i the little cottage to her chum, Bob Carter.
: Bob, hearing her voice, came hurrying forward
{ Sue tugged harder at the cunningly hidden little
i drawer she had found in the old bureau which

i curio cupboard in
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HER PACT WITH BOB

OB—Bob! I believe I've found something!"”
Sue Frensham's voice rose in excite-
ment as she called through the window gf

S

stood in the corner of the cottage living-room.

Now, as she tugged at the drawer, it came
out with a rush, causing her to stagger back
into Bob, who had just entered the room. And
as she collided with him something fell from
the ]d:awo:' to the floor with a metallic little
tinkle.

It was a key—a glinting, silvery-looking key
of a rather unusual pattern, to .which was
attached a small label.

“Bob!" Sue breathed, and, stooping, picked it

up.
p"rhen she read the label and, with a guestion
in her eyes, handed it to him.

In his turn Bob read it. Then a sudden light
jumped into his eyes.

“It—it’'s uncle’s handwriting,”
st.ea;dlly. “And—and it
Look I"™™

He regd out the message on the label :

“For nephew Bob. This is the key to the
the turret room. Look in

he said un-
was meant for me.

i the pirate’s telescope.”

:

i uncle must have hidden his will.

“Gosh, that’s the clue!” Bob breathed. -
*“The clue?” :

“You see, Sue, it was in the curio-room thal
He was always
suspicious of my cousin, Samuel Carter. The
curio-room is part of the old haunted turret at

Mistimoor Manor, and—yes, I know that old :

pirate’s telescope.
to play with when I was a kid.
of favourite toy of mine,

Uncle used to give it to me :
It was & sort :
Sue, don't you see? :

The will is hidden in that telescope, and it's :

because it was my
it there for me to

favgt},ﬂte toy that uncle put

Sue stared at Bob, catching his own excite-

ment now. She felt that she understood.
For she knew the story, of course.
Bob, firm chums as they were, had never had

She and

any secrets from_each other during all the years :

of their friendship at Oakbury Co-ed School, :

where they had met as infants and had grown :

up together.

She knew that Bob’s wealthy :

uncle, Simon Carter, had died six months ago,
and she knew that Simon Carter had promised :

Bob that he should inherit everything upon his :

death. :
But old Simon Carter also had another :
nephew—a grown man, far older than Bob.

Samuel Carter was his name, and Samuel had
been with the old man at the time of his death
in his Derbyshire manor home. As no will had
been discovered, Samuel had claimed the Manor
as his right, assigning to Bob the small country
cottage near Oakbury School which was Uncle
Simon's summer residence.

“Then—then all you've got to do is to go to
Mistimoor Manor, Bob——"

“And get kicked out!” Bob smiled ruefully.
“It’s not so easy, Sue. You know Cousin Samuel
and I don't get on. I think he's got an idea
that uncle did leave a will hidden here, and
that means I'll never be welcome until it’s found
-_-—;?.l‘ld destroyed. Looks pretty hopeless, doesn't

“Come on! Lock up the cottage, and let's
get home,” Sue said briskly. “I'll see if I can
think of something.”
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Bob smiled a little doubtfully.
::hdns];.;nas holidays stiH had two
n
at their home, ocuahnauy
his own cot.r.age near by to see that eye L‘l%:!
was in o Now. as the two chuma ste
brtsi:ty mto the wind, Sue set her b

“Bob,” she sald suddenly, “you did say that
your cousin was ndvertising for a secretary or
somyethjns'. didn't you?”

uPpuod for the job?” Sue nm
dmrly a minute,” she added

she saw Boh jump. *“It's workable. I coukl
find the will then.”

Bo‘?ne. you mustn't think of such a thing!”

not
“Supposing somet went wrong? Suppos-
ing &nmln’mmd oﬁ‘:”*

. toouugmng? What should he
find out?” Sue . “Look, I don’t even
have to apply for job from here. Aunt

wants me to a few days in
while I'm on hol "y I qlplgumnn
there. Then, once I get the job, I can the
home again. It's easy!”

ou
found you in the curio-room, for

" | won ‘t let him,” Sue said gquietly.

“No, 1 still don't like it,” Bob pro

They argued, but Bob was adamant, He
dldn‘t mlnd Sue playing th2 role of secretary
to his cousin, he sald, but he was not
to let her search for the will, for that
bring her into peril from his cousin. He would
do that part bhimself, he insisted, and Sue
could help him if she liked. Perhaps she
would leave a door or window conveniently
open cne night.

Eo at last the plans were made and a
on Next day Sue went to London.
as soon as she arrived at her aunt's place she
sent off a letter applying for the vacant post
at Mistiinoor Manor, and in two days she was
called upon by Samuel Carter’s solicitor. She
satisfied him: to her unbounded joy was given
the job and a railway ticket to stimoor for
the following day.

It was Samuel Carter himself who met her
on her arrival at the station. He introduced
himseli with a smile.

“Thought I'd better pick you up in person,”
he said. “It's pretly dificult to find your
way around here if youre a Siranger. I'd
have sent one or the hoys—l ve three young
guests, you know—but they're cut tobogan-
ning. I hope you're going to like it here,
Miss Frens —or may I call you Sue?”

“Sue, please,” she smiled.

Samuel Carter was good-looking in a lean-
faced way, Sue decided. About twenty-five,
she judged—perha; 2 little younger. But
it was his eyes which held her—small eyes—
with a suggestion of hidden cruelty in their
narrowed depths. Perhaps Bob been
right, after all, not to give her that key to
the curio-room, she declded.

He helped her into a shining, powerful-
looking car — Bob's uncle's property, she
guessed, and which should be Bob's property
at this moment. He took the wheel, address-
ing no remarks to her as they sped alo
through roads whose banks were piled
with snow. It was a bleak, white world which
Sue found herself gazing upon, and yet she
was filled with excitement.

For wasn't she goinz to help Bob find his
fortune! Didn't Bob's whole future depend
upon the outcome of this adventure? She
would succeed! She must!

Mistimoor Manor, with its snow-smothered
gables, its wide, old-fashioned chimneys, and
its mysterious turret, built on to one wing of

It. was already growmt dusk, and cheerful
lights glowed from small-paned windows, and
there was a glow from one huge window on
the ground floor which could only have come
from roaring fires within. Somewhere

“Well, we are!” smiled Samuel Carter,
:'u opened. “I'll 1 to take charge
eave
of you now,” he said, utler took Sue's
case. “Come downstairs 'han you're
and I'll introduce you to. others. We
talk about work to-morrow,” added.

Z'
il
z
sﬁ

eyes. *

Sue turned as a figure came into the room.
The next second she stood turned to stone.
For a wild, mcredulous moment she stared at
the newcomer; irom the
slightly cynical face of Sumuel Carter. For
this—no; it couldn’t be true—it was impos-
sible! She was dreaming. It just couldn’t

she knew she

wasn't dreaming. For ‘the who came
towards her now, a queer, listless look in his
eves, wWis—was——

Bol ., her own chum! The boy in
whose interest she was !
) boy who had insisted t his cousin
would never admit him the house

SUE DOES HER BEST

SUE almost blurted out his hame.
Almost asked him why he had

new game;
fore, to let him make the first
move.

And then she became awaie
of something else as Bob stepped slowly nearer
—something that sent a quick leap of panic
into her heart.

This was Bob, but it was not the Bob she

left back home—not that same eager
friend whom she had last seem. The
somethingd wrong—something she did not
understan

In that whirl of puzﬂement she heard

Samuel Carter
“Come along, old man he was saying
klmuy “Let me introduce you This is my

tary—w$ Susan Frensham—the
url I mention

GIALS' CRYSTAL— 26146



Sue telegraphed an ur%m. message to Bob
her eyes. But to aston-
lshment. the stare he gave her in return was
completely blank.
“How do you do?" she murmured.
the mystery guest, are you?”
With a rather strained smile, Bob held out

hand.

“I'm afrald I am,” he said ruefully. “A
mystery to my_ friends here, and to myself.
;Iou see "—— He paused. “I don’t know who

am.”

“You—you don’'t know who you are?” Sue

stuttered

“No. I know nothing.” Bob shrugged.
“I can't remember my name, where I've come
from, or what I'm doing here. You see, I've
lost my memory. You see——".

He glanced at her with such a troubled look
that Sue felt a stab of ﬂy{nm knew
then that Bob, so ur from g a game,
was telling the plain un

“Oh” said again, nonplu.ssed "I am
sorry."

“Too bad, isn't it?” Samuel Carter spoke
“We found him yesterday afternoon—
e lake there. There
was a strong galeé at the time, and there was
a huge limb of a tree near We ess
the branch snapped and hit him on the head,
giving him a dose of concussion. He seems
slm right, otherwme And he'll soon be better,
sure.”

“Oh!”
Sue felt her pulses racing. She knew now
t there danger—definite danger.

“You're

ere?

you—you've looked after him?" she
questioned.

“What else could I do?” Samuel smiled.

“They've been splendid to me,” Bob broke
in, with a look of gratitude towards his cousin.
“I was lucky to fall among such good friends.”

“Friends " thousht Sue, every nerve of her
now sharpened to the danger she felt about
her. Bob must be rallied out of this, she was
thlnkins frantically Bob must be made
aware of his perll, must. be freed—somehow—
to _get that memory back.

ut—but you must have something—some

papers or somet.hing—w give you a clue to
your identity?” she protested.

“Nothing. Except——" Sudd.en Eut
his hands into his ket. He w ou
handful of coins,

abel’ now, but at sight”
key, without its label now, but at Mt of
ch Sue's heart leapt. my
watch,” he said. *“They're all'I have. Not a
g&g:r“c;l:. document of any description. Odd

Was It? Sue stole a sharp, sidelong look
at Samuel. And again she knew a stifled
E}mg of alarm as she noticed how penetrat-

gly his eyes were restlng on the key.

“The n !g any sort of clue is
this,” Bob sa.d holding it up. “But I wonder
what it opens—and where?”

He stood at the key In a concen-
trated way which showed the struggle he was
to remember Samuel stretched a

hand
“Let’s have a look, old man.”
“No,” Bue cried involuntarily.

.y mesn— And Susan, covered with
confusion, bit her lip. “I mean—well, I didn't
mean an thlng rea y. I was just thinking—
of something else."

Samuel Cnrter gave her a hard look. Link
Edwards and Norton Wlld grinned at each
other. But Bob, with a strange starg, put the
key hlxrto his pocket. Then he straightened

“I'm going out for a little while, if nobody
GIRLS' CRYSTAL—25-1-46

mmds. he sald. “I—I may be able to re-
member things in the open air.”

Without another glance at Sue, he went out.

chap, Link Edwards yawned.

e really is? Anyway, what

I'm .quite sure Miss Fren-

¥
“Wonder who
about some tea?
sham'’s dying for some.

She was. But even more she wanted to
talk alone with Bob. But she mustn't hurry
things—mustn't arouse suspicion. The last
impression she must give was that she had
anythln%except ar ordinary curiosity in Bob.

e knew with certainty now that
Samuel Carter was maymi some deep, cun-
ning game, He kne o Bbob was right
enough. Then why was he pretending ignor-
ance of his own cousin's identity? Why
treat him so considerately in the house of
which he had cheated the boy? She felt a
sense of peril for Bob.

Somehow, when it was safe, she must talk
to him—must warn him. Meantime, she
must kKeep an eye on him Must warn him
about that key. Thank goodness, she thought,
he had had the sense to take the label off it!

They had tea, served on the low table be-
side the cosy fire. Towards its end Bob
came back, still witn the same puzz.ed heip-
less expression on his face. At Sue's Invita-

tion he took a cup of tea, but would eat
nothing. He just sat as though unconscious
of mem all, stadnf into the fire. At last,
with a yawn, Samuel rose
‘Pkay billiards, old man?”
I don't lmow " Bob saild slowly.
“Then We ve got a

pose we find out?
pretty table here. No, you needn't
come,” he added to his two companions, and
Sue could have vowed a meaning glance went
from his eyes to

engerml come and mark for you?" she asked

“No, thanks. Don't like girls in the room,’
Samuel said dryly. “Come along, old man."

The two went oﬂ Link Edwards threw a
couple of logs on to the fire. Outside the wind
had begun to moan, and little creaking noises
came from the windows as the fine snow was
whlgpecl agamst the pan

oin, be another wna night,” Norton
Wild said. "Wonder if t.he g host will walk?"

“Ghost?” Sue exclalmed, startled,

“Sure. Haven't you heard of him?" Norton
grinned. “An old johnny in white, who walks
around the turret at midnight. An old
ancestor who died in the room where our
mrst.erg'boy is sleeping now. Not that any
of us ve seen him yet,” he added. “And I
for oue am not keen. = Anyway, thank good-
ness don’t nl in the turret! Pass the
!aﬂ Edwaras. chap.”

Edwardn Emed the cigarettes. t
Sue gave a little ver .

She, too, had heard of the ghost of the
old turret—Bob himself had told her about
the supposed apparition half a dozen times.

She became more than ever concerned on
Bob's behalf. From what Bob had told her
she knew that it was not usual to put guests’
in that part of the house. What then was
Samuel’'s game in giving Bob the haunted
room? She felt more than ever that she
must talk privately with Bob; must try to
stir .this sleeping memory of his, and awaken
him  to the peril—tho unknown——which
she felt sure threatened

Bat how to get him alcme—-even for a few
minutcs? The answer to the problem came
providentially.

Somewhere in the house a telephone bell

rang. It was followed a minute later by the
appearance of Higham, the butler.

