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An Enthralling Story Of School Life And Mystery—By ENID BOYTEN

A STRANGE MESSAGE

look at this, you two!" cried Kitty
“ It came

by this morning’s post. My sister has been

i as good as her word, you see, and has sent us
i a design for our boat. What do you think oi
HE 1 1

: which Kitty

Kitty's two chums, Madge Rossiter and Nina
wallace. bent over the gaily painted design
held out to *h-m T* =howed 1
decorated boat with a graceful canopy at the
stern., golden shieids along ule s.wes. wlla &

: royal standard fluttering at the bows.

: curls exclitedly.

“1 say! It's super!” Madge exclaimed.
“Smashing!"” agreed Nina, tossing her fair
“It looks like one of those royal

: barges they used to have in Tudor times.”

“That's just what it’s meant to be,” nodded
Kitty. *“My sister's idea was that we should

‘! represent Queen Elizabeth and two of her court

: only we can

ladies going up-river in a royal procession If
carry out the idea properly, we

! pught to stand a chance of winning the prize.

i artist,

But, golly, we'll have to work!™

The three chums nodded enthuslastically, for
they had all set their hearts on winning the
silver cup for the best decorated boat at Riding-
ford Town Regatta.

Kitty had asked her elder sister, who was an
to send them a design for their boat;

i and now that it had arrived, they would be able
i to-go ahead with the work of decoration.

saresssarssassannisns

“‘THank goodness to-morrow is a half-holiday.”
declared Kitty. *“That means we can. go into
Rlc(!imgford and buy the stuff we shall need,
and——"'

She broke off suddenly. Her pretty face
crinkled into a smile as she caught sight of a
scrap of paper on Madge's desk.

worst of Della’s bad temper, somehow.

Plump Madge Rossiter was something of an :
artist, too, in her way. At least, she had a clever :
knack of drawing comical sketches of people.
On her desk lay s caricature of a young lady :
wita carefully permed bair, a pointed nose, and :
a very stern look in her eye. :

“It's Delia Stapley to the life!” grinned Kitty. :
“You're a wizard at those sketches, Madge!” :

*She's got that cold look in her eye, like :
she has when she's handing out impots all :
round,” Nina giggled. “Put it away, Madge. I :
can hardly bear the sight of it!” :

They were interrupted by a rush of footsteps
Into the class-room hurried the other members :
of the Fourth, to get ready for the morning’s :
lessons. 3

“Louk out, everybody! Delia's on her way!" :
wacned Mae Morris. “And she looks as if she :

is properly on the war-path this morning. Be
ready for squalls and storms—with a few :
thunderbolts thrown in!” .

These were certainly stirring days for the :

Fourth Form at St. Celia’'s—and not very happy :
ones in some ways. 3

Their regular Form-mistress, popular Miss :
Hume, was ill, much to their regret. And Miss :
Thwaites, the Head., had appointed her young :
secratary, Dclia Stanley, to take the Form- :
mistress’ place while she was away. H

Last term Delia had been a prefect in the :
Sixth. Then she had passed 2 secretarial exam :
which had won her the post of Miss Thwaites :
secratary. And now that she found herself in :
charge of the Fourth, she was proving a positive :
tyrant. :

The whole Form suffered, but Kitty, Madge :
and Nina always seemed to come in for the :



As Mae had ned, Della see
specially bad mgr ﬁd m
reached the mistress dosk sna t
glared at Kit

“Kitty Benton! top of your aesk is In

state,” she anﬁped

acidly. ‘‘So think gg& should in
the kind of Fourth. You

ergartén
will tak= an order
Kitty heaved a sigh. Her desk was quite as
Sgly as usual, but it was no good arguing with

Stll.l we must try D-Ot to Bet too many

betw: Saturday,
i‘im fo Derself. ~We

shall need every
ofmmnumetudeoonteﬂu

Tho monitress going round collecting
the essays they had done as last t's prep,
Sl o et B I5SreReen, SEohering
e er
on_whose head I?I'd next.

on them and was n the blackboard.
And suddenl ﬂtt:ﬂtmhma a whisper of dis-
may from who was sitting next to

The plump girl was rather easily flustered,
and she was certainly flustered now. Her face

was the colour of a beetrout and her eyes were
run of dismay.

“What's wrong?" br
perea wiidly. - ib's vamjshed
stuck to the bottom of my
handed it in just now. I know a spot
of gum on it. Oh, Kltty--it—it must be
amongst that pile of papers on Delia’s desk "

Kitty drew a breath of dismay. If De
found that sketch, then indeed thev could look
cut for trouble!

