi-
cant glance that only he understood.
“And his name is almost exactly the
same as ‘ Count on me." Justa ‘v’ on
the second word and we have—7"

Almost together Peter and Bernhard
leaped to their feet.

“Count von Mee !” Bernhard barked.

“My gosh |” Peter gasped.

Florinda, too, jumped up then, ex-
periencing a tremendous. breath-takin,
thrill; for she knew she had prove
to the boys’ satisfaction, just as com-
pletely as she had proved it to her
own, .that the traitor responsible for
Peter’s terrible plight—the person who
must be exposed if Peter was to be
vindicated—was none other than the
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country’s highly

un respected
minister !

foreign

et i
WAS MELITA TO BLAME?

§ J 'LL be careful,” Ilorinda vowed,
setting her chin. “I won’t give
anything -away. And: I'll have
this advantage—he won’t suspect

what 1 know.” y

“ But. for goodness’ sake, don't run
any risks, ‘Florinda}’ Peter bt:fged.
“You know what uncle's decided. If
you. don’t, satisfy him at the end of a
year—out you go!”

“ Nearly everything rests with yon,
Florinda,”’ Bernhard said simply.

Florinda, her eyes gleaming, clenched
her hands ds she sat again at the table
in the underground cave.

Yes, everything did depend on her
now—at least, for the immediate
future For over an hour she and the
boys had discussed their staggering dis-
covery—thrilled, delighted, but appre-
hensive, too .

For if they now knew the identity of
the traitor, who to watch and attempt
to unmask, they also knew this—he was
dangerous, powerful, mena;:mtg.

He was lgt? last person to fall under
suspicion. He was in the baron’s con-
fidence In innumerable ways he could
make things difficult for Florinda in
her effort to pass her probation if he
so desired--and that would be the first
thing he’d do if ever he had an inkling
of her secret activities on behalf of the
young man he had plotted against.

Florinda would be in constant danger
at the castle, but she was not afraid.
She’d watch the count, she'd ‘watch
Melita, she'd try to learn all she could,
and inform Bernhard of everything.

It was time to part then. Affection-
ately  Florinda and Peter said good-
bye And then, accompanied by Bern-
hard, Florinda set off. et

On the journey down the mountain
they kept eyes and ears open for
further sign of any watcher; and
Spartan. ahead most of the time,
scemed on the alert, too, . But they
encountered nothing suspicious at all,
and did not come upon anyone until,
crossing -the picturesquo bri;iie, they
noti a peasant in shorts, jacket, and
feathered hat trudging down the path
beside the stream, a long stick in one
hand. ft

It was the only sign of life they met
with until, Florinda having changed
into her own clothes at the back of the
inn, they made for the royal carriage
concealed amid the trees. e,

Bernhard, untethering the horse, led
him towards the path. g

But suddenly TFlorinda, frowning,
caught ar Bernhard’s coat. z

“Just a minute!” shé said, “Look
at the mud on the carriage wheels. It
wasn't there when we left it Can it
have been moved 1"’

“Moved?” exclaimed Bernhard. He
stared at the horse and carriage, then

laughed. “Oh, no, Florinda! You're
imagiming things y—"
For orinda reaching into the

carriage, was groping on the floor.
8he straightened up, turning back to
him, her_eyes gleaming

“Am 1 imagining this?” she said,
displayi:lg a lace handkerchief; and as
Bernhard. whistled and caught hold -of
the spotlessly white linen s i
to one corner.  “‘M. M.’ L
“ Melita von Mee. She has been here,
and she moved. the carviage! I was
right 1”

“Well, she couldn’t have discovered
anything, that's one blessing,” was
Bernhard's consoling reflection.” “ But
we'll have to keep an eye on her jn

m

future. By the way, I'd like to keep
that book. There are cne or two people
mentioned in it I want to tackle in my
own away.” :

“And if I want you T'll flash a light
from my balcony window,” Florinda
smiled L AT

Bernhard, giving her his hand,
helped her into th» seat, dumped the
hamper beside her, and stepped back
with a mock salute. Not to be outdone,
Spartan rveared up on to his hind legs
and raised a front paw in' an excellent
imitation of his master.

“Why, vyou darling!” Florinda
laughed. Leaning down, she patted the
wolfhound’s hcai “Well, bye-bye,

both of you! Hope I'll be signalling
pretty soon, Bernhard.”

She set the carriage in motion, wav-
inﬁ farewell

Next moment she was oui of sight,
making for the main path that.led by
devious twists and turns up to the
castle

As she caught a ‘glimpse of that
ancient building with its turrets and
towers and battlements  Florinda set
her lips.

Now to face the music. Not that it
was likely to be such very unpleasant
music if she played her cards carefully.
Madame Karenina -was hardly likely
to suspect the trick that had been
played on her—and, in that case, even
the baron could scarcely find any
excuse for justifiable anger. $

l“N_o." lojndn ﬁpm[gﬁted herself,

ancing round at the village square,

side which she had to turn intp the
main path: “I think I'll manage her
all right It's Melita who's tho
trouble ” She frowned. *“Wonder if
it was she on the mountain?, Oh, well,
even if it was, she's hardly like to
tell uncle. in case he wanted to know
what _she™ wus,dpinﬁ there 1"

Suddenly Florinda had. to. slow up,
for a short way up the sloping path
was a child—a girl—reaching for some
flowers at the very edge of the sheer
drop  Florinda
carriage. v prived

Apprehensively she went. to the child
and gently lifted her out of harm'’s

way. £t e
“1. shouldn’t go. guite_so, near the
edge, darling,” lorinda ~ gently
advised. “If you fell over you'd.go an
awfgl.bonk, you knew—right on ydur
head.” o
The youngster, kicking one foot
against the other, stared at Florinda
with doubtful, d_ia_}Ppo'mted eyes. - . ;
“Want gwetty owers,” she lisped.
“'Ook ! wetty b’ue. ones. ummy
get some, too
“Well, T'll get some for you, dear,”
Florinda smiled. And there and then,
on hands and knees, she picked quite a
large bunch “There you are, my
pet,” she began. “Some for yon and
some for mummy. Aren’t they—"
She broke off then, with a welcoming
smile, as a young woman in’ the pretty
white skirt and blouse and tight-laced
black bodice of the villagers came
hurrying towards them, & basket of
flowers over one arm.’ .
“1.just picked these for your little
irl,” Florinda said, holding out the
unch. “8he nearly fell over the side
tl-{sing to get them herself.”
ut the young woman’s behaviour
filled Florinda with peined amazement.
Almost roughly she seized up .the
child, turning it away from Florinda.
With blazing eyes, her face a mask of
contempt an% _hatred, she looked at Iﬁ;
“Keep them 1” she said curtly. “My
little one and I need no favours from
v
{he suggestion of a sneer—“do what
you like. Send guards to arrest me. I

¢ “Uncle,” Florinda

leapt out of the,

Mummy over there.”

d.now, your. Highness "—with-.

don’t care. None of us carc—in the
whole village !”

“But—but—— Oh, stop!.  Listen!
Please—please, - what—what. do yon
mean " Florinda burst out, as the
woman turned away. r

“I mean,” -the woman flashed back
over -her shoulder, “that there is mot
one of us, man or woman, who does not

—despise you 1" .
And then,. as Floripda, hurt, stupe-
fied, fell back, mother

the _Tmmg

hurried out of sight, still clutching her
child as if afraid for its safety.
.Never had Florinda -been so dazed
and upset in her hife. The woman's
attitude was inexplicable. And what
did she mean—the whole - village
despised her? . .!

But, back at_the castle, Florinda
swiftly discovered what the trouble was,
although it left. her more distracted
and amazed than ever, A captain of
guards, salnting and eyeing her
strangely, informed her that the baron
wished to see her at once in his study,
and when, in puzzlement and trepida-
tion, Florinda made hér way there, she
knew ‘at once that something serious
was the matter.

Her uncle, rising from his desk at her
entry, strode -towards her, rage and

sefulness in every movement,

r egan, “you wank
to see me? Is it about—"
“ About {'our drive, Florinda?” he
barkéd. “VYes!” 3
So the baron guessed the trick she
had ‘?lnyed on Madame Karenina |
“You are not going to deny,
Florinda,” he said grimly, ‘“(hat you
were in the carriage alone from hali-
way down the path?”
m"No,” uncle, I'm mnot. Only—only
o -
“The horse bolted apparently 7™
“Well, 1 suppose it must have
done; uncle. But—but—" "'
Florinda, we have bandicd words
cnough!” The baron’s voice was curt
and harsh.’ (“You know to what I'am
referring—your outrageous, brutal con-
duct in driving madly through the
village, and, after knocking down a
child, going on in the most callous
manner !
Florinda stared at him like a girl in
a dream _What on earth was he talking

about? She hadn't driven through the
v;]l_llag;:; she hadn’t knocked down a
chi d ’

¥ :
“Uncle,” she began, starting towards
him, “I—I swear it wasn'i—"

“There is- no possible excuse,
Florinda !” he cut her short. *“Even
though the horse may have been out of

control you could have returned to
inquire after your victim.”

“But—but, uncle, I didn't drive
through the village !” Florinda panted,
grasping his arm, only for him to shake
off her hand and fold his arms.

“How' can you make such a denial,
Florinda ?” .he stormed. “The carriage
was recognised. Half the village saw
what happened. They saw the royal
crest. And they are seething, Florinda -
—inflamed ainst gm. against the
House of Colberg. ou have heaped
more shame and disgrace on us by this
terrible thing, and I tell you, Florinda,
I cannot—1 will not—forgive it!”

“0Oh, please, uncle—please let me
speak 1" Florinda b

But the baron appeared not to hear.

He flung a trembling arm towards
the door. :

“Go! - Go. to your room! And do
not leave it until I give consent 1’ :

Is thers any way in which Florinda can
prove that she was not guilty of the
dreadful accident 7 Be sure not to miss
a word of next Friday’s engrossing
chapters of this delightful story. Order
your GIRLS’ CRY!

AL ip advance.
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WHEN THEIR COACH BROKE DOWN

“ OW, girls, have we got every-

N thing but the kitchen stove?

Where did I put that chara-

banc—ah, there it is at the

kerb,” said Judy Jordan, looking at the

large red motor-coach. *‘Phew! Glad
we didn’t forget that!”