“Is Mr. Samuel about?" he asked. “There's
a long distance call for hl

At once Sue sprang to h.e fee

“He's in the billiards-room. ’ll tell him,”

she volunteered swiftly,
And, leaving the old, hutler no chance to say
anything, she rushed off.
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Sue lound botn Samuel and Bob in the
room. Both held cues in their hands, and
when she entered were talking earnestly—
Bob still with that worried, ed frown
upon his brow. And Sue noted though
they must have been in ihe room half an

hour, the game
were

startled look flashed into his

“0K.! Il see to it,” he “Shan't be
more than five minutes, old man.”

In a hurry he departed. Sue breathed
freely at lam. Quietly she closed the door.
Quickly she approached Bob. a stnred at

her backing away a little as she came

bob, you know me, don't you?” she sald
softly. “Bob, listen to me—please! You
know me—your friend, Sue Frenxhnm. Bob,

you know why I'm ncre
“I don't know you! Go away!” he mut-

tel h
‘Bob that key——"
“That’

s mine——"

5 know But, Bob, you know why you've
got it, and why you came here Sue went on,
d ngly marking the
sion on his face. * Bob wont you iu.ae
let me take care of the kev Ior you?

“I give that key to nobody,”
“It's mine. It's me only
is a link with—with whatever I've forgotten.
If I only knew who I was!™ he ended with a

groan.

“But I know, Bob. I can tell you,” Sue
said gently. “Oh, Bob, please—please try
to remember! You're Bob Carter, the owner

of tnis nouse—tius Samuel is your cousin,
who hates you——"
Then his face

He stared incredulously.
flushed with anger.
“You dare run him down!" he cried.
) ST

“But it's the_truth, Bol

“It's a lie! - It's pot,t.yl" He glared at her.
“My cousin, indeed! Wouldn't he have
known me? And if he hates me, why has he

been so kind to me—giving me a home hcre
until my memory returns. He has even
. brought in his own doctor to look after me!
What Is your game?” he added, with a sudden
blunt suspicion. “Why are you trying to
blacken him?”

She feit utterly

“Bob, I'm your, friend. Please believe that,”
she said . “You came here bec:us&—
And then she stopped and snatched
cue. “Let me open the game for yoq. she

g, she
went swiltly to And at that
moment Samuel Carter came in.

“What the——" he began, and then broke

off while Sue st.rll tened up.
he gazed at his face still hard and
half-angry, !eeuna sickened and a Ilglpm'.'mmﬁh‘ve
Bob now give her away, she was ask-

ut Bob didn't. His chivalry to girls kept
him from that. He just nodded curtly.
“Thanks, Miss Frensham, but Samuel and

And Sue, [
nothing, an ache

HER SECRET IS OUT
SUE had no opportunti of talk-
ing with again t even-
resently he came
Toom

1 that he had completely
fallen under the spell of his cousin’s false
E‘le:\ec}?hn:——knew that he was susplcious of
erself.
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r a moment she felt tempted to wash her
the whole business.

hnnds of le Then she
that was not thé real ., and

that he needed her now more than ever. For

clearly Samuel Carter, backed

Edwards and Nortun WAS b for

his own p Was loiting loss of

X of But for what purpose?
did not know: could not guess. But that It
would end in for Bob she had not the

Leaving

geﬁtmmthmdpmaaanwd c:f
e sup un! turre

she located Bob's bed-room

Hoping to discover somamntclue—
though what, she had no idea—she
around. It was a lofty, comfortable room,
warm, since it was next to the great airing-
cupboard on the , and
nothing unusual. The was neatly made,
with b's pgc:m tidily set out on the
coverlet. bedside was a small table
oontalmna a flask of water and a tumbler, and

small wireless set which showed a careful

host S !outho t.

Looking a radio it struck Sue that it
Was u.nusuu in but probably quite an
expensive one, she ecided.

Sue left the room then, glad, somehow,
know she had seen it. The knowledge muht
prove useful.

At supper Bob was still puuled and sﬂent
Immediately after supper l\e g:d
sn excuse, and went off B‘muel

Carter glanced at Sue.
Jyou're tired, too, Miss Frensham,"

“I e?ect

mm We're going to be busy in the
Or" »
Sue sald good-night and went up to her

e did not undress. She sat for
some time wondering—dare she go and see
Bob? Dare she renew her efforts to warn him
—to try to help him recover his memory?

“Better not. while the others are still up,”
she thought

She waited—a long time. The minutes
ticked on, and still shc had not heard Samuel
md his cronies come upstairs.

The wind outside moaned, while the snow
particles played on the windows like tiny
fingers soitly asking for admission. What
were lhey doing downstairs, she wondered?

With anxiety spurring her curiosity, Sue at

last crept softly downstairs. The sound of

voices came from the library, and softly Sue
and pee

ped in.
b low, but the rdom
was still snug The lhgnts were still on, and,
seated round the werz Samuel, Link
Edwards, and Norton Wild with—most exira-
ordinary of things—earphones clamped on each
head. She stared in fascination at the un-
expected spectacle. Why on earth were they
listening-in in this old-fashioned way?

Then Samuel spoke suddenly. In a volce
low, tense, and eag

"ﬂf‘““ up! Be's talking in his sleep
aga

mkc an electric shock the truth flashed on

She bered the wireless set on the

2
that?” Samuel said quickly. “I

caught the word °‘will" Now-—listen!” He
leaned forward, holding his breath. “Gosh,
he says, he'll go and get It. He's got the

..gme tou ht with an lrroaisuble lmpul.se to
cry o thiz was ir scoundrelly scheme
—to 1Iaten to the slee] Flnf Boh's unconscious
remarks—to rom them exactly

rPleclc turn to page 317.)
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Is Jack Linton Tryirig To Prevent June From Tracking Down The Frightened

Girl ?

ﬁASE OF THE |
7o/ éz‘e/fea’
&/

A VALUABLE CLUE

UNE GAYNOR, niece and partner of Noel
Raymond, the famous young . detective,
went to Glen Hall to investigate the

mystery of a spectral figure known as the
Green Rajah, who was supposed to haunt
Temple Isle.

June discovered that Colonel Raikes, who
had once owned Glen Hall and Temple Isle,
had hidden a crystal %ob:et which was the key
to the lost secret of the Purple Mountains.
She also found out that the Green Rajah was
after the goblet.

June believed that the Green Rajah was the
trickster who, disguised as Roger Standish,
a friend of her host, had called at Noel Ray-
mond’s London flat and pretended to invoke
her help. With the impostor had been a
frightened girl, and June thought that If she
cculd only discover where this girl lived she
would be able to track down the Green Rajah.

Also staying at Glen Hall was a likeable but
mysterious boy named Jack Linton who did
not seem to want  June on the track
of the frightened girl, but. des lte his efforts
June discovered a valuable clue in an old
cri:m]lne frock—a photograph of the missing
gir]

A REAL clue at last!"™

Excitedly June surveyed the photo-
graph she had found in the pocket of the old
crinoline frock,

There could be no mistaking those dark,
haunting eyes, those pretty, strangely appeal-
ing features. This was a portrait of the girl
who, y{ether with the bogus Mr, Standish,
had visited Noel Raymond’s London flat and
begged June's help.

June’s cheeks reddened as she remembered
how completely she had been tricked, and
yet, illogical though it was, practically all her
anger was centred on the impostor who had
claimed to be the frightened girl’s uncle. He
was the real villain of the plece, she was con-
vinced. He was the scoundrel who was now
posing as the spectral Green Rajah.

But who was the Irightened %J irl? The fact
that her photograph had idden in the
crinoline suggested that at one time she had
lived at Colonel Raikes' old home.
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By PETER LANGLEY

J\me felt her pulses beginning to race.

I can only track down this girl, then
I'll be able to get a real move on with this
case,” she told herself excitedly. * Not only to
bowl out the Green Rajah but solve the whole
mystery."”

She turned over the photograph, and In-
stantly her eyes gleamed with satisfaction, for,
as she had expected, printed on the blank
side was the photogmpher’s name and address :

“H. MA
THE PARROT STUDIO AND , TEA ROOMS,
TARNBRIDGE.”

“So it was a local photographer!” she ex-
claimed. “Good! That simplifies things! I'll
be able to poP in and question Mr. Manning
this morning

At that moment there came an impatient
call from the nearby stairs:

“Hey. buck up, June! Everyone's walting!”

it was Mildred Henley’s voice, and hurriedly
donning her hat and coat, June pocketed the
photograph and made her way down to the
hall, where she found the other youthful
guests gathered all ready for their expedition
to the village. Jack Linton was amongst them,
and as June came hurrying down the stairs
he greeted her with a cheery smile, apparently
having forgotten the embarrassing scene which
had taken place hetween them earlier that
morning

“1 say. where's your scarf?” he asked in
concern. “It's cold enough to freeze a polar
bear outdoors! Here, take mine!”

And he unwound the striped, woolly muffler

around his neck.
‘Oh, I can’'t rob you!"” protested June.
he grinned.

“Piease don't bother.”
“No bother—it's a pleasure,”
"C'int. have our famous detective catching
And he insisted on draping the warm scarf
around her Despite herself, June felt her
heart E What a thoughtful boy he was,
she thought, and then reprovi herself
angrily as she remembered all the incriminat-
l.nf bits of evidence which suggested that Jack
ght be the villainous Green Rajah.
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It was inaeed bitterly cold outside. The
muddy road was irozen hard, and the grey
clouds overhead suggested that snow was on
the way. But they ail thoroughly enjoyed the
long tramp down to the village. Tnere, they
separated, for some wanted to expiore the
ruins of the old castle, others to do shopping.

“Tell you what—we'll all meet for coffee at
eleven,” suggested Milared. ** 'What about the
Parrot Tea rooms?"

Tnere came a cnorus of approval, but Jack
Linton irowned and shook his head.

“NO, not the Parrot,” he saia quekly. “The
Castie Cale's neaps betier. They Dave realiy
(]’;ouhe-s'lllme cakes there. Let’s make it the

asule!”

June shot him a quick glance. Had he any
ulterior motive in not wisning them to visit
the tea-rooms where tne pnotograpner of the
frightenea giri lived? Remembering how
strangely anxious Jack had been that she
saowd not have the crinoline June
cowd not help feeling suspicious. Everything
Jack sald and did seemed w0 conuect him more
and more definitely with the mystery. The
realisation filled her with dismay for, steel
her heart as she would, she could not smother
her grow:ng uking for the boy. If Jack should
gr ve to be the Green Rajah then it would
e & bitter blow to her. ~

“0O.K! The Castle then, at eleven!” Good-
naturedly Mildred smiled, then she turned to
June. *“ You coming with us?” she asked.

June shock her head.

“No, I'm going off on my own, if you don’t
mind,” she said. "“I've got a letiter to post
and one or two other little jobs to do.”

And off she went, heading for the quaint,
whitewashed cottage whnich was the village
post oflice, She bought a book of stamps,
posted a letter to Uncle Noel, then peeped
through the bottle-glass bow window. The
street was deserted; there was no sign of the
rest of the party.

5 ! Now to interview Mr. Manning,”
she told herself.

Having got her directions from the plump,
motherly postmistress, June hurried up the
cobbled street, her head bent against the
bitter, northerly wind. By the church, stand-
ing almost on the edge of the lake, she saw
a rambling, thatch-roofed building, above
whose door hung a creaking slgn embellished
with a vivid green and scarlet parrot.

“That's it!” she exclaimed, and eagerly
entered

The tea-rooms were deserted, but a white-
haired, pleasanti-looking woman in grey, busy
arranging cakes behind the counter, came
hurrving forward as the door-bell tinkled.

“You'll be wanting coffee, I expect,” she
said. “Well, I'm afraid I'll have to ask you to
wait just a little—it’s not quite ready. Come
and sit by the fire.” Bustling forward, she
indicated a comfortabl: armchair. “And
pect you'd like some cakes,” she added.
are all home-made, you know.”

June gave a start, remembering what Jack
had said. It did seem as if his reason for not
wishing them to wisit the Parrot Tea Rooms
had- only been an excuse.

“Yes, I'd like coffee and cakes.,” said June,
unable to resist the appetising smell of the
newly-baked cakes on the counter, “But I
really came to see Mr. Manning.”

The woman nodded.

“My husband It'll be about a photograph,
I expect,” she said. “He's out at the back.
I'll tell him you want him.”

And she bustled away, A minute or so later
a small. wizened-up little man wearing a black
smoking-jacket and a velvet skull cap. ap-
peared in view. He blinked at the girl detec-
tive over the steel-rimmed spectacles perched
on the end of his long nose.

;{‘Y&n- wish to book an appointment?” he
asked.

» With an apologetic smile June shook her
ead.
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“Not exactly. I've come to ask you to help
me. You see, I'm a detective.”

“ A detective, my dear?”

In almost comucal amazement he regarded
her, and June, guessing what he was thinking,
blushed.

“JI—I1 know I'm a bit young,” she said, “but
—but everyone's got to make a start, you know.
It's a girl I've come about. I'm very anxious
to trace her, and I think you can help me.”
As she spoke she took the crumpled photograph
from her pocket. ‘“You took that,” she added,
*“s0 perhaps you remember her.”

The wizened littie photographer took the
photo adjusted Ius speciacies, and
peered at the picture. Anxiously June waited,
and then her heart leapt as he gave a nod.

“Yes, I recognise her,” he said. *I took this
last winter—t'ebruary, 1 think it was. She
was staying at Glen Hall at the time.”

“ At Glen Hall?”

“Yes—just for a few days, she told me. Her
brother was employed there.”

“Her brother?” echoed June excitedly.

Mr. Manning nodaed again.

“Yes; that young fellow there was all the
trouble about Now let me see, what was his
name?” The photographér rubbed his chin
thoughtfully, en smiled. *“ Ah yes, Baring
—Ronald Barings! Everyone thought he was
a nice chap at one time, but a%paren:iy they
were mistaken.” He shook his head gloomily.
“A real rogue, as It turned out—robbed his
employer, that old Colonel Raikes who died
a few months back, you know. He had to.
scoot quickly: in fact, I believe the police are
still hunting him.”

