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THE MYSTERY INVITATION

HRISTMAS!"” sighed Mary Ainslie wist-
fully. “What fun all those people are
going to have!"

: _She stood at the window of the solitary room

: she rented in Bayswater, London. The window

: overlooked one of the busy shopping quarters—

: particularly busy on this pré-Christmas Satur-

: day noonday. A smoky mist, against which the

: ghop windows glowed warm‘y enveloped the

¢ thoroughfare, and in and out of the shops

¢ tramped smiling people, armed with bags,

i baskets, and parcels. Somewhere a radio was

: broadeasting  “Good King Wenceslas,” and

: across the road at the bus stop, an anxious

: mother was trying agitatedly to prevent her

: small boy from bouncing a brightly coloured

{ rubber ball into the gutter.

Christmas! How all these people were look-
ing forward to-it! If only she could, too,

: thought Mary.
:  Here she was, in this one room of the dull
: boarding-house. Here, without a friend of her
i own age, ‘with nobody who cared a thing in
: the world for her
:  Mary sighed. She had no parents like those
i other girls and boys. No one would invite her
to a party; no one with whom she could even
talk. Half the guests at the bhoarding-house
had already gone away for the holiday; the
others, like herself, were lelt to their own
devices. Mary stirred restlessly. If only
someone would invite her somewhere! But
that just wouldn't happen, she told herself.

> “Oh, well,” Mary sighed, and her deep blue

: eyes clouded with sadness, “T—I'll have to make

: the best of it, I suppose!™
She turned awas biting her lip.
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Delightedly Mary Ainslie Accepted The Unexpected Christmas Invitation—Little Realising
The Strange Reception Which Awaited Her At The Manor—8y ANNE GILMORE

If only she
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had parents—some relative! But she had none :
—no one at all to whom she could turn, except :
the kindly but old Mrs. Marryat. It was Mrs. :
Marryat who kept the boarding-house, who had :
looked after her, and found her a job at the :
box-making factory near by, ever since her :
rr}oil&;g and father had been killed in the raids :
o 1

There was a knock on the door. Glad of any
diversion, Mary called “Come in!" But the
momentary hope in her eyes died when she saw
the kindly, buxom form of Mrs. Marryat.

“The postmanc; just come, and he’s left this
for you, Mary,” she said. "“Looks as if some-
body’s sent you a Christmas card.”

She held an envelope in her hand, and Mary
thinking of the girls with whom She worked :
in the factory, tock it. Mrs. Marryat smiled at :
her, and withdrew as Mary pulled the flap of :
the envelope open. And then she stared. H

For it was not a Christmas card the envelope :
contained. i

She stared at it more closely, bewilderedly.

“Mr. James Upton, of Upton Tor Manor,
Rivershill, Devonshire, regquests the pleasure of
the company of Miss Mary Ainslie at his
Christmas celebration party, December 23rd-
290th inclusive.”

“An—an invitation!” Mary stuttered.
to me!” g

An invitation—yes, neatly printed in red,
except for her own name, which was written
in ink in a bold, characterful hand. But

Who was Mr. Upton? Mary had never heard
of him in her life Where was Union Tor
Manor? It sounded a grand and imposing place
—the home, obhviously, of a rich man, Oh, this
couldnr be 1'01 her. And sct—there was her
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name. Here on the envelope, in the same
handwriting, was her addre& The invitation
was a complete mystery.

But it was a mystery which immediately set
her eyes dancing. There could be no mistake
that the invitation had been meant for her—
but who was the mysterious host?

“Well, why no 0 and find out?” Mary
demanded of herse

She knew at once that that was her firm
intention. ~Without realising it, she found
herself feverishly fumbling in her handbag.

“Four pounds,” she said, and bhlessed the
factory which had given its employees a
double week's salary as a Christmas season
g}& lﬁary you're going away for Christmas
after all!"™

She was all excitement now. Gone was the
forlorn, heavy-hearted girl who, two minutes

fore, had been staring out of the window
in the mist-filled Bayswater street. Now
became a bundle of excited activity, hardly
giving herself time to think.

In ten minutes she had packed the belong-
ings she felt necessary for such a s in a
quarter of an hour she was kissing a urried
and breathless good-bye to an astounded but
pleased Mrs. Marrvat. An hour later she was
sitting in a crowded train, thirty shillings only
of her treasured four pounds left, now that
she had bo t her return ticket, and, still
feeling he.rse( the centre of a delightful

sp through a whitened
eountryslde on her way to—Devonshire.

It was five o'clock when she alighted at
Rivershill Station, to find then that Upton Tor
Manor was four miles away. A taximan told
het he would take her there for six shillings,
and Mary, recklessly festive now, hired the cab

at once. owling out of the town, she spotted
a florist’s shop, its windows gay and bright
with chrysanthemums,

The thought came to her:

“There must be a hostess at such a party.
And I'm going wit.hout. a present, so—what
about some flowers

She bought the flowers—fifteen shillings’
worth of them. More eager and excited than
she had ever been In her life, she sat im-
patiently in the cab as it bowled on through
the snowbound countryside. It was growing
dark now, and the snow had stopped falling,
but the sort.ly covered hills and valleys to right
and left, and the dark green little woods that
grew out of them, seemed to Mary like some
enchanted fairyland. It was all too good to
be true! Mary felt like some character in a
fairy-tale now as she compared her lot with
the Cinderella of the morning who had so
envied those Bayswater shoppers.

"Oh, I do hope there's no mistake!” she
breathed.

And then ahead she saw Upton Tor Manor,
and her eyes sparkled. It was long, low, and
rambling, covered with a dark, bushy creeper,
etched here and there with white, with warm,
honey - coloured lights pouring from the
quaint, old-fashioned. diamond-paned windows.
sno loved it on sight.

“Thank you!"™ she sald breathlessly to the
tahl-drher when at last he had halted at the
door. “Here is your fare—and two shillings to
wish you a happy Christmas. Er--do you
know Mr, Upton?” she lnquired, as, with a
smile, he pocketed the money.

“I do, miss—and I tell you you ‘re real lucky
to be one of his guests,” the driver said. “Mr.
Upton liLes young people, and he's got a house
full of ‘em this Christma‘; Thoueh 1 do hear,”
he added cautiously, “that he won't be able to
join his party till Christmas Day.

‘Oh"' Mary said que‘;nonmgl)

“He's in London on business,” the taximan

said. “But that won't make no difference,
miss Mr. and Mrs. Hawkins—them's his
butier and housekeeper—are past masters at

entertaining, and they're in charge while the
master's away. I wish I were vou!" he added,
as he slipped in the clutch. "“Good-night,

oyl

m$.&md__l'm sure you'll have it—a right
mefry Christmas "
She laughed as she watched him depart, re-
assured and heartened by his words. Thea,
delightedly, she went towards the house,

ﬂg;'rers and case In hand. and strode up to the

The sound of voices came to her cars—
laughing volces, boys’ and girls’ voices, which
showed that the party was all'eat:i{l in full
swing. Through the near-by window she caught
sight of a huge Christmas-tree, all gleaming
with coloured lights, and burdened with
parcels and with presents. Oh, this was going
to be lovely!

She rang the bell and waited, tingling at
the thought of the gaiety w come, of the
friends she was going to mak

Then—{footsteps, voices behmd the door.
The door opened.

A rush of warm, welcoming air poured out
to meet her. With a sudden reminder that
she was ra.venoubly hungry, she sniffed the
fragrant scent of cooking meat. She glimpsed
for a moment a great hall, gaily decorated.
Then she found le confronting her.

One, a woman middle age, hair primly
pushed back. The other a man in black with
white shirt and cuffls. She saw the woman
peermg at her.

“Yes?" she asked, her voice holding a ques-
tion. "Thl.s is U’pton Tor Manor

“I know,” Mary responded joyfully, “Are
you Mrs. *Hawkins?”

“That’s right. This is my husband, Mr,
Hawkins, who's looking after the Manor il
1I;dr U tgn comes back. But who might you

e, miss

Mary knew the first stab of real alarm when
she saw blank unresponsiveness on their faces
as she gave her name. The two looked at
each other and shook their heads.

“I'm sorry, miss,” the woman sald. "But
no one of that name is expected here. There's
no Mary Ainslie on my list.”

“But——" And Mary's heart was suddenly
frantic. “But 1 am invited, you know. I
am. Look "—and frantically searching in her
bag, she pulled out the invitation card—
“there's my invitation.

The two examined it. Then the woman
regarded Mary strangely. )

“There's still a mistake,” she said firmly.
“Nobody of your name is oxpecced I don’t
know how you got that card, but all I can
tell you is that you've no rlgm to it. And
soi ushe caught the door—"good-night,
miss !

And while Mary, feeling the whole world
crashing about her ears, stood there in utter
dismay, the great door firmly ciosed. There
was a thud as it fell into place and as the
key turned in the lock on the other side.

Mary remained numb, frozen, every emotion
seeming suddenly dead within her. So this—
this was the end of her dream. This, the
climax to the joyous adventure, so full of
promise. She had travelled two hundred
miles, and spent all but seven shillings of her
money without even being allowed to step
inside Upton Tor Manor.

And this was—Christmas!

THE BOY WHO INTERVENED

THERE was a sob in her throat
as she turned towards the
ates. There was ice in her
eart where a_ minute before
had glowed the promise of
Christmas excitement.

Now what was she to do—
she with only a return ticket
to London, seven shillings in
her purse, and a dreary four-

mile plod through deep snow in darkness be-
fore she could reach Rivershill Station?
There was only one possible answer to that
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question. Go back—go back to the Bays-
water boarding-house to spend Christmas

she thought, “I suppose I asked
Anyway, I wish I hadn't spent all my
money. I could at least have gone to a show,
perhaps to a restaurant for a meal or two—
perhaps a dance. Now——"

She looked at the bunch of chrysanthemums
in  her hands. Fifteen shillings—fifteen
shillings’ worth of disappointment. In the
sudden disappointment she could have thrown
them away, but something stopped her. She
didn't want those now—but Mrs. Marryat
would be glad of them. .

She reached the Manor gates. With vague
hope that she miﬁlllt. find herseif on a bus
route she was pulling them open, when there
was a soft step in the snow behind her.

“Just a minute, Miss Ainslie!"” a voice said.

She turned, to see the good-looking face of
a boy of her own age. A nice face, a striking
face with its dark penetrating eyes, its firm
chin. And the smile which suddenly flashed
out at her was so friendly that she found her
heart melting.

“I'm Tony—Tony Upton,” he said. “Nephew
of Mr, Ud)t.on. I heard——" He broke off.
“You're Mary Ainslie, aren’t you?"

She liked his voiece; she liked the interested
note in it. -

“Yes,” she said. “I'm Mary Ainslie.
Though "—with a smile—"“I feel more like
one of the Babes in the Wood now. Tell me,
Tony! This is Christmas, isn't it?”

Why, of course,”” he said, with a stare.
“I had an idea it might be April the First,™”

Mary said. “Somebody’s been making an
Il.w;'.fi.lnl fool of me.”

. _She showed him the
invitation card which she still carried in its
envelope. He frowned.

“But this is one of uncle's invitation cards
all right,” he said quickly. *“And the fact
that its postmark is Rivershill, shows it comes
from here. Anyway, it’s nonsense to turn
you away like this,” he said indignantly.
“You're coming back 24

She felt a glow of hope for a moment. Then
she looked at him.

“But, Mrs. Hawkins——

“Mrs. Hawkins, after all, is only the house-
keeper,” he said gquietly. “I'm Mr. Upton’'s
nephew, and I'm taking responsibility. You've
been Invited to spend Christmas at the Manor,
and that's where you are going to spend it.
And 1 hope,” he added, in a burst of sin-
cerity, “it's olnq to be the happiest Christmas
you've ever B

Mary smiled. With a grin Tony picked up
her bag, with his free hand caught her arm
and led her back to the house. ‘When he
rang the bell the door opened at once. Again
it was Mrs. Hawkins who stood there.

“Thanks, Mrs. Hawkins,"” Tony said
pleasantly. “This way, Mary.”

“Master Tony,” Mrs. Hawkins protested,
“this girl .

“She's my guest.” Tony said firmly.
"But,—.:hut she’s not on the list of guests,

and——
“I've invited her. That's ?ood enough,” the
.boy retorted. “Miss Ainslie will stop, Mrs.
Hewkins.”

“But—but where am I going to put her?
Eve room’s taken =

“She can have my room. I'll occupy uncle's
till he comes back on Christmas Day.”

He spoke firmly, masterfully. More than
ever Mary felt her admiration growing. But
also she felt uncomfortable, felt just a little
like an Iinterloper, and rather sorry now for
lgl';e humiliation she saw on the housekeeper’s
ace, -

“I know,” Mary said quickly, “I'll leave to-
morrow morning.”

“Oh, no!” It was Mrs. Hawkins who shook
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*was an_interloper now.

her head—vigorously. “If Master Tony says
you're to stay—then you’ll stay, Miss Ainslie,
and I hope you enjoy yourself. I'm sure
I'm sorry—very sorry, but. after all, I have my
orders to carry out——"

“Of course,” Mary said impulsively, and now
felt thoroughly sorry for t worried-looking
woman. “And I'm sorry, too—for being so
much trouble. But still "—she laughed—"as
you're my hostess, let’s forget it, shall we?
%»ook.("’usihe added, “I've brought these flowers
or y o

She was rewarded by the look of gratitude
on the woman's face. She felt happier then.

“I'll look after Miss Ainslie, Mrs. Hawkins,"
Tony said. “I shall need to shift a few
things out of my room.”

Mrs. Hawkins beamed with every evidence
of pleasure. Mary revised her opinion of her
as she followed her young host up the stairs.

“Well, there we are,” he sald cheerfully,
after he had crammed his own things into
a suitcase. “The room is &rours now, Mary.
I'll see you downstairs at dinner"

“Thanks a lot,” Mary laughed, and felt
hungry at the mere thought of a meal.

She had conquered that feeling that she
! She was going to
enjoy Herself. She was going to have a real
Christmas, after all.