Judy was in merry mood; for this was
the day of the firm’s outing—er, rather,
Mr. Gerald Dorchall’s outing, and every
girl on the work-rqom staff of Messrs
Dorchall & Son had vowed to make
whoopee instead of the usual costumes,
mantles, and gowns. i

“Oh, pgolly, am I happy?” asked
Judy, fairly bubbling over with excite-
ment, *“Come on, girls, pile in—the
sooner we get to the sea the better. And
don’t forget to give Mr. Gerald a cheer
when he comes to see us off.”

At that -moment the - young boss
arrived on the scene, earrying a camera.

“Whoopea!” he said, and then sud-
denly caught sight of the work-room
manageress’ shocked expression and
coloured slightly. ‘‘Lovely morning,
girls!” he said.

Judy gave the signal and all the
cheered, then Mr. Gerald took
photograph.

“Don’t forget Miss Snyder,” said
Judy, with a wink,

“Q0Oh—ah!” said My, Gerald, and
turned to aim his camera at the sour-
faced manageress, who assumed a most
extraordinary expression that was doubt-
less meant to be benign.

“Why  doesn't she asked
Judy.

“She is smiling,” said Jill Wren.
“Didn’t you see her ears move back a
full inch?”

“Her face will he stiff to-morrow,”
said Judy, shaking her head. “It isn’t
used to this sort of exercize. Oh golly !
We shan’t see her all day, girls. Not
for a whole day!”

“ Hurrah1”

They all locked at Miss Snyder and
cheered; and she; not knowing why
they were cheering, but supposing it was
a mark of affection or esteem, hurt her
face again by smiling.

“That's all. Time we started,” said
Judy, looking at her watch,

But there was ons little delicate
matter that had to be settled before
they started off—one that she hardly

irls
their

smila?”
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cared to mention. Money! The coach
was paid for, but the young boss, who
was standing this outing himself, was
to payall expenses—and to hand Judy
the cash»

“Well, "gir]s. ” he called, “have a
good time ' Better get started.”  ©
“Um,” said Judy, with a slight

frown. She had fourteen and sixpence
herself, and there were twenty girls!

“Haven't forgotten anything?” asked
the young boss. * No turning back;you
know.”

Judy was not going to risk the day's
happiness for the sake of falso delicacy,
and she leaned out of the window, put
a hand to her mouth, and hissed:

“Spondulicks! Qof!”

Mr Gerald gave a violent start.

“Gosh, I forgot! I say i

He patted his pockets, and Judy's

heart stood still.  Then it thumped
again as the young_ boss brought a
thick envelope from his pocket and gave

it to her

“To help you enjoy the holiday,” he
said. *Cheer-ho! Right away, driver.”

Judy gave the signal, and the entire
company blew the laughing Mr. Gerald
a lkiss, and off they went, happy as
larks.

“Judy—how much?” asked Jill.

“It looks a fat wad,” breathed Ber-
nice.

“Isn't he just grand?” sighed Lydia.
“W](lf] couldn’s he be manageress?”
Judy slit. the envelope, and opened it.

She had never seen so many pound notes
in her life.

“ Gosh—twenty-five!” she gasped. * A,
pound a head, and some for luck!”

It swas a magnificent gift, and the
girls’ estimate of the young boss rose

Judy and her friends were grate-
ful to the passing motorist for the
help he gave them on the road.
But they were not so grateful
when they realised that he had
stolen the money they had been
given to spend on their day’s
outing!

By ELIZABETH CHESTER

considerably, it
already.

‘‘Now, girls—anyone who isn't happy
will be sent to Coventry,” said Jm%y.
“We've got to make this a red-letter
holiday. Golly, but it was jolly decent
of Mr. Gerald to give us all this money!
I don’t wonder his old father is always
ragging him for chucking the stuff
around—or so they say ™

‘“It’s true enough I heard them
rowing the other day,” =aid Sadie
Miller. “The old man was just mad
with temper I heard quite a lot, but
someone was coming—""

“Oh, you listened!"™ said Jill curtly.

“Well, so would you! Mr Gerald
was suggesting giving us a rise, and the
old man was making animal noises at
him. You would be glad I'd listened
if T heard somecthing worth hearing!”
snapped Sadie.

“Whoa—no cross words,” said Judy.
“We're on holiday.”

On whirled the motor-coach Soan
London was left far behind, and Judy &
Co. were thoronghly enjoying the
country views, when without warning
the engine hegan to splutter A minute
later it stopped altogether, and the
coach jolted to an abrupt halt.

‘“Hallo, what's wrong?” Judy asked
the driver.

“ Carhurettor,”
“Choked.”

“Is that bad?” asked Judy.

“Well, it means we're stuck here for
a bit unless T can clear it.”

Judy turned to the others with a
slight frown.

“We're stuck here for a bit,” she
said  “He's going to choke the car-
burettor, or somethi Why didn't he
do it before he started ? Just like men.
T'll bet he- starts taking the thing to
bits, and it'll be scattered all over the
road like a Meccano outfit for the next
five hours.”

Judy really did not think that or she
would not have spoken so lightly = 8he
and her chums chattered light-heartedly
for a time, then, as they realised that
twenty minutes had passed, they grew
anxious.

“T say,” said Judy, clambering down
and joining the driver at the bonnet,
“ean’'t you mend it?"

The driver looked at her and grunted.

‘“Haven't got a spanner of tﬁe right;
size. I'll have to stop a passing car and
borraw one.”

Judy turned to the road.

“If  that's all, it's easy,” she said
lightly

For out of a side turning a car was
approaching, a ' magnificent vehicle,
which looked as though it ought to have
every kind of spanner, screwdriver, and

223

high - though was

he replied curily.



“other tocls aboard.  T¢ gleamed and
shone even at a distance, and when it
drew nearer its ificence was en-
hanced by the stately chauffeur.

Ju:lly jumped into the roadway and
waved her arms. The chauffeur
swerved as thongh to avoid ‘her, and
then slowed, drawing into the kerb.

“Were you endeavouring to stop me,
mizs?" bo said. * What is wrong ?”

Before Judy could tell him, the owner
locked out of the rear window. He had
u red face, and looked irate.

“What the dickens did yon stop my
car for?” he demanded. “T have to bo
at Shoresea at half-past eleven.”

_ Judy was sorry; she never liked to
incohvenience people, and said so.

“It’s just a_spanner we want to get
us going.  We're going to Shoresea,
too, oddly enough,” she smiled. “And
h(-:g we are stranded. * Not funny, is

it?

The old gentleman knit his whiie
brows, and his eyes had a hawk-like
glitter.

“ It certainly is not funny,”” he said.
“It’s impudence. What do you take

this ear for, .my girl—a fravelling
garaget”

Jud{ flushed. >

“All right, don't get het up,”’ she

said. “T only asked for a spanner. If
xou have one, then you must be pretty
mran not to be willing to waste a few
minutes helping us on our way. Siill,
#s vou're so nasty, you can keep it
We'll stay here and dig castles in the
rodd.” -

Judy sniffed and turned away dis
dainfully; then, seeing another car, she
bLrightened. Tt was a little ancient and
the worse for wear, driven by a man
who matched it in appearance. ;

“8panner I” he said, when Judy had
asked for one. “Yes, I dare say I can
fix you up.”

He ran the car to the side of the road
and rummaged under the seat, bringing
out a bundle of tools which he gave
the driver of the motor-eoach.

Judy, hearing whispering from the

motor-coach windows, looked up.
_ “All right, girls, we'll be on our way
in a minuate,” she said. “This is just
a_minor hitch—and they do say that a
hitch in time saves nine.”

“Judy I” called Jill desperately; and
then whispered, as Judy drew near:
“Don’t you know who that man in the
fast car is?”

“No Who?”

“The senior boss—Alr, Dorchall. Alr.
Gerald’s father and——  Oh golly!
Here he comes!”

The man from the m
came striding forward, taking a little
notebook from his pocket. %-Iis face
was stern, and his eyes had an even
more unpleasant [f!itter than_before as
Le surveyed Judy. Meeting themn,
Judy suddenly saw a likeness to Gerald
Dorchall. :

This was the “Old Man,” whom she
had never seen at tlie firm—the real
boss, the master mind. Everything she
had heard about him came back to
Judy in a flash, and she nearly sank
to the ground.

“Young woman,” he said, “youn have
the appearance of being what 1s termed
a beanfeast, or outing. 1 imagine thai
you are employees of some firm taking
& holiday.”

Judy looked slantwise at the other
girls, who were now sitting meekly in
the conch No one was singing; no one
was even talking. B

“Well— said Judy. “ Um—er—-7-

“1 demand to know the, names of
vour employers, o that 1T may report

nificent ear

vour rudemess 1o them,” said Mr.
Dorchall senior. “If I ever heard that
24

work-girls of mine—and T am an em-
plover of labour—had behaved in this
way on the road, I should immediately
and without questicn dismiss them.”’

f‘Ol:,” said Judy, “I—I scel Wiih:
without question 7’

“Wiihout question 1"

Judy swallowed, blinked, then forced
herself to smile. The only way of
dodging trouble is to bluff. .

“Oh, we're just a merry little band !
ehe said I, ht!;r. “Mean to say you've
never heard of the Wayside Warblers ?”

“Wayside Warblers?” His lips
curled. *“Do you mean to imply that
you are a concert party? Hah! Then

will not bother you for your address.
I do not want to give free advertise-

ment to a vulgar secaside ftroupe.
Good-day !
He lifted his hat and got back into

his car. As it went on, the rest of the
girls stared at Judy.

“Well, of all the nerve!” exclaimed
Jll“ : “Fancy daring to bluff him like
that 1"

“But suppose he finds oul?” asked
one of the other girls.

Judy shrugged

* Oh, let's gforg{et it! It's our day

out, and he’s not 'going to epoil it
He didn’t see any of you; only me—
and he thinks I'm a pierrette. Good

job he didn’t realise I was carrying
Hm‘twemy-ﬁvo pounds his son gave
ust’ ! ¥

And, with a chuckle, Judy patied her
inside jacket pocket, where she bad put
the money. - -

Ii Mr. Dorchall were to learn that
his son had given that large sum to
help them to behave as m‘a‘m h they
enjoyed being alive—well,” well, svell!
Judy could guess the row there would
be. But she cast the Old Man from
her mind and turned te the driver.