“And what was his sister'’s name?"’ queried
June, a gleam in her eyes, a riot of whirling
thoughts in her brain.

“Eva, 1 think .it was—yes, Eva, that's it
A vefy nice girl. About your age, my dear.
It’s a shame she should have such a rogue for
2 brether.”

“And where did she go when she left Glen
Hall?" asked June eagerly. *“Where does she
live now?”

The wizened 1little photographer again
rubbed a hand thoughtfully across his chin,
and on tenterhooks of suspense the girl detec-
tive waited

Already she had discovered a lot—sufficient
to confirm the startling theory which had been
build up in her mind—but if only she
could cover the frightened girl's present
address, then——

“Then,” she told herself excitedly, “I'll soon
get at the truth. Once I find Eva Baring it
won't take me long to find the Green Rajah.”

TIMELY AID

TO June’'s dismay, Mr. Manning
shook his head.

“I'm afraid I don’'t know
where she lives now,” he said,
and then, as there came the
rattle of crockery and his wiie
entered from the kitchen, he
turned snd beckoned her. “My
dear, this young lady is very

anxious to get in touch with that girl, Eva
Baring. I suppose you haven’t any idea where
she’s to be found?”

“Eva Baring?” repeated Mrs. Manning, and,
laying down the tray containing coffee and
cakes she took the photograph which June
handed her and peered at it. “Why, of
course ! she exclaimed. “That is the girl who
came in here last Thursday to buy some
cakes. We got talking, and I rather gathered
that she is living in a cottage over at Black
Glen."

June’s heart pounded harder than ever. She
felt that she was making thrilling progress:

“And where’s Black Glen?” she asked

eagerly.
aﬁAb%ut two miles from here, my dear—on
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the other side of the river which divides Tarn-
bridge from the next parish. It's a desolate,
rocky valley, but there are one or two cot

scattered about. ﬁ g
t.here you ought to be able y to locate

June thanked bot.h the wom.an and her hus-
band, and when { retired . to the
kitchen she t.houghtful vy sipped her coﬂ’ee. try-
ing to fit in what she d been told with
everything else that she knew about the
strange case.

It seemed fairly clear now that the theory
which Roger Standish had advanced was
correct  All the evidence pointed to Ronald
Baring being the Green Rajah. It was he who
was trying to steal the Crystal Goblet which
formed a vital clue to the Lost Secret of the
Purple Mountains.

here that goblet was hidden and exactly
what the Lost Secret was June had no idea,
and for the moment she did not try to guess.
Her immediate task must be to track down
fpture the Green Rajah, and the best
way of accomplishing that was to discover
where his sister lived, for it seemed evident
that Eva Baring was his confederate

“I must go over to Black Glen this after-
noon and make inquiries,” June told herself
as she helped herself to one of the cakes.

It tasted as delicious as it looked, and as
she nibbled it she thought again of how Jack

tried to put them all off against
patronising the Parrot Tea Rooms, and once
more she speculated as to what part the boy
was playing in the mfs Iy.

As she sat there piecing together the un-
easy thoughts which whirled in her head, she
gave a sudden gasp.

What if the boy she liked and the raseally’
Ronald Baring were one and the same person?

She shrank from the thought, yet she could
not get rid of it. Atter all, the two boys
were abnut the same a and allowing for
disguise . Manning's escript on of Ronald
Barin ﬂtted Jack. en there were all Jack’s
suspiclous actions to be taken into account.

Slowly but surely, June found herself

nodding.

oesn't seem to be any other
explanation,” ‘she whispered. “Yet I can't
believe that he was the ruthless villain who
threatened me on Temple Isle the other

night. .

&'hen another possibility occurred to her.
Suppose Jack was not actually the Green
Rajah but only his confederate! But that
theory did not satisfy her. Besides, to be a
confederate was to be as despicable as to be
the Green Rajah himself.

She was still worrying over the problem
when she left the tea-rooms and made her
way along the street to keep her appointment
with the others. She found them awaiting
her in the Castle Cafe, and Jack pressed coffee
and cakes upon her. He seemed in the highest
of spirits, and as she listened to his joking
comments and realised how opular he was,
June’s heart gave an uneasy leap.

For the first time her detective work was
distasteful to her; for the first time she found
herselr wishing she had never taken up this
case, for she was fearful as to where her in-
vestigations would lead her.

And then angrily she took herself to task.

“You've got a duty to do, and do it you
must. no matter who the Green Rajah turns
out to she told herself fiercely.

And that resolve was still firm in her mind
when they all got back to Glen Hall.

Immediately lunch was over she slipped
away from the others and set off.

The grey clouds loomed lower and lower,
engulfing the mountain peaks, and the wind
cut through her thick coat as she made her
way along the ice-encrusted road.

(;ne of the servants had given her clear
directions, and ten minutes’ hard walking
brought her in sight of the deep, wide river.
The water was frozen over, but guessing that
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wnIk on June
rans; rtﬂble

the ice weould not be safe to
looked about her for the llﬁh
bridge of which the maid had told

Suddenly she saw it, but instead or bel.ng

bleased she stared in' dismay. For the move-

able bridge no longer spanned the river.
Someone had dragged it from its usual place,
and now it stood tilted up on the far bank.
Unless she cared to entrust herself on the
ice, the river was uncrossable.
ﬁneasuf she stared at the frozen water, then
bit her lip
"It doesnt look very safe,” she murmured.
“Oh, bother it! Who can have moved the
blldge? Why should anyone be so stupid?”
As she spoke she took a step forward, mean-
ing. to test the ice with her foot, but
unexpectedly from behind her there came a
warning shout
“I say, look out! That isn't safe'
you want a cold bath, don't risk i
Round she whirled, to give a gasp of sur-
prise as she recognised the slim, boyish figure
that was sauntering forward.
“Jack Linton!"” she exciaimed, and involun-
tarﬂy a gleam of suspicion crept into her eyes.
“What are you doing here?” she asked.
) The boy made a careless gesture with one
"Oh jus g a walk,” he said with an
engag'lng . “Good for the digestion, you
know uppose you're doing the same. Bit of
a comcidence both of us picking the same

pat.h isn't 1
she commented, that

Unless

“It certalm is,”

sus icious look still in her eyes.
ut a bit of luck for you, all the same,”

he went on cheerily. *“ You might have come
an awful cropper if Eoud stepped on to the
ice, ou know. s not nearly strong
enough to bear your welght, and the river's
jolly deep.” He paused and looked pensively
across at the wooden bridge. “Wonder what
ass can have shifted that,” he remarked.

“That's just what I was wondering,” said
June, and her vcice was unusually curt.

Surely it couldn’t be mere chance which
had brought Jack here. Suppose he had
learnt about the lnquj.riea she had made at
the Parrot Tea Rooms Suppose he himself
had moved the brid e—s0 as to  prevent
her from discoverin va Barings home |

Illogically, she herself for her
suspicions and yet she felt she must put them
to the test. She looked across at the red
clay bank of the - frozen river, noticed the
faint trace of footmarks there, then her eyes
swung the boy. in front of her. s
boots had red clay on them!

"I suppose you must have set out just after

" she murmured casually.

e grinned and nodded.

o Yes I must have been following you un-
kxlmw{?gly all the way up heml.:'[’ he agreed.
! w

and his en ga ng grin faded. *“I say, what's
the matter?” he ask

June gave a grim Ia.ugh and that soft spot
she had in her heart for him was suddenly
blotted out by an overwhelming flood of anger.
In red-faced scorn she regarded him.

“Why don’t you admit the truth?” she de-
manded, looking him full in the eyes. “That
red clay on your boots shows you've been

across the river. It was you who moved that
bridge, wasn't it?"
He did not meet her gaze; instead, he turned
away and bit his 1
“But—but  why should I want to do a fool
thing like that?” he muttered.

“Because yeu don’'t want me_ to explore
Black Glen" June retorted. “Because you
want to stop me from tracking down va
Baring!” She realised she was being indiscreet
—but she felt she wanted this boy to k
what she really thought of him. *Well let
me tell you I'm going to Black Glen!
more, I'm going to find Eva Baring whether
you like it or not!™
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As she spoke, she turned and went running
towards the bank.

* 8o !he ice isn't safe, isn't 1t?" plrnted
“Well, we’ll soon see about that! If it'll bear
you, I guess it'll bear me!”

And she went clambering down the bank.
From behind her came an agitated cry!

‘Bmp! June, don't be a little Iooll Come

Bj.u the girl detective paid no heed.

Agnln came that anxious shout, and Jack
himself came running forward.

But already June was on the ice—already
she was racing over it. Not until she was
haliway across did she realise that the ‘boy'a
waming had not been false.

tically she took a wild

Again there came a rending, breaking noise,
and icy-cold water surged over one foot. She
drew back and as she stood there, too fright-
ened to move, she could hear more ominous
cracks; and white lines like forked lighining
appeared on the ice on which she stood.

*Jump for ii—make for that rock'

It was Jack who was shouting,
ing, she saw he was gl inting tawd
nat-r.opped boulder which rose out af
just to her left.

Panting, she half-ran, halr-jumped for it,
and thankfully she fnlned it, there to stand,
marooned in the middle of the river.

JUNE IS GRATEFUL
OH solly now what am I going

Helplesy June gazed about
her, and she could not suppress
a udder as she saw the les
in the ice and realised how
narrow had been her escape.

As she stood there, shivering
in the bifter wind, thare came
a call from the bank, and she saw Jack waving
reaasuringly to her.

“Stay where you are! Don’'t move until I
man..uvre the oridge in position! I know a
way across the river!™

As he shouted the boy went racing along
the bank, then pulled up and crouched with
tense muscles, as if for a spring.

Watching, June suddenly gave an under-
standing gasp. gher up were half a dozen
oither boulders, jutting above the ice like a
Beries of widely separated stepping-stones. By
jumping from one to the other, Jack hoped
to gain the far bank, then push the transport-
able bridge back into place so that she could
clamber n on to it.

But those st.eppms-&‘tones were covered with
a film of slippery ice, and to June they seemed
;ﬁrrlbly far apart. Suppose Jack should

5&\ caught In her breath as he launched
himself from the bank. All her anger against
him had gone. Onece again a flood or admira-
tion for his audacity and courage surged over
her. Whatéver he had done in the past—no
matter how he had tricked her—she could not
forget that this was the second time he had
taken a«daring risk for her sake. .

A Herculean leap carried the boy to the
first boulder. For a moment he swnred flin;
ing out his arms in order to reta %s
balance. then he was jumping again.

To June the suspense was almost unbear-
able She hardly dared watch as he sprang
from stone to stone. One slip and he would
go crashing through the to be swallowed
gg bymt.he fast-running. freezingly cold water

nea

But Jack leapt with the sure-footedness of
a mountain goat. ' His agility was astound-
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ing. And then, even as the thought crossed
June’s mind, her whole body seemed to ?f-ﬂﬂ'-
as he gained the last boulder, Jack had
al.ithered and fallen.

Sl_lscrea.medasshesawmm t the ice;
scre again as she saw
and be engulfed by the dark water.

through
Then she held her breath, fear and anxiety
in her eyes.

's‘

Jack was trying to pull himself out. Be-
neath his eclutcning fingers the i.ee was
crac! and breaking, Time seemed to stand
still. to breathe, she watched

y
that desperate bat e in the water, and then
she gave a gulp of relief. For suddenly the
boy's hand had thrust out, had curied around
feckh Eniieniag, AHEDIAE ey whler, He oy
chat pping icy wal slow
but surely pulied himself out of the river an

mnedtneme:ynltheslwe.
"011 uankznodness"lhewhu?ered.
reaiismx her pent-up he

m.med grinned, and waved a cheery d,
then he was running to where the light. port-
able bridge lay.

Dragging it forward, he sent it shooting
across the broken ice, until at last both ends
were ﬂrmly restin on t.he frozen vpanks,

“Hall Jify—. you a he
ed, a:nd, running over the narrow
he leaned over the rail and helped her up on
to _the bridge.

Fer a moment she clung to his arm,
trembling then, misty-eyed, she gazed at him.

“That's the second time,” she breathed.
“Oh, thank s%al for all you've done. 1 don't
know now I 1 ever be able to repay you.”

He smiled down at her, his dark e€yes very
earnes

e * dont want repaying,” he said grufly. “I
inends.’

nn.Iy want to be
“ F-friends?” she stamin 1 and bit her lip.

Dearly she would have iv..a 10 accept Jack's
friendship, but how could she, kno what
she did? -How could a detective like hersell
evar be friends with a.boy who was Number
One on her list of suspact.u

He grinned a little wryly.

“You think I'm all sorts of a bounder, don't

you?” he said. She did not reply, and he made

another rueful grimace, then his strong fingers
closed over her arm, and again she saw him
regarding her earnestly. "1 don’t suppose
you’'ll believe me,” he declared., “but I'm not
as black as appearances suggest. That Green
Rajah fellow, for instance. I bats him as much
as you do ™

. You—you hate him?"

In startled amazement she surveyed him.
CQuId this possibly be true? But if it was,
then all the disturbing theory she had built up
against him must be wronﬁ

e gasped.

“What do_you mean?’

He shook his head.

“I'm afraid I can't explain. I only ask you
to remember that whatever hanpens I'm your
friend, and * He broke off and ruefully
ran his fingers down his soaking trousers.
“But I'd better get back and ®et changed. I'll
turn into an icicle if T st.sf here much longer.
I suppose that now the bridge is hack in posi-
tion you'll continue with your detective
inquiries. So-long. See you later!”™

He gave her arm a squecze, flashed her
another of those cheery grins she found so
engaging, then went running off down the

road

Wonderingly She watched him go, mixed
emotions warring in her heart. Her detective
sense sternly told her not to be sentimental;
gm her only to pay strict regard to the

denece—and the evidence, it r-minded her,
proved. concluslve!y that Jack Lin‘on was, if
not the Green Ra ah himself. at least a con-
federate of that villain.