Other mistresses might have enjoyed the fun
of 2 harmless caricature of themselves. But
not so Delia. She would, as Kitty knew, be
furious if she found Muges sketch amongat.
the essays.

Hsaomet ing had to be done quickly. But
W

Already Delia had turned from the black-
board and was eyeing the pile of papers.
Madge was too flustered to make any kind
of move, and Nina, on the other side of her,
seemed for the moment thunderstruck with
dismay. It was up to Kitty, but——

1 will now go through these essays,” Delia
was saying in her most sarcastic tone. “I can
only hope they will be better than your last
ones, which were too chi]d.l.sh for words.”

Kitty's heart pounded. It was now or never,
and on the impulse of the moment she jumped
:IO gar feet, pointing to the floor near Delia’s

s

“Oh, Miss Stanley, what was that?"” she
gasped. “I'm almost sure I saw something
move down there. Was it a mouse?”

But even as Delia loocked down at the floor,
she spotted the piece of drawing pgper juttmg
out from the neat pile of essa
attempt to save Madge had failed, she reaused
even as the secretary pounced on the drawing.
The anger blazed out on Delia’s thin face as
she recognised the caricature of herself, then
glared at Kitty.

“So you hava nothing better to do than to
insult your Borm—mistress in this manner!™

said 1cu¥nnt last. “And you add to the
lnsult by trying to scare me over a mouse!”

“Please, Miss Stanley, it was nothing to do
with Kitty," Madge SDOKO up loyally. “1I did
the skeich, and I'm entn'ely to blame, though
I only meant it as a joke.”

Delia’s icy glance from Kitty to
Madge, and then on to Nina. As usual, she was
e three chums.

“and you, Nina—did you know of this
wretched jole?" she demanded.
“I saw the sketch, Miss Stanley,” Nina con-

. “But I thought it was just a—"

m

- moment she

‘out twenty arit
to

“That will do, Nina,” Delia rasped. “It is
quite clear to me that you three were planning
10 make me lgoﬁ Fidiculous Im iront of the

ou will

whole Form, d that such jokes do
not pay. And the truth were known, I
dare say your d are full of similar insult-
ing drawings.”

So saying, Delia Stanley strode to Kitty's
desk and flung up the lid. she did so, her
gaze fell on the design for t.ho régatta contest.

Ii seemed to Kitty that an odd look came
into Delia's face as she saw the boat with its
crimson canopy and gotden shlelds Her eyes

her ightened. llns

h:keg. h design ana
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A flame of rebellion shone in Kitty's a!
It was all so ust that for the moment
felt like openly defying the tyrann

”c'%ut it wauld only W?ﬂl&mﬁ
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what this latest
Tha “only p‘gdble way they could get tlte
dlme in time )

lines and be
to give up “they
‘been y to pur-

the mate they would need for the
contest, and to begin the actual work of

decorating the boat,

And the loss of the design was just as serious
a blow. It meant they just couldn't carry on
without it.

When lessons at last ended and Delia Stanley
went off, a buzz of indignation.rose up from

the class.

“Whew! She has certainly got a down on
you three,” cried Mae Morris. “ Fancy puniuh-
ing you like that! It's simply not fair.”

The wo-ds were echoed by other sympathisers.
but one by one they drifted away, till the three
friends were left alone in the class—rcom

“Gosh! I'm most awfully sorry,” Madge
burst out, her plump face the picture of dis-
nl:ia:{.h" It was my fault for drawing that silly
sKelc.

“Not a bit of it, Madge!” replied Kitty,
“You can't help it if Delia is such a bully
Oh, if only we could think of a way to——"

She paused in surprise as three loud knocks
resounded suddenly through the class-room.

“What was that?” Nina asked, startled. “It
didn't come from the door, surely.”

They listened, stra their ears. Then,
once again, came the three mpysterious knocks.

And suddenly Kitty realised where they came
frorma. The school had once been an abbey, and
it was full of low-arched doorways and winding
little stairs. Apart from the door leading
into the corridor, there was one of these low
doorways In the class-room, behind the
mistress’ desk.

It was from this doorway, which was always
kept bolted, that the knocking came.

Kitty, her wondering chums at her heels,
flew to unbolt the door. She flung it open,
gazing at the vestibule and winding stairway
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beyond. Then she caught her breath, for it
seemed to her that she glimpsed a dim figure
vanishing up the stairway.