“Al clecar yet? [ Choked the car-
buncle—or whatever/it is?”

The owner of the spanner turned to
her with a grin.

“You've got a small hand: just give
this a fina! wrench and it'll be jake.”

“Good I” said Judy. “Oh. for the
touch of a woman’s hand:! Well, here
we go! If the whole thing catches fire
tell me.” -

“Just a minnie!” demorred the
owner of the spanner. “There's grease
there; it’ll spoil tkat natty jacket.
Better take it off while you get down
to mechanics.”

Judy took it off, and he held it for
her. A final neat twist of the spanner
and the job was done. The driver
started the enginc; Judy put on her
coat again, and all was well.

“Hurrah I’ cheered the girls,

“Thanks!” said Judy to their friend
in need. “You're a sport!”

She climbed- into the coach; and,
with a cheery wave of the hand, the
man in the ancient ear departed. A
few moments later the coach alse got
under way

“We're on our way,
Judy “And that's the
troubles.™

“They come in -threes,” said Jill.
“We've had two; watch out for the
third—"

“And the third is uwsually the worst
of the let,” remarked Sadie. “ k‘crhn]-a
we shall crash headlong into a Wall.”

girls,” said
last of our

“Or lose all the money,” laughed
Lydia. : : -
“Not so likely,” said Judy, and

patted her jacket pocket. “I've got it
safe.”

“Goody, goody!” sighed Lydia.
“You krow, when that man held vour
jacket I uearly shouted out; but it
would have been insulting as he was
so kind.”

“He was all rvight,” said Sadie

Miller; “though 1 wouldn’t have let
anyone hold a coat containing twenty-
five pounds.” .

Judy suddenly felt the responsibility
of holding all the money, and she de-
cided it would bo safer if it were
divided uf.

“Don’t let’s take any risks,” she said
diving her hand into her .poeket a
pulling out the envelope. “We'll split
it up into—"

Her voice trailed away and the blood
drained from her checks as she opened
the big envelope. Instead of a wad of
pound notes, 1t contained only an old
empty wallet!

_———_—

COULD THEY FIND THE THIEF?
“ HE money—it's gone!” gasped

udy. “That smm—hg must

have stolen it1”

She stared up the road, but
there was no sign of the ancient car;
Eo_despente]y she shouted to the coach-

river:

“After that car! Catch it up! That
man driving it took my money—every
penny ! Oh, quickly—quickly 1"

- Judy, nearly frantic, looked at the
others, who sat petrified.

“It's all my fault—every bit!” she
said in despair. “Oh, girls, I'm sorry |
But what’s the use of being sorry?
Twenty-five pounds—the whole lotl
What are we gomlgh:o do?”

None of the others ke. Even
Sadie Miller, usually glad to score over
Judy, was too dismayed to ulter a
word. Glumly they sat there, hoping
against_hope that they wonld be able
to overhaul the ancient car and force

.

its owner to hand back the missing.

money. .

It was five miles farther on that they
saw the ancient car, parked at the edge
of a wood. o -driver clapped
on his brakes, and, almost before he
had stopped the vehicle, Judy jumped
down and ran to the car,

There was no one inside and no one
near, but it was undoubtedly the same
All the girls climbed down and
searched the wood, but none of them
saw the man who had “helped ” them.

When the hope of finding the man
was fading, a policeman arrived on a
motor-eyele, and asked what the trouble
was. He listened, then [l:luraed his lips.
“1 should say the car has been aban-
doned. Probably not his,” he said.
“But good enough to get him this far.
H'm! Yes; petrol is down to zero. It
faded out, and he left it. Fe could
have caught a bus from here to
Shoresea. By now he might be there,
Give me his description, and I'll check
him up.”

But by that time, as Judy dismally
told herszelf, the twenty-five pounds
might have been spent. There was no
telling when the police would catch up
with him, for he might lie in hiding
for a whole day or cut right across
country.

The girls grouped together silently,
no longer joyful, and Judy fought back
tears of bitter disappointment and vexa-
tion. She could have kicked herself for
her folly.

“Well, and now what?” asked Sadie
Miller. “8hall we go home?”

“No. Let's go on,” said Judy. “He
may be at Shoresea. That's where he’ll
go if he wants to blue the money. Oh,
the hateful crool! 1 wor’t rest until
I've caught him! Come on! FEven if
we don’t get the money back, we can
at least have a bathe and a
around !” By S

Desperately she tried to bring back
the gaiety to the party, but it was bard,
uphill work—until the sea came into
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sight; then, despite themselves, the
* girls cheered up. There was something
so invigorating about those sun-flecked
waves, and, as they gliripsed the pier
and the white cliis beyond, they all
forgot their worries and cheered.

“ Oh, golly, won't bathing be grand !”
murimured Judy eagerly. “And just
look at the sands—the real railway-
poster golden sands !”

They all stood at the windows and
looked out, pointing out to each other
the sights—the amusement park, with
its scenic railway, Fastern-looking
buildings, bright colours, and throngs
of peaple.

Other holiday-makers were promenad-
ing, and everywhere there was an air
of gaiety, enhanced by the bright
flowers along the Walk, the blue sca,
and the lovely sands.

But Judy sighed a litile, for every-
whero they looked there was temptation
to spend money.

“My word, finding that rascal in all
this erowd won't be casy!” she mur-
mured,

The driver of their coach made for
the pier and there pulled up, although
the town regulations would not allow
him to park the coach there.

“Where now ! he asked Judy.

Judy’s brain had been busy, and not
in vain. She had noticed how well the
men were dressed, and it occurred to her
that the pickpocket would want to be
similarly atured now that he had
money to burn. He had looked rather
down-at-heel. Also, he would want to
disguise bimself—just in case he ran
into them. Judy decided that it was
probable the man would first of all go
to an outfitter’s and buy new clothes.

“Tell yon what,” she said, looking at
the rest of the girls “You all trot on
to the pier for half an hour. TI've got
an idea I want to work out—a way of
catching that rascal.”

“T'l come with you, Judy,” Jill
offered,

“Me, too,” said Bernice.

But Judy only wanted one. A large
imrty might ruin her plan; se, after a
ittle argument and discussion, Jill,
Bernice, and Lydia agreed that they
would spin a coin to decide who should
go with Judy. Jill it was who won.

“Good! Then off we go!” said Judy.
“ Never mind about unpacking the kit.
The coach ecan come back here for us
all in half an hour. Jill and I’ll meet
you here then O.K.I"

0.K. it was, and Judy went off with
Jill, who was greatly mystified, won-
dering what scheme her friend had in
mind. Counting her change, Judy
decided that she had enough to afford
to hire a car for half an hour. It
would have scemed an exiravagance
ordinarily, but time was what mattered
now, and she led Jill to the taxi rank.

“Can you take us, first of all, to
where the bus comes in from the
London road, and then look for a place
where a man would go to buy a new
hat?” said Judy. “And please charge
as little as you can.”

“Do it as cheap as [ can,
promised the driver. ¢

Three minutes later the taxi slowed
at the halt where the buses from the
main road pulled in. Tt was where
Judy guessed_ their quarry would end
his journey. Near by was an outfitter's
shop, and Judy went to it.

T‘;‘erc were one or two men in the
shop, but not the one they sought. Just
in case he had been in, Judy described
him to the assistant. But, unless her
description did not fit hiin, the man had
not been in the shop.

By the time they Ead tried three more
shops, and had drawn blank, Judy was

miss,”
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beginning fo lose hope, while Jill was
frankly sceptical of the whole idea.

“Just a mimte, though!” mused
Judy “We've tried large shops. Let’s
try a smaller one—in a side street.”

The taxi-driver thought the maiter
over, took a side turming, and pulled
up at a small outfitting shop. Judy,
leaving Jill in the taxi, advanced to
the shop.

Even though Judy was hoping to sce
the man, when she looked 1‘)1rough the
glass of the door and saw Lim there, in
gay new flannels and sports jacket,
trying on a Panama hat, she nearly
jumped out of her skin.

“Got him !” she exelaimed, and ran
to Jill with the glad news.

“(all a policeman ! urged Jill.

But Judy shook her head; she had
been thinking this over, and  she
realised that they had no absolute
proof of the man’s guilt. Convinced
though they "were of it themselves, it
was, in the eyes of the law, only sus-
picion.

““You don’t mean that you will take their
“We will,” sai

the pier manager eagerly.

"the hint and “shushed.” Ier words of

cxplanation died away, and she looked
from her friends to the man in some be-
wilderment,

“8orry—it's a deadly seerét who we
are,” she raid to him. “Buat we’'re not
the Jazzy Jujubes, or whatever you
said.” And because the man seemed so
upset, Judy added: “But if you de-
scribe them and we see them, we'll send
them along What's happened? Have
they gone astray?”

The man told her the story. He had
lost the concert party. His name was
Willoughby, arnd he was the manager
of the pier concert hall. In half an
hour’s time the show was due to begin,
but the concert party hadn’t turned up.
In some odd manner they had taken
the wrong route, or mistaken their
venne. And here he was with no one
to open the show,

“1 say! I say!” murmured Judy.
“That’'s bad Pity we can’t rally
round and help you; but apart from
Lydia, who can do a little eraoning,

Gre.

on the stage ? " said
Judy. It was all part of

her plan to bowl out the pickpocket.

“We've got to trap him,” she said.
“ Listen, Jill! You stay here and keep
watch, while 1 buzz back to the pier
and get the rest of the girls.”

PIERRETTES—FOR TWENTY MINUTES
ONLY

HEN .Judy reached the pier she
saw that her chums were

athered about a worried-
ooking man, who stood in the
enirance
“Hallo, hallol What's wrongi”

asked Judy.

It was Lydia Holt who replied.

“This man thinks we are the Jolly
Jazzibelles,” she said. “The concert
party that’s to give a show in the
iheatre on the pier.”

Judy langhed; the mistake struck her
as bemg funny, especially as this was
the second time they had been taken for
a concert party

“That's soon cxplained,” she said.
“We're not. If you want to know who
we are—"

She was interrupted by Lydia, and by
others. Lydia nudged her; some said
“shush,” while others grimaced.