Quickly she washed and changed her dress,
and was tucking a clean handkerchief into her
beltt. when the dinner-gong downstairs boomed
out.

“Goody! I'm hungry,” she smiled.

She tripped out® of her room. The house
was full of chatter and laughing voices. Step-
g;ng down the stairs into the great galleried

11, her eyes shone as she saw the great log
fire roaring at the other end, saw the long,
gleaming tables, the happy guests. But most
of all they sparkled at sight of the great
Christmas-tree, gay with twinkling faliry
lamps, and each bough laden with strings of
parcels and presents.

Bcliu. half-way down the stairs she stopped

ead.
Just below her, in the hall, was a waste-
paper basket And in that basket reposed the

bunch of precious chrysanthemums which had
cost her fifteen shillings of her hard-earned
money. At the same moment she heard two

girls underneath her, talking.

“Fancy having the nerve to force her way
in after she'd been told to go. But I always
did say these London girls had got the checek
of monkeys. Better watch .what you leave
around while she’s about.”

Mary's heart missed a beat at that. They
were talking about her.

She felt suddenly chill. Uncertainty once
more rushed upon her, and, with uncertainty
that horrible feeling of not being wanted.
But when eventually she reached the foot of
the stairs there was Tony, his face cheery, and
eagerly he caught her hand. Then, before she
knew it, he d drawn her forward. And
while she stood still, dazed, and a little won-
dering, he kissed her soundly on the cheeks.

“Tony |"” she choked.

“Look above you,” he chuckled.

And she looked. Then she laughed. For
above was hanging a great bunch of mistletoe.

“Nice old En‘g‘lish custom at Christmas,” he
said cheerily. “Whoops, how I love Christmas!
But come forward fair one, and let me intro-
duce you to our other guests.”

He led her into the middle of the room.
She was introduced. All received her politely,
some even warmly, a few others a little aloofly.
But she knew by their faces that the story
of her arrival had gone round. In spite of
cheery Tony's protection, she could not alto-
gether conquer that feeling that she was
looked upon witi some suspicion.

Had Mrs. Hawkins told them about her?
she wondered. She glanced again, suppress-
ing a wince, at the crumpled chrysanthemums
in the basket. They seemed to tell a story,
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Mr? Hawkins, t.hough pretending to be sorry,
till resented her arrl

But she felt betber after dinner—a really
excellent meal with Tony sitting beslde her.
and began to feel a thaw in the atmosphere,
that at !ast she was thoroughly go!ng to enjoy
%Eelf. And when, d g coffee the
] ge, huge hamper was brought m and
proved m eontain the costumes ordered for
charades—a late arrival owing to the
weather—her excitement began to mount.

“But no trying on now,” Tony warned.
“These are for the Christmas Eve celebrations
urs. Haw ns w‘lll ou ch?iclll: them, lea.se?

reeling

lrom t.he list she kept. in her pocket There
were whoops of delight from each guest as
his or heér name was mentioned.

“I'm afraid there’s none for Miss Ainslie,”

the housekeeper said.
We’'ll order another,”

“Oh, l'mav'er mind |
ou can't. The shop will be
wkins reminded him.

But she did her

“Well, never mlnd " she said. “I'll watch-
go help’ the others. It1l be fun, whatever I

“Spoken like a Briton!” Tony applauded
enthusiastically
“I'm sure it.s nice of you,” Mrs. Hawkins
said. “Now "—she glanced qulcxly at the new
guest—"would you nicer still e,
and he!p me upstairs with .this l'mmper to the
n%;room, so that I can hang them up?
glrl more use than a boy on a job

"Wlth pleasu.re ** Mary
And

that she still did not regard her as one of
the guests.

But in the changing-room, with the dainty
smoothed out and hung in the lm:ﬁ

the housekeeper was

cordiality. She asked ques-
tions—many questions—about Mary's life in
London, and expressed the greatest sympathy
when Mary tol her how she had lost her

nts.
“And now you work in a factory,” she saild,
“and live boarding-house. Rather
different from most of the girls here, isn't it?

from ever such nice

Mary said, a little

Most of them come
families, you know.”
“I'm sure they do,”

shortly.

“Punny, wasn't it?” Mrs. Hawkins rumin-
atingly re “*How you got that invitation,
1 mean. I wonder who could have sent it?"

“I wonder,” Mary said, and left it at that.
But that puzzle was exercising most of
lnry's mind. All the time she felt, somehow,
she would have been much happler if
d:e knew It was amazing that, for no appar-
ent reason, she should have been invited to
such a festivity as this. . Disconcerting that
her invit.ation should have turned out to be
& myste;
None or the guests downstairs had she even
recognised.

remotely None of them seemed to
have from London or anywhere near
Iaundon

And yet the invitation had cer-
c‘ from t house—a house of
whi had never heard before, owned by
a man she most certainly did not know. What
WaS secret of it all? What was behind
the mystery?
By now there were great sounda of revelry
from the hall below. radlogll;n
was playing music, and from t.he laughing
cries and the shufﬁmg of feet it was obvious
that the guests swung well into the
Christmas fun. Eaferly she hurried down-
stairs again, to notice that sofas and chairs
had been pushed back to the walls, that the
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floor had been cleared. A right merry
beth Walk " was in progress. hu.rrtaﬂ
her steps.

Then she stopped. No one seemed to notice
her. Tony was not there, and no inviting
arm was held out to link her into the chain
of dancers.

e e eIty i chalr which
big, easy

immediately enfolded her and almost hid her

from sight. She had no heart at the moment

for the fun that was going on, but she saw

a jug of cordial and a on the table near

to her hand, and po out a drink.

Therewusaceatdeuo!merrtmannm
the hall now. ere anatint
to play "Ora.ng&i a.nd gmuns," and Mag
watched she saw them lining up. Then wi
a crash the radio music hlared out once more,
and the game got going. )

And she—she was left out of 1t—Ilonely,
unwanted, away from it all. She felt very
small, very forlorn all at once

did not see the hand that suﬁdenlx
sneaked round the door above her. She did
not see the fingers that pressed the electric
switch above her head. But suddenly she

the hall was plunged into darkness, only
reUeved by the red glow of the two great fires.
A cry of consternation and dismay went up
from everyone. Suddeniy she felt & figure
rush past her, heard a clink at her table as her
glass was overturned. Instantly she swung
round, hand outstretched.
Her fingers touched something_wa.rm.
coarse cloth. Then the Intruder had vanis
and at t.he same moment :

Cras]
The noise of splintering glass echoed in the

hall. It was followed hy a glrls
shriek—and in a flash Mary cr{mt.bﬁml

happened. The unknown lntruder—wnoever
it was—had seized the bottle from her table,
and had thrown it among thec dancers.
Almost as soon as that realisation dawned
upon her, another e rushed past her, the
were switCh on. And there was a
cry of horror from the assembled guests.
For there, in the middle of the floor, lay
the jug that had been on the table beslde
., It was smashed to atoms. And near
it were half a dozen girls, all angrily eyeing
stains that had splashed on to their

retty frocks,
. 2/ the girl Phyl rushed towards

Furiously

“You cat! You—you hateful thing!™ she
panted. “You did that—because you
thought we didn't want you in this party!”

“] didn’t!"” denied Mary.

“Yes, you did. You know you did! Where's
Mrs. Hawkins?" she ieked.

“I'm here.” And the housekeeper, her face
the picture of mystification, came through
the door. “Wha My gracious!” she cried
in horror. Whos done B2

“She did!"

“1 didn't.”

But the volces were all against Mary. Mis.
Hawkins' 11{)3 compressed.

“I'm afraid,” she said, with a return to her
old hostility, “this is taking matters too far,

Ainslie—much too far. Against my
better judgment I listened to Master Tony,
but now—well., now, 1 really must put my
foot down. I'm in here, after all. I
cannot see my guests disturbed in this—this
alarming manner. I am afraid. Miss Ainslie,
that I must request you to go. There is a
train from the station at midnight.”

“But Miss Ainslie will not be cawl:un it,"
said a quiet voice. “I am the head of the
house while my uncle Is away. Mrs. Hawkins.
And I say—definitely—that Mary stays!"”

And Tony Upton strolled on to the scene,

(Please turn to page 237.)
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Surprise Follows Surprise In PETER LANGLEY'S Intriguing Detective Story
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JUNE BECOMES SUSPICIOUS
JUNE GAYNOR, nlece of Noel Raymond, the

famous detective, and now his partner, was
thrilled when she received her first clients,
@ girl named Mildred Henley, and her uncle,
ildred asked June if she avould guard a
ackage for her. June agreed, and locked it
n a cupboard.

During the night an attempt was made to
steal the parcel by a black-bearded man wear-
ing Indian clothes who called himself - the
Green Rajah.

Next morning she received a letter from
Uncle Noel, who was up north, asking her to
go up there to take over his case. To June's
ﬁur?rlse he said that he was staying at Glen
Hall, which was tenanted by a solicitor named
James Henley. June realised that the fugitive
girl who had handed her the mystery package
must be the daughter of Noel'shost. She re-
ceived a further surprise when she learnt that
the case she was to take over from Noel Ray-
mond concerned a spectral Green Rajah who
was supposed to haunt a small island in the
lake adjacent to Glen Hall.

Hardly had June finished reading Noel's
letter than she recelved a telephone call from
Mildred Henley, asking June to bring the
mystery package to Hyde Park.

HAT was the strange mystery which sur-
rounded the heavy package which had
been left in her custody?

Again and again June asked herself that
question as she went to keep her strange ap-
pointment with Mildred Henley.

Seated in the back of the taxi, the heavy

arcel resting on her knees, she shook her

ead in bewilderment. The secret was beyvond

er.
“But Mildred's bound to explain—especially
when she learns that I'm going to stay at her
home,” sghe told herself, and June frowned
ain as she remembered the letter in which
oel Raymond had urged her to catch the
late morning train to Cumberland on the
IMOrrow.
It was certainly a strange coincidence that
the ghost who was supposed to haunt the
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small island opposite the Henley's home was
known as the " Green Rajah.”

“J'1l bet anything that the rascal who's play-
ing ghost and the Green Rajah who tried to
steal t.hisCPackage are one and the same,” June
murmured.

She tensed excitedly, for the taxli had
entered Hyde Park and was drawing to a halt
at the side of one of the main thoroughfares
which intersected the green playing fields.

“This is as near as I can go, miss,” the driver
announced, turning and regarding her through
the open window which divided the cab.
“That's the rose garden over there.” He
po:nted towards a winding, narrow path. “If
you cut through those trees you'll gee it right
in front of you.”

*“Thanks," said June, as she opened the door
and descended. ‘ Wait for me, please. I shan't
be long.”

And she went hurrying up the path. The
carefully tended rose garden was deserted.
Beyond it was the big shelter where Mildred
had arranged to meet the girl detective. Her
heart beating with eager expectancy, June ap-
proached it, to peer through the dark doorway.

“Are you there, Mildred?" she called, and
then involuntarily recoiled.

A figure had loomed out of the darkmness.
but it was not the figure of the girl she had
expected to see, but the figure of a man—a
short, rather sparely built man, immaculately
dressed e&nd wearing tinted, horn-rimmed
spectacles.

Mildred’'s uncle!

June regarded him in dismay. Although he
seemed & genial, inoffensive person, there
was something about him which made her
vaguely mistrustful.

“Where's Midred?” she asked. “I came to
meet her.”

He nodded.

“1 know, but unfortunately she's been called
away.”

“Called away? Why, it was only this after-
noon that she phoned me."”

“I know—but the telegram came immedi-
ately afterwards—from her father at Glen
Hall. She had to dash off in order to catch the
four o’clock train home, so she asked me to
come along to see you instead."” His voice w3
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smooth and plausible, and he smiled with
approval at the package June was clutching.
“You have the parcel safe, I see,” he added.
“ Splendid! I knew we could rely on you.
Now, if you will be good enocugh to hand it
over, I will pay you your fee and our trans-
action will be at an end.”

He took a step forward, but June made no
attempt to hand over the package. Her
obvious reluctance made the man frown.

‘What's the matter, my dear?” he asked.

June bit her lip, for how could she explain
the troubled theughts in her mind?

“ N-nothing,” she stammered. “It's only
that Mildred gave me strict instructions to
hand this package to no one except herself.”

Roger Standish turned away, nonplussed by -

June's behaviour. He paced a few steps, then
returned to confront her. June faced him
determinedly. She had promised to give the
parcel to Mildred only—and she would keep
her promise. Roger Standish spoke.

*Of course, The contents of that parcel are
exceedingly valuable, and, as I explained the
other day, we have reason to believe that some
rascal is trying to steal them. So, naturally,
my niece didn’t want any risks to be taken.
But, of course, her warning doesn't apply to
me.”" -

He laughed jovially, as if amused by the very
suggestion, and stretched out his hand as if
to take the heavy package from her.

June, feeling that her suspicions were ridicu-
lous, was about to hand it over when, ahruptly,
she froze.

For something on one of the fingers of that
outstretched hand seemed to attract her like
a magnet.

It was a signet ring, and the green seal
carved on it was that of a bearded Indian!

June caught in her breath and her heart
began to pound.

‘The ring was identical with the one worn by
the Green Rajah who had broken into Noel
Raymond'’s flat the previous night!

An amazing suspieion occurred to her.

Had that sinister Eastern figurc really been
Mildred’s uncle in disguise? Had the man per-
suaded his niece to visit Noel Raymond's flat
because he had known that the famous detec-
tive was away from home and because he had
thought it would be a simple task to steal the
mystery package from a young girl like June?

As lhese startling thoughts rioted through
June’s mind, she heard the man give an im-
patient snort.

“Come on, my dear—hand it over, please. I
am in a hurry.”

But June’s mind was made up now, and
resolutely her grip on the parcel tightened.

“I'm sorry, but I'm afrald I can’'t give it to
you,” she said. *“Mildred entrusted this
package to me and I intend to return it to
her personally.”