She saw something else, too. On the bottom
step was propped a square of white paper, and
swiftly Kitty picked it up. In an excited
whisper she read the message written on it:

“To Kitty and her Chums,—Cheer up! You
may still win that. silver cup. I am your
friend, and will help you to outwit Delia
Stanley. Meet me in the crypt at seven thls
evening.—THE GIRL IN THE SCARLET CLOAK.”

“Goodness!” Kitty breathed excitedly.

“Who wrote this? What does it mean?”
Then, in a flash, she was bounding up the

stairs. But at the top she came to a small
landing with no outlet at all, except a narrow
window.

The mysterious figure who had left that mes-
sage seemed to have vanished through the
solid stone!

THE SECRET PACT

“HAVE you heard the Ilatest
example of Delia's bossiness?”
asked Ena Parker, as the three
chums arrived in the dintng-
hall for tea later on. *She has

pinned a notice on the board
saying that the crypt is out of
bounds, as the stonework isn't
safe. Did you ever hear of such

a ﬁ gosteroua thing!"”

itty and her friends exchanged a quick
la.nce This meant that their visit to the
crypt that evening would be more dangerous
than they had imagined.

But we'll go, all the same,” murmured
Kitty. *“It may be a joke, of course—but I
can't help feeling that the Girl in the Scarlet
Cloak, whoever she is, may be a secret ally,
wbo will help us.’

They made their way separately to the
cloisters just before seven that evening, meet-
ing at the narrow door th at. led down the
worn stone steps to_the crypt.

“ Everyth e T

e -

thln whispered
Kitty. *“I ha.d to dodge that little sneak,
Mur: el. but we don't seem to have been

spotted. Follow me!"”

\
With fast-beating hearts they tiptoed down

the stairs. At the bottom another door barred
their way, and as they pushed 1t open a
gleam of yellow light shone through

In utter wonderment the three Fourth
Formers paused on the threshol

On a small table in the mlddle of the crypt
two candles burned in tall, strangely shaped
candlesticks. Behind them stood a girlish

draped in a scarlet cloak, a black mask
covering the upper part of her face,

Her lips curved in a smile of welcome at
sight of mem She raised one scarlet-clothed
arm, beckonin

Breathlessly Klt.ty and her chums tiptoed
forward.

“We got your message,” Kitty burst out.
“But—but who are you?"

‘The masked girl shook her head.

“My name I cannot reveal—yet,” she replied
in a low voice. “But I can tell you this. I
am your friend, and Delia Stanley’s enemy.”

She paused The candles flickered weirdly
under the vaulted roof of the ancient crypt.

“]1 will tell you something else,” the girl
in the scarlet cloak went on, in that same
low, vibrant tone. “It is vital that you should
win that contest in the regatta—more vital
than you can know. I intend to help you.
You need the design that Delia took from you,
and I will see that you get it back As for
those punisnments——"

“You know about those, too?” Kltty broke
in eagerly. “ You see, it means we shall have to
stay in to-morrow afternoon instead of——"
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“ Forget it!” their mystery friend interruptea
her. “The lines and the problems will be done
for you. Hurry forward with your plans 1or
the regatta. And there is something else.”

Her eyes gleamed at them from behind the
disgulsing =
“1 wm help you and in return you must
help me,” the unknown girl went on softly.
“In Delia’s office there is a cupboard, with
s0lid oak doors, used as a bookcase. It is
always kept locked, except when Delia is work-
ing there. I need something—most urgently—
from that bookcase, but to obtain it I need the
key, and, try as I will, I.cannot discover where

Delia hides it.”

With slim fingers she extinguished one of
the candies, so that the shadows in the crypt
grew darker. .

“QOur time together grows short,” she
breathed. *“ Will you make a pact with me,
giris? I will help you., as I have promised—
and in return will you find that key and place
it ungler the big stone at the entrance to the
crypu?”

Kitty drew a deep breath.

“Yes, we'll do it—if we can!” she murmured,
and her chums nodded eager agreemecnt.

Somehow they could not doubt the girl in
the scarlet cloak. All three of them felt the
note of sincerity in her voice All three ot
them instinctively trusted hi

And then Nina, standing a uttle behind the
other two, gave the alarm.

“Listen! I hear voices!” she whispered.

They could all hear voices and hwrrying foot-
steps in the cloisters above.