Judy, although she was puzzled, took

we're not much good. I know a ecouple
of funny faces I can pull. It usually
amuses the kids—but I should thick ihe
audience would tire of it after the firss
itwenty minutes. Bad luck, M.
Willoughby—"

Then Judy rallied the girls to the
motor-coach, which was drawn up ont-
side. She was sorry for Mr. Wil-
longhby; but it was his loss not hers;
and it was far more important that
they should capture the pickpocket.

“Come on—urgent !” said Judy ex-
citedly “No loitering, girls; tumble
into tie coach! I've found him.”

“Found him? Oh, cheers’!”

“Where? Is he in prison now?”

“Not yet,” said Judy. '“He may
not even be where I left him, so we'll
have to hurry And mind—do exactly
as I say whon we do meet him; every-
Lhinlg will depend on that.”

They climbed chattering into  the
coach, and Judy told the driver where
to go.

“Now, you duffers,” she said 2s she
took her seat “Why couldn’t [ tell
him who we are—Mr. Willoughby, I
mean

“Why,” gasped Lydia, *because Mr.
Dorchall came up while we were stand-
ing there waiting to go on to the pici.”
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“And he jolly nearly recognised some
of us,” added Sadie.

“Only the man thougl
concert party, and so did ald Dorchall,”
cut in roice. “Bo we had to go on
pretending, and couldn't say who. we
were,"”

“Oh." said Judy, a little worricd by
this new encourter with the boss. * But
—i-!but why did he come up to you at
a 9

» said Lydig, “that same
pickpocke: must have taken his wallet,
too. Anyway, he’s lost his—"

“And almost accused us of taking
it,” added Bernice .

Judy gave a soft whistle of dismar,
She lu.d‘ that they had scen the
Tast of old Dorchall; but_apparentiy he
was loitering in the seaside resort, and
was ping an eye on them. Perhaps
he even suspected the truth!

“Well, anyway,” said Judy, “he
shan’t stop our having fun. The first
thing we've got to do 1s to capture our
crook—and t he is!”

8he ended with that excited shout as
the motor-coach turned into the small
side street where Jill waited for them.
The man had just emerged from the
shop. He did not recognise Jill, who
hnfbeen merely one of a number in the

and so she was able to detain
him by asking him the time, without
his suspeotsing who she was.

But, looking up, he saw the coach.

“Gosh, what a start he gave !” mut-
tered Judy, udonnf the driver to
stop “Now do as 1 say—everything
depends op it. Greet him as a pal.”

udy sprang dc>n a moment before
the coach actuaily stopped moving and
ran forward, waving excitedly to the

man.
“Hallo, here we are!” she cried joy-
fully, as he were a long-lost

riegd.

"huruh 1" eried the others.

Judy's eyes glinted as she saw the
man change colour in confusion. He
w.:! trapped; he just did not know what
to do

“Fancy meeting you!” cried Judy,
and slapped him on the back. “He's
our rescuer, girls. This is the man who

ot the old motor-coach going again
or us. Our pal!”

“Oh, not at all—a mere nothing,”
said the mau awkwardly. “l—er—just
gave a hand. you know. That's all.”

He made as thuuih- to move along,
but Judy held on to his sleeve.

“Your car broke down, too. We saw
it bv the roadside,” she said solemnly.
“You cant go walking everywhere.
Come into our motor-coach to the pier.”

Judv was playing an artful game;
for the man did not know what to do.
The girls’ manner suggested that either
they had not yet realised their loss, or
that they did not in any. way blame him

Tf he bolted, then they might
@ suspielous.

Tha: was what he thought—and that
was what Judy meant him to think.

“Gather round and cheer him, girls,
urged Judy “He's a_jolly good sort.”

be girls, aow thinking it rather
nl:pu':ir:g as well as uti:;:}img that the
thicf was caught, ga in a group
in suck a manner that he could not have
escaped without a struggle, and Judy
set up a chant of “For He's a Jolly
Good Fellow *

The sickly smile on the man’s face
am her. but she saw that it meant
victory

“Not too_loudly, girls, or we'll attract
the attention of a policeman,” she
warned them. “We're blocking the
roadway—" s

Tho mention of a policeman did the
trick, for .he man no sooner heard the
word than he hurried into the motor-

for it

ht we Were a

§
cvach. And after him went the girls,

all chattering, nudging and whispering.
“Back to the pier’.ngriver.” said Ju 5
briskly “We're standing our frien

here lunch. Just a small return.”
me of the girls were in favour of

handing the man over to the police; but
as Judy in whispers, pointed out, they
had nc proof that he was the culprit.
She doubted even if they could demand
that he was searched.. But Judy had a
plan that would reveal the truth.

When the niotorcoach reached the
pier again, the unfortunate Mr. Wil-
loughby was stll there, locking about
him anxiously

Judy jumped down, making sure first
that the girls would preyent the man

esca; inﬁ A

“Hallo, concert-party not arrived
yet?” she asked.

“Not yet; thes'll be here about
twenty minutes after the show is timed
to” begin,” the unfortynate manager
“!:eonued. “How am Idgoing to keep

e audience intcrested for twenty
minutes "

Judy was silent for a moment, and
ih‘e‘n ut her daring ilan to him.

" Have ‘{ou any kit—costumes and
thm#s?" 1w asked.
“Yes, pierrot things. Youn don’t

mean,” he asked eagerly, “that you
will take their place on the stage?”

. “We will,” said Judy gaily. “My
golly, yes! ‘If it's only twenty minutes,
we can do something. And, what's
more, we've got a prize vomedian with
us, Mr. Scatterly.”

As Judy had supposed, when the pick.
pocket was introduced as Mr. Scatterly,
a load was taken from his mind. He
thought that sBe had made a_genuine
mistake. His fears that his guilt might
be suspected, vanished.

With the girls grouped around him,
he to go along to the theatre at
the end. and there Judy whispered to

Mr. Willoughby.

“One good turn deserves another.
That man stole our money. He still has
it, or most of it. Make him tog up in
pierrot kit, will you? And watch i? he
takes out a wad of money !”

As not all the girls would be needed
on the stage, Judy posted one or two
near the exit from the dressing-rooms
to make sure that the man did not
escage. and then sent Lydia to look for
old Mr. Dorchall; for if he had been
robbed by the man, he was as interested
as they in his recapturec.

Ten minutes later, Judy aund her
friends in the dressing-room of the pier
theatre were arrayed in pierrot outfit
of red-and-black silk

“Goodness knows what we shall do on
the stage,” fretted S8adie Miller.

“What do you suggest, Judy 1" asked
Bernice nervously.

“Do?” asked Judy, amazed. “Why,
sing! Get the audience singing. Com-
munity singing, of course. They'll like
it. Bernice can play the piano well
enough.”

Judy thoroughly enjoyed being made-
up, and with the theatre dresser advis-
ing and helping, the process did not
take long. Soon all the girls were
enthusiastic, It certainly made a break
in the routine ol their ordinary work,
although one or two of them were
examining the outfits and criticising
the work.

Judy, the first to be ready, hurried to
Mr. Willoughby, who waited ocutside
in the corridor, and asked what had
happened to the man.

did as you said—I offered him a
pound if he'd stay on the stage for
twenty minutes,” said the manager.

» v. goody ! said Judy, in glee.
“And now all I neced is some rope
and a chair,”

Judy invoked the doorman’s aid, and
found h rope and chair. Then,
joined by the pwkﬁockel:. now in a
smiling state of confidence, she looked
over the mnine girls who | been
selected to play the part of pierrots.
The curtain was rising, and soon they
would have to go on to the stage.

“You girls leave this to me,” said
their * prisoner,”. becoming jaunty with

confidence. “I'll carry this off—"

“You leave it to me!l” retorted
Judy. “We're starting with community
singin me old-timer songs, and then
a special coujuring act.”

hen the curtain went up, the piano
was being thumped, and Judy got them
all smrmg to ease their nérvousness.
Not all the seats by auy mcans were
filled, but there was a good enough
crowd, and moreover, there were
passers-by on the pier who could bear
something of the show—so the girls had
an audience. :

- together everyone!” called
Judy, “The more we are together, the
merrier we'll be—""

They sang “John Peel,” “Pack up
our troubles,” and several other
avourites, then Judy called a halt.

“ Now, ies and gentlemen,” she
said. “A glrlnd conjuring trick. Mr.
Scatterly will show you how to get free
from a mass of ted rope.”

From the back of the stage the man-
ager called softly:

“They've arrived—" E

“Then tell them to buck up and get
changed,” answered Judy from ihe side
of her mouth, and winked at their
victim. *“Now, everyone, I want two
men from the audieuce to come up here
and tie & few knots, please.”

Mr. Scatterly, though puzzled, sat
down on the chair that Judy pushed
forward, and the audience, intrigued,
fell silent as two volunteers walked on
to the stage,

“ Please examine the chair first,” said
Judy, “just to sec. that there is no
trickery 1"

Their yictim examined the chair him-
self, amidst laughter, and then the two
young men from the audience did the
same. The other girls, not quite follow-
ing this new move, watched, puzzled
and interested.

“I want you to tic the knots tightly,”
said Judy. “And then—hey prestol
A flick, and they will come undone 1”

r. Scatterly | a little uncasy
as rope was bound round his and
arms, for the men certainly tied knots
well. And in a minute or two he was
trussed like a turkey.

“Now,” smiled Judy, “the trick!
Watch, everyone! I just pull the back
of the chair—"

Judy pulled the back of the chair,
and pretended to worried and
Sl (56 Towe 2 ikt S belved,
pul the legs, and other girls he \
while the man in the chi‘lﬂr muttered
and began to take alarm.

“Dear, dear 1" said Judy, scratching
her ear. “Ladies and gentlemen,” she
added, advancing to the front of the
stage, “I must apologise. The trick
has failed. My next may be more for-
tunate. Has any lady or gentleman a
gold watch?”

A roar of laughter came—for every-
one knew the trick of pt.'n.mdu.\s| up a
gold watch—and Judy's failure did not
suggest that the second trick would be
luckier.

Amidst more laughter, Mr.
Willoughby gave the signal that the
real concert-party was ready to take
over, and down came the curtain. Judy
pointed to the now angry Mr. Scatterly.