But her sense of gratitude and admiration,
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If Sheila Was To Frustrate Corinne’s Latest Trick, She Must Escape Unseen From

The Clubhouse

WILL SHEILA BE DISCOVERED?

HEILA MAYNE lived with her family at the
little Canadian town of Juniper Bend.
The *“Bluebirds,” the skating club to
which Sheila belonged, were anxious to do well
in the forthcoming ice carnival, and impress

Farrell, a film producer, who would be
present .
Sheila possessed a mysterious totem wHich

she bel!eted might be a clue to a store of
hidden gold, but Corinne Lefevre, her skating
rival, and Karl Olsen, Corinne's uncle, were
also out to discover the secret. Sheila had a
however, Red Eagle, a young Red

Red Eagle was outlawed and while escamng
from two mounted policemen, injured his
ankle, so Shella hid him in the loft of the
clubhouse,

To her dismay two bailifl’s men came to stay
in the clubhouse until Sheila's father paid a
debt he owed.

W her young brother Jerry's help, she
decoyed the bailiffs to her home for a meal
and went to visit Red Eagle. When she arrived
at the clubhouse her Redskin helper had dis-
appeared. Corinne and Karl Olsen entered
and Sheila heard them hoist the ladder in
position to climb into the loft. She gave a

of dismay for she did not want to be
iscovered there.

gHEIL& gasped in dismay as she heard

Corinne clambering up the ladder. At all
costs her rival must not discover her up here
in the loft.

Swiftly Sheila concealed the remains of the
food she had brought Red Eagle, then grabbed
up one or two furs and a blanket. Darting
into one of the corners, she crouched down,
covering herself with the furs and blanket.

Next moment the trapdoor opened, and
Corinne’s head and shoulders appeared to
view, Sheila hardly dared breathe, and for
once she was grateful for the darkness.

“What a horrible, gloomy place!” Corinne
called down to Karl Olsen. “There doesn’t
seem to be much here. Keep holding the
ladder till I'm safe inside.”

She had half her body inside the loft when
from below Karl Olsen gave a sudden warning
cry.
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While he steadied the ladder with one out-

stretched hand, he had been keeping an eye
glued to a chink in one of the shuttered
windows of the Bluebirds’ clubhouse.

“Come down at once, Corinne!"” he snapped.
“There's no time to poke about in there.
Someone's coming down the trall—in a sleigh.
I've no idea whom—but we must get out.
Hurry !

Sheila strangled a gasp of heartfelt relief as
she heard Corinne go 'clambering back down
the ladder. The danger was over, and thank-
fully she emerged from her hiding-place. From
below came the patter of footsteps, then the
banging of a door, Corinne and her com-
panion had departed.

Sheila raised the trapdoor, only to discover
that Karl Olsen had removed the ladder. She
was trapped up here! As she stood there,
wondering what to do, she heard new voices,
and hurriedly Sheila reclosed the trapdoor as
two men entered. It was Sweeney and Tucker,
the two broker’s men.

“Well, here we are again!” growled Tucker.
“It's like an ice-box in here. Let’s get a good
fire going and make ourselves comfortable.”

“Swell idea,” agreed Sweeney. “I could do
with some shut-eye. But, I say, I wonder why
that chap Olsen paid us to keep our byes
?pen and to see that no one snoops about in
her

Sheila listened intently, but all further con-
versation was drowned in the noise the men
made as they put logs on the fire and drew
up armchairs Soon they were sitting by the
fire, obviously preparing for a snooze.

Sheila racked her brains desperately. If the
broker’s men were in Olsen’s pay, then it
would be unwise to let th=m know that she
was u? here; but how was she to escape from
the oft without them discovering her
presence?

“There's only one thing for it,” she told her-
self. “I've got to make a rope and shin down
it when they're asleep

Seizing one of the mgsed old blankets, she
managed after a tussle to tear it into strips.
Then she knotted the strips together until
she had made herself a long, strong rope. She
tied one end to one of the rafters, but it was
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some time before she dared carry out her plan.
It seemed ages before the men below fell
asleep, but at last she heard them snoring; so,
raisi the trapdoor, she flung down the ‘free
end of the rope.
“Here goes!” she mmmured. and clamber-
through the
on the rope and slowly

Her heart was in her mouth as she dropped
with a thud to the floor, then tiptoed to the
door, but the broter's men did not awaken.
A few moments later she was safely outside.
It was bitterly cold, and already the moon was
peeping through the clouds.

“Now to get home and get my costume and
skates!” Sheila murmured, as she hurried
round to the shed at the back of the club-
house, where she had left her akis. “I've got
to get to the rink and keep that appointment

with the ph owq;a but won't daddy
be surprised en he learns that I'm going
to be pald for having my photo taken!
Twenty dollars a pose, too! Thank ness
I learnt in time of Corinne's trick to cheat me
of the chance!”

She fumbled for the door-latch of the shed,
and then gave a gasp of alarm, for from the
shadows had darted a menacing figure, and a
gloved hand. gripped her by the shoul er.

“Don't scream or make a sound !” ordered a
menacing voice. “T saw you sneak round here.

I want a talk with you—and I mean to have
the truth!”

OUTWITTING OLSEN

SHEILA, almost startled out of
4 her wits, found herself looking
up into the faee of Karl Olsen,
the rasecally skating ecoach
whom she knew now to be
Corinne's uncle. '
Clapping one hand over her
mouth, Olsen foreed her forward
with the other. As she stru led
vainly, Sheila felt an icy ehill running
her spine. Where was her captor taking her
md what was his motive In acting like this?
“I've got a sleigh waiting by the lake,” Olsen
hissed. “You'll travel with me to a place where
we _can talk without fear of interrupuon."

Desperately Sheila continued to
and at iast she managed to pull her rnouth
away from that smothering hand.

“Let me go!” she panted. “I know all about
jou. You're a spy.and a cheat! Youre really
.(i‘.‘lor-nncq uncle. Let me go! You can’t scare

e!

He glared, tore the scarf from his neck, and
whipped it round her face, hotdmg it tight.ly

“You'll need all your breath w!” he
hissed. “What I want to know from ou
chiefly is where Red Eagle has got to and w
he is doing. You'd best come quietly.”

Sheila bit her lip, then nodded.

“"Ill quiet,” she said, as if humbled and

Olsen released the scarf a trifle, then nodded
ahead. The sleigh was walting, backed against
a row of trees off the lake trail. He helped
her up into it; then, still holding her firmly
with one hand, he turned the horse, so that
it faced in the opposite di ctlon from Juniper
Bend. Sheila rea lsed that she was to be taken
away somewhere, which would prevent her
ever reaching the ice rink in time to pose for
the pubilicity photographs.

She started to cough as the sleigh started
slowly and bent forward. Olsen released his
hold on her, and swiftly she acted. Seizing
the sleigh rug off their knees, she threw 1r.
over his head and shoulders. He gave a wild
vell, and, as he struggled to tear off the
envelo Julng rug, she leapt off the sleigh and
started to run for her life, making for the
nearby woods. But it was not long before
Olsen had stopped the sleigh, jumped out, and
taken up the pursuit. Sheila gasped in alarm

3lo

as she heard his furious shouts, as she heard
him pounding nearer andsnearer.

Then suugdenly he gauled 1up n‘iﬂm a{smucd
cry. Sheila also up in alarm, for from
Bad the long, blood-

rushing after the runaway animal
Sheila seized the opportunitr to put further
distance bet.ween herself har

hendinﬁ the direction ot the ?e But
sudde she became conscious of ootsteps
urntd on her trail. She ted, looked
roun

and caught a low hail Next. moment
a familiar figure loomed into sight.
“Red Ea 1e' ' she called joyously. “You!"
Red Ea bearing a bow over his shoulders,
came up, stlll llmp!.ng a bit.
= “I hope the wolf howl did not scare yow,"

said.
Sheila regarded him in surprise.
“It was you who made that cry!” she

smiled. .
"Yes.iswutheeasiestmofﬂsgmmg
away that scoundrel. But are you right,
Sheila? That villain did not hurt you?”
“No,” she said. “He only wanted me to go
away somewhere and be questioned about you.
Oh, Red Eagle, I've been so worried and upset

about you. Why did you awa

The tall young Redskin shrugged his
shoulders. 2

“Red le left as he hnd work to do—urgent

work. It is done now. the loft there was
a broken akyugnt. boa.rde(l up
instead of glass. opened got out on the
roof, and dropped down to the ground. Then
I made a journey to a friend's to use the
telephone.”

His hand pressed hers.

“You must trust me, as always,” he con-
tinued. “This Iu the most important but most

Fe of all. Nowyoumust.teIRed

Eagle all that is on your mind.”
~She told him hurriedly, glancing at her

watch.

Red Eagle was excited at what she had to
report.

“I knew it!” he cried. “Red Eagle was
Our enemies have two totems and a copiem
your mascot, but they cannnt yet read
right. But what we seek is in Chinook itself
somewhere. But this is bad medicine about
your appointment with the ph.ot.ng'raphers
Corinne Lefevre plans to cheat you

Sheila nodded bitterly.

“I've simply got to get there in time, Red

Recl Eagle gave her shoulder a reassuring

‘Don t worry,” he said. “I have my ice-boat
hidden down at the lake-edgé On it I can
get you quicker to Juniper than any other
way. Now hurry, get what ycu require from
home, and. Red "Eagle shall waiting. He
will tell you where.”

He gave a rendezvous, and Sheila hastened
on up towards the Lodge. She entered the
Ei,té‘:hen and found Jerry alone, reading by the

*“Where you been, sis?" demanded her young
Red le in trouble again?”

brother. "Ia
“Hssh! No!" said Sheila, shaking her head.
“It's me. I've got to run away almost at

once, I'm going posing for an afency at the
skating rink n't tell daddy till I've gone.
I need my bhallet costume and skates. And—oh,
to save time, perhaps yvou'd take me down to
the lake on your toboggan
rgs eyes gleamed.
” he said, jumPing to his feet.

Sheila got her ballet costume and her

skating boots, then she slipped out through
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the back door again, where the toboggan was

waiting.
As Jerry hauled it off, to gain the trail for
the run down, Sheila clutched his arm.

“What did daddy say when he came home?
?" she asked.

“Pretty bad. He's going to sell the club-
house and the ground round it to square the
debt. He says there's no cther way. Norman
Wayne, that cousin who's got a share in the
will, doesn't seem to be bothering much about

., 50 he’ll probably consent if daddy
allows him a half-value out of what the rest
of the place fetches.”

Sheila went white. Then the
were to lose the clubhouse!

But su&)posing she were paid a hundred and
twenty dollars for her poses? That might
stave things off, with what the Bluebirds had
raised and other little sacrifices.

“Hurry, Jerry!” she cried, as he pushed off.
“I need all my time!”

Swoosh !

Off shot the toboggan, bumping and bounc-
ing down the trail. As she clung to it Sheila
was wondering if Red Eagle could get her to
the rink in time. Now, more than ever, she
needed the money offered for the photo-
graphic poses.

Bluebirds

A SURPRISE FOR CORINNE

THE toboggan made the trip in
¥ record time, and at last came
to rest on the lakeside trail.
There Sheila bade her brother
fl towards
the place where she had
arranged to meet Red Eagle,
carrying her costume and her
skating hoots. Her Redskin
friend was waiting for her, and breathlessly

Le clambered aboard the ice-yacht,

Dc(') m.%r‘ou think we’ll manage it?” she asked

y.
“Easily,” he sald. *“You shall be there well
on time.”
As he spoke he pushed off. The sail filled
out, and a moment later they were flashing
over the ice at tremendous spee:

Sheila thrilled. What a joy it would be to
outwit Corinne by arriving on time! And how
surprised and delighted her father would be
if she took home a
dollars !

The small ice-boat careered on, faster, and
still faster. Sheila clung on, a little terrified
sometimes, but secretly admiring the skill
with which Red Eagle handled the craft.

At last they swung in towards the lighted
settlement, whose windows had winked at
them and formed a guide.

'Iggdl%e-b{)at :l;loweccll 1cle:nwn. the sail flopped
as agle released it, and then the e
skidding in to the bank. i

“You will not have far to go now,” said the
young, Redskin softly., “The best of luck! And
if Reg"Eagle knows anything, you need have no
fear of to-morrow, Chinook will remain in
your father’s hands.”

She looked at him quickly.

“What do you mean, Red Eagle?”

He gave a little laugh.

“Remember what I once told you,” he said.
“The wise owl listens, but does not speak
muehx . All will be well. Red Eagle has
spoken.”

He raised his hand in salute.
breathless with excitement, murmured her
thanks, then hurried off in the direction of
the ice rink.

This, of course, she remembered, was the one
nl%n: in the week it was not open for sKating
or hockey. That was probably why it had been
selected by the picture agency.

She hurried so fast that she
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hundred and twenty

suddenly

Sheila, a little .

bumped accidentally into a man in a long
black ‘coat, with a fur collar, who came round
a corner. He wore a short black beard and
dark spectacles, and th= collision caused him
to lose the latter, for they slid right off his
long nose, and it was only Sheila’s gquickness
which enabled her to pick them up before
their owner stamped on them,

“Thanks!” growled the man, accepting
them. “You ought to be more careful where
you're going, you know! That is the ice rink
ahead, isn't it?”

“Yes,” said Sheila. “I'm so sorry I bumped
into you. But there's no hockey or skating
to-night. Nothing for the general public.”