“But——" The man’s surprised ejaculation
trailed away and he gaped at her, as if com-
pletely nonplussed by the girl detective's firm
‘attitude, then he gave an angry frown. * Are
you daring to suggest that I am not to be
trusted with my niece's property?" he cried.
"Don’'t you realise who I am? Roger Standish,
of India. Look, here is my card——"

As he spoke he pulled a card-case out of his
pocket. With it came something else—the end
of a green cloth, which agitatedly he stuffed
back out of sight. But not before June had
recognised it.

The end of a green turban!

Then her amazing suspicion had been right.
Mildred’s uncle was the Green Rajah! Why
he should seek to rob his niece of the mystery
package June did not know, but of one thing
she was sure—on no account should he gain
possession of the package if she could help

t.
Resolutely the girl detective faced Roger
Standish.
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“IT'S no good arguing,” she de-
clared. “I'm not going to hand
it over.”

And hurriedly she turned and
went running back down the
path. From behind her came
an agitated shout: *“ Wait! Just
a moment!” But June’s only

response was to race on faster
than ever. Still clutching the heavy package
in both arms, she ran for the waiting taxi,
and not until she was safely inside it again

did she heave a sigh of relief.

As the taxi drove off she peered back
through the rear window, bul there was no
sign of the self-named Roger Standish. BShe
turned her attention to the package. Now,
more than ever she was certain that its con-
tents were of great value. But what exactly
was the explanation of the strange mystery
which surrounded it? She frowned puzzledly,
then, as she realised that by this time to-
morrow she would be on her way to Glen Hall,
she smiled with satisfaction.

“When I see Mildred, she's bound to ex-
plain,” she murmured.

On returning to Noel Raymond's flat June
handed the package to Parker, giving him
sl;r%cg, instructions not to let it out of his
sight.

Although she knew she could rely on him
implicitly, nevertheless, she knew no peace of
mind until she was aboard the Cumberland
train next day, with the package locked in one

of the two suitcases on the rack in front of

her.

It was late afternoon before she reached the
wayside halt of Tarnbridge. Suitcase in each
hand, she emerged from the tiny booking-hall
and looked around eagerly, for Noel Raymond
had promised to meet her. But, to her dis-
appointment, there was no sign of her uncle.
Drawn up in the station yard, however, was a
closed car with a uniformed chauffeur stand-
ing beside it. Seeing her, the man approached
and gave an inquiring salute.

*Are you Miss Gaynor?” he asked. . June
nodded and the chauffeur smiled. "“I'm from
the Hall, miss,” he said. * Your uncle has been
called away, so the master asked me to meet
you."

* Called June echoed in surprise.
“ Where?"

“ Northern Ireland, I believe, miss. A tele-
gram came for Mr. Raymond this morning, and
he caught the after-lunch plane. But if you
will give me your luggage, miss——"

“It’s all right Turner. I'll see to it,” broke
in another voice, and from the shadow of the
booking-hall emerged a slim, boyish figure
whom June had noticed get off the Londen
train.

“Very good, sir.”

The chauffeur went walking back to the car
and the unknown boy turned to the surprised
June with a grin. :

“So vou are also joining the Henleys' party,”
he commented. “Then we'd . better get
acquainted. My name's Linton—Jack Linton.
Did I hear Turner call you Miss Gaynor?"”

June nodded.

“Yes—that’s my name—June Gaynor,” she
said.

The boy gave what, to her. seemed to be a
startled gasp.

“Don’t say you're Noel
he exclaimed,

His vehemence both astonished and amused

away?”

Ravmond's niece!”

June,

“Yes—why do you sound so dismayed?" she
asked. “I promise I won't go delving into ygur
secret past!” she added jokingly.

He laughed, but June had the feeling thai,
for sonue reason, he was still disturbed at learn-
ing her identity.

“No, 1 didn’t mean that, of course,” he sald
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hastily. “But—you haven’t come up here pro-
fessionally, have you?” he asked.

June gave another nod.

*“Well, as a matter of fact, I have,” she ad-
mitted. “ Apparently some ghostly intruder is
marring the Henleys' party, and it's my busi-
ness to track down the Green Rajah!”

“You've come to capture the Green Rajah!™
Again she thought she detected a startled note
in his voice, then he laughed. *“But that's
absurd, you know. This Green Rajah chappie
is only a stupid practical joker. You wouldn't
:vt?&t."bo waste time on a trivial matter like

June shot him a sharp glance. Was he try-
ing to put her off going to Glen Hall? But
what possible reason could he have for not
wanting her to investigate the mystery of
the ghost of Temple Isle?

“Trivial or not, I'm going to get to the
bottom of it,” she declared, and made to pick
up her two cases, but he seized them first.

“ Allow me,” he said, and then, as he lifted
the case containing the mystery package, he
turned and regarded her quizzically. “1I1 say,
this 1s jolly heavy,” he commented. *“ What
have you got in it—gold bars?"

His voice was light and joking, but June
thought she detected a keen gleam in his eyes,
and her feeling that this curly-headed, cheery
youth was somehow connected with the mystery
deepened.

She did not reply to his question, and he did
not press it, for without further comment he
carried the cases across to the car, put them
in the back then helped her aboard.

When they had both settled themselves in
the rear seat, the chauffeur let in the clutch
and the car went gliding down the incline.
As it turned into a pictmes&xgﬂnﬂoad. with
rocky hills on one side and a ering lake
on the other, Jack Linton began to chat
pleasantly, and, despite herself, June was soon
forgetting her vague suspicions. There was no
doubt about it, he was & very attractive, like-
able youth.

“¥You'll enjoy yourself at Glen Hall,” he =aid
suddenly. " Everyone there is a grand sport,
and none of the party is taking this Green
Rajah seriously. So you take a tip from me—
forget the bllghter. Make up your mind to
have a good e.”

There he was again, hinting that she should
not investigate the mystery. What was his
purpose? Could it be that he was in league
with the Green Rajah? Had he any connec-
tion with Roger Standish?

June was still t g to make up her mind
on those points when the car turned off the
road and went shooting through a pair of open
fron gates and up a broad carriage drive.
Before her June saw a red-brick; ivy-clad
house, fronted by a stone terrace overlooking
the lake. Involuntarily her gaze went to the
water, and she felt her pulses racing as, about
two hundred yards from the shore, she saw a
small tree-covered island, with a strangely
Oriental-looking building rising from the
centre.

“Is that Temple Isle?” she asked.

Jack Linton nodded. :

“Yes—it takes its name from that Indian
temple there.” He pointed: *“The original
owner of Glen Hall had it bullt on the island.
He used it as a museum. But you won't find
anything of interest there. As for that ghost
jit——" ~He broke off as the car rolled to a
standstill, ‘“But here we are,” he announced
with that grin which June found strangely
attractive, “You go on ahead and introduce
yourself. I'll look after your luggage.”

But June shook her head. She did not mean
to let the suitcase containing the mystery
package out of her sight for a single moment.

with me,” she said.
“ But "

“Thank you all the same, but I'll take my
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i “ePlease!” And firmly she took them from
11m.

He frowned, then grinned.

“Frightened I'm going to pinch them?"” he
laughed. *“Well, I suppose detectives can’t
help being suspicious, but I can assure you I
had no such intention.” He held the door
open for her, then, when she had descended,
he grinned again. “If you don't mind, I'll
get Turner to drive me on to the garage. I
want to see if my mo'-bike's turned up,” he
added. *“Cheerio. See you later.”

As the car -slid forward, June, case in each
hand, mounted the stone steps to the front
door and rang the bell. Her summons was
answered not by a servant, but by a plump,
jovial man with twinkling eyes and a sandy
moustache, whom she correctly guessed to be
gan:es Henley, the solicitor, who was to be her

05

“Come in, my dear—come in,” he said
warmly. “I am very pleased to see you. It's
a pity that your uncle was called away, but
I will do my best to make you feel at home.”

Taking her cases from her, he led the way
into the spacious, cak-panelled hall, then
tuirned and regarded her in good-natured sur-
prise.

“I must say yvou look a little young to be
a detective,” he declared, “but_you look very
capable, too I may say so. I am sure you
will be able to end our worrles for us.
Actually, both your uncle and I are convinced
that this ghost is only some stupid practical
Joker, but it’s very upsetting all the same.
However, we will talk about that later,” he
concluded. *“You have had a long journey.
You would like a wash and something to eat,
I'm sure. I'll just introduce you to my daugh-
ter, and then you shall be shown to your
room. I'm sure——"

He broke off as footsteps clattered on the un-
carpeted staircase at the far end of the hall.
Looking round, June saw a fair-haired, rather
plump girl, with laughing eyes and a cheerful
smile, in the act of descending the stairs.

Mr. Henley hurried forward and grasped the
girl by the hand.

“Come and be introduced,” he invited.
“This is Miss June Gaynor, the famous young
detective. She's going to solve our little
mystery for us.” He beamed at June then in-
dicated the fair-haired girl with a plump hand.
“Meet my daughter,” he said.

June blinked incredulously, and for a
moment she could not believe her own eyes,
for the girl who was now smilingly holding
out her hand was nothing like the Mildred
Henley who had consulted her a couple of days

8go.

“How d'vou do?"” she stammered, shaking
the proffered hand, then turned to the jovial
Mr. Henley. ‘‘But you have another daughter,
haven't you?” she asked.

To her amazement he shook his head.
June's eyes opened wider than ever.

“But—but this isn’t Mildred, is it?” she
gasped. “Not Mildred Henley!"” 3

Thtey both regarded her in puzzled astonish-
ment.

“But of course I am.” Mildred's bewilder-
ment found relief in a laugh. "I am sorry if
I'm a disappointment.”

“Oh, it’'s not that. It's——" June's voice
trailed away. She found it difficult to explain
what she meant. This unexpected discovery
had come as a staggering shock. Why should
the frightened girl who had entrusted her with
the mystery package have assumed another
girl's name? Consclous that the Henleys were
stil! regarding her curiously, she flushed in
coenfusion,- “I'm sorry to be so silly, but I
met a girl the other day from here whom I
thought was Mildred Henley, but it's obvious
I must have got the name wrong,” she said
hurriedly.

“Yes, that must be it,” Mr. Henley said
easily. “ Anyhow, no harm done.”
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June nodded, but her head was whirling.
For a moment she could only stand there
in silent bewilderment. The mystery had
taken an emazing turn. Apparently the fright-
ened girl had deliberately deceived her. She
had not only given a false name, but also a
false address.

But why? What had been her motive? And

—June gave another gasp as she rememhered. g

the valuable package locked in her suitcase—
what on earth was she to do with that? Now
}t lwould bie impossible to return it to its right-
ul owner!

ON TEMPLE ISLAND

“IF—if you don't mind, I'd like to
go to my room,” June mur-
mured at last, anxious to be on
‘her own to think this whole be-
wildering situation over.

“Of course! You must be
tired.” With a friendly smile,
Mildred picked up the two

cases. “Come with me. There's
time for you to have a nice rest before dinner.”

She led the way upstairs and along a wide
corridor, to a charmingly furnished room at
the front, the deep windows of, which over-
looked the grounds and gave a mpse of the
lake beyond.

After Mildred had seen that June had every-
thing she wanted she departed, quietly closing
the door behind her. Left alone, June's first
action was to unlock her bigger casc and take
out the keavy brown-paper parcel. In per-
plexity she surveyed it.

“What am 1 going to do with it?” she asked
herself. “And what does it all mean?”

Frowning, she seated herself on the edge of
the bed and reviewed all the queer things that
had "happened since the frightened girl had
first entered her office.

She remembered now that it had been
Roger Standish who had first called the girl
Mildred Henley, and in Hyde Park he had
deliberately stated that his niece had returned
to Glen Hall in response to an urgent tele-
gram from her father. That, obviously, had
been a lie, and the brazen way in which the
man had deceived her made June mistrust him
more than ever. She felt certain now that he
was a rascal, and that there was some definite
econnection between him and the Green Rajah.
Certainly both were out to get hold of the
mystery parcel.

There was Jack Linton, too—where did he
fit into this bewildering puzzle? That he did
have some connection with the mystery of
the parcel June felt positive.

Helplessly she shook her head.

“If only Uncle Noel were here!” she ex-
clu,imgfi. “He'd be able to advise me. As it

Breaking off, she stretched out a tentative
hand towards the infriguing parcel, feeling
an almost unbearable temptation to open it.
Then she remembered that desperate lcok of
pleading in the frightened girl’s eyes; remem-
bered her half-promise to respect her secret.

“No—it wouldn't be right to disobey a client’s
instructions, except as a last resort,” she told
herself. “And that girl is a client, even if
she has deceived me. I'll tackle the mystery
from another angle. The key to it lies here,
in Glen Hall—the appearance of the Green
Rajah proves that. So if only I can run him
to earth " Again she broke off, and jumn-
ing to her feet, gava.a nod. *Yes, that's what
T'll do—concentrate on the ghost. Meanwhile,
I'll hide the package. There are too many
people interested in it for my peace of min4.”

Speculatively she looked around- the room.
To the right of the window stood a stout-
looking cupboard with a key in the lock but
June was suspicious of cuphoards, no matter
how strongly they were constructed. She knew
frcm experience how easily they could be

228

‘came hu

opened. Then, as she saw that the aparument
was centrally heated, her gaze went to the
big, old-fashioned fireplace. A fire screen hid
the empty grate, and as she saw it, she gave
a little nod of satisfaction.

“It'll be safe there,” she murmured. " No
one will dream of looking for it in the grate.”

Carrying the heavy package across to the
fireplace, she placed it behind the bars, then
replaced the lacquered screen. Next she
washed and changed into her prettiest frock.
On going dowstairs, she saw the rest of the
guests in the hall, chatting in groups while
awaiting the dinner gong to sound.

Mildred was not present, but Jack Linton
was there, and at sight of the girl detective he
g forward, handsome face
wreathed in a grin.

“Come and meet the crowd!” he invited.
“This "—indicating a thick-set boy with a
bulldog face—"is an . ‘These "—
grinning across at a couple of girls who looked
exactiy alike—"are the Smith twins, Dorothy
is the one with the blue thingummybob in her
hair,” he added vaguely. *“The other one's
Anne. - We make them wear distinguishing
ornaments, otherwise we'd never tell them
apart. And this solemn-looking goof is
Goggles, otherwise Richard Montgomery.”