“Carry him off !” ghe said. * Now
we've got him trapped all right. No
chance of his bolting !
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As the girls trooped from the stage,
amidst applause, on came the real con-
cert-party, breathless, but in their own
costumes, and ready to start. They had
gone thirty miles out of their way—but
now they meant to make up for the
blunder. "

“My dear girls, you saved:me|” said
Mr. Willoughby delightedly. * You did
wonderfully well. ept the audicnce
still and happy. But what about this
man?” :

“He can wait until Mr. Dorchall
comes,” said Judy. *“My friend has
gone to find him at the police station.”

Lydia returned only a minute later—
accompanied by Mr Dorchall and a
detective: Mr. Dorchall recognised the
man .mmediately Judy wiped off the
make-up,

“That’s the rascal!” he said to the
detective. “‘Search him I '

“He's wanted for stealing & car,”
frowned the detective. *“All right, Jeff
Simmonds, I know you !”

“Rascal 1" snapped Mr. Dorchall.

The pickpocket’s eyes glinted, but he
did not try to escape as he was freed.
Instead, he wheeled upon Judy.

“That girl’s a-fraud | She isn’t a con-
cert-party pierrot. She's from Dorchall

Son. 8o are they all!”

Judy had ‘not expected ‘the rascal to
turn on them in that way, but she put
a smiling face on it.

“And S0 we are!” she admitted to
the startled Mr Derchall. “* And loyal
to the firm, sir! I only hope we've got
your money back for you t” :

For a moment Mr. 'f)orchnll frowned,
then he smiled. :

“If you have, I shall be very
pleased.” he said, “though it is not the
money am worried about, as the
:m’Formnp paper the wallet contains.”

he thief was scarched, and not only
was the document recovered, but also
most of the stolen money. Mr. Dorchall
saw that Judy & Co. received the full
amount they had lost, and also insisted
on standing them dinner in the picr
restaurant. And what a meal it was!
© After “the 'meal, "they visited the
amusement. park, then enjoyed them-
selves on the sands—bathing, going for
donkey rides, and laughing at the
pierrots It Was an outing they would
never forget. ©

But that was by no means the end of
all the fun Judy & Co. had that day.
As they went back along by the pier,
they saw Mr. Willoughby, the concert-
party manager, standing outside the
pier theatre, beaming expansively. He
caught sight of them at the same
moment, and his smile widened still

more.

“Hallo, girls!” he called. “Having
a good time? I say, our next perform-
ance is due to start in a few minutes,
How would yon like to come in and
see it? You must be my guests—have
the best seats|” - s

“What-ho I” ‘grinned - Judy. “Are
you game, . girls?” y

Were they! They piled into the
theatre, and enjoyed every moment of
the show—the show that they had

themselves helped to save from disaster.
It was after mldmlght before they got

back to the hostel, and, tired but
hapm‘r. Judy surveyed her c'(}ums.
“ All over, girls I” she sighed. “ Golly,

but what a grand day it’s been! Work
to-morrow, worse luck. I only hope
our present melts Miss Snyder’s heart.”

But the manageress was asleep, so
she had' tg wait until morning for her
present—a toy Cheshire cat, with a
placard around its néck: -4 Laugh and
the World Laughs With You I ‘

END OF THIS WEFK'S' STORY

Another enthralling story' about Judy
& Co. next Friday. rdér your GIRLS’
CRYSTAL now.
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ALLO, EVERYBODY !'—Here

is your Penelope, feeling in

: gay and summery mood, and

with as much to chatter about as
ever [

Do you realise it 1s nearl

susasssansResene

the
ear? I always
une 21st was the
apparently, it’s

longest day of the
used to think that
longest day, but,
the 22nd,

Midsummer Day 1s not the same
as the longest day, of course; that
comes on the 24th.

Two friends of mine have birth-
days on the 21st (which means two
presents for poor me to buy!). I
tell them that they’'re lucky, for they
have the longest birthday possible—
much luckier than the girls who
have birthdays on December 21st,
for example, the shortest day of the
year |

tsssasasdsisnssnasssstsraannnns

EASY CUTTING -

I think T'may have told you before
that very simple way of dealing
with scissors that are a bit stiff.
You simply cut the rinds off the
breakfast gacon with them. Not
only does this trim the bacon very
neatly and economically, but it oils
the scissors perfectly. .

QGAY QLOVES

If you're like me, you don’t like
wearing gloves this weather. But
because I've been brought up that
way, I always carry a pair, I con-
fess, however hot the day.

All the same, there are some occa-
sions when you simply have to wear
gloves—to church nndy out to tea, for
example. e

You can buy very serviceable
gloves for sixpence a pair—white
ones; just right for special oceca-

. sions. : )

~ And those of you; who're nimble
with your needles could very easily
give them a much more costly look.

Take a peep at the pictuxe here
and _see. [Pretty buttonhole stitch
could be worked all round the top
of the gloves and round a slit made
in the wrist part to make them look
more exciting. :

. Net gauntlets to match your dress
is anpther. good way of trimming
: gloves—a particularly bright notion
if they are too short. You ean make
. the new gauntlets with a.strip of net
gathered on to the wrist of the glove.
Initials are always smart, of course,
wherever they are worn. .
If you nmie them from brightly

sesssssaeness
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FROM-ONE"GIRL,

TO ANOTHER

Cheery Chatter and Help-
ful Hints by Penelope

coloured felt they are particularly
fashionable this year.

A GOOD TURN

It’s a long time since I told you
about young schoolgirl cousin Kath-
leen, isn’t it?

Well, I had a plaintive letter
from her the other:week ‘{from her
boarding school on the South Coast)
begging me to send her a pair of
my tennis shoes. - !

*“You know we take the same size,
Penelope,” she wrote, “and I've got
to have another pair for sports:day.
I darent write and ask. mother,
because I had a new pair at the
beginning of term—but I've lost the
blessed -things. Be a dear and lend
me yours—" :

So L sent off to Kathleen a pair
of white tennis shoes in almost new
condition. ¢ i

This' morning a parcel arrived,
containing shoes and a letter.
looked at the shoes first, to sée if
they were completely worn out—and
then I nearly fainted.

For my white- tennis. shoes had
turned into black gym-shoes! .

At first I thought Kathleen had
returned ‘the wrong pair. - But nos~=
the wretched child had dved them!

8o I snatched at the leiter.

“My own shoes have mysteriously
lm‘nejY up . now, -Penelope, so I'm
returning. yours. rry I had to
touch them up a bit—but we’re not
allowed to wear white shoes on
sports day, I discovered. Thanks
very much for them.  They helped
me win. the sack race.” :

So here am I, Jeft with a pair of
black tennig shoes—if you can
imagine it. I think I'd better send
them back. . . .

A WONDER MEAL

Don’t you think the pupils—and
mistresses—of the Central Schoal at
Great Casterten, in Rutland, are to
be congratulated? 'The pupils are
able to get their dinner at echool
for fourpence a head—fourpence !
And even so the school has been able
to show a profit!

But perhaps you think fourpence
is TOO little, and that it could not
buy a proper dinner. Well, here—to
show you it does—is a typical menu:
Bo,ilej mutton, .potatoes, and peas,
followed by stewed fruit and custard.

I wish they'd tell me the secret
of such good food for so little cash !

Good-bye, now, until next week,

PENELOPE

aetrenn
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THE GREY SHADOW'S HOME

OLA SHARMAN was' eager to

l win fame ag a dancer in

Mexico But she also longed

to clear her outlawed father's

name, for he was now a bandit, known
as the Grey Shadow.

She began to make a success of her
dancing, and at first she was helped by
Tony %reswick. an English lad. - But
Tony was bent on tracking down her
bandit father, and eventually Lola
believed that he was pretending to be
her friend only for his own ends.

Her father felt sure that the proof of
his innocence was hidden in his old
home—the Hacienda S8an Valdo. It had
been taken over by mew tenants, and
Lola went there one night, hoping to be
able to find the proofs.

But when she entered the hacienda,
she was amazed to find the door opened
by—Tony Creswick!

HWHY have you come here, Lola?”
repeated the boy.

Lola shrank away from him, her
hands clenched, her eyes wide with
dismay.

It had come as a stunning blow to find
that the new tenant of the hacienda—
her father's old home—was Tony Cres-
wick, the boy whom she had believed
to be her enemy !

He was staring at her in that whim-
sical way she knew so well; his smile
W 2;3 friendly—his tone boyishly master.

ul.

At one time, Lola might have been
deceived. But not now! She felt that
he had deliberately trapped her—in-
vited her into the house under false
pretences, in order to discover her
purpose.

He stood now with his back to the
door, his arms folded, barring her way.

“Well 2 he asked quietly.

Lola stared round desperately. Some-
where in this old house was hidden the
secret so vital to her bandit father—the
secret that would help to clear his
honour.

Not only her father’s good name, but
her own carcer—her future as a dancer,
depended on the recovery of that ebony
casket of which he had spoken.

She forced a semblance of composure,
meeting his quizzical glance with an
icy stare.

“ After
228

what has happened,”. she

gy BANDIT
DAUGHTER
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replied, “I don’t think you have any
right to question me.”
ony reddened, biting his lip.

“Dash it all, Lola,” he objected,
“that’s a bit thick. I mean, you came
here of your own accord.”

“But I didn’t know you were here,”
rejoined Lola, bitterly. “Do you think
I should have come in, if 1 had
known?"

Tony gave a twisted smile.

“P’raps not,” he admitted. “But I
iust— had to find out why you'd come.
thought for a moment—" He

shrugged a trifle bitterly. “I thought;

you might have forgiven me. I can see
I was mistaken.”
Lola swallowed hard. There was

something so naively boyish about Tony
that it was difficult to prevent herself
from weakening in her resolve.

But she hardencd her heart deliber-
ately, concentrating all her thoughts on
her secret purpose,

“1 used to know some people who
lived here,” she replied. “1 didn't
know it had changed hands.”

Tony smiled, relieved by her appar-
ent softening.

““It-belongs to Senor Garecia now,” he
explained, “and I've rented it on be-
hn‘]:f of my uncle. We've had to do an
awful lot to it, as the place was going
to rack and ruin.’ I say ”—he hesi-
tated—".I suppose you wouldn't care to
Jook roundf It's an interesting. old
place,” he added persuasively. “I've
stumbled on no.end of queer things
since I've been here.”