“That's too bad,” said the stranger. “Well,
anyhow, I will have a look at the place.
There's little enough to see in Juniper Bend.
Can’'t even find a decent room in an hotel or
Frivately. Everything’s booked, they tell me,
or this ice carnival.”

Sheila nodded.

“Yes, it's going to be Juniper Bend's big
week,” she declared. “Lee Farrell, a big man
from Hollywood, is coming down to see it.
They say he’s out to find new talent for a
big skating film. It’s made everybody keen
and excited.”

“You're telling me!” growled the bearded
man. “I'm sick of hearing about this guy Lee
Farrell! 1 wonder what makes folks think
that a tin-pot place like this can really
%lnterlest. him, or that he’ll find what he wants

ere ™

Sheila flushed at the
almost rude manner.

“There’s no better winter sports centre in
the whole of Canada!"” she retorted proudly.
“We've lovely scenery. winter sports
weather, a splendid lake, bob runs, ski slopes,
and all anybody wants. And the girls and
boys* here are really keen. And some of them
can skate!”

She tossed her head at him.

“And some of the 1s are really pretty, too,”
she finished. “Not like some of those made-up
Hollywood stars, either They're natural, and
healthy looking and—and sensible !”

The stranger chuckled. The light of a lamp
at the entrance to the k was shining
directly on Sheila’s vivid, protesting face.

“Well, well !” he said, with a laugh. “Yo@®
certainly stick up for the home town. But
prettiness is not what counts at Hollywood,
they tell me. You've got to be photogenic.”

“Photogenic?” repeated Sheila slowly,

“Yes, it's a blg word that means the camera
reproduces you well. In other words, you
breathe your personality on the screen, just
don't look like the girls on candy-boxes or
cosmetic ads. You look really alive.”

Sheila started. Here she was wasting her
time with a stranger when every moment
counted !

stranger’'s abrupt,

THEIR HELPER IN THE
SCARLET CLOAK

By
ENID BOYTEN

This enthralling story of school
life and mystery will appear com-
plete in next Friday’s
GIRLS" CRYSTAL
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“l must go now,” she sald. "I take the
private door. The one you should go to is
the main entrance. Good-night!” .

“Good-night 1" the bearded man called after
her, peerlng through his dark glasses.

Sheila gained the private door, entered, and
almost immediately saw one of the attendants,
who recognised her at once.

“Ah, Miss Mayne! You've come for the
oses, We've been expecting you and Miss

fevre. Just go to your usual dressing-room.
The cameramen are on the ice already, wait-
ing for you.” =

“Thanks!"” said Sheila, and hurried off,
aenﬁagnwn to know that she had arrived well
on e.

In her dressing-room she changed into her
simple but well-cut costume, and carefully
arranged her hair,

Very carefully she put on her skating boots
and walked out into the rink. The camera-
men, two of them with one assistant, had
already set up their cameras, and werful
lights had been focused on one patch of ice
at the end of the rink.

There was no sign of Corinne yet, and Sheila
felt secretly pleased. Screwing on her skates,
she advanced towards them.

“You're Miss Mayne,” sald the assistant,
moving towards her in his goloshes. “I recog-
nised you from the ice-ballet photographs.
Your friend has not arrived yet, so we will
start with you"

He led her towards the cameras, and there
}.lhe three men explained what was wanted of
er.

“We want something lively, graceful, and
natural for posters, souvenirs, and other
Publlcuy work for the carnival,’” sald the man
n charge. “First of all, you'll go right round
%qhe lﬂ'pk' then come at speed towa Camera

s P 0%

He indicated it, and Sheila speeded round
the rink. As she had been instructed, she took
a sharp turn a few yards from the camera and
passed it, which brought her close to the rail
round the seating accommodstion.

A solitary figure sat there, who now raised
"B?:“dl and waved it at her, and shouted a
e vo!"

Sheila flushed, recognising the bespectacled
and bearded stranger.
~But she forgot all about him in the intrica-
cies of her next tasks. e cameramen were
thorough, and, though Sheila did not quite
understand all their technical language, she
realised what they were after.

She went from pose to pose, then was asked
to figure with the spotlight on. Out to do
her best, Shella lost herself in the swing and
rhythm of skating.

Her graceful young figure lent itself easily
to everything she did. As she spun round on
her last turn, one leg stretched out behind
her, ht;ne cameramen took several more photo-
graphs,

“Splendid ! said the boss. “That last pose
was just the thing for a poster,' Miss Mayne.
Here's your fee—a hundred and twenty dollars.
If we copyright them you'll get an additional
sum later on.”

Shella, flushed with delight, took the money,
was

and thanked them. Then, just as she
leaving the vink, she saw Corinne appear in
a brand-new outfit, take the lce, then stare
at her and stop, on her face a baffled look
of surprise and amazement

“Hallo!"” said Sheila gaily, as she flashed

ast. “I was here early, Corinne. Must hurry

ome now.”

Corinne Lefevre gasped and stood speech-
less. The look on her face, the chagrin, dis-
appointment, and baffled that showed
for a moment made Sheila thrill with triumph.

She had foiled her enemy. Now the sooner
she got home the better. But, outside, she
remembered Toddles, and went first to Dr.

n

Luke's nursing-home. The nurse told her he
would be able to go home in a few days now.
Sheila hugged him, and then dashed off,

On the way home .she thrilled at the
prospect of pouring her little bundle of dollar
notes into her father's lap. She had hired a
pair of skis at the rink, and, stacking them
outside the door, she entered the house and
ran stratiht. for the studio.

Her father jumped away from his easel when

she appea and thrust out the bundle of
dollar " bills.
“Look, daddy !"” she gasped. “I got this for
. We don't have to sell out the old
shack ::g;vs We can manage—this'll help us
scraj ugh.”
St?ee pantetf out her story. He stared, then
hugged her. g !
“Sheila, you've bpeen a treasure, a brick!”
he said Io:iﬂy. “But you're just a little too

I've had a trunk call my agents.
I've sold out—everything! We're due to clear
oué at the end of the month!”

he stared at him, 'ide-ey% 1]
“Sold out!” she i to? g
“Norman Wayne,” said her father. “The

cousin we've never seen. He wired my agents.
He’s munf over the Lodge, the clubhouse,
everything "

Another thrilling instalment of this fine serial
wi"nlpp::r in next Friday's GIRLS' CRYSTAL.

THE CASE OF THE
FRIGHTENED GIRL

{Continued from page 308.)

on the other hand, a that a boy who
could be so brave and valrous as Jack had
slﬁ?vgn la llf w be ‘couldn’t possibly be a
thief and a plotter.

Feeling disturbed and bewildered, she walked
off the bridge. Somehow she had no desire to
continue her detective mission. She would
visit Black Glen another day, she told herself.
She gained the bank, then stopped, her atten-
tg:: I:tt.taft.ed by something bright and gay
that lay there. )

It was a woolly scarf—ihe scarf which Jack
had insisted on her wearing only that morning.
Before attempting his hazardous jump from
stepping-stone to stepping-stone he had
pulled it off and thrown it down. Now, for-
gotten, it lay there, reminding her of the
mystery boy's thoughtfulness.

Stooping, she picked it up, and then she
gave a gasp, for something else lay there in the
mud. A letter! It must have been Jerked
from Jack's gockez when he had pulled off the
scarf, and the name on it seemed to rise up
and hit her between the eyes.

“MISS EVA BARING.”

Here was ?root positive of Jack's connection
with the girl whose rascally brother, June was
convinced, was the Green Rajah!

What of Jack's earnest plea now? How could
she square his recent protestations with this
startling discovery?

Picking up the letter, she regarded it hesi-
tatingly. She was loath to pry into Jack's
correspondence. After all he had done for her,
somehow, 1t seemed treacherous. And yet the
contents of this letter might solve all her
doubts—might tell her the truth about ,the
Green Rajah!

“I've got to read it,” she whispered, and, with
fingers that quivered, she pulled out the folded
piece of paper it contained.

Make sure you don't miss a word of next Friday's
splendid chapters of this thrilling serial.
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This Week Sally & Co. Have Another Battle Of Wits With Their Tyrannical New

Housemaster

NOT SUCH FUN

ONSIEUR BRIGGS will next address us
in French,” laughed Sally Warner, pop-
ping a rakish French topper on
Johnny's head. ;

“ Merci beaucoup et bon soir, la, la!” Johnny
Briges gabbled, giving what he thought were
delicate French gesticulations of the hands

* Senor Briggs will now oblige in Spanish,”
chortled Sally, deftly exchanging Johnny's
topper for a sombrero.

“La Rosita—bambino—toreador—matador—
Barcelona,” rattled off Johnny, and neatly
dodged a shower of hot chestnuts aimed by
Don Weston.

“No bouquets yet, please!"” begged Sally,
diving into the college prop basket for another
change of headgear

The time was evening in Roxburgh Co-ed
College—the scene was J House community-
room. All had been a hive of industry until
Don Weston sailed in gleefully with a sack of
chestnuts. Then books had been thrown on
one side,

Fay Manners and Bunty Shane had made a
swoop for the chestnuts and the roaring fire.
Twenty of their housemates had joined in the
scrimmage.

Sally hadn't time to get a look In, being
marconed on the stage at the other end of the
room sorting out a basketful of theatrical
props.

Johnny had been busier than anyone else,
studying for -the big languages exam with a
serlousness that no longer fitted the atmo-
sphere. So Sally had taken him up on to the
?htform to be her willing stooge in a bit of

“Herr Briggs will now perform in German,"
she cried, planking a feathered trilby three
sizes too small on Johnny's head. -

“Ja, ja. donner und blitzen und ham-
burger und sauerkraut.” jabbered Johnny—
and -was_interrupted by a thin peal of mock-
mg laughter from a girl who had just stepped

It was Sadie Flynn. Her iaugh had an edge
on it. Her doll-like face was twisted into a
grgvoking look of mock-pity as she gazed at
ohnny

* Honest, Johnny Briggs, you're much funnier
than you think you are,” she pealed. *“D’you
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mean to tell me you're really thinking of going
in for the languages exam?

The fun in Johnny's eyes changed to a glint.

“Is that Sadie Flynn down there, Sally?” he
asked. “I thought she was putting flowers on
old Gritty's desk.”

A roar of laughter went up from J House,
Everyone knew how Sadie was toadying to Mr.
Grittal, the new professor in charge of the
House, Everyone had seen her fussing round
him, hainding him his books and papers when
he came into lecture hall, even winning for
herself a beaming smile from his hard, over-
bearing countenance,

“I've been translating some Greek for Mr.
Grittal, if you want to know—hc's coaching me
specialiy for the exam.” retorted Sadie. * All
you re thinking of, Johnny Briges, is the cash
prize.'

“Sure! I can do with that hundred dollars!"”
nodded Johnny.

It was a handsome sum—a hundred dollars
—awarded each year by the colleze governors
to the winner of the languages exam Johnny
was certainly working hard for it., And, as
Sally & Co, well knew, he was sublimely con-
fident of winning it.

“Funny thing,"” said Sadie, “I dreamt I saw
the results last night, Johnny Briggs. and your
name was top of the lot.”

“ An omen, obviously,” smiled Johnny.

“But it turned out I was holding the list
upside down,” went on Sadie, “ and really your
name was bottom.'

That was too much for Johnny. He heard
the laugh go against him, and he came striding
indignantly down from the platform, still wear-
mg the absurd little trilby,

‘Look here, Sadie.” he began heavily, "“you
may think you're very c:ever and very funny,
but I can assure you I've put in as much work
over this exam as you have. Perhaps mare.
In fact——"

A dry eough at the door made Johnny break
off. Sally swung round, and she saw Mr.
Grittal stride in sardonically. She guessed that
Sadie had expected him. and had deliberately
provoked this little scene

“Really, Briggs, your boasting is Preposter-
ous!” he snapped, his expression cutting, “I
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¢ould not believe my ears when I walked into
this room. You are not only a clown——"

Too late Johnny remembered comic
gllbg In crimson mortification he whipped

0,

“You are also an incorrigible slacker!"
accused Mr. Grittal. * No doubt the languages
examination appeals to you on account of the
money prize ofered. But you have never given
five minutes’ serious study to languages or to
anything else.”

* Oh, sir, that isn't fair!” cried Sally, echoed
vigofously by Don and & dozen others.

Mr. Grittal raised his hand for silence. He
had only come to J House a week ago. He
hadn t yet learnt that Johnny, despite his little

ts and his fun, was one of the Kkeenest

age students in the house, and that he

put in many hours of study for the forth-
coming examination.

*Well, 1 am taking the language class myself
on Thursday, Briggs,” he said icily, *and I will

set you a t.est paper
And Johnny steadily

ank sir!”
acce t,ed the ch.allenge
u will have two whole days in which to
devot.e your great mind to it,” went on Mr,
Grittal with ponderous sarcasm, “and .on
Thursday we shall see the result. I hope you
will not regard it as too easy a test for your
immense ability, Briggs. I shall set the same
paper to Miss Flynn—excellent student that
she is—and the other entrants!”

“I'll be glad to do it, sir,” said Johnny,
breathing hard.

Sadie’s taunting smirk incensed him more
than Mr. Grittal's sarcasm. She changed it
quickly to a fawning smile now, for Mr. Grittal
}vas ll;ﬁn;]ldlng her the translations she had done
or

*This work of yours is excellent, Miss Flynn
you will see my comment upon "it,” he sald

“Now, if you will please come to my s tudy, 1
will furnish some work for Briggs.”

Sadie followed him out demurely, taking care
to leave her translation where Johnny could
see it. Attached to it was a sheet of paper
across which Mr. Grittal had written in his
pompous way:

“This meets with my approval—H. H. G.”