One by one he introduced the youthful
guests, and soon June was the centre of a
happy, high-spirited crowd. As Jack had told
her earlier, the house-party was a jolly collec-
tion of boys and girls, and they quickly made
June feel thoroughly at home,

Knowing that she had come up to Cumber
land specially to investigate the mystery
ghost, they quickly gave her all the facts. It
seemed that the Henleys had only lived at
Glen Hall a few months. It had originally
been owned by a Colonel Raikes, and Mr. Hen-
ley, who had been his solicitor, was occupying
the place until his dead client's estate could
be wound up.

Colonel Raikes had lived most of his life in
India, and he had had the Indian temple built
on the near-by island to house the large num-
ber of curios he had brought back to England
with him. According to rumour, some of those
curios had been obtained from an Indian
temple and, resenting his possession of th m,
a bearded Indian, known as the Green Rajah,
had travelled all the way to England to try
to get them back. But the Green Rajah was
saig to have met with a fatal accident on the
island while attempting to carry out his secret
mission.

*And ever since,” explained Billie Murdoch
a burly, cheerful youth .with plump, re
cheeks, “this Green Rajah chappie's supposed
to haunt the island. Of course, personally, I
think it's a lot of rot.”

“QOhn, it isn’t!” put in one of the Smith
twins. “Tons of people have seen him, and
no one round here will ever set foot on the
island.”

“Yes—and some of dad's older guests have
caught a glimpse of him, too,” added Mildred
Henley, at that moment joining the group.
“They were scared stiff. That's why dad sent
for you, June. Oh, I'm glad you've come! It'll
be nd fun tracking down this spook.”

“Rather!” grinhed Ted Brandish, and, rather
to June's surprise, Jack Linton gave a nod of
agreement.

At that moment the gong boomed out, sum-
moning them to the big dining-hall, still gay
with Christmas decorations. Dinner was
jolly meal, and after it was over Jack Lfntoxé
his handsome face flushed with excitemen
suddenly Tooked around.

“71 say, what about introducing our detec-
tive friend to his Highness?” he suggested.

June regarded him in astonishment.

“You mean, we should try to track down
the Green Rajah to-night?” she cried.

(Please turn fo page 232.)
CGIRLS' RRYSTAL—-29-12-45



Corinne’s Spiteful Plan To Spoil Sheila's Christmas Skating Performance

SKATI
/ifmmn%stol

THE MISSING BALLET DRESS

HEILA MAYNE lived with her family at the
little Canadian town of Juniper Bend.

“ Bluebirds,” the skating club to
which Sheila belonged, were anxious do well
in the forthcoming ice carnival and impress
Lee Farrell the film producer, who would be
prese

Sb.elia.s rival, Corinne Lefevre, was bein
tufored by Karl Olsen, who boarded with the
Maynes. He and Corinne seemed curiously
interested in an owl totem mnecklet which
Sheila had found, and which Red Eagle, a
young Redskin, told her to guard closely. He
also offered to help her improve her skating.

M. Cuvier, an antique dealer, came into pos-
Shsesslifm of a bear totem necklet resembling

eila's.

Corinne bought it, but not before M. Cuvier

made tin copies of it, and given them to
Sheila, who hid them in her ballet dress in
her dressing-room at the theatre where the
Bluebirds were putting on their ice ballet.

The following day—Christmas Day—when
Bhella went to take the dress from her ward-
robe, it was gone, and with it the important
copies of the bear totem!

: A_S she stood there, baffled and dismayed by
the disappearance of her costume, Sheila
heard a faint movement in the corridor out-
side. Instantly she rushed to the door and
turngd the handle, but to her astonishment
the door refused to move. Someone had turned
the key which she had left in the outside of
the lock, making her a prisoner.

Angrily she thumped on the

“Let me out! Let me out!” s
there came no response.

The rink men were too far away and too
busy to hear the noise, and after another series
of futile thumps on the door she sank down
in despair on a chair.

“What am I goig to do?"” she asked herself.
“And who——"

She broke off and jumped to her feet In
surprise, for without warning, almost miracu-
lously it seemed to her, the door had swung
open! As she stared in incredulous delight,
mt,o the room stepped a fur-clad figure carry-

e Red Eagle ped Sheila in delight.

Reg;',kin regarded her in surprise.
"Bhelml“ he exclaimed. *“What is the
matter with rmy little paleface friend?”
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By MARIE MATHESON

Quickly Sheila explained
pened, and he frowned.

“So the door was locked deliberately,” he
commented. *“That is bad medicine, but I did
not realise you were a prisoner, I brought you
a gift of flowers.” Smilingly he held out the
box. *“The doorman let me in, and when I
found the door locked I turned the key. I
expected to find the room empty and meant to
leave the flowers for you. But who could have
locked you in?"

Sheila's lips set flercely.

“1t must have been Corinne. No one else
would be so mean,” she declared. “It was a
spiteful trick to make me let down the show.
but, Red Eagle "—agitatedly she caught at his
arm—"“ what am I going to do? That missing
costume is essential for the last scene. Unless
1 find it I can't possibly appear. Oh, what a
horrid thing Corinne is!” she finished angrily.
“She's jealous because I was a success last
night. And " She broke off again as she
remembered the vital copies of the bear totem
which she had hidden in the pocket of the
missing costume. “Corinne will have got
those, too,” she said, with a groan,

Rnci Eagle smiled reassuringly.

“The antique dealer will still have the
original mould,” he pointed out. “It will be
easy for you to have another copy made, As
for Corinne, one day she will over-reach herself.
I have managed to get back the portrait of
my ancestor which was stolen, and when 1
have examined it thoroughly I will return it
to whom it belongs.” .

Sheila looked up at him,

“1 know where you found it, Red Englc
Corinne’s house! It was burgled yesterday.”

Re1 Eagle smlled and nodde d.

“you are right,” he said. “Karl Olsen was
very cunning, but I discovered that it was
Corinne who collected the parcel from the rail-
road depot. So I entered her house, but I
took nothing but the portrait. Even so, I was
nearly caught, I am afraid Red Eagle is now
really an outlaw.”

She gave a gasp of alarm, all at once fearful
for his safety.

“¥You mean the police are after you?” she
faltered. “Then you must go. Quickly—
please! After the bal.'let is over to-morrow we
must meet and have a talk. Send me a
message to Chinook Lodge.”

what had hap-
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" But—your dress?" he inguired anxiously.

“Yes, my dress, e repeated in dismay.
“There's so little Lime, I'll fo and see Mavis.
I'll get someone to help. ‘m t.o
let the show down, whatever happens.
l)!ease g0, Red Engie! I'd never forgive myaen
f you were caugh

hghelsﬂeezandtheaefursma.na
good disguise,” he stated. “But I-will do as
you wish., May the good spirits show you a
wa_v to find the dress.’
gressed her hand, i\ sllpped out
throug the door. Sheila uig uried her
face among the bouquet he had broucht then
glanced at her waich,
How time raced. She was already late for
goin é back to the Poynters. They would be
swvondering what had happened to her

Then suddenly she stood u gmng vent to
a cry of excite em. and dehgg

“Maybe I can manage yet,” she exclaimed.
“But I must hurry. If my guess is right I can
still find a costume that will suit the finale.
Oh, why didn't I think of M. Cuvier before?
If anyone cdn heli»ame. he can. I'm sure of it.”

A few minutes later Sheila was outside, and
after a brief phone-call to the Poynier house-
hold to say she would not be home for a meal,
but would be going straight to the ice rink,
she turned from phone-box and hurried to
the shop of the lit.le antique-dealer,

She was remembering his words of the
previous night.

“You are so like my little Celeste. Even your
frock is like the one I have kept all these
years in remembrance."”

If she could obtain the loan of that frock for
the last eveum% of the ballet, then Corinne's
latest attempt to discredit her in the eyves of
the Bluebirds would be squashed.

A SURPRISE FOR CORINNE
g THE little shop was closed when
{ Sheila gained it. She ham-
mered at the door for quite a
while knowing that each pass-
!nq moment meant so much.
Shwonder where he
e

tatedly.

She ln juired of a_ passer-by
and learnt that Cuvier's house was three doors
along the street. She ran there and knocked.
A moment later a severe-looking woman
dressed in black, peered out at her.

“ Mademoiselle desires?” she queried.

“Monsteur Cuvier, I must see him at once.”
she panted. “It is very important.

The woman looked at her suspiciously.
“M'sieur Cuvier is dressing for the ballet,”
she intimated. “ Then he takes dinner. What

name shall I say?”

“Tell him it was the girl who looked like
Celes e,” said Sheila desperately,

The woman stared, then closed the door.
Somehow Sheila felt she was almost hostile.
Nearly ten minutes passed, then the door
apnned and the woman beckoned to her.

“You are to come in.” she said.

Sheila entered. It was a bright little house,
though old-fashioned. French prints hung on
the walls: burnished Louis Quinze warming-
pans decorated the hall. The doors were ail
curtained to keep out.draughts. There was an
old-time savour about everything.

“M'sieur is upsulrs in his bed-room,” said
the woman. *“I will show you."

Sheila mounted the stairs and knocked on
the door the woman indicated. A somewhat
angry voice bade her enter, and she found
herself face to face with a new Monsieur
Cuvier, one who struggled to fit a collar to his
dress shirt, 3§

Ma-‘emmselle forgive me."” panted the little
old man., “As I grow older' my collars grow
smaller. Antoinette, my housekeeper, is a fool

and cannot aid me. She has big, fat finzers—
fingers like carrots!™
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murmured

" When he returned he was carrying

He moved towards her, perspiring, anxious.

“Perhaps you could help an oid man?” he
panted. "I do all this in honour of you."

Sheila raised her hands to aid him. In a few
deft movements she had iJhe situd in place, and
the 1oh:l. antique-dealer sat down, gasping in

= my little one, " he said softly, “what
can I do to help Wu?

Sheila started to lell him, slowly at first,
then excitealy as she emphasised what the losd
of time would mean, or the aisaster it would
be ifor the wnole ballet il sne cuu.-n not appear
in her s costume in Jhe

“1 see,” said M. Cuvier siowly. "“You have
been robbed. You came to me to borrow the
mwn of Celeste, who was so like you.”

rose and paced the floor, much moved,
Then he whiried and smiled at her.

“I will fetch it for you, my dear. You shall
try it on and see if it fits, Iv 1s indeed a shame
that anyuni s0 beautiful spould have been
laid aside so long, unworn, in a dusty box full
of soft tissue-paper.”

He patted her shoulder and d.lnppe:mig
an old-
fashioned dress-pox and was expiaining rapidly
to Antwinette, who followed at his heels, speak-
ng in rapid French.

Laying ihe box on the table, the l.nnque-
dealer started to open it. tely he
removed the tissue-paper, then gemly with-
drew what it covered and held it up in front
of Sheila.

It was a low-necked dress of rose satin,
beautifully brocaded and cut in the style of
the seventeenth century. It had apparently
been seldom worn and it smelt of lavender.

Sheila, looking at it, drew an as.onished

breath.
“Why—why, it—it's like a dream!” she said,
and stepped forward, touching it deu.cat.eh.
the little ribbons. the embroidery
the filmy, flesh-coloured lace that mnned
bodice beneath the low-cut neck.
*“1 am happy, so happy, Mees Sheila. I knew
ike it. If it fits, and you can wear
u will back what I treasure
. My Celeste were
here, would want you to wear it, too.”
He patted her
“Go into the other room with Antoinetie
and it on, ma petite!” he urged. “Then

we,
thank you so much!” whispered Sheila.

She followed the woman who had taken the
box and the dress. There was a petticoat to
match and Sheila put that on first. Then the
gown. Antoimette, with defi fingers, got busy
with pins here and there. then stepped back.

The hardness went out of her face and she
raised her hands and covered her .eyes for a
moment before speaking.

“You are won rlul " she said at last. “So
like my little lady. . Cuvier's daughier. He
wlll be delighted

Cuvier was. and showed it in many ways.
when Sheila refused to stay and dine with
him he insisted she should take a cup of coffee
at least, and.some cake.

Sheila knew she had very little time now.
Bu she sat down, so grateful to him, and was
refreshed by the snack, Then, with the dresa
already packed l:|¥ Antoinette, she bade a grate-
ful farewell and left.

She had only half an hour now before the
show was due to start. When she gained the
ice rink most of the company were there,
mcludinz Mavis.

*Oh, Sheila, where on earth have you been
all this time, dear?” cried Mavis, running for-
ward. “1 was wondering whatever could kee
yvou. I rang the nursing home, but you hadn't
been there again since early afternoon.”

Sheila flushed. She saw that the eyes of
several of the other girls were upon her,
mcludmg Corinn

f)h wWas ju.st. visiting a friend!” she
apo

ogised.
“Ha, we canr guess who.he was!™ sniggered
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Corinne. ~ Can't we, girls? When Sheila comes
this mystericous stufl and won't give a direct
%gtslrrer the answer's Red Eagle, outlaw and
Mavis Poyuter went red and she whirled
upon Sheila
“ That isn't true, is it, Sheila?” she
= Ynu haven't been meeting that rascai, have
u?

Looking round, Sheila saw that man¥ of the
Bluebirds were regarding her s ciously,
alinost angrily
“No, I didn t go to meet Red Eagle. T have
to see my iriend Monsieur Cuvier.”
As she spoke she opened the box she carried
and carefully pulled out the gown
this the frock I wore in the finale last
nigm'i'.' 'uhe demanded of them all.
No,” said Mavis; “it's different. More old-
Iashioned—pre-uer Where cud you ‘get it?”
“T'll explain,” said Sheua bitterly. “W
the rink here d

I found that my own dress ha
searched everywhere, but could not find it. It
meant that someone had taken it out of spite.”

They crowded round her, except Corinne, who
st.ood aside, still sneering.