Lola’s pulses quickened. Of course
she wanted to look round—it was the
very reason why she had come! But
she must not appear téo eager,

“It’s very kind of you,” she replicd

e

Her bandit father was njured,
and desperately Lola looked
around for help. It was at that
moment the Mexican troubadour
appeared, and gladly Lola
accepted his aid. But it was
not until later that she realised

o™
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By RENEE FRAZER

coldly, “but I think I had beiter bo
going. As my friends aven't here,
there's really no point in my staying.”

Tony's face fell.

“Please ! he urged. “Just—just for
old time’s sake. I'm all on my own,
Emt. now, though I'm expec-tmg Senor

tarcia later this evening. I've dis-
covered some quaint old curios, and
Garcia’s anxious to sce them.”

Lola caught in her breath quickly,
any lingering hesitation banished. She
must see those curios. Perhaps—she
bardly dared to hope—perhaps the very
objeet she sought might among
them !

“Very well,” she replied carelessly.
“T'll just look round—but I can’t stay
for long.”

Tony'e face lit up.

“Oh, good !” he said. “I know you'll
like the place. We'll start with the
downstair rooms first.”

He picked up the lamp and led the
way across tho paved hall; Lola
followed him, her heart thumping.

From one room to another tliey made
their way, Tony pointing out the
beanties of the old house with the
cheerful pride of possession; the house
that was her own home, by right!

“ And here,” he announced, unlocking
a door, “is the most intercsting room
of the lot. I imagine it used to be the
study, or library; anyway, I found a
lot of old books and other junk hidden
away in. an old chest behind .the
tapestry.”

He held up the lamp, and Lola drew
in her breath sharply.

This room must have been her
father's study. From the tall windows
overlooking the veranda she could see
a vista of waving trees and snow-capped
hills—the scene he had so often de-
scribed in his letters to her.

On a chest in a corner of the room
were piled tattered books, papers and
old curics, most of them covered in
dust.

“There are dresses, too,” explained
Tony. “That chest’s half full of them.
I've not had time to go through the
things properly—and anyway, they
don’t belong to me. As Garcia bought
the house, %suppum they’re his—unless
the previous owner can be traced.”

Lola did not reply, at once. Her
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o{u were anxiously searching the heap
of lumber—seeking a emall ehony
‘casket, with a silver hasp. - -

Her father had described it earefully—
explaining that he had been forced to
flee from the hacienda, leaving a num-
ber of valuables behind.

Lola’s hands clenched suddenly; a
gleam of excitement flashed into her

eyes |
Protruding - from under a pile of
ks, she imagined she saw the
precious casket. Only one corner was
visible, but it was undoubtedly of
ebony, inlaid with silver!

Lola’s heart thnmfed wildly as she
11gm nearer, uneasily conscious that
Tony was watching her

How could she best examine the
casket without arousing the boy’s sus-
picions 7 » ;

., Tony was obviously impatient to con-
tinue their tour of the house.

“Let’s leave that dusty  junk,” he
said lightly, “and go up on to the roof.
It's topping there in the -moonlight
—and there’s a gorgedus view of the
hills. Come on ! ;

He took her arm firmly, leading her
towards the door.

Lola bit her lip. She could think
of no legitimate excuse for remaining.

The boy niotioned ler to precede him,
pausing to close the door.

“I wish I knew what time to expect
old Garcia,” he said. “I want to get
back to San Paseo this cvening. One
thing, he's got the keys aznd can let
himself in.”

Lola clenched her hands, her face
paling.

At all costs she must examinec that
casket before Ramon Garcia arrived !

Very little was spoken ‘as Tony led
the way to the flat roof of the hacienda.

It was a lovely, haunting scenc that
was spread out before them—a escene
that would have quickened:Lola’s heart
under :any .6ther circumstances,

-But just now she was wondering des-
perately how she could best give Tony
the slip and weturn to the study with-
out his following.

here, Lola,” said Tony
grufly, “why can’t we be {riends
againi” .
He spoke pleadingly,  but: Lola's

hands elenched.

“It’s no use, Tony,” she said. “ We've
had all that out before. ~You're my
father’s enemy."

“But not yours,” declared Tony.- “1
want to help you, Lola—honestly.
Look here, let me see you back to
town.”

“I'veo fOt another appointment,” re-
plied Leola hastily. *“My carriage is
waiting outgide.” She glanced ner-
vously at her watch. “I think Ill have
to be going.”

As she turned she dropped a glove—
deliberately.

Glumly Tony accompanied her down
to the hall, and, opening the frent
door, hailed the waiting coachman,

“Where can I see’ you again, Lola?’
he persisted.

Lola evaded the question: she was
looking anxiously towards’ the closed
door of the study. J

“My glove!” she said suddenly. *I
think I must have dropped it on the
roof.”

“T'll feteh it,” wolunteered Tony.

He hurried away, and Lola waited,
her heart in her mouth.

Then she darted to the study door
and turned the handle.

The door was locked!

Lola’s heart sank as she wrenched
at the knob. She wondered whether

»

Tony had locked the door intention-
ally—whether he suspected.
She heard his footsteps returning,

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—17/6/38

and drew back quickly as he burst into
the hall.

His boyish face revealed suppressed
excitement and @ certain  grimn deter-
mination.

“Here's your glove, Lola,” he said
quickly, thrusting it into her hand.
“ And—and maybe it would be best if
you pushed off now.” He glanced at
her strangely. “I've just seen a signal
{’rom ,one of my men.” I've got to get

usy.

Lola clenched her hands despairingly,
but there was nothing she could do.
Tony assisted Ler into the waiting car-
riage, and stood by as the coachman

cracked his \«.-hii.O
“Au revoir, la!” he called.

Lola did not reply; she felt too
choked with dismay. «
Whatever the reason for Tony's

strange change of manner, her hopes of
recovering the precious casket seemed
to have been wrecked.

Lola’s eyes flashed as she came to a
desperate decision.

As the carriage bowled out of the
gates and turned into the narrow,
winding road, the sprang to her feet.

“8top I” she ordered breathlessly.

The coachman drew rein,

“Benorita?” he inquired.

“I—I've changed my mind,” said
Lola, trying to speak calmly. “I
have decided to walk.”

" The man looked surprised, but he
made no comment as Lola paid him
his fare and stepped out into the road.

She watched tgc carriage drive away,
then, her heart thumping, she crept
through the bushes, approaching the
hacienda from the rear.

8he saw. that the lights in the house
had been extinguished, and a moment
later Tony himself, appeared in, the
porch, thrusting a. burdle of papers
uito his pocket. 1 : -

The boy’s face, even at that distance,
lopked pale and etern. = He slammed
the door and hurried to the stables;
o foew minutes afterwards there was a
clatter of hoofs as Tony spurred. his
horse down the drive, riding as though
on an errand of life and death.

Lola waited till thé' muffled sound of
the hoofs had died “away, then, her
eyes gleaming . desperately, she ran
swiftly up the stéeps that led to the
terrace.

=3
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Lola turned as a footstep crunched behind

A moment later she was standing out-
side the tall windows of the study.
She felt no qualms about her desperaie
purpose. ' The hacienda was her father’s
home; all that it contained was right-
fully his!

Cautiously - she tried 'the windows,
hoping against hope that the ancient
catches - might prove to be insecurely
fastened.

Her hopes were justified. One of the
windows '%m'e suddenly beneath the
pressuré of her hand. la pushed ic
wide and, her heart beating wildly, she
crept into the moonlit room.

In a moment she had reached the
ancient chest with its litter of dusty
treasures. Her hands trembling, she
pulled out the ebony casket, carrying it
io the window.

The moonlight” reflected on the silver
hasp, but though Lola sought to open
it, the lock resisted her efforts.

Perhaps the key was in the old chest?
Lola darted to the chest, lifting the lid.
A faint gasp of wonderment estaped
her lips. ‘For the chest was three-parts
full ‘of dainty dresses—exquisite gowns
of silk and eatin, colourful shawls and
headdresses, tiny satin slippers - with
diamante buckles.

Lola sank to her knees, her desperate
purpose momentarily = forgotten; a
faint, clusive perfume crept up from
the open chest—a scent of long ago.

Tendérly she picked up one of the
dainty gowhis; it was fashioned like a
Mexican peasant’s costume, but in finer
material and with exquisite embroider-
ing. :

Initials had been embroidered ‘to form
the centre of the pattern, and Lola
tried to deécipher them. °

“ R S w

Rhoda ~°  Sharman—her mother’s
initials! That sweet, talénted mother
whom Lola could only 'jist remember.

Tears smarted suddenly in Lola’s eyes
;1.3 she pressed ths faded gown to her
ips, . T 3 ‘ ;
Iler mother had been a dancer, too,
and these were her dresses. - Her father
must’ have -cherished them all these
years, not bearing to part with them.

On an_impulse she could hardly
explain, Lola slipped the peasant cos-
tume over her head, smoothing out the
soft folds, .

And “just then an ominous sound

~

her, Ramon

Garcia,
her father’s arch-enemy. ‘‘ Who are you, girl ? And what are you doing
bere? ” he demanded

It was



reached her ears—lhe distaut sound of
galioping hoofs.

Lola stiffoned, her heart quickening
uncasily.  Whatever happened, she
miust not be found here!

She snatched up the ebony casket:
tihere was no time to search for the
key. . She wrapped il in a coloured
scarf, slipping another over her head
S0 a5 pnrtiy to conceal her features.

Climbing out on to the terrace, she
darted swiftly across the moonlit
grotinds.

She had reached the gates, and was
tooking cautiously down the road when
u footstep crunched behind her.

With a stifled ery; Lola turned, to
stare into the cruel, sallow features of
Ramon Garcia, her father's arch-
enemy !

THE EBONY CASKET
L THITE to the lips, Lola en-
w countered Ramon Garcia's

suspicious gaze. Instinctively

she clutched at the precious
biandle wrapped in the scarf, hoping
azainst hope that she would escape
tecognition.

Luckily, her face was shadowed by
the {lrees, and Garcia could not see her
Cicarly.

Iiis sharp, ferrety eyes scanned her
peasant costume. His lips curled.

“Who are you, girl?” he demanded
sharply in Spanish. “What are you
doiog here1”

Lola desperately plucked up her

courage, realising that she could gain
nothing by silence.
_ "If you please, senor,” she faltered
in the same tongue, “I came to ask
viaployment of the young senor who
lives here, but there is no one at Lome.
Ihe house is in darkness.”

tamon Garcia eyed her narrowls.