*He'll meet with an accident one of these
days!” blazed Johnny. *“Calling me a slacker!
Holding me up as a clown in front of Sadie
Flynn, and making her snigger at me! I'll—"

‘You'll get the laugh of them both on
Thursday. Johnny,” consoled Sally.

i e if threw out the challenge and it'll
be a Wa k-over for you, old lad. Have some
chestnuts,” said Don

A shower of hot chest,nuts helped to restore
Johnny's good humour, but he was restless.
‘While he munched he doodled with his pencil.

“1f anyone beats you in the exam, Johnny,
it won't be Sadie Flynn, anyhow,” declared
Pat Waters, who slept in the same chalet as
Sadie. *“ She doesn't do half the swottlng you
do, even if she pretends— Pat dis-
so!ved into a yel of laughter Look every-
body! Look who Johnny’s drawn!”

S?:lly led the rush to see Johnny's handi-
wor

It was Sadie’s face to the very life that
Johnny had drawn—Sadie Flynn smiling
simperingly from ear to ear—and he had drawn
it boldly across the pnper that bore Mr.
Grittal’'s pompous commen

“It's like her, isn't it?" he grinned.

“It's a wow!” velled J House.

“Hide it quick-—here she comes,” gurgled
Slalgi and slipped the drawing under the table-
cloth.

Sadie came smugly back into the room. If
she noticed the mirth and suspected that it
might be against herself, it didn't shake her
comnlacency. She was carrying a sheaf of
papers.

“These are the test papers for Thursday,”
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she announced, distributing them gleefully
amongst the exam entrants. “Here's yours,
Johnny Briggs.”
" Have you gt your own?" Johnny asked
her 1ml e seized the paper,
ank you!” nd Sadie’s long eye-
“And I shan't need your help
with it either.”

“No—not while you can get it from old
Gritty,” said Johnny.

For the next two days he worked like a Trojan
on that test paper. Sally & Co. helped him by
makmg every other _task they could off his
hands. Theg were determined he should
the test with flying colours. Mr. G
called him a_ slacker, and Mr. Grlttal sh.outd
eat that word.

Thursday morning came, and all the papers
were collected.

Sally & Co. were not taking part in the
languages exam, but they turned up for the
class just the same. They sat happl beside

Johnny, who was looking pleased with him-
self, e knew he had mastered every word of
that very difficult paper.

“So far the only worthy result is frofm Miss
Sadie Flynn,” rittal was sa{lnlg and he
reached for the next paper. “Ah ay atten-
tion, everybody!” And a cutting edge came

into’ his voice. * Now we have the work of a
declared expert. Br
‘' Here, sir!” And ny walked conﬁdentl!’

out to the rostrum.

“You seem very well satisfled with your
effort, Briggs!” observed Mr. Grittal, wavinz
the folded paper at him

“Well, I don’t think it's too bad,

“I'm glad to hean it!" And Mr Grl.ttal
smi]ed ?cldly “I hope I shall be equally
sat

W‘,lth heavy humour he made a great show
of putting on hig spectacles, then ponderously
he unfolded the paper.

Next second he almosr. exploded with rage.
- lgB 1'ggs' ke thundered. “How dare you,

riggs !

It was no test paper he was brandishing
furiously in his hand. It was the drawing of
Sadie Flynn with her preposterous, simpering
smile, and below it was the inscription written
and initialled by Mr. Grittal himself:

“This meets with my approval—H. H, G.”

Johnny saw it and clutched feebly at the
desk in horror. The class saw it and let out
a convulsive roar of laughter.

“Pipe down” hissed Sally, but she knew
she was too late

Mr. Grittal was a just man according to his
own lights. To charge him with favouring one
of his students, favouring Sadie Flynn, and
then to ridicule him for it, was more than he
would ever forgive.

“Did Fou &Jerpetrate this, Briggs?" he asked,
his face 1

“I1—I drew it, yes, sir, but—but somcone else
has swop};led it over for my t-test paper——"

“That is enough, I will have no more of your
foolery!” Mr. Grittal cut in harshly, “You
have wasted your time like the born slacker
you are, Briggs, but yoli shall not waste the
examiners' time. 1 refuse, finally and abso-
lutely, to enter your name for the languages
examination!"

THE LOST CHANCE

SOMEHOW, BSally !iel{)ed Johnny
to control his feelings during
that terrible morning session.

As soon as It ended. he
hurried out with the others,
ahd then determinedly he took
up his position outside the door.

“You come with me and we’ll
think of something, Johnny.”

Sally tried to coax him. "It's no use waiting

fgr old Gritty and trying to argue it out with
IR
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“T'm not waiting for Gritty!” hissed
Johnny. “I'm waiting for Sadie Flynn. She
collected the papers this morning. She’s the
one who worked this on me!”

*1 dare say she did,” agreed Sally, who hadn’t
the s!ighwst doubt it was Sadie. “But you'll

never be able to prove it.”
“I'm going to make her admit it,” insisted
Johnny. *“Just wait till—"

And at that moment the door opened and
Sadie came out—with Mr. Grittal. She was
talking to him earnestly about French verbs.
One shocked look she gave Johnny. Then,
still lisping questions, she passed down the
passage towards Mr. Grittal’s stul ﬂg
‘Well, can you beat that?” howled Johnny.
“She's beaten me this time. But just let her
wait! Does she think I'm going to be struck
out of the exam after all the swotting I've
done? My uncle will have a blue fit if he
hears about this.”
your wool on, Johnny—I've thought
of something,” Sally whispered in his ear, and
mysl:erlously she hurried out across the

Pus.

She was determined to get Johnny reinstated
in the exam somehow. Whether he won the
hundred dollar prize or not was of least im-

rtance. But he'd got to have his chance.

e'd got to win hunours languages. His
g:c[ite demanded it, and his future depended

A sure instinct led Sally straight now to the
community-room. Where had she hidden that
d.rawlng the other evening? Under the table-
cloth. If Sadie had found it there, wherar‘wuuld
Sadie have hidden Johnny's test-paper? Why
not in the same pl.we? It would such a
simple, mocking chnnge make—and who was
to prove it against

Sally lifted the ta.biecloth—-—and there it
was ! .‘loh.nny's teat-paeﬁegr
She seized it delightedly, grabbed a
trowel from the garde -chest and sailed off
to the dean's garden. had been digging

imaginary weeds for about five minutes
w en the dean saw her from his window. Out
he came lg good humour. He thanked
Sally for her thoughtfulness, and very soon
she turned the subject round f.o Johnny Briggs
and his interest in languages.

*Yes, if young Briggs has any special talent,”
agreed ‘the dean, “it is in languages.”

“1 was looking at thls paper he did for
lessons this morning, sir,” sl Bal.ly. pro-
ducing Johnny's test-paper. "I do
marvellous. I wish I could do as well.”

The dean went carefully through Johnny's
paper.

:o:)d 2By 'I he l:ept say "Y;.:.s very
n 'm surprised put
some hard work into this.”

“He's been working up till ten o'clock the
last two nights, sir,” Sally said earnestly.
“He'd set his heart on the big exam, and I
thought he had a jolly good nce of win-

nln
th %dh yes, Briggs should do very well,” agreed
e an.

“That's what I thought, but—well, I didn't
mean to tell you, sir,” sighed Sally. averting
her eyes, “but there's been a little misunder-
standing, and I don't think Johnny will sit-for

the exam now."”
“But he must! I insist on it!"” the dean ex-

claimed. “I can’t have one of my best students
drooping out of the exam. t is the matter
with Briggs? Is he oﬁended plqued about
something?™

“There was a little misunderstanding. sir.”
Sally said carefully—" with Grittal. He
doesn't know Johnny Briggs as we do. And
they had a bit of a disagreement this morn-

And Mr. Grittal said he wouldn't enter

Briggs mustn't take offence so
stunidiy Mr. Grittal didn’t mean it.” put in
the dean earnestly. *“Please, Miss Warner, go
and tell Briggs to forget all about it. I will
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speak to Mr. Grittal, We both want to see
Briggs nc;r. only entering the examination, but

“Oh, thank you, sir!” And Sally scuttled
off in secret glee to tell Johnny.

She found him at last in the college caféteria,
where he had succeeded finally in tracking
down Sadie Flynn. Sadie was sitting up at the
counter eating chocolate ice fudge and enjoy-
ing it. Johnny, red in the face, was storming
accusations at her which she appeared not to
hear. And motherly Mrs. Barwell, leaning over
the soda fountain, was trying earnestly to
pa,clfy him.

“Come, come, Mr. Johnny, no one would

play you an unkind trick, and I'm sure Miss
Sadie wouldn't

“As if 1 could!” shuddered Sadie.

“You don't deceive me!” Johnny 5L0rmed

“So0 don't bother to waste your charm!”

Sally hadn't time to reach them, for at that
moment a heavgl figure stro.e into the
caféteria. It was Mr, Grittal. What the dean
had said to him Saliy could oniy imagine. But
the look he gave both herself and Johnny
would have frozen the Mississippi.

" Briggs,” he said in smothered tones,
“against my wishes it has been decided that
you shall enLer after all for the l-l-languages
examina !

Johnny let out a wild whoop.

“Who fixed——"

But Johnny's suddenly beaming face was
more than Mr, Grittal could endure. He
turned with a guiver to Sadie Flynn, thrust-
lng a paper into her hand.

*There is the amended list, Miss Flynn.
Kindly put it up on the notice-board.” And
in strangled wrath he made for the door.
“Mind you are not late for art classes this
afternoon, Briggs—or you, Miss Warner!"”

Sadie's face was a study as she gaped at
the paper he had given her. Johnny's name
was there again in the entrants’ list, written
in Mr. Grittal's own handwriting.

“I—I can’'t make it out,” she stuttered.

“Can’t you, Sadle—t.hen you won't be much
good at languages,” Sally said brightly. " Look.
B-R-I-G-G-S. Briggs!"”

“Y-yes, b-but——" And strangely inarticu-
late for once Sadie slid down from her stool
and departed to gut the list up in hall,

Johnny whirled Sally in a dance all round
the caféterin when he lea.rnt. what had
happened.

“ Six ice-cream fudges for Sally, Mrs. Barwell
—make it seven!” he yelled.

“No time, Johnny. I want to go and make

myself beautiful. The dean’s cr\ming along to
old Gritty's art class to-day,” laughed Sally.

It was an hour later, after lunch. when Mr.
Grittal came out of the desn’s quarters and
called his House to assemble. He looked com-
posed now, and important. The dean was with

Lh:u: up in an orderly manner.” he said. as
chattering groups came tumbling out of the
chalets. the caféteria. and even swinging down
from the trees which fringed the campus.
“Silence, please! Young ladies—N\iss Warner
—stop talking! The dean and I will lead, and
we will R;oceed fo the art-room in a dignified
order. iss Flynn, have vou brought the
drawing instruments I asked for?"”

“Yes, Mr. Grittal, I have evervthing here,”
simpered Sadie, who was carryinz his instru-

" ments for him in a beautiful moroccan case

bearing his initials. ol
“Thank you, Miss F‘lvnn'
bowed to her graciously.
cerd with due decorum.”™
With due decorum—solemnly exaggerated
by everybodv—J House set oT in procession to
the art-room, a separate buildine from the
college, situated at the far end of the eampus,
Sally and Fay and Johnny and Don wa'ked
tozether, all imitating Mr. Grittal's pompous

ait.
¥ As Mr. Grittal stopped before the door of
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‘Now we will pro-



the art-room, his voice came clearly back to the

chums.

"I think you will agree with me, sir, when
you see the results.” he eaid confidently, +I
can always tell a pupu who is really interested
in lan He turned the key in the lock
andkﬂung open the door. Then he lurched

A cry of horror came from the dean.

“What is this—this outrage

Sally and her chums pulled up petrified in
the doorway, the whole House gaping aghast

begind tl%gdm dressed effigy of Mr. Grittal
n -up o r.
s!.cvod'xu in the centre of the art-room. It was a
lifesize marble statue—a valuable model. But
it had been dressed now in a tattered old pro-
fessor's gown and battered mortar-board. It's
face was painted in a cruel but unmlst.akable
caricature of Mr. Gmta,tl;eat.?se eyes puckered as
s

if weeping. Painted were t.reammg
down the cheeks. In one hand it held a
handkerchief. In the other hand it held the

amended examination list, with the name
savagely rewritten by Mr. Grittal where it had
been crossed out: “J BRIGGS.”

A kind of gasping laugh burst involuntarily
from J House—then a dreadful silence as Mr.
Grittal raised his hand, pointing in trembling
accusation at Johnn{ra.

“B your dol

riggs! So this —your threat
to pay me out!”" And he turned quivering to
the dean. *“You would have spared me this

humiliation, sir, if gou had upheld my decision
to strike Briggs out of the examination.”

“I—" Johnnf had been stunned: now
he burst out wildly: “I didn't do it, sir.
You'ré not accusing me——"

He broke off, staggered, as the dean reached
white-faced for the paint-boxes on the bench,
opening the one marked J. Briggs. The brushes
were newly wet with paint.

“ Are these your brushes, Briggs?" he asked
with dangerous quiet.

“ Yes, sir, uL—

*“ Have you seen that amended list before?”
And the dean indicated relentlessly the paper
in the hand of the statue.

“ Briggs was present 'él:ie%al I handed it to

Lﬂbs Flynn!" rasped Mr, t
“Why, so he was!” Sadie Flynn said as if
just recollecting. “I1 pinned it up on the
notice-board in hall, Mr. Grittal, but I didn’t
dream that anyone had taken it down.”
Sally .gazed at her in flashing suspicion, but
somehow she bit back the hot words on h

accuse Sadie Flynn, Sadie was the last girl in
mfl house whom Mr. Grittal would believe
gu

'I‘he art class is cancelled; the room will
be locked up_until further orders,” the dean
said in a trembling voice. “ You, Briggs. will
take no part in the languages examination or
any other studies. You are suspended until I
have decided how to deal with you

THE GIVE-AWAY

ONLY one face was missing from
J House as they swarmed into
lecture hall next morning, and
that face was Johnny's.