“1 couldn’t let the. ahow down,” went on
Sheila.- “I had to get a frock like the missing
one. Fortunately, Monsieur Cuvier was able to
help me. This is a frock his daugh.er wore
long ago when she sang in opera in Montreal.
He gave it to me so that I could still keep my
place in the ballet. There's only one person
who %d any real interest in displacing me and
wno id have taken the original frock—and
that's Gormne Lefevre!™

Corinne 1 ha-.ck proteltlns. before Sheila’s

fib,” she g.aped weakly. “1
know nnthlnz about. it. 'w dare you accuse

Becau I'm certain that what I say is
true!” retorted Sheila.
At that moment there came a knock on the

oor. :
“That'll be Larry " said Mabel Rowan. “ Stop
q};mrrelung, two, We don't want him to
ink there's anythlng wrong. It'll upset

Therc was & rush to separate the rivals, and
a moment later Larry was admitted.

“All ready, girls?” he asked. “We staii in
twelve minutes. Why. Sheila, youre not in
costume yet! Hurry, for goodness’ sake"!

Sheila dashed off to her dressing-room and
pulled on her first costume. She placed
Monsieur Cuvier's frock in the cupboard.
locked it, and togk the key with her: then
Décmd up her ant.inc boots and left, locking

m door

Not again wou.ld she leave anything to

Thm was the last night of the show. She
must try to excel lier previous performance,
far to-night everybody of importance in
Juniper would be pn:sem.

Larr{ ran about, checking everyone, seeibg
that they were in their pruper places. The
band started up the overture, and beyond ithe
curtain that shut off the stage end of the rink
the Bluebirds waited.

‘The overture ceased, thére was a short
silence, ‘then. as the orchestra s'ruck up
again, the curtain went up. As it did so Shella
heard from somewhere in the balcony a news-

y shouting:

Late final! Juniper 'Evening Journal "!
Redskin arrested in connection with Lefevre
robberv! Final hockey results! Late final!™

Sheila's heart seemed to turn to ice.

Could it be that Red Eagle had not managed
to make escape? Was he now under
arrest?

It was a terrible thought, but even as it
hammered on her brain the first line of skaters
glided forward. ~

Shcﬂa moved info line automatically. If Red

been captured by the police, what
could she do now? The idea of nnnvoilmg the
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mysicry all by herseli scemied an impossible

one.
The Christmas Day show looked like

lb_sf't:-omim; the most unhappy evening of her
ife.

FOUND IN THE PLUM PUDDING

“SHEILA, what's the matter with
you?” Mavis Poynier's voice cut
mm Sheila’s troubled thoughts.

Wake up, there! Dont you
realise the show's started?’

With an effort Sheila forced
herself to concentrate on her
ska.ing. She couid not let her
chums down. The ice ballet
Muse vowue nefore her private worries.,

The rink was even more densely packed than
on the first night. But it was gayer and
brighter than ever with Christmas decorations,
and a huge Christmas-iree, loaded down with
presents irom admirers, stood at one corner of
the stage.

Jack Nelson’s turn as Santa Claus made an
eveir-bigger hit this evening, His sled was
piled with small souvenirs, which he sent
whizzing all over the auditorium, where there
was an instant scramble to catech them.

He received a thunderous cheer when he
completed his turn, and then, after another
rousing chorus by the whole company, the
orchestra struck up in readiness for the skating
Waitiag In the Winds Shotle tal tint Loers oo
waiting e e saw that
T el Sheile. Joa we

“We e&.’swewoacnm'hehis

. “You did swell last t.lme. but you're
ocoking tired. Or is tt worried

e Oh, I'll be OK,, , Larry!” she told

The started off, and were just about to com-
mence the final dance piece when Sheila saw
Iwo cinema cameras at work in the wings,

*Oh, " she crled “someone’s Himing
m-;! What does it mean?

‘Dunno,” said Larry. ‘“They weren't here
last mgh». but, then, they may be for a topical
newsreel, Unless—unl

“Unless what?" she asked as skilfully they
skated on.

“Unless Lee Farrell's heard about this show
and has sent someone down to take some

ictures,” suggested his own face glow-
ng at the mere idea. h Sheila, that. would
be a thrill! Now, let's nmke it wizard!"

They skated as if inspired. and at the end

the applause was simply dealening. When they
had made their bow, Larry made for the
came

Wr!o're you from?” he asked. “ Hollywood?"

n Film Agency. We got orders
to get up here and take some snaps of r.ma
show. It's pretfy smart work for a bunch of
youngsters,” glied one of the men. “But I
couldn’'t say who gave the order. 'Cept that
some slills from these will be all over the
U.S. and Canada to-morrow night and so on.
Altaboy, kee el

The Blueb: ds d dn't need telling, They were
all keyed up to give of their very yest and the
cheers and applause which rewarded each item
in the programme showed that the audience
appreciated their eflorts.

At the conclusion of the ballet the mayor
came upon the stage. He thanked the Biue-
birds. praised their skating. and then pro-
ceeded to distribute the presents from the
Christmas-‘ree. When eventuallv all the excite-
ment was over and Sheila. flushed and heooy.
went to change, she found her father and
Jerrv and Gracie outside her dressing-room

“You'll have to take these home for me,
piease.” said Sheila. handing over the nresents
and pointing to the bouguets. “I'N want
snme of them for Toddles to-morrow. I shan’t

home—until early morning because we've

ol, a private Christmas party to celebrate the
Eallet Oh, is that an evening paper, daddy?”

p | |



He nodded and hunded it to her Only w%hn

bﬂer. The report

stated that a suspicious Red Indian had been
taken into cus.ody, but gave no name.

It might be-Red Eagle—on the other hand,

it might not, Somehow she would find out.
In any case, could not be charged till after
Boxing Day. Worried and anxious as she was

a.bour. Red Eagle, she could not excuse herself
from the Bluebirds' Christmas celebration
without arousing Corinne’s susplcion. Per-

ags——

er thoughts were snapped as the dressing-
room door burst .open and Mavis danced in.
Hagtauy Shella thrust the newspaper out of

si

‘Arent you ready ?et Sheila?” she cried.

* Jus la answered, and whirled
her rriend Irom lhe

Now, still costumed the Bluebirds piled into
sleighs for their speciai Christmas dinner. at
s Sopses, Yoy, oie e retal

ne was so happy al oily, Sheil

could not help feeling so, too.

The show had been a success I every way.
includi financially. They were sure rnrt;uvlr to
m‘r'iéu“ lg hit at the ice camlval when Lee

“Take your seats, boys and girls,” ordered
Larry. “Get the crackers going and let's all
be merry and bright.”

They sat down long,
decorated. table. Bneua founu she was directly
opposite Corinne. But Corinne seemed quite
gay and reconciled now. If she felt at all
splteml about Sheila ahe concealed it.

he crackers and they all aat and

}oked till the first course came in, Sou
ollowed by turkey, and then four of the boys
retired to carry in a huge Christmas pudding.
At that moment one of the guests slipped out
of the room. It was Karl Olsen; but he re-
turned & few mmutes later as the pudrung
was being served o

“Now, don't sr-art hunting for sixpences and

things till we can all l;ta.rt7 at once,” cried

beautifully

“Then to it, lucky ones!"” laughed Larry.

Sheila took dessertspoon and fork and started
on hers, Everyone was doing the same, joking
and laughing,
reason, the lights suddenly went out.

‘ Breakdown, surely!” called Jack Nelson.
*“But there are can round the Christmas
cake on the sideboard. Ill get them.”

There was about two minutes of darkness
and then the lights went on, so the candles
were not needed. Now shouts came on all
sides. Some had found nces, others the
usual lucky emblems. On all sides there were
compliments and laughter.

Sheila, poking, had disinterred a sixpence,
and after eating a plece of deding she again
encountered something har She unearthed
it to see that it was a ring wrapped in tissue-
paper.

“Oh, isn't this a lovely one!” she cried. “It
looks like a ruby and two diamonds, but. of
course, they're just paste.”

Bhe held it up, on her finger, for all t.o see.

tantly Corinne Lefevre jum

Ths. ‘s my ring!” e cried. " It was
amongst the thlngs stolen when that rascally
Redskin broke into our house the other day!”

Her words created a sensation, and Corinne
was quick to follow it up.

“Fancy you having to pretend you found it
in the plum pudding!” e exclaimed. “You
must have got it from Red Eagle., This isg the
last straw. I don't want to make scandal for
the club or call in the lice, but I want my
ring back, And if Sheila isn't kicked out of
the club, I and my frsends will leave and form
& new one of our own!”

What a shock this is for the Christmas-revelling
Bluebirds! How will they react to Corinne’s
startling accusation 7 See next Friday's dramatic
instalment.
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when suddenly, for no known

THE CASE OF
THE FRIGHTENED GIRL

(Continued from page 228,)

He nodded, and her sense of bewilderment
deepened. hen Jack had first learnt of what
had brought her to Glen Hall he had seemed
dismayed—almost as if, for some strange
reason, he did not wish her to investigate the
mystery. How was his present change of
attitude to be explained?

Blandly the boy regarded her

“The Green Rajah always ahows himself
round about nine, so there’s tons of time,” he
suggested. * Tell you what, let's go across to
the lay an ambush. Then

if he shows up.
‘What do you say, June?”

June's eyes were sparkling, and eagerly all
the other young guests axfroved the idea.

So it was arranged. ter dinner hats and
coats were donned, and eagerly the boys and
girls set cut for the landing-stage at the far
end the grounds. - Here were moored a number

of boats, and, crowdlng into three of them,
the party set off,

When the island was reached e boats were
sbeached, then, led by Jack and Mﬂdred the
partsr of ghost-hunters made their way through

maze of great boulders until at last the

edy ornamented, bulbous-towered temple
f in sight. Jack raised his hand, motion-
ing them all to halt.

“According to legend, his Nibs always
appedrs through that door,” he , pointing
across at the brass-studded front door of the
temple, “so 1 suggest we form a ring round
the whole place. There're plenty of trees and
1ccks behind whicn we can hide.

Billie Murdoch nodded.

= idea,” he said. “Come on,
scatter.”

In ones and twos t.h.e boys and girls went off.
June, still intrigued Jack Linton, made to
{?lllow him, but Bmle Murdoe.h caught her by

e arm.

“You come with me,” he urged. " We'll get a
grand-stand view from over there.”

A little reluctantly June allowed herself to
l:ra led away, and soon she and the plump
Billie were crouching behind a great.jagged
boulder that stood on the right oI the path
which led to the temple. The others also hid
themselves, and a tense, expectant hush set-
tled over the island.

Slowly the minutes ticked away. It was
deathly quiet on the island. Eerie, moving
shadows glided over the silver ground. Black
and forbidding. the temple loomed before
them. Then, at last, from across the lake a
church clock began to chime.

Nine o'clock!

Involuntarily June felt her muscles tensing.
In breathless expectancy she crouched there.
her fascinated gaze fixed on that brass-studded
door ahead. At her side she could hear Billle
breathing heavily, and then, suddenly, her
heart gave a leap.

‘What was that?

The unexpected sound came not from the
direction of the eé:vle. but from the near-by
lake. As she listened she frowned in surprise.
For that faint, stealthy noise sounded like oars
creaking in rowlocks. But who could be row-
ing across the lake at this time of night?

At that moment the boy at her side gave a

rtled c
stuboo lTon jumping mackerel. look!" he
panted, and leaping to his feet, Billie pointed
with an nwe—struck quivering hand.

What can be the cause of Billie's excitement ?
Can it be that he has seen the Green ﬂanh'l Be
sure not to miss a word of next Friday's splendid
instalment of this exciting serial.

let's
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Sally & Co.’s Yuletide Holiday Adventure

T

THE CLUE IN THE PICTURE |

INDA, you couldn’t have brought us to a
lovelier place for Christmas,” sald Sally
Warner.

“Hear, hear!” came in a chorus from her
three chums, and as they descended from the
train, Fay Manners, Don Weston and Johnny
Weston looked aboutl them with enthusiasm,

The view from the wayside station certainly
was magnificent. On_ every side the snow-
capped peaks of the Rockies towered to the
sky, and along the snow-covered road outside
the station could be seen horse-drawn sleighs,

The Merrymakers had travelled all the way
from California to spend Christmas at the
mountain chalet owned by Linda Carson's
uncle, and Linda's eyes sparkled as she saw
how denght.ed they were.

“Let's get the luggage, then we'll see who's
come to meet us,” she said.

Don and Johnny volunteered to collect the
baggage, and so the tlnee girls walked on
ahead. Sally was ?ass through the
harrier, msnantly to he hal ed by a homely
looking man.

“Ah, there you are, Miss Linda!” he cried.
“Your uncle told me to meet you and your
friends. I'm his houseman—Mullet's the
name."

Sally laughed at his mistake.
‘Oh, I'm not Linda,” she said. “I'm only
one of her friends. This is Mr. Carson’s niece.”
“Sorry, miss.” The man looked a trifle taken
aback, but he smiled plea.sant.ly at the real
Linda and touched his hat. *“ This way, please,”
he said. “I have a sleigh outside.”

He led the way outside, and Linda gave a
disapppinted start, as she saw the two horses
harnessed to the waiting sleigh.

;I—éallo where are Susle and Socks?”
aske

“Pardon, miss?” asked Mullet, looking blank,

“gusie and Socks—uncle’s two-in-hand.,” ex-
pluined Linda. *“Aren’t they at the house?”

“No, miss—not at Moose Gap. Your uncle
thought these two would be enouzh, as the
chalet is only opened for a short spell at Christ-
mas and is closed for the rest of the year.”

Linda nodded, but she still looked a little
puzzled as she climbed into the sleigh. When
the boys had stored away the luggage, they also
got aboard. and with a tinkle of bells the
sleigh glided forward. Up the steep, winding

she
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mountain road it went, and suddenly Linda
].geﬂf‘;e a cry of surprise as it turned off to the

“Surely it's straight on for the bridge at
Moose Gap!” she exclaimed.

Mullet looked puzzied.

“Bridge, miss?” he said. * You are mistaken.
There's no bridge at Moose Gap. This is the
only way to the chalet

Linda laughed.

“I must have mixed up what uncle told me,”
she said. *“Of course, 1've never been here
before.”

Nothing more was said, but as they swept on
over the snow, Sally looked covertly at the man
on the driving seat. She felt that there was
something a little queer about his behaviour.