“That is strange,” he said. “I, too,
tave come to visit Senor Creswick: be
was expecting me. You are ceriain
there is no one in the house §”

lamon Garcia fingered his small
ioustache, a frown on his face. le
seemed about to question her further,
then abruptly he changed his mind.

“1 shall go up to the house and make
certain,” he replied. “You can mind
1n:v horse while I am gone.”

tlo pointed to his horse that was
cropping the foliage on the other side
of the road, and, with a slightly
~cornful gesture, tossed a coin into
Licla’s hand.

“Mind you take eare of him,” he
added. “He's a spirited animal.”

“8i, senor,” whispered Lola, hurrying

o obey. ;

With a little sigh of relief, she
watched Ramon Garcia’s burly figure
disappear up the drive.

Her eyes shone desperately. 8he
vealised that Gareia would quickly dis-
cover that something was amiss, and
would return in search of her,

Her fingers tightened on the bridle
of the restive horse.

Ramon Garcia was her father's
enemy, and there was no time for any
scruples,

Swiftly she swung herself into the
saddle, spurring the horse at a reckless
gallop down the moonlit road.

Far behind her she imagined she
Lirard a distant angry shout, but Lola
did not slacken rein.

She had gained her purpose; the
vital casket was in her possession. All
iat remained now was to seek out her
father and acquaint -him with her
SLICCESS.

The devious, winding
from the Haclenda San
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f

ath that Jed
"aldo to the

bandit’s secret stronghold in the hills
was scared deeply in Lola's memory.
It was the route that her father had
taken on that unforgettabl® evening of
her arrival in Mexico.

Within half an hour she came in sight
of the ravine, and saw the rushing falls
glittering in the moonlight.

She dismounted as she reached the
brink of the ravine, and, with a shud-
dering glance at the foaming torrent
below, hurried on foot towards the
narrow bridge

And then she caught sight of the
bandit’s tall, unmistakable figure stand-
ing motionless in the shadow of the
rocks, staring out across the chasm.

He had not heard her approach
owing to the hissing roar of the falls.

His face looked drawn and tired, and
there was an expression of utter weari-
ness in the stoop of his broad shoulders.

“Father!” whispered Lola, a lump
in her throat.

She darted towards him, emerging
from the shadows into the moonlight.

Just then the bandit turned, glancing
in her direction.

Ile started, passing a hand over his

eves, a look of utler amazement on
his face.

*Father{® exclaimed Lola breath-
lessly.

The Grey Shadow toock a swift step
towards her, catching her in his arms.

“Lola!" he exclaimed huskily. “1
thought for a moment that T was dream-
ing—that you were—"

He held her at armslength, gazing at
her in the moonlight.

“Your inother’s dress!” he said
brokenly. “It was one of her favourite
costumes. But how——"

Breathlessly Lola blurted oubt her
explanation,

“Everyvthing’s all right, dad!” she
declared, smiﬁng up into his tired face.
“I've got the casket—see ?”

Triumphantly ehe thrust it into his
hands, watching the expression of
amazement and relief smooth the
troubled lines from his features.

“Lola, my dear,” he said unsteadily.
“this has made a new man of me!
was beginning to despair; but, thanks
to your loyalty and courage——"
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“Dad, will this really prove your
innocence ¥’ gasped Lola.

“1 hope so, my dear—I believe so,”
replied the bandit, as he fumble
eagerly with the catch. “It was your
mother  herseli who locked certain
letters in this casket—letters written to
her by an old family friend with whom
I have long lost touch. I had almost
forgotten them until recently, It's pos-
sible that their contents may provide
the very information I have been seek-
ing. If they had fallen into Garcia’s
hands all would have been lost.”

He was attempting to open the lid,
while Lola looked on anxiously. A

“There’s a sccret spring,” he said.
“I'mi almost certain— i

His eyes lit up as the clasp flew open.
With a trembling hand he grasped the
lid as Lola bent eagerly over his
shoulder. 3

And at that instant a shot rang
out in the moonlight night, sounding
clearly above the roar of the falls.

Lola hardly realised what had hap-
her father staggered,
raising a _hand to his forehead.

“Dad!” she cried brokenly. “Dad!”

Desperately she caught at his arm,
dragging him away from the brink of
the chasm. ¢ 5

Dut the ebony casket slipped from his
verveless hands, bounding from the
side of the cliff and falling with a dull
splash into the foaming torrent below.

SAVED BY A STRANGER
LOLA, pale as death, dropped to

her knees at her father’s side as
he lay huddled on the grass
where he had fallen. 3

There was an ugly, shallow wound in
his forehead, where the bullet had
grazed him—a bullet fired by some un-
known enemy from the cliffs above.

The bandit's eyes were closed, and he
was_breathing heavily.

“ Dad!” wiispered Lola, her woice
choked. -

She supported his head against her
arms, staring round her desperately.

Her fear and anxiety were coupled
with a white-hot anger against the vu-
krown person who had fired the shot.

But her first thought was for her
father's safety. Whatever happened,
he must not be found here by bis
enemies.

With all her strength, she contrived
to drag him into the shelter of the
bushes, «

She crouched there by his side. wait-
ing and listening; but apparently his un-
kuown enemy believed that his work had
been done, and had departed.

Lola, pale with anxiety, crept from
the bushes. Whatever happened, her
father could not remain here—wounded
and in pain.

Somehow she must obtain help.

Cupping her hands to her lips, she
gave the 'bandit’s strange signal—the
cry of a coyote. It was a forlorn hope
that the signal could reach her father's
wen, but she dared not leave himg (o
seek assistance.

Thrice she gave the signal; then, rip-
ping a !engﬁl of material from her
gown, she ventured as near to the falls
as she dared, contriving to soak the
cloth in the ice-cold water.

Darting back to her father's side, she
tenderly E:ound his head, and rested him
more comfo ¥ against & mossy bank.

Then followed long minutes of anxious
waitinf,' while her hopes glowly ebbed.

rk! ;

Somewhere, close at hand, a twiz
cracked beneath a soft footfall. Soine-
one was approaching!

Her heart quickening, Lola peered
from the bushes. Then she bit her lip,
drawing back hastily.
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The newcomer was a stranger—a
young Mexican with dusky complexion
and jet-black hair.

He was picturesquely attived in the
fashion of a wandering troubadour, and

carried a guitar slung across his
shoulder.

Lola hesitated, her hands clenched.
Dared she risk asking him for aid? A
glance at her father’s pallid face decided
her. There was no time to lose.

Swiftly she stepped from the bushes;
the young troubadour turned with a
start, raising a hand to his broad-
brimmed hat. His back was to the moon
and his face in the shadow, but . Lola
could see that he was handsome, in a
dark, foreign way, and wore a small
moustache.

“Senorita?’” he inquired
taking a step towards her.

Lola blurted out her story. A friend
had been badly injured. Would he give
his aid ?

““Senorita—Lorenzo Pascala is at your
service,” rejoined the other swiftly.
“Where is your friend?"”

Lola led him quickly to her father's
side.

“ Ah—what scoundrel has done this?”
demanded the young troubadour, his
eves flashing.

Lola shook her head, almost too
choked to speak, as the young man
raised the injured bandit in his powerful
a

gruflly,

Fms.

“Which way, senorita?”

‘“ Across the bridge,” whispered Lola.
“We have friends who will meet us
there.””

The young man asked no questions,
With the injured outlaw across his
shoulder, he approached the treacherous
bridge, warning Lola to take care.

A few minntes later they were on the
other<side, within the shadow of the
secret ravine.

Once again Lola gave the bandit's
signal, while the young troubadour
watched her curiously.

And this time, her signal was an-
swered; the massive boulder that masked
the entrance to the stronghold was
swung open—and Pedro, her father’s
faithful lieutenant, stood there, rifle in
hand, ;

He started as he caught sight of the
young stranger, and raised s weapon.
But there came a cry from Lola.

“Pedro—it's all right! He's
friend.”

“Senorita!"” exclaimed Pedro huskily.

Then he caught sight of his mjured
leader, and he sprang forward, his
swarthy face paling.

‘“Benorita-~what has happened ?”

Brokenly, Lola explained. The faith-
ful Pedro clenched his hands.
“Someone will pay dearly for this!”

our

he declared. “This way, senor—
qllil}l\']]‘-“
Pogether they carried the injured

bandit leader through the secret en-
trance of the stronghold.

The young troubadour hesitated on
the threshold, staring round him.

“There is no more I can do,
senorita?” e asked, as Pedro raither
pointedly Larred his way.

Lola shook her head with a grateful
glance,

e )
done,”
hand

“And, senor,” added Pedro mean-
mgly, “what yon have seen will remain
sealed on your lips!” y

The young man howed pgravely and
stepped back. The massive stone doer
swung back into place, hiding him from
view,

Pedro carried the bandit leader to the
cave, the other outlaws crowding round
with anxious questions.

never forget what you have
she veplied, helding out her
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Alone with her father, Lola anxiously
tended his wound, waiting for him to
recover consciousness:

Luckily the wound was only super-
cial; and, with his magnificent
physique, there was little doubt about
his recovery.

But Lola’s mind was haunted by con
flicting thoughts as she knelt at his side.

She dreaded to have to answer the
question that he would inevitably ask.
The ebony casket had been lost—and
with it all their hopes; and that at the
very moment when success seemed to
have crowned their efforts.

How could she tell him the truth?

Her father moaned faintly, opening
his eyes; in an instant Lola was bend-
ing over him, smiling through her tears.

But he did not recognise her; he
stared at her in a wondering, perplexed
way.

“Rhoda ?” he muttered.

Lola it her lip. She realised that
he was delirious—that he imagined her
to be her mother.

“Rhoda—dance for me,” he breathed.
Tears sprang into Lela’s eyes, as she
rose softly to her feet. Her father was

watching her in a fevered, puzzled
way. She knew that at all costs he
must be humoured, if he were to
recover,

Crossing to the moonlit opening of
the cave, she commenced to dance, in
her mother’s peasant costume, her eyes
brimming with tears.

It was the strangest, most tragic dance
that Lola had ever performed. Her
accompaniment was the whisper of the
wind, the distant voar of the falls.

Her audience was a wounded ouilaw
—the man who meant more to her than
anything eclse in the world.