They were greeted with great
their assembled
House, who had

eard with glee nll about the
effigy of Mr. Grittal, and were

still ;limrtlmg about it now before Mr. Grittal

“Where's Briggs?"” asked Nat Piggot mirth-
fully. * Doln any more work.s of art?”

Sal{:l n nudged each other, as if this
were the signal for some secret plan, and Sally
walked straight across to Nat Piggot and faced
him challengingly.

“Who said Johnny did it? Johnny
had nothing to do with it!" she said in ring-
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lng tones. “What's more, he's on a clue, and
mg to prove who did do it.
ow's that, Sally?” came an eager buzz
of voioes from both Houses. =
“Well, I'll tell you,” Sally sald mu-e(uuy.
retending to watch Nat Piggot. *The real
faper whoever it was, put a torn handkerchief
n the guy's hand. Johnnghs found the other
art of that hanky—and there’s a bit of an
tial on it. Now all he’s got to do is to grab
that hanky from the guy, match the two f:rt,s
together, and he’ll know who the culprit is by
“Yes, but he can't get at the guy, Sally. The

the initials.”
art-room'’s locked up,” came an excited chorus

from J House.
“Oh, yes, he can!” Sally confided breath-
lessly. *“Johnny's going to wait till one

o’clock, when the coast. is clear and everybody's
at lunch. Then he's going to nip along to the
art-room and climb in t.hmugh the - back
window. He’'ll get that hanky as sure ag—"

She broke off just in the nick of time. A
heavy step sounded at the door, and Mr Grittal
entered in a perfect hush.

“The silence is so sus lctous. ‘gouna ladies

and gentlemen,” he said you have

even forgotten to wish me sood—m

H“ Good-morning, sir!”  thundered both
ouses,

hank you, I am not deaf.” And then Mr.
Grittal’s face relaxed into a solitary smile for

Sadie. *“Miss ﬂynn t.hought you promised
to shm-pen f for me?
“Oh! 'm SOrry,

Mr. Grittal!” said Sadie,
unusuany ﬂustered and hurried across to his

esk.

Mr. Grittal beamed at her, a glance wmd!
assured her she could do no wrong, then he
proceeded to address the class on botany.

It was one of Ballys favourite subjects, but

this morning her mind was tncnned stray.
The only plant she was thinking of m the
plant t Johnny. Unless his innocence

were proved and the real culpru nailed, the

consequences to him would be serious. His

uncle was a hot-tempered man, and would be

E.:‘f"m uforanyreason.!ohnny failed to

e e

Half-way through the morning, pleading
slipped out of lecture hnll She

thirst, Sally
found Johnny mooching restlessly about the
grounds.

“Everything's going to be all

right,
Johnny, I'm sure it is,” she comforted him,

hemg disn a mysterious whisper: “I've sown
t seeds.”
e It'esdthe waiting that beats me, Sally,” he

groan
“Won't be long mnow,” breathed Sally.
bt Notkung'e going to beat you, Johnny, if o
this stunt.comes off.”
After a few more words to him, back she
went to lect.ure hall, and under cover of the
desk she wrote a note for Do

“No time to lose. Just seen Johnny. He
wants us to keep cave outside art-room
directly after lecture. Back window only
way in. Risk must be taken. Desperately-
urgent to get handkerchief from statue,
gilciuse no other clue can prove anything.—

Folding the note in her hand, Sally leaned
sideways in an effort to slip it across to Don
Perhaps it was Mr. Grittal's eyes that dis-
concerted her, but in that very moment, while
he was watching her, Sally dmﬁuped the note.
Mr, Grittal swooped upol a hawk.
His eyes positively glittered as he read its

message.
“1 see!” he sald in soft but remorseless ex-
citement. *“So Briggs is now going to defy the

dean’s orders! into the art-room!
See] to remove a clue that would betray the
guilty one utterly! Let me thank you, Miss
Warner, for this t,imely information!™

(Pléase turn to the back page.)
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what they wanted to know about the missing
will. She saw Samuel Carter suddenly rise.

“Come on,” he said softly. “He’s moving.
We've got to see what he does. I'm pretty
certain he's going to walk in his sleep—and
that means he’s going to the spot where the
will's to be found.”

His hands went up to remove his earphones.
And then, in a flash, Sue came to herself. She
saw that if she- was to save Bob’s secret, she
must act at once. And there was only one
way for her to act. She must prevent Bob
from entering the curio-room, from unlocking
that fatal cupboard.

In a flash she had turned, and, holding her
breath, was speeding silently up the stairs
again,

She raced past her own room, and, darting
along the other corridor, found herself at the
door which gave access to the darkened
turret. Two and three at -a time she leapt- up
the stone stairs that led to Bob’s room, and
on to the landing. At the same time she
saw, to her chilled horror, that the light
streamed out from Bob’s bed-room. Bob had
already left his room.

She " skimmed on to where the passage
branched into another, thus forming three
separate thoroughfares. And, turning the
corner, she came upon Bob as slowly, almost
statuesquely, he walked down the corridor.

Behind her she heard soft footsteps ascend-
ing the stairs.

For one frantic moment she hesitated.
What should she do? She had heard that
the sudden awakening of sleep-walkers might
be dangerous—espccially to someone who was
suflfering from loss of memory as Bob -vas.

Anxiously she tiptoed after him. And then
she saw in his hand the gleaming key.

“Bob !” she breathed, in an agony of appre-
henston.

She pressed on. Now she was near him,
almost touching him. Bob did not hear, was
quite unconscious of her nearness. Almost
like a clociwork figure he continued to glide
on, heading for the curio-room.

Suddenly Sue stretched out a hand. With
her breath held, and her heart ceasing to beat,
her fingers fastened upon the key. For one
instant she felt the pressure of the sleep-
walker's fingers tighten, but only for an in-
stant. Them gently she had taken the key
from the sleep-walker’s grasp, and, leaving
Bob walking on, she turned round.

Now, what should she do?

Bob, she knew, would continue to walk
on to the curio-room, and if sSamuel! an-
others caught him there, it would give them
their first big clue, might lead to a complete
ransacking of the room, which would inevit-
ably reveal the thing they sought. They
must be turned away from there, somehow—
must never guess the destination for which
Bob was bound. ¢

All in a flash that shot through Sue’s mind.
With her one aim only to preserve Bob's
secret, she flew back into the passage which
contained Bob's room. Brain working like
lightning, she suddenly reczalled the legend
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of tilfée turret ghost—and immediately she had
an idea.

‘She found herself by the airing cunboard
next to Bob's room. Swiftly she flung open
the door and snatched out 2 sheet. In one
moment she had feverishly shaken it out;
frantically she flung it over head and
shoulders. And then as the head of Samuel
Carter appeared above the stairs, she wildly
fluttered her hands, at the same time giving
vent -to a ghostly, long-drawn-out cry:

*0Qo-00-00h I §

Samuel Carter stopped, his jaw gaping for

an instant.

“O—o——oh!” Sue groaned again, drawing
back into the shadows.

The heads of Wild and Edwards popped up
behind their leader. For an instant they
stood, goggle-eyed.

“Quick! After it!” yelled Samuel Carter,
recovering from his own momentary stupe-
faction.

And with a_rush he came bounding along
the corridor. Sue turned and ran.

It was still Bob who was prominent in her
mind. She was the target for the time being:
she had diverted their attention. Reaching
the junction of the passages, she turned
sharply to the left—not to the right which
was t. direction which Bob had_ taken—
h%lter—skelter she pelted down the lemg cor-
ridor.

She might have succeeded in evading her
pursuers had not Samuel, in passing, caught
up a small glass vase that sgood in a nichc
in the wall and hurled it.

The vase shattered into a thousand frag-
ments in front of Sue. Inveluntarily she
paused, staggering a little. In a flash Samuc)
Was upon her.

“SUFMiss Frensham, eh? What's the

“It—it was just a joke,” Sue stammered.

“Jokel” Samuel breathed hard. "It was
a joke I suppose to steal this key—but thanks
for that!” He snatchad it from her hand.
“How did you get this?"

She shut her lips.

“Where did you ge: it—hey?" Carter barked

“Never mind,” Sue said. -

“But-I do mind. I mean to find eut. T al
And he paused. ‘““Wait a minute, Susan Fren-
sham. That's your name—Susan—sSue? Yes,
he mentoned Sue—so you're that Sue! That's
the idea, Sue Frensham? What do you knov
about Bo—about my guest?”

“Here he is!” hissed Wild.

To her horror, Sue saw Samuel hastily
thrust the k®y into his pocket as he turned—
as they all turned—to facs Bobh Carter. He
was no longer sleep-walking, but hurrying
down the cerridor, an alarmecd expression on
his face.

“I must have been trotting around in my
sleep,” he sald apologetically. “The doctor
watned me that might happen. And T seem
to have lost my key, But—but what’s this?”

“Do you knbw this girl, old man?” Samuel
Carter asked.

Blsb shook his head.

“No.'

“But she knows you—"
“Does she?"” Bob asked. -
“More than that,” Samuel Carter’s lips com-

gressed. “She not only knows you, but she's

een and pinched your key.”
“Boh. look at me!™ crird Sne. “Boh. for
I'm Sue—

goodncss‘ sake try to remember. -
ue Frensham, your chum, and this—this is
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gﬂr cousin, Samuel Carter He’s your enemy,
b "

But her volice tralled off. There was no

recognition in Bob's eyes—only a look of scorn

and disbellef.

“I'm afraid I can't believe you,” he said
slowly. "I don't belleve you now. Please
give me the key.”

“He's got it!” Sue panted.

She s=saw Samuel cast a swift look at

Edwards. She saw Edwards, as if perfectly
understanding, melt away. Then Samuel
Carter shook his head.

“I don't pretend to know what her game
is, old man. But she certainly stole that key.
I saw it in her hand. Bu chased

threw it thro w there. She——"
“Bob, you don't—don’t believe ?" she
cried wildl

But her’ heart seemed to contract with
heorror, when Bob, lwtth one stony look at her,

tion. Not only did the boy she was U to
help disown her, but he did not trust T.
And, meantime, thanks to her, Samuel Carter

had the key. Samuel Carter still had his
:gué.h;s trust and friendship. What was she
What could she do—now?

THE PIRATE'S TELESCOPE

IN the little room downstairs
which Bob's late uncle had used
as a study, Sue stood half an
hour later, facin Samuel
Carter. Norton Wild, a grin
on his face, lolled iinst the
closed door Link wards, a
bunch of rs and letters
stolen Ircun ues own room,

lounged on the corner of the
It was those 1et.ms and pnpers “which filled

Sue wtth dismay; for they co her with

Bob eonclu.sivey There were lett.ers from

him. School rom the

school ma ne, even a rough f the

telegram had intended to send Bob on

her arrival at Mistimoor. Together they had

gd Samuel Carter all thnt he wanted to
oW.

He made no effort to disguise either his
emotions or his intentions

“I can see the game pretty clearly now,” he
sneered. “You and Bob Carter found the key
to the hiding-place. You knew it obviously
fitted something in this house, but as Bob
knewhlt. was no use comlngvhlmsel.t ttl.“ sent
you here as my secretary. ery pretty, verr
clever. There are only two things I want to

ow

She gazed at him with outward deflance.

Inwardly her heart was throbbing.

“First,” Samuel announced calmly, “why did
Bob Carter come here, after all? Because he
did, fou know. Whether you believe it or
not, it's perfectly true that the tree fell on
him and robbed him of his memory—which
was rather Inrtunate from our point of view.
Especially,” he added musingly, “when the
doctor warned him that. he migixt both talk
and walk in his sleep.”

“Which gave you the idea of listening ln?"
Sue asked scornfully.

Exactly. Youre not the onlf one wn.h
brains, you know. And now tell me this—
what does that key fit? Because it must, fit
something—something in this house. What?"

“Do you think even if I knew, I'd tell you?”
Sue defied -him.

He studied her thoughtfully.

“No, perhaps not. But you'd better.” There
was a note of menace in his voice. “It might
save & great deal' of unpleasantness. You
realise, of course, that none of your family
knows you're here. Presumably. nobody knows
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that cousin is here, either.” His eyes
flicker dmaem “Neither of you are
leaving Mistim hgnor until I've got what
you came for. that "—he smiled
‘well, it won't matl:er much will it? You can
tell s.nr story gim like.”

She said nothing, but she faced him steadily.

“And so, my dear Sue, I propose that, unt
time ghin.t things

of the estate there i.l
old round house, solid. sturdy, and empty.
has no windows, only small embrasures here
and there. I am sorry there will be neither
food nor drink tvnllnble. for it's t.here. my dear
?ggnty four h 3?1 uld l{:: t}:h%hanu
-four ho 0! you
your mind?” h(??dded as he saw her flinch.
She recolled

|

Bob who had dasened her.
whom she was still loyal.