Five minutes later there came an excited cry
from the chums as before them loomed &
charming, turreted house, rising like a picture
out of the snow, and on its green gates a name-
plate bearing the seasonable title: Noel Chalet.

Standing in the open doorway was a
motherly looking woman. This was Mrs.
Mullet, who acte(i as housekeeper, and she gave

the Merrymakers a hearty welcome,
making them feel at home.

e Merrymakers were shown to their rooms,
and Fay and Sally went with Linda to help her
unpack. As she opened her trunk, Linda gazed
with shining eyes across at the other two girls,

“Uncle won't join us until Christmas Eve,
you know,” she said. “But I know we're going
to have simply a wizard time.,”

As she spoke she took out of the trunk a
small oil painting. 'This was the valuable
Debroy picture which her uncle had lent her to
copy. and which while they were at Roxburgh
College, where they were all students, had been
mysteriously lost for two days. Seeing the
painting reminded Sally of what had

hapgene

o vou know, Linda,” she said, “ I'm sure we
wronged Nat Piggot for once. It couldnt have
been he who hid that picture for a jape.”

“Of course it was Piggot!" retorted Fay.
“Even his own house-mates knew it.”

“Rex Walpole, for one,” Linda reminded her.
“Rex Walpole was just as upset as I was, Sally,
although he is in Piggot s house."”

“Yet I'm sure he was wrong, and se were
we,” Insisted Sally.

She gazed’ perpleaedly at the painting Linda
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was holding, which represented a girl sitting
at A splnnlng-whee

“*You ," she went on, “whoever took it,
hid it in the Santa Claus sack. But Piggot
didn’'t know where that sack was. Not the real
sack, He couldn't have known, otherwise he
wouldn't have made a chump of himself by
opening the spoof sack in front of the coll. So
it proves it wasn't Piggot, but someone else
who hid it. Look out, Linda, youwll drop it!"
She broke off with a jump as Linda’s ers
supfaed along the edge of the heavy frame.

ick! And a section of the frame sprung

en. A small secret panel was revealed nsida

t e woodwork,

“ Wh-what ” And then Sally gave a cry.
- Look! “:I‘heres something written there! A

Fa; and Linda stared bewilderedly at the

message, written in tiny letters inside the
secret panel of the picture frame:

“Look in the turret room of Noel Chalet.
The silver cup holds the secret.”

The words spun wildly before Sally s vision.

*“ Come on, let’s show the boys!’

In a few moments they were in the boys’
room explaining what had hap Pened

Then it's here! In this chalet! A secret!”
Don eried excitedly.

“In the silver cup!” Johnny's gaze leapt to
the painting. *Look, the cup’s in the picture.
On the shelf over the spinning-wheel!” he
burst out. “Don’t you see? The room in this

icture is the turret room itself. Look at the
ittle tower windows. That room’s here, in this
very house, and the silver cup on the shelf
must be the cup that holds the secret!”

It was plain that the room in the picture
was the turret room. The chums could see the
background of mountains faintly etched
behlnd the tiny windows,

“I'm sure now it wasn't Piggot who smuggled
this picture away from you, Linda," insisted
Sally, breathless now with conviction. “It was
It was someone who was after

no japer at all.
the secret!™

For a moment the chums stared incredu-
lously at Sally, then slowly Linda nodded.

“1 believe you're right, Sally,” she said.
“We've got to find the secret mentioned on
the picture frame—and we've also got to dis-
cover who tried to steal it at Roxburgh
College.”

“Rather!” cried Don. *“Come on, let’s go in
search of that turret room.”

‘“No, let's unpack first,” sald Sa.lly.
all meet downstairs in ten minutes.’

This being agreed, the Merrymakers separ-
ated. Sally, alone in her room, carefully put
away her clothes, also the Christmas presents
she had brought with her. She opened
another drawer of the old-fashioned chest of
drawers, and then smiled as she saw lying there
an old photograph album. Curiously she began
to flick over the pages, and then suddenly she
stopped, staring in surprise, for on one of the
pages was the photograph of a bridge. and
underneath were written the words: “THE
BRIDGE, MOOSE GAP.”

Then—then Mullet fibbed to Linda!" Sally
exclaimed. " He deliberately told her there
wasn't a bridge, but here's a photograaph of
it. Now what on earth could. have been his
motive?"”

She shook her head in bewilderment, and
putting the book back in the drawer, went
downstairs. Linda must be told of her strange
discovery. she decided. Linda, Don and the
others were in the hall. and after a quick look
around to satisfy herself that neither of the
l\%ullets were about, Sally beckoned to her
chums

“There's something I want to show you,” she
u;id in a low volee. *Come upstairs to my
1eom.”

Her mysterious manner 1n:rlgued them, and
wonderlng]y they folloned ar up.

“What is it, Sally?” Linda asked.
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“We'll

“It's B.bOGL;t that bridge you expected to cross

at Moose p.”

“But there isn't a bridge. Mullet sald so0.”

< Yes there 1a!" Sally said in suppressed ex-
citement, leading them into her room and
softly clostng the door, " Mullet fibbed. Look!"™

She put her hand in the drawer as she spoke,
and took out the album. Then a startled gas
rose to her lips. For where, when she had left
the room, had lain the 'ﬁ{.\om of the bridge,
was now blank space. e photo had been
taken out—it was gone!

e e,

A STARTLING DISCOVERY

“THE bridge!” Sall gasped,
staring  incredulously. “It's

know it's missing!”
grtnned Johnny, winking at

Don. * Come on, Sauy ng more
Jokes like that. Let's——"

“But it's not a joke,” SaHY
burst in impatiently. *“I
you the bridge exists—there was a photo of it
in this album—and it's been taken out while
I went down to fetch you

Linda alone looked earnestly at Sally.

“I knew I couldn't have been mistaken—
uncle distinctly said there was a bridge, and.
Mullet denied it,” she said in worried
plexity. *“Do—do you think Mullet has ta en
the photo out?”

*“Well "—and Sally
“there’s only himself and Mrs. Mullet in the
house besides ourselves.”

" But why " Linda gave it up. * Queer!”
she muttere

Don grabbed. both her and Sally eagerly

by the arms.

“Come on, let's get on with the real
mystery!” he ur;ed them. “The mystery of
the turret room.

He and Johnny gropelled the girls swirtly
downstairs, where they found Mrs. Mullet pre-
paring a sumptuous spread for them in the
dining-room.

“Whoops! Look at these mince-pies!” Sally
cried, remembering how hungry she was. " Mrs.
Mullet, you're going to spoil us with kindness!"
she laughed, then paused. *“ Before we tuck in,
will you tell us something? Where's the turret
room?

“The turret room,” repeated Mrs. Mullet,
looking puzzled. *“ But there's no such room in
the house, Miss Sally!" was her astonishing
answer. “We have a small tower, a turret, as
we call it, but there’s no room there.”

“Wh-what?” The boys looked as stupefied
now as Sally.

Mrs. Mullet laughed and led them through
the hall, openlng a narrow door at the end.

aused  helplessly—

“Here's the turret,” she said, *“but it's

nothing more than a st&lrcase as you see.
P'r'afs you'd like to go up

Sall Co. stared s eechless]y All they

could see was a spiral staircase curling upward.
They climbed it, round and round, till they
came to another door at the top.

Sally pushed it open, and stepped out on to
the open roof of the house.

“Th-there’s no turret room at all.
sage in the painting was a spoof!™
voice was a note of disappointment.

Sally gazed around her in bewilderment. Had
the room in the picture existed only in the
artist’s imagination? Had the secret of the
cup, described in the message, also existed only
in the writer's imagination?

“Come on, Sally, we've been sold a pup!”
Don’s rueful laugh roused her. *Let's get some

That mes-
In Johnny's

Sally followed him down the spiral stalrs
slowly at Ltndas side.

“1 say. Linda,” she said softly, “your uncle
lives at Colorado all the year round doesn’t he
—while this house is closed up?’
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“At Colorado, yes?” And Linda locked at to discover that during the night there had

her inquiringly

“And Mullet and all the servants would be and wh

with him there? No one here?”

been a Fntle fall of snow, which now lay, crisp
te, everywhere, :
*It's just right for tobogganing,” Linda cried

No one at all—excepg" at Christmas,” when they were at breakfast. '"I'll ask Mullet

nodded Linda. *“ Why, Sally
Sally shook her dark head.
“Oh, nothing!” she murmured.

i dt.here's any toboggans he can lend us,
an %
There was a step at the door, and Mr.

A vague idea was forming in Sally’s mind. Mullet came in with a tray of stesming coffee
S!llle aajtdls%h%ﬂg ?bct"ult t,i: t.t?htlge othiers. anUt and corncakes.
she pu e test later that evening, after e g " .
somie hilarious fun holsting up the decorations, afrs&(in t.lslgtr?:lll é‘ee lﬁgldweﬁgé‘;:},ﬁ%g }J(;th gﬂn&

in which Mr. and Mrs. Mullet

smilingly from the door.

watched  to-day. No hope of getting outdoors at all.

We're snowed up!”

“1 bags charades now!"” Sally sang out, “Snowed up?” Sally & Co. echoed him in a
echoed enthusiastically by all the chums. aze.
“You’ll join in, won't you, Mrs. Mullet? You “There's been a heavy snow slide,” he ex-
and Mr. Mullet,” she chuckled, “you'd better plained in tones of grave warning *“All the
not say no, because we'll make you, anyhow!"” passes are blocked. All the treacherous gaps
“But our place is the kitchen, you know,” and crevices are covered—not a safe looting
protested Mullet, yet looking htgniy pleased. anywhere. Mrs, Mullet has lit a big fire in

Oh, go away with you, Arnold!
If the young people want us, of
course we'll play!"” protested Mrs.
Mullet, whose one delight, it
seemed, was to keep everybody
happy. “What do we have to do,
Miss Sally?”

“Just dress up and act parts, the
same as in theatricals,” laughed
Bally. “But first of all we'll want
lots of costumes. Can you lend us
some things, Mrs. Mullet?"”

“Certainiy, Miss Sally—you can
choose anything you like out of my
wardrobe,” beamed Mrs. Mullet,
and she took Sally to her room.

It was quite enough for Sally.
Her suspicion was confirmed at one
glance inside Mrs. Mullet’s ward-
robe. There on the pegs hun
dresses for every season, and one
them was a summer frock, which
still bore inside it the cleaners’
label. The cleaners were a local firm
at Denver, only five miles away.

What could it mean but that the
Mullets had been in this house the
whole year. They had not newly
arrived for Christmas. Could they
be impostors?

“Take anything you want from
here, my dear,” Mrs. Mullet was
saying with her indulgent smile.
And then the door opened and her
husband peered in, seeming to cast
a searching glance towards Sally.

“Are you ready yet?” he asked
quickly.

Bally smiled. ;

“We're just coming,” she said.
She grabbed some clothes from the
wardrobe, thanked Mrs. Mullet,
and walked out. Mr. Mullet lingered
behind to speak to his wife.

A chuckle from the boys greeted
Bally as she rejoined them.

“We've solved the mystery of the
turret room. Sally,” explained Don

Ulishing Pou A
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lightly, “The picture was painted In this the library, and made it nice and comfortable
house—on <the roof, in fact, and the artist for you.”
invented the room just to make a colourful He set down the tray, and with a little

setting.”

v “Did Mullet tell you that?“ Sally

slowly.

gesture as if to convey to them that it was not
asked  hjs fault, he went out.

“Yes. He and his wife were here when the Johnny turned to the window, gazing out
artist painted_ the picture. It was last OVEr the snow-covered scene.

summer,” said Don.
Sally's wits somersaulied. Was

this the

“But there's no sign of a snow slide,” he
pointed out,

answer to her suspicions? Had she wronged Sally didn't say muech, but after breakfast
the Mullets? After all, they had been awfully She Slipged unnoticed out through the front

food to them. Somehow she must make up for  900r.
t—g

er doubts of Mr. Mullet were rising

ive them the happiest evening of their again. She felt an unshakable conviction that

lives

there was no snow slide.

And there was no doubt whatsoever that For perhaps a quarter of a mile she walked

she did. The Mullets enjoyed themselves im- beyond the gate. The track was as clear as it
mensely, and everybody retired for the night had been yesterdav. The gently falling snow

in a hap)gy, Christmasy frame of mind.
he chums awoke next morning it was sleigh. She turned back at last. flabbergasted.

‘When
CGIRLS’ CRYSTAL—29-12-45

had not even obliterated the trall of the
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:}'lhy should Mr, Mullet deliberately lie to
em?

She turned, came back to the gate, and
pushed it open. naéne-plate wobbled
under hermmg It seemed have been newly
nailed on rn.ther hurriedly. One of the
nails ed out, and the I%lfa.t.e swung down

verticaliy. held by onl e

Sally mad riyahtag n thenst.olﬁ)ed

eyes wide. For there was another name p.
across the gate where the plate had covered it.

! Loueway House,” she read.

Loneway House? But the name on the plate
was Noel Chalet! How could the house
two names?

In a sudden turmoil of enlightenment Sally
rushed back to the house, and burst into the
library, where her chums were Hdisconsolately
seated around the fire

“Linda—everybody—Ilisten!"” Closing the
door hehind her. she told them breathlessly:
“We're in the wrong house. This is not your
uncle’s house, Linda. And these Mullets are
frauds!'™

“S-Sally !

“This is not Noel Chalet,” repeated Sally
firmly. “It's a Place called Loneway House.”

“Wh-what's given you this crazy idea, Sally?"”
stuttered Don,

" The name's on the gate—Loneway House,”
Sally told him. *The other name has been
nailed over it—a fake—put there by the
Mullets——"

Don made a dash to the door before she
could finish, meaning to verify that startling
statement for himself. He wrenched at the
knob—but nothing happened. He wrenched
again, but only the panels rattled.

*The door—-" e fell back with a gasp.
*“The door's locked! We're locked in!"

OUTWITTING THE MULLETS

"IN a moment the chums had
rushed to his side. But lt. was
true. They were locked 1

“This proves it!” Danted

ally.

“1It’'s Mullet's work—he must
have been listening outside,”
guessed Johnny.