And she was rewarded by her father's
smile as, gradually, he closed his cyes,
falling into a heavy sleep.

With a stifled sob, LOE:. crept to his
side, to keep her vigil through the
night.

N the morning her faiher's condition
was improved—though he was still
very weak.

Toao ill, as yet, to be informed of the
loss of the precious casket, he seemed
to_take it for granted that it was safe.

“Lola,” he muttered, as she brought
him a cooling drink, “Lola—there is
something you must do for me; I can
trust no one else with the task. The
letters in the casket—you must take
ithem to my old friend Henry Grayland
without loss of time. Tlis address is on
the back of an old snapshot in my case.”

He pointed weakly towards his
shabby leather case.

Lola, her lips frembling, turned
away to open the case. She discovered
a faded portrait of a  handsome,
bearded man in his carly prime.

There was an address seribbled on the
back—an address in distant New York!

Lola clenched her hands. Dared she
tell her father the truth?  That the
casket was lost—and, with it, the vital
letters?

She glanced ai- his drawn, eager face,
and the words died on her lips.

She couldn't tell him—she couldn’t!
If only she could recover (hose
letters

She bit her lip, her eyes agleam with
sudden determination.

The casket might have been washed
up on to the jagged rocks in the ravine,
There was just a frail chance.

It was barely daylight when Lola left
the bandit’s stronghold, bent on her
perilous task.

A few minutes later she reached the .
chasm, and stared down at the foaming
torrent below.
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Her hopes sank. It seemgd scarcely
ossibly that the ebony 'casket” could
ave been saved from that maélstrom.

Cautiously she made her way along
the treacherous brink of the chasm.

Then abruptly she came to a halt,
with a swift intake of breath.

She had caught sight of something
wedged between two massive boulders
—something that winked and glittered
in the faint light of the rising sun.

The silver mountings of the- ebom
casket !

Lola dropped to her knees, her pulse‘
racing as she stared down.

That casket, wedged between the
rrucl rocks, meant all the difference to

her father’s happiness—and her own.

Barely pausing to calculate the risk,
Lola shid over the edge and commenced
cautiously to descend, clinging to
stunted shrubs and jag ed crevices.

She dared not look down, for fear of
giddiness; but she could hear the
relentless roar of the torrent growing
louder as she slowly descended.

And then, unexpectedly, came
disaster. A shrub to which she had
clung gaye ‘way. suddenly ~under her
frantic. hold; she felt herself falling,
and a rhok:ng cry was torn from her
lips as her fingers scrabbled desperately
for another hold. =, °_,

“For an instant thcv caught in a
erevice, and she hudgzihere, suspended
helplessly over the chasm, believing that
every moment would be ‘her last.

Then, to her numbed cars came a
shout—from close at hand.

- A shower of stones fell past her; an
mhlenc figure swung itself on to a !ndge
just below her. :.The cruc‘l_r.!gaf on_her
arms was relieved. as a | ul hand

)\ er
r-upporu_d her—assisting her,, half- famt-

* huskily.

ing, on to a wide ledge of rocl: a, few
feet above the torrent.

Her lips trembling, her eyea wide
with gratitude, Lola stared into the
dusky features of the young. trouba-
dour !

“Senorita,” he said huskily, “are you
mad that you must risk your life in
climbing these rocks? I tried to warn
you, but Jou paid no heed.”

“I—"- Lola swallowed hard, point-
ing to the boulders below. *There is
something of vital importance to me
down there. A casket contummg
letters. I was trying to reach it

Her voice trailed away as the young
troubadour rose to his feet.

“Stay here, senorita,” he said quietly.
“Do not move—until I return !”

Lola caught a glimpse of his dusky
features, shadowcg by the broad brim
of his har. She imagined that he was
smiling.

There was something about that smile
that struck a chord of memory in her
mind. She tried to find words to thank
him, but he was gone in a flash, swing-
ing himself from crevice to crevice with
the agility of a gazelle. p

A few minutes later he returned,
bearing the..ebony. casket—badly splin-
tered, and streaming with water. He
thrust it into her hands and, Wwaving
aside her broken thanks, n*Slstcd her
back to the path.

“An revoir, senorita,” he murmured
“And keep away from this
chasm; the next time you may not be
so fortunate.”

With a curt salute, he strode away,
his 5\|1tnr slung across his shoulders,
“hzs ing a gay. romantic tune.

Lola stared after him, attempting to
pull herself together. Even now she

felt as though she were dreaming.. But
the ebony casket was real!

Eagerly she turned her attention to
the splmtered lid, contriving to jerk it

Then her heart sank, and a look
slunned dismay crossed her face.

The casket was empty! The vital
letters had gone.

For a moment, Lola’s mind felt too
numbed to think clearly. Her last
faint hope had been snntched from her.

Who had taken the precious letters?
They must have been removed from the
casket before she left the hacienda;
unless——

She caught in her breath sharply, a
wild, incredible suspicion flashing into
her mind

The troubadour !

She remembered his strange smile:
the eagerness with which he had volun-
teered to fetch the casket; his curious,
abrupt departure. -

But why—why should he have done
such a thing. after coming so bravely to
her aid? Of what use could the lefters
be to him? - Who was he—

“Oh!” gasped Lola, (ho blood drain
ing from gor face, =

In a blinding flash came onl;ghlvn
ment. That carefree, boyish swagger:
that smile. The mysterious way 1in
which he had appeared, as' .though
from nowhere—his. curiosity about the
bandit’s secret stronghold.

They all pointed to one bewildering
fact.

The uouhadour was Ton\r Creswick
in disguise !

Can this startling lu'pleion possibly

be true? And if so,’ are the Gre
P L B e P
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"I suggest you cease trying lo put
move . blame on a perfectly . inno-
cent girl I snapped Noel conteniptu-
ausly., “Your i:ttlc game's up, Mr.
Jacobs !”

The man's face fell; he gazed at the
voung ‘detective as though he tuuld
hardly believe his ears.

“This i is the scoundrel all right, _\II‘S
Mitchell,” Noel said.to the astounded
girl.- “You've no need to worry any
more.  Your friend Willings, and
]'lm:.t too, dre L11t|rcly innocent. You
‘this _ man—Jacobs,
uunk—mto:cepted a letter addressed to
tlie real Dr.. Sanders, asking him to
come down and guard Professor James’
curios here. Jacobs instantly realised
that as the professor was already on
his way abroad, and Dr. Sanders was
not known by stghl: to the staff here,
he could pose as the doctor—and steal
the curios.

“When he stole l.he first few articles
hr j{ll(‘sﬂ'(l that somc¢one on the staff
might possibly suspect him and make
wﬁwnul inguiries, so he tried to turn
suspicion on to you and planted that
stuluette in your room. My arrival
complicated mnttvrn but he didn’t wish
to arouse my suspicions, and hoped I
would think you were the eulprit.

“When Willings confessed to the
thefts he saw at once a chance of get-
ting rid of him, and hoped T'd leave
the house without more ado. DBut he

saw I was far from satisfied with what .

had been happening, and, in u:ld:hon,
he believed Hurst, the chaufféur, * was™
getting suspicions of his activities: Bo
ihis evening he wernt out into" the”
grounds disguised as Hurst, deliber-
ately let me catch him with some of the
stolen articles, and thus lmped 1 \\ould

& - notorious’
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away on a wild-goose chase and knew
nothing abottt all this.

“I felt suspicious of Dr. Sanders,
though, -after he'd bungled trying to
bandage my arm for me. He'd never
tied, a bandage in his life before,
though he was supposed to be a doctor,
I realised then that the robberies had
only happened since he had come to
the house; he had been the one to dis-
cover them—and he had access to the
treasure-room.

“My suspicions were confirmed when
I asked him if anyone had been in the
room while I was out in the grounds,
or if he had left it at all. ?l denied
this—but there was a small trace of
fresh mud on the carpet.

“One thing still puzzled me. What
had he actually done with the curios?
How had he made them disappear? Tt
was a tiny scra of straw that gave me

the answer. had dropped from a
bird’s-nest. Whr-rc could the bird’s-
npest be? I suddenly realised—up the
chimuey. And it's there, -1 think,

where you'll find all the valuables.”
*Janct - erossed the room and thrust
her hand up the chimney, while Noel
kept an eye on-the prisoner. Next
momentthe girl brought down some
soots and__the - two ™ missing Turkish
swords, then she brOught. _down the
" othel*missitig curies, =

“The were_on a lodgc up then. E
she sai e

-y Exﬂ(ll\ 17 smiled Nool “ Jacobs

,unloc'l.:-d “thie” door, entered the room,

grabbied '»um(' of the valuables, and

DAY QIFT.”

"Cnnfouud _)oul" snnrk‘d ‘the cap
tive, glaring at Noel. “#Buf how did
you discover my ‘real name ?” :

“T took the liberty of lonkang in your-

doctﬂrs bag this eveniiig,” Noel
replied, “and there was your. name on
your drumg licence. There's anly one
thing now I don’t understand. Why
did Willings confess to a crime of
which he was perfectly innocent?”

It was the butler himself who
supplied the answer the next day. He
had been brought back to Ilam Lodge
from the village and- reinstated. ii
reddened when Noel asked him the

question.

2 \\ ell. M. Ra)mond
this,” he said confusedly.
the thief was that scoundrel Jacobs.
The evidence. did seem pretty black °
against -]all(‘l‘“l\iﬂ% Mitchell. She hus
to support her father, who's disabled;
and 1 lhouihl perhaps lack of money
nad driven her to—to this.

o Hu fnlher saved my life rlmtng the
War, and in doing so  was badly
wounded ; that’s- why he .ean’t work
now and depends on Janet. Eso I had
a sort of debt to pay off to him.” ‘

“ And, therefore, you took the blame
for the thefts on your own shoulders *”
said Noel gravely. _“Mr.. Willings, 1
would like to slm]\o hands with YOul.

But Janet, " het —"face © flushed ard
happy again, insisted on kissing the
loyal butlor—who had made the first-of
those two strange J‘(‘1:)ri'k'esamnﬂ
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lt was like
“I'd no idea

accuse Hurst. stuffed il cm‘ up the, chimney, then
“Hurst, I may add, ]md lmcn <om ‘ﬂlmutﬂl that therc had been a robbery.”
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