“I derr 1{03“' she qul

wlth a callous
Sue round, but with a bound Edwards
s‘t]rum ™ wu?ck‘lvugedleoed t% - thing.
her es were qu y u no
4 und her wrists and a

bulld.lng eonffontln

door swing open., ext moment was pro-
pelled into darkness, to fall, gasping and
choking upon her knees. She heard the door
clang to heard a hea key wll'lge ln the lock,
Bhe struggled, fiercely, furio free her
And at mst. it wu n.ecom llshed A moment
her face. Now,

lzg?othe sllt ot moonll t which poured

h the one embrasure

npposn.e e door, shatooks othnrm
To! There An
ancient hearth, sp ed wi lnow “which
fallen down the wide, old-taahlon;d

was no

second
bm' oA shiveri ln th
gro in, vering e
dmught t.hn.t. "blew ln atgar.
She tried door—heavy oak and solid.
She was r:son all right—a prisoner
without llght. *without fire, with nothing
either to eat or drink
While Bob wa's in danger of giving away his
{g:cm secret! There was every ?osdbmt!
s to-night Bob would again k in his
e?t,hey desired, and so lose for ever that
inherltance that was Hgnuy his. Oh, if only
she could get out of here I
Dawn came, cold and cl:.llly. th a snow-
storm r:gl:ag outside. She felt weary and
hungry, too, of running E:nd down the
stairs to tx& to keep warm. hated those
sacks, but they were her one means of warmth
now and resem.ly. making some sort of bed
of them ed them over and around her
and drifted orr to sleep. She woke,
and hungrier than ever, to discover that her
wrist-watch registered half-past twelve,
And still she was as far away f{rom the
solution of saving Bob as ever.
In the hearth the snow, falling down the

chimney, had piled up heavily. She took
another k towards the snow-pile, then
stepped Into the hearth and pee up. She
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saw the scurrying heavens in a tiny square
above her, felt the fallin%ﬂakes upon her face.

And she saw something else—something
which suddenly caused her heart to pump.
Up one wall of the chimney was an iron
ladder.fbu(l:g as had been used by the chimney-

hoys
“What luck!” she breathed. “And why
didn't*I think of looking bhefore?"
But she wouldn’t escape vet, she resolved,
for it would be impossible to slip into the
house unobserved in daylight. She'd wait for

darkness.

Somehow she’d find the curio-room; she
had a pretty good in which direction it
lay through following the sleepwalking Bob
last night. Then she’d break open the
cupboard door. She herseli would find the
plrabes telescope and extract the will

By running up and down the stairs she
mana to keep herself just about warm,
though she was faint with hunger when dark-
ness fell. Then, to add to her anxiety,
bright, glaring, frosty moon that made the
countryside as light as day, shone out in the

SKY.

“I'll have tn wait until that wretched moon
goes down!” Sue thought distractedly.
“There’s not much cover bétween here and
the house,” And impatieutl she waited. “I'll
risk it. I'll have to,” she told herself ursemls‘

at last. “Bob will probably be going to
now.” It was half-past ten.
She scrambled up the wide chimney.

Luckily, a bank of cloud was drifting over the

face of the moon, momentarily blotting out its
silver radiance

Quickl Sue droj overthell of the
squagp ey, ﬂa herself on the snow.

petc there, wondering

how she was get. down. Bt ihe Gesisits
was made for her, for beneath her the snow
jerked into movement. She gave a gasp as she
felt herself jerking down the roof. Then,
with a rush and amid whirling flakes of snow,
she found herself ﬁs%mg t.moug space

“Oh, goodness!” e BAS|

But there was no need or d:.sm
snowdrift kindly recéived her an
her fall with its softness, half-b

It took her precious minutes to ﬂght. her
way out. Her heart was jumping as she pic-
tured what might even now be going on in
the Manor. It took her another ten minutes
to cross the snow and reach the turret, but
at last she had gained entrance through =
side door, obviously used by the servants. It
was very dark, very chilly, but she blessed
the darkness now, and the chillin
longer noticed after her cruel ordeal in the
round house. Nothing seemed to be astir.

Lightly she vaulted up the steps—one fli
two. Now was on Bob's floor—on the floor
which contained the curio-room. +She heard
vague sounds somewhere; along one passage
saw a gleam of light.

Ehe paused, trying ‘to decide in which direc-
tion Bob had been making last night. Then,
as she saw the junction of the passage ahead,

smrtlv ‘speeding in that direction, she found
herself at the end of the corridor facing a
great door.

There was a key in the lock. She turned it
and went in. The moon was shining brightly
again now through the latticed windows. And

e breathed a sigh of relief as she
spears and shields, animals’ h.eads Wei'rd ju-ju
figures, cases of stuffed fis This was
the eurio-room right enough.

And there, near the window, stood a tall
cupboard.

Sue swiiched on the light and step to
the cupboard. It was locked, but, th no
time for qualms or scruples, she snaiched up
a heavy, carved knife from the table near by,

the blade between the door and its
frame near the lock. Fiercely she pulled, hold-

A deep
brea.lﬂng

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—26-1-46

and worked it
The door swung

ing her breath as she strained
backwards and forwards.

There was a sudden snap,
open !

Sue’s heart was beating in exultation as she
saw shelves—rows and rtows of them—filled .
with curios, each curio neatly labelled,

Feverishly her eves ranged over theim until,
with acéoyrul littlelgasp she read a label:

KIDD.” Among a col-
lection of old maritime instruments—leather
purses and silver pieces—Ilay a telescope. She
drew it out.

t.lI1t was in three sections, one screwed into the
other.

With hands that trembled, Sue began taq

unscrew.

Crash! With a thud onc of the lenses fell
fo the floor. Sue upturned the brass canister
and peered in. Then she almost choked in her

excitement. Yes, there was a paper rolled

de!
“T e willl” she breathed.
tr%mbjing fingers were trying to.-remove
I%E?h e a spund at the dgor, Sud-
den e lookéd up, thefn hegame ra.nsﬂxed
as she saw the figure which ‘%ued. It was
B

Bob in his pyjamas, his stretched in
front of him, his eyes wlde —walking in,

asleep !

And Sue stared at him, wondering and
vet fascinated, heard soft feet in the
corridor behind him. And she knew then that
Samuel Carter and the others were following.

“Bob!” she whispered. “Bob

He was adyancing. But at the sound of his
whispered name he stopped, stiffened. She saw
him jerk as if some taut string within him
snapped; she saw a new light spring into his
g‘é?ua as they fixed upon her in incredible

erment.

For a second he stared, and then, as the
significance of her presence in that room
smote n[m he gave a gasp., He came forward.
“You! What are you doing here?

What
is that ?"
. “Bob!" she whispered. “Listen to me! This
is the pirate's telescope. —_ .
“You've come back—to rob Samuel! Samuel

that was what you were after!” he
SCrY amed “Give me that!”

ly she whipped the telescope behind
her I her free band she pushed him as he
made snateh it. Though only a slight push,
it caught Bob off his b ce. The smiall carpet
on which he stood suddenly slipped beneath
his feet and sent him backwards to the floor.

sald

For moment Sue stared in hon'or as she
rded his motionless figure.
"Oh Bob!” she quivered. “Oh, Bob I didn't
it

me;
‘l%ere came a sound at the door. She drew
, her face suddenly white. For there stood
uel Cagter, and the look in his narrowed
eves showed D had a perfect
grasp of all t.hat was heppen “wg With a snarl,
he bounded tow r shrieked as she
saw his hate-d ed face. She knew then
that he would show her no pity, and in her
desperation she did something she would never
have dreamt of doing in ordinary circun-
stances, She hit Samuel Carter with the heavy
teIescope
%ave a choking gasp and reeled away,
nto Link Edwards, who was on his
two went down together, and Sue
was d rately preparing to make one mad
run for it when Norton Wild anatched at her.
“No, no!” she cried. “Let me go!”
“Give me that telescope!” Wild gritted.
Holding her, he grabbed for it. Desperately
the instrument d . But she
was powerless. His arm was round her
shoulders, pinning her arms in a cruel grip.
Sue felt her grip weakenlng
Then, dizzily, saw another ﬁgure in
front of her—a pyjama-clad boy, shaking him-
self as though he had just come out of a
woolly dream. It was Bob, but Bob no longer
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dazed. Thire was the old life and vigour in
his eyes and an expression of complete realisa-
tion on his face

“Bob!" she cm:d

“Sue!" he cried back. “I rememher—at last.
'l'hatbbmlﬂ has brought my memory back. And

It was aimed at Wild. It bore all the
stren; of Bob's young, strong arm, rein-
for now by a terrible fury. It caught Wild
an the point of his Ja.w and sent hfm clean
ACross e room. d just at that moment
ﬂée‘:samuel Carter and Link Edwards came to their

-~Bob,.as though knowing now exactly what'

Was OCCUIring, swept round to meet them.
--Samuel Carter took a blow on his jaw that
made his head rock, causing him to_ stagger

helplessly inst the wall. Link Edwards
seemed to ot in a half-circle across the
room, mndl on his head.

Bob turneé

‘There afe ropes in the cupboard. Get
them,” he said tersely to Sue. And as Samuel
made a wobbly effort to return to his feet,
he was held in a grip of steel.

“We'll just tle these rotters up, and then
phone for the police,” he added.

And that was done.

When, an hour later, the police arrived to

question Samuel Carter and his cronies, Sue.

and Bob were left alone. He . took her hand.

“Sue, it's all thanks to you that will’s safe!”
he muttered chokily. “Gosh, what a brick
sou've been—standing by me when you had

every reason to hate the sight of me! Oh,

Sue, if I could only tell you how grateful I
a.m. a.nd what a fine sort ‘of person you

Suea reply was charact-erlstic

“You don't have to try, Bob. Just tell mﬁ
why did you come here after we’'d arranged I
should be the one to spy out the land?”

“Well—well, simply because I wanted to keep
an eye on you,” he mumbled. “I was. worried
about you, and—and——

“I guessed it, Bob,” Bue said softly. *“You
Tt dppens, I thIK you'Te Bretty Rice yOUTselr

you pret ce yo 5

Oh. and bv the way,” e; “you'd better

d. she fished from her pocket, where she
had kept it all this time—the copy of Uncle
Simon’s will.

THE END.

THE MERRYMAKERS AT
COLLEGE

(Continued from page 316.)

A buzz of dismay went round the hall. Sally
sat mute, expressionless, She wasn't surprised
when Mr. rittal went into the adjoining
lecture hall and showed the note to the dean
who was presiding there.

It seemed a long hour till twelve o'clock.
Then at last Mr. Grittal closed his

*“ All may now dismiss,” he sald dlsttnctly
“except Miss Warner and Weston

The dean came in as the two houses trooped
out. He looked very grave. Mr. Grittal faced
Sally and Don.

“The dean knows he told them relentlessly,
“that Briggs has planned to remove the evi-
dence of his guilt.'

“But he isn't guilty, sir " began Sally and

on.
“Who but the culprit would remove that
evldence?" rapped in the dea
Only the guilty one who placed the hand-
kerchief there, and who fears that it will be-
tray him!" ras Mr. Grittal. “ Betray him it
shall—and be e the dean and myself! We

shall accompany you on your stealthy mission.
Lead the way, %&fu Warner!"”

“ But, really, sir——"

“ At once!” he commanded. *“As your note
sald there is no time to lose!™

With resigned faces, Sally and Don led the
WAy out, morselessly, Mr. Grittal followed
on their heels, the dean beside him, steering
them into the cover of the shrubbery.

Without a sound, they approached nearer,
nearer, to the locked door of the art-room. The
stiliness was breathtaking. Then a faint, tell-
tale creak broke the stiliness. The creak of
a window openﬁ in the back of theart-room!'

Mr. Grittal panting to the .door.

“I hear him, sir—now!” The ¥y ‘gleamed
in his hand as he twisted it in the lock “We
havg 'gaught the culprit red-handed wnue—-—-

His voice ended in a choking P—eﬂ
a gasp of panic from someone ﬁ?.: the room
t was Sadie Flynn! She was in the very act
of grabbing the torn handkerchief from the
emgr She jumped back now in guilty terror.
" In a voice of thunder, t.h’.rel

dean spoke to her. “What aré you doing

here?o_What is that handkerchief you have
enrt

“ Mine, sir! I—I—I mean——" But Sadie's
nerve was gone. :

“Yours?"” cried the dean. “Did you put it

here? Are you the perpetrator of this shameful
outrage?”
Sadie burst into tears.
© Mr. Grittal went white.
“You, Miss Flynn?” he sald faintly. * D-do
I understand that it ~¥y-y-you who com-
miited his tnoult, santnst me?™ L T
* v o get Jo! gS out o
the exam,” Sadie wept. “I know I could have
thout him. The way you were help-
ing Mr. Grittal. Coaching me ‘up. I
couldn't have lost. And the prize” was a
hundred dollars, and now—— Oh, you are
a horrible sneak, Sally Warner!”
FI: ? 'ieé"m"if shnmme e Am‘;e hul?
ynn?" as| e dean, aghast, “ ‘why do
.call Miss Warner -. sneak?’
“Well,” blubheud “she must have

chalet,
wouldn’t have foun
handkerchief. She wa!
initials——" And then Sadie stopped, her
tearful e{n es suddenl: torn
her hand.

r.

She gave a cry. Theres

‘no initials on this at all!”

“ And there's no other part to match it by!"
Sally said softly. “I only pretended we'd found
it, Sadie, to catch you out: You thought you'd
have time to cheat Johnny Briggs. Thought
he wasn't co here till one o'clock. As a
matter of fact, Johnny had no intention of
coming here at all. But we knew you would!
So I made the time an hour earlier. I dropped
a note for Mr. Grittal to find

“You dropped lt.—d-deuberately-—for me to
find?"” Mr. Grittal said faintly.

His discomfiture was complete. He realised
the justness of Sally’s little ruse. But the deceit
of Sadie Flynn was a mortal blow to his pride.

“1 am afraid, sir,” he sald sadly to the dean,
“my faith in the youn la.dies of J House is
completely shattered.

And, th a gasp, he eoluded with Johnny
Briirgs as he tottered out of the room

rittal was not an unjust man, He
paused, looked at Johnny and sald:

“ Briggs, I owe you an apology. I hope you
will hav&ah—fun success in the languages

And Johnny did!
hundred dollars, too.

He won the exam and the

(End of this week’s story.)
Look out for another first-rate complete m;-?
featuring Sally Warner & Co., in next Frldl"'l
QIRLS’ CRYSTAL.
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