Don's eyes blazed. He wasted
no more time, but whipped a jack-knife out of
his pocket, wrenched open the marline-spike,
and got to work on the lock

“But—but I don’t understand.” Linda
sounded confused. * Mullet brought us here,
and you say it's the wrong house, Sally Now
he's locked us in. Why—why? What is his
game, anyhow?"”

Sallr had been looking thoughtful.

“It's something to do with the picture—that
palnt,lng of your uncle's, Linda!" she burst out
now. *Someone at the coll, was after the
secret. That secret’s real. So Is the turret
room. But it's not in t,h!s house. That's why
Mullet decoyed us here.”

“You mean—he's in league with the person
at coll., whoever it was?” gasped Linda.

“Yes, A confederate! It's all part of the
same &)ot " Sally said, convinced now that she

r “to stop us getting hold of the
5ecret inda. To cheat you and your uncle of
whatever secret the silver cup holds——"

ot it!" The triumphant cry came from
the door, as, with a final twist of his knife, Don
burst open the lock and wrenched open the
door. Without more ado the chums rushed out
into the hall, only to pull up abruptly at sight
of Mr. Mullet confronting 'rhem ack to the
front door. Mrs. Mullet beside him.

“We had to take precautions, my dears, for
your safety,” she said, smiling falsely.

“I assure you it is qmte imposslble to go
out,” stated Mullet calmly. "It is too danger-
ous, There may be another snow slide.”

“We'll see about that!™ eried Don, and then
stopped.
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A broad iron slat was padlocked right across
the front door.

1 the doors and windows are sealed that
wa, " Mr. Mullet told them, noticing Don's
baffled gaze.

Rnngl.lly stepped forward, facing Mullet with
Iy eyes
“The house is not snowed up!” she accused
.. “There's no danger outside. But you
and Mrs. Mullet are playing some funny game.
;fou're trying to keep us shut up in this house

For your safety,” he interr: ec{lt.ed smoothly.
“Until the danger clear perhaps
another day.”

Sally drew a tense breath as Mullet and his
wife, smiling smugly, withdrew to the kitchen.

It was sheer waste of time trying to escape.
Every exit was sealed and padlocked.

‘ Except one!” Sally whispered to the otheru
when they adjourned to the library. *“ There"
one chance left. And I'm going to take it. But

i Not_ till we've got the pair well off
their guard. Meanwhile—just in case it comes
ft'—lets get our things ready for a quick
getaway

The Mullets heard nothing of Sally's whis-
pered plan, All they heard were the furious
chums going angrily about the house doing
their packing, then a loud bumgl g as their
trunks were bundled downstairs into the hall,

Then, after making sure that the Mullets
were not about, Sauy disappeared through the
arched door of the turret. Sort.ly she sped up
the splml staircase to the roof.

rt thumpi she ed down at the flat
roor some twenty Teet below. The p
down to that roof was ai.i];perg ice am
snow. Dared she risk ut she must|
There was no other way.

Sally drew a deep breath, and climbed over
the edge of the root srl )ping at the iron
gutterway. She felt wi er feet, and found
to her joy that under t.he snow the wall was
trell Vines grew there in summer days.
Slowly, carefully she began lowering herself
down the trellis work. All went well till she
was ha-way down. Then suddenly the trellis
broke in her hand.

The wall seemed to shoot away from her.
Sally had a horrible sensation of falling
through space. Her limbs were doubled under
ge; awalting the fateful crash on the roof

elow.

- Instead, “a pleasant sinking sensation en-
veloped her, and she found herself reclining in
six feet of snow.

Sally picked herself up, trembling with relief.
She didn't bother to look for any more trellis.

She stepped to the edge of the roof and
jumped %htly down to the soft, snow-covered
ground belo

Next moment she was dashing across to the
stable. It took her only five minutes to harness
the horses to the sleigh. Holding her hand
firmly over the bells to silence them, she drove
gut across the grounds to the front of the

ouse.

Once near the door, she released her hand
and let the bells jingle merrily. Jumping dewn,
she ran g the dour and gave the iron
knocker a hearty thum

From within she heard. hasty, confused
sounds. Evidently Mullet had not been expect-
ing a caller. The padlock clicked hurriedly,
and the iron bar rattled in its sockets. The
door swung open.

“Wh-what the——"

Mullet just had time to recognise Sally.
Only just. Then he was being rushed out into
the snow, propelled by Don and Johnny who
pushed him with all the weight of one of the-
packed trunks. That trunk struck Mullet like
a battering-ram. He went ro]linﬁ over in the
snow, unable to stop himself, while Linda, Fay
aln? t';he boys, luggage with them, leapt on the
slelgh.

{ 'lease furn to the back page.)
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TONY PLAYS FATHER CHRISTMAS
IN a moment he had made him-

sell master of the situation.
auletly he stepped Mary’s
de, and stood there as
though protecting her. Mrs.
Hawkins glared.

“ Miss Ainslie is my guest” h
announced. “You hear, Mrs.
Hawkins?"

“I hear, but if your uncle

T ans

“I'll answer to uncle,” Tony said
crisply. e v
“But what about my frock?" P
“What about the rest of the
she’s going to be allowed to start throwing

1 glared.
y? I

.thmgs around every time she feels bad tem-
DEI'TEh Really, Tony——" e
ere was A& murmur among e guests.
One or two of them plainly were on Phyl's
side. But Tony only turned to 2
::g:d"you throw that jug, Mary?”
0.

g “That's good snough!” Tony said briskly.
‘Mary, perhaps you'd like to come and have
some roast chestnuts in the lounge with me?”

Mary didn’t want roast chestnuts particu-
lariy. But most definitely she did want to
be out of that room with all those puzzied,
hostile faces staring at her. There was a
murmur as Tony took her arm, and a decided
sniff from Mrs. Hawkins as she flounced out
of the room. Mary, gulping a little, felt
glad of his nearness as he escorted her to

the door.
“Sit down,” he said gently, when they
reached the deserted lounge. “Now, Mary,

tell me about it.”

She told him-—what little she could. His
eyes flickered slightly.

"Araqj you've no idea who the figure was who
passed ?”

“None, except that it was rather a big per-
son. An don't think it was a girl or
woman, because the clothing I touched was
too coarse. But, Tony. why should anyone
do a thing like that?"”

He smiled at her.

“Do_you mind if I explain that—later?” he
asked " gently. Abruptly he leaned forward.

“Mary,” he asked surprisingly, “do you happen
to have a photograph of yourself?”

“Why, no!” she said surprised.

“A pity.,” he murmured. He looked at her
again. “Do you mind if I ask you a question
or two? I don't mean to be rude, of course,
but—well, I'm interested Mary, did you ever
hear s;our parents speak of my uncle, or this
house?”

“No,” she told him. Mr, Upton and Upion
Manor had been completely upknown names
te her. “But why do you ask?’ she added.

“Just curiosity.” He smil
ful quizzer, you know. back
now? It’ll be fun h“mti a dance together.”
They went back into the lighted hall with
its gay decorations, its glittering Christmas-
trees, its roaring fires. Everybody was
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{fmanted Gucst at the
CHRISTMAS PARTY

dancing now, and as Tony whirled her on to
the fioor, Mary felt happy again.

It was fun, after l—despite that un-
pleasant, mysterious incident which had so
marred the early part of the evening, despite
the fact that she still couldn't be rid of that
feeling that she was a sort of gatecrasher.

With a whirl the dance came to an end.
A delightful buffet supper of sandwiches,
fruits, and nuts, followed, and suddenly Tony
got to his feet and made an announcement :

“Ladies and gentlemen——"

“Hurrah!” somebody cried.

“You know—or don't you?—probably don’t
—that the .custom of the house on the day
before Christmas Eve is the custom of the
First Pick—meanin, a pick from the
Christmas-tree. As . Haw is acting
hostess, she will perform the ceremony, so
stau';d around, everyone, and get ready to
grab.”

There was an excited cheer. With a smile
at Mary Tony disap N immediately
Mrs. Hawkins came In, looking rather self-
conscious, but very festive with a Santa Claus
hat perched on her greying head.

All eagerly clustered round as she stood in
front ©f the Christmas-tree, with all its wink-
ing lights, and importantly produced a list
from her pocket. She cleared her throat.

“Now will you all step forward as I call
your names?” she said.

Her husband came in, carrying a pair of
steps, and wearing a paper cap upon his head.
Solemnly he placed the steps by the side of
the tree; ponderously he mounted. And
there was a breathless hush as Mrs.
Hawkins called the first name—Phyllis Games
—and Phyllis t forward to receive her
present as Mr. HAwkins cut it from the tree.

She opened it; there were cries of delight
and envy as the box in which the present was
contained was seen to hold a necklace and a
bracelet to match.

Mary's eyes shone. This was the sort of
Christmas she had always envisaie;i in her
dreams—and to think at last that dream
should come true! She stood on the edge of
the crowd, eagerly craning forward as each
pleased guest unwrapped her present, and
g:egll]feedﬂy she waited for her own name to

It seemed a k time in coming.

One after on2 the others stepped forward.
There were cries of pleasure as parcels were
opened—ecach gift to Mary seeming better
than the last, There were riding-stocks, cuff-
links, chemical sets for the boys: manicure
ﬁﬁ' handbags, and dainty ornaments for the

5.

Mary got almost as much fun sharing the
delight of the recipients as she got from her
own tingling sense of anticipation. Burely
her name would be called out next!

But, no, she reflected. As the last est
she would naturally be the last on the list.

Nearly everybody had presents now. Mary
felt her excitement growing. And then sud-
denly Mrs. Hawkins crumpled the list in her
hand with a decisive snap and looked around.

“And that,” she announced, “is all.”

Mary stood still. Her name had not
been called out. She had not even been men-
tioned. Surely there was—there must be—
some mistake! ;

She was aware that the housekeeper's eyes
were slightly narrowed as they moved towards
hler. g Avwarle;l that the girls and boys were

ancing at her,

. “T'm égorry. Miss Alnslie, but that is the end
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of the list. You—er—don't seem to have
been méntioned,” Mrs. Hawkins said primly.

There was a pause—a pause which expressed
both sympathy and curiosity. Mary, flushing
crimson, turned away. Now she knew defin-
itely that she was not wanted. It was not
the gift that mattered. It was the hurt—
the sense of crushed pride, the obvious impli-

cation that she was not looked upon in the
same light as the other guests, which stung
away from

Pt.etén She suddenly wanted to
"Héy, look at this!” cried an astonished
voice.

Mary turned as a bell rang from the door-
way. Then she stared as a figure came for-
ward—a figure dressed from head to foot in
the crimson fur-trimmed garb of Santa Claus,
He held three parcels in his arms—all wrapped
as the Christmas presents from the tree—and
his white-bearded face was beaming. But in
spite of his d g was sure she
recognised him from the very way he walked.
It was—Tony |

And Tony was making a direct beeline for
her. He came forward, ggely bowed and
examined the tab on his parcel.

“I am Santa Claus,” he said solemnly, *“I
come to do honour to our guest from London,
Mary Ainslie. I bring her cial gifts in
token of our happiness at having her among
us. Mary, here the first.” .

With sudden joy Mary took the parcel—a
small one—and unwrngped. it. A gasp came
from the onlookers as they saw the neat wrist-
watch it contained.

“And here,” the
“js ths second. Unwrap it, A -

She did. She stood astounded as a glitter-
ing bracelet was revealed to her eyes.

“And the third,” Santa Claus announced
into a silence that could now almost be felt.
“Take it, Mary.”

She did. With trembling fingers she opened

Tony ‘g.nnounced.

it. It was a bigger parcel than the other two,

and it proved to contain——

A beautiful leather handbag!

There were gasps. Eyes widened. Out of
the corner of her eye Mary could see Mrs,
Hawkins looking souwr and disapproving.
Banta Claus bowed. '

“My mission is finished for the time being,”
he said gravely. *“I retire.”

“But—but I haven't thanked you,” stam-
mered Mary.

From Santa Claus, however, came an incon-
gruous wink, and he shuffled backwards and
out of the door. Mary, crimson, but once
more lifted up to the skies with happiness,
looked at the presents he had bought.

Tony! He had done all this, she guessed,
s0 as to make her feel welcome. More than
ever her heart melted towards him. More
than ever she realised the sterling worth of
his friendship. As soon as she could she went
off to her room.

Again with a sense of breathlessness she
examined her presents. Again she looked at
the neat handwriting in which they had been
addressed to her, And all at once something
familiar about that handwriting struck her.

Suddenly she dragged out the mystery invita-

tion card.

The two handwritings were the same!

Her brain in a whirl, Mary stared at them,
comparing and matching. No: there could
be no mistake. Both handwritings were the
same.

Then if Tony had written her name on the
Bresents. that meant Tony—Tony, no other!—

ad sent the invitation which had brought
her to Upton Tor Manor.

But why—why?

It was all maddeningly mysterious. It was
H;le next morning that she asked Tony about

‘But, in spite of Mary's pleadings, Tony

would admit nothing; and even though Mary
felt' certain in her own mind that Tony was
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indeed her benefactor, it still did not solve

the mystery. Why had he asked her here for
Christmas? And how had he known ner
name and address?

But later in the morning, even these
thoughts were expelled from i(uy's mind.

A walk had been planned, and Nan Games,
Phyl’s sister couldn't find her handbag. When
eventually it was discovered tucked umder a
cushion of the settee in the hall, Nan accused
Mary of having hidden it.

Then in the afternoon when Tony, Phyl,
and half a dozen others were seated round the
low, circular table which held the tea, some-
one suddenly kicked the table from under-
neath, and the teapot shot into Phyl's lap.
In a perfect fury, P. jumped to her feet.

“That was you!” she quiveringly accused
Mary. ’

“1 say, BO eas

y, Phyl!” Tony protested. “Of
course it wasn't|”

“It was! Who else?” Phyl was in a temper
now. “That's the second frock of mine she's
spoiled since she's been here. And I'm going
to speak to Mrs. Hawkins.”

Phyl did mk to Mrs. Hawkins, and the
result was she demanded Mary
should be sent p g. But Tony shook his

head.

“Mary is not going!” he said firmly. “And
the only orders I'm accepting from anybody
in this matter are those of uncle himself.”

“Well, I'll see about that!”

Mrs, Hawkin And she flung off

d Mary

To her relief, Tony invited her to play
table tennis in the games-room for the rest
of the evening. After which she did not see
him again until nearly bed-time. Then he
smiled at her rather quaintly.

“It's all coming right,” he sald cheerfully.

. is?” she asked.

“Things that matter.” He smiled. “Uncle
gﬂlaggegack on Christmas Day, so all's well,”

e A
And that was all Mary could get out of him.

TONY SPRINGS A SURPRISE

MARY got iittle sleep that
night. One part of herself
was enjoying itself immensely
under Tony’s kindness. The
other part was miserably un-
happy. Not yet did she feel
one of the party. Not yet
could she feel completely care-
5 She knew that the
guests eyed her askance. She knew that Phyl
il‘ndmib:an now regarded her with definite

0s Y.

And then Monday—Christmas Eve—dawned.

It was & day of great excitement at the
Manor. A breakfast such as Mary never
remembered in her life before was served in
the great hall, and there were cheers when,
during the meal, it was seen to be snowing.

A snow-battle was the high spot of the
morning, but Mary was not asked to join in.
When the party got back into the snug
Christmassy hall their talk was principally of
the charades which were to take place in the
afternoon.

“What a pity gou can't take part, Mary
Ainslie!” the girl Phyl mocked. *“Because you
haven't a costume, have you?”

Mary was silent. Pointedly she was ored
as happy plans were made. She rose and went
to her own room, still puzzling over the whole
mystery which seemed to surround her
Christmas.

But suddenly.even that was banished from
her mind when she entered her room. e
leather bag which she had received last night
from Tony was open on her dressing-table—
not where she had carefully placed it on top
of her case—and she saw at once that there
was an envelope inside. With a sense of
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wonder she extracted it. She withdrew the
plain it: contained; read the message
which was typed on it:

“Come along to Mr. Upton's study at
3 p.m. Tell nobody,” it said simply.

“What on earth——" breathed Mary, in
blank amazement,
message was not signed, but she guessed

it was from Tony.

The study was the room mnext to the one
which contained the charade costumes. There
was, in fact, a communicating door. Why
aﬁouid Tony want her to meet him there, of
a aces?

She decided to guestion Tony about it when
she saw him at lunch, but Tony was not at
lunch.
" Mary was disappointed. But she wondered
if Tony's absence was connected with the
secret meeting t,lmt afternoon.

See that Tongehad not appeared after
lunch r coffee into the library,

and there sat by the window staring into the
darkening afternoon, which was now filled
with scwrrying white snowflakes. And sud-
denly—about 1f-past two—she started up.
There was Tony.

She saw him for a moment crossing the
grounds, his hat and coat covered with snow,
as thous he had walked a great distance.

him look quickly, furtively round
before letting himself in through the Iittle
side entrance visible from the window, Her
heart jumped then. She felt there really was
something big and mysterious behind this
message of his,

She could hardly wait for the next half-hour
to pass, She was tense with excitement when
finally she mounted the (] crept along
to Mr, Upton's study. After a glance to right
and left, she turned the handle. Softly she
stepped insid

“Tony " she breathed.

“But there was no Tony there—no sign of
him,

She closed the door and went farther into
mft room.

was
The electric light, when she t it, would
not switch on. Well, she’d walt, she decided.
She knew that Tony would not let her down.

She sat in the armchair, shivering a little.
The daylight was dim and growing grad
darker. Minutes passed. In other parts of
the house she could hear sounds of revelry
and a great hustle and bustle and scraping of
chairs as the floor in the lLall was clear ed for
the forthcoming to start at
half-past three, she now remem . And
then suddenly she saw something—a tri-
angular edge of a card projecting from beneath
a heavy cupboard in one corner of the room.
Something urged her to pick it up.

The card, she saw, was a photograph—a
stiff, old-fashioned photograph —whose back
;:as coloured dark blue. Curiously she turned

over.

And then she had another shock.

For she found herself staring at a pleture
she recognised immediately—a picture which
she herself possessed back at her Bayswater
boarding-house. It was a picture of her

mother and father and herself, as a kiddie five

years of age.

Where had that come from? How had it
got here?

In rascmation. she stared at 1t. She felt
shaken suddenly. It was all so extraordinary.
Suddenly she heard the sound of footsteps
from the door which eommunicated with t e
costume-room adjoining. In a flash she spun

round. The next she tried to crﬁ oud.

But, before she could even catch her breath,
the figure she saw had leapt—a fi e covered
from head to foot in a long, flowing garment
of black.. The next instant it was upon her.
A strong arm had thrown itself around her,
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cold, for no fire burned in the grate.

pinioning her arms to her side; a hand had
clamped sullocatingly upon her mouth.

Then she was carried, struggling, to the
adjoining room. To her gasping bewlilder-
ment, she was hurled into the other room,
while the communicating door was Ilocked
upon her, And, even as she wondered if she
\tw;‘xg: ec(iileammg she saw that she had been
rapn

For in front of the cupboard where she had
so carefully helped to hang them yester-
day were the charade costumes, tumbled,
dishevelled, torn, and slit, some of them ruth-
less]y torn into pieces.

“Oh, my goodness !” Mary managed to gasp.

And then there was a rush of feet at the
door. Before she had time to collect her scat-
tered senses it had burst open. Into the room
swarmed an excited crowd, headed by Phyl,
Nan, and Mrs. Hawl

But the laugh.ing faces became wide-eved
with horror as they-saw the costumes, as they
saw Mary stand there. A dozen voices
shattered the silence together

“Look! Our costumes!”
“Look what she’'s done to them!™

“This i!s revenge for being left out of the

es

“Oh, please listen to me!” Mary cried. “I
tell you I didn't——"

But the others were furious. They gave her
no chance to tell them anything. They were
finished with her, e& declared. None of
them would ever speak her again. Finally,
Mrs. Hawkins gave her verdict.

‘T shall telephone Mr. Upton at once!" she
said. “I shall ask him to teleﬁph his order
that you are to be sent away. en Tony will
not dare to disregard his direct instructions.”

The tele came just before midnight
that night, It said tersely:

“Get rid of the girl—at once.”

. . . . .

CHRISTMAS morning !

White, even snow la? over the ground.
A few shy flakes were still falling, billowing
in the breeze that whipped uo from the hills.
In the village the church bells were filling the
air with a message of joyful cheer.

But there was sadness and despair in the
heart of Mary Ainslie.

Suitcase in hand, she stood on the ste
of the Manor. Ordered to leave at once.
was an outcast—shunned, a girl de:

“You'd better go!" said Mrs. Hawkins' dis-
approving voice at her elbow.

Mary did not turn. She went forward,
heavy-hearted, into the snow. There was .a
choke in her throat, a tear in her eyes, though
she would allow none to see it.

Nobody to say good- bye to her, Not even-—-

¥
Her lip quivered as she thought of him.
What had happened to him? Since his furtive
entry into the Manor yesterday she had seen
nothing of him—just nothing.
he walked on, head bowed, heart breaking.
0!1. on, blindly, unseeingly, while the bells
grew louder and her eyes dimmed with tears.
“Stop! BStop!" shouted a voice behind her,
“Not on your life!” yelled another. “Mary!”
She umg on hearing her name. In a
flash ad wheeled. And then suddenly
her heart boundéd as she saw the figures whiz-
zing towards her—a coatless figure, pressed
low on a toboggan, the snow flylng around it.
It was Tony !
And after him, runnin% in the eclinging
snow, came Mrs. Hawkins, her husband, Phyl,

and Nan.

“Tony |” Mary cried. “Tony!"

“Mary!” he panted. Expertly he shot
aiongslde. stopped, and, catchmg her hand,

dragged her down beside him “Quick—on to
the tobogganl‘ he hissed. “They're after me!"

“After you?'
“I've escaped! Dodged them!" He chuc&\led..
“But hurry! We're going to meet uncle.”
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“Uncle—"
T%ewqrdo were tched from her breath
erked forward and crashed
y "‘1’ wo:;:i was changed
lﬁﬂ d joy were up-

1 lﬂg hFr t.he swift toboggan swe

came a sudden voice, and a car

brnk swltt.ly
Tony slowed 4&as ‘he swished round the
tob b ‘ts nose in a snowdrift.

ped Mary to rise to her feet.
And at the same moment a man stepped
out of the car. Tony grinned.

“A Merry Chrisunas uncle!. Allow me to
introduce you——-" A

Mary gazed at him, something about him
st.rlkmg her as familiar. .She .drew back as
she met his gaze. But he was staring at her
now—as if he, too, recognised her.

“Gad, who—who 1s the girl?”’ he stuttered.

“Your nlece, ungle—the girl you've
searching for ever since you heard that her
tather and mother were killed. Uncle Roger,
this is Mary . Ainslie.”

“M-Mary 1" He stmd and Mary, staring at
him like a girl in a ce, began to remember
things—childish thmg:, talk she had heard
between her father mother of Uncle
Roger, her mother’s hrother,~ whom she had
nnt Seen for many years.

1" he whispered. “Mary! Yes, you're
Pncebes child all right. You're the e of
your dear mother. I have searched everywhere,

to find you, ever since I returned from
the t. And now
'Now you've found her,” Tony said. "You
see,” he added, “I happened to see Mary's
:ihowsraph m a Bayswater paper some time
ago. the leader of her {facto
savings %'o g or something. I was strue
then wil. the likeness and also her name.
sent. her .an invitation for
C‘-r!mmas You see,” he ‘added to Mary, as a
dawning light began to break on her, "I
wanted uncle to meet you as a surpriw on
Christmas Day. Instead of "

“Instead 1! that,” Mary said “uncle sent a
~belegam tel them to send me home——"

“EA? never !" Uncle Roger pro-
usted What.s

“Uncle didn’t,” Tony interrupted. “Mr. and
Mrs. Hawkins fixed that. Mr. and Mrs. Hawkins

have fixed a lot of things. Because,” he aqgﬁ

seein t.he mystification on Mary’'s face,

and awkins and their nieces, Phyl and

Nan, wera hnplng tc inherit under uncle's
1. And , naturally, would have

T "%f:*
m er upaet. all that. It d.ldn't matter about a

W my
?‘nﬂa well-oﬂ nxim 50 I dont stand to
anyt ing from Uncle Roger. Their one idea
was to get you off the scene before uncle had
a chance to see you—-"

“And th.ef nearlw succeededl asped Mary.
“But, no q te. hank goodness! They
guessed I suspected hel.r game. That's why

they had me followed when I went to the
village yesterday to get the photograph I
wsnbed you to ident.ity Mary I left you that

message in your room, but they must have
found it. t gave them the idea of kid-
napping me and hiding me m the cellar,

because they nabbed me while I was on my
way to keep the appointment with you. But
why explain any more now?” he added gaily.

“why wait here when there are other things

to be done? my arming cousin, allow
me to be the first to salute you on this happy
Christmas!"

And he pulled a sprig of mistletoe from his
pocket !
THE END.

JEAN AND HER WONDER DOQ-—that is the
title of next week's long complete story.

.us,” Linda

THE MERRYMAKERS AT
COLLEGE

(Continued from page 236.)

“Arnold!” With an anxious cry Mrs. Mullet
came rushing to the front door.
She was just in time to see the sleigh whizz
ing out through the gate, all the chums abouu
s along at a speed that defied all
pursuit, they came to the cross tracks. There
they swerved o to the other track, the one
which Mullet hnd avoided with more cuhning
than truth, Before Sally had driven-a -mile
along its course, a great gap loomed across the
gass and over the gap a bicluresgue: »swins

rld.ge
s is the bridge—the bridge unclp tuld
me nbovt " cried Linda excitedly,
Sally laughed in delight. Now some
else was rising out of the snow
house! A t.u.rret.ed house resembling an enorm-
ous Swiss chal
" D'you the flag? D’ ouseetnemmeou
it, I.mcm'J Bany _cried suddenly.
oel Chalet!” came a breathless chorus

from all.
The sleigh swung. in through the gntes and
the }lnsuns sleigh-bells were heard fro t.he
g smiling manservant
er figure suddenly appeared

house. A pum
the door.

behind him.

“Uncle!” cried Linda, astonished. * Uncle's
here already!”

What astonished Sally was the lack of sur-
rise on Mr. Carson's Iaoe as he came cheer-

ully to meet them. twenty tnur
hours late in fladnt. he
about them? -

“Hallo, young Merrymakers!™ he greeted
them, heartily. Dldn't expect you for another
day at least. Don Weston got here before you,
aniclt explained that you were held up at
college.

*“But Don' sdogly just got here, uncle, with
‘Eh? You mean t.hnt that mn who was

staying here is an lmpostor? cried Mr. Carson.
“Impostor’s the word!"” gasped Sally,
with words leapt eut of the sleigh “He's

r, sir. He's arter the aeaet

e plcture Linda will exP
But first of all, Mr. Carson, where’s the turret
room, please?”

Linda’s uncle led the way qulckly into the
house, while Linda gave him breathless
account of what had happened Up the stairs
of the tower they all ed, till Mr. Carson
opened a door near the s t. .
"'I'his ta he told them,

the turret room,”

SaIl didn’'t wait to hear the rest. Her eyes
were flashing searchingly about the room. A
room identical with the scene in the painting.

Then she gasped.

*The silver cup!" she cried in dismay. *“It's
gone! We're too late!’

“Oh, no, my dear!” remarked Mr, Carson.
“The silver cup is quite safe. It happens to be

a fraud and im
The secret of t

Ice Carnival every tmas. The cup is at the
moment safe in the hands of the committee.

Sally brcke in. ner eyes shining now,

“If we enmr the sleigh race and win, well
get the cup? [s that it, Mr. Carson?” She
turned to her chums, a gieam of determination
in her eyes. “ Merrymakers, we're going into
this race, and we've just got to win that silver
cup.”

(End of this week’s story.)

In next Frldly'n grand story you will read how
Sally & Co. entered the sleigh race and will learn
the secret of the silver cup.
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