“I'm sure I saw three girls going down into
the crypt, Miss Stanley,” came a high-pitched

voice.
*It's Muriel!” K!tl.ty whispered. *She's put
Madge gasped

Delia on our track!

“That means we're trapped!
in dismay. *“They are on the stairs already.”

A low laugh came from the girl in the scarlet
cloak. She picked up the candlesticks ani
moved to a shadowy corner of the crypt.

“Follow me!" she whispered. * Quickly!”

They flew to her side. She pressed part of
the stonework, and at once a section of the
wall swung back like a narrow door. Breath-
lessly they stepped through, and the stonc
wall closed behind them, a second or two be-
fore Delia and Muriel rushed into the crypt.

“ There are secrets in St. Celia's that even
Delia knows nor.hmg about,” murmured their
unknown friend. “But you mustn't linger
here, girls. As soon as Delia finds you are not
in the crypt she will hurry to the class-room
to see if you've taken your places for evening
prep. This way!

She led them up a short stairway, then
opened a hidden door leading into the shrub-
bery near the cloisters.

“We shall meet again,” she breathed. * Till
then—farewell "

Next moment the three chums found them-
selves In the shrubbery, where the shadows
of evening were closing down.

“Gosh! Was it a dream?” panted Madge,
gazing around her. “Or did we really see a
girl in a scariet cloak?”

‘No, it wasn't a dream,” grinned Kitty.
“But we shall get a bad nightmare if Delia
catches us late for prep. Come on, let's
scram!”

Prep was held in an upstairs class-room,
and with a breathless rush the three girls
managed to reach their places a minute belfore
Delia Stanley arrived.

Kitty noted the disappointed look that
flashed in Delia’s eyes as she saw that they
were at their desks.

“She was hoping to catch us,” Kitty thought.
“But thanks to our secret friend, she's failed
this time.”

" Ai score of puzzling questions flooded Kitty’s
rain.

Who was the girl in the scarlet cloak? Why

313



had she impressed on the Fourth Formers the
vital importance of their winning that régatta
contest? What was 1t she needed from the
bookcase in the secretary’s office? And, above
all, why was she Delia's enemy?

For the present there was ho Answer to these
baffling queries. ty bent over her books,
trying to concentrate on her work. -

All was silent im the class-room as the
Fourth Formers pored over their prep. At her
desk on the platform Delia sat reading, now
and lifting her gimlet eyes, ready to
pou on anyone who had stopped working.

Kitty's desk was by one of the tall windows.
As evening was closing in, the curtains had
been drawn, but there was a slight gap be-
tween them here. i

Through that gap Kitty could see the quaa,
and the high wall separating it from the
Head's garden beyond.

Suddenly she saw something that made her
pulses race excitedly.

In the gloom a shadowy figure had appeared
on top of the wall. It was a figure in a long
cloak that fluttered in the breeze. Daringly
it made its way along that narrow parapet
towards the line of windows in the wall at
the end. _

“The girl in the scarlet cloak!” Kitty

thought, hardly able to check a cry of sur-
prise. ‘' She's making her way towards the
window of Delia's office at the end, there.”
-~ Already, in fact, their mystery friend had
reached the window; had opened it, and van-
ished over the sill. Then Kitty saw the light
switched on in the office.

“She’s searching for something, perhaps for
our regatta design,” Kitty told herself. *“ She
is keeping her part of the pact already.”

In her excitement Kitty had grasped the
curtain, slightly drawing it to one side. She
gas startled to hear a rasping voice almost in

er ear.

" Will you kindly stop star-gazing out of that
window, Kitty, and get on with your prep?
Pull those curtains together at once.”

It was Delia, The lynx-eyed secretary had
silently stepped forward and was standing be-
side Kitty's desk. And before the startled
Fourth Former could close the gap in the cur-
tains, Delia had them herself.

As she did so. a cry of surprise broke from
her. Kitty, with a sinking heart, realised that
she dhad seen that lighted window beyond the
quad.

“A light in my room!” There was a note
of alarm in the secretary’s voice. " I'm quite
sure I switched out the light. And locked the
“door, too!”

Her face suddenly white, she turned away
ftom Kitty's desk and fairly ran out of the
room.

“She's goilng to her office,” Kitty thought
in dismay. * Oh, supposing she catches the
girl in the scarlet cloak!”

Somehow that disaster must be averted.
Somehow theilr unknown friend must be
warned.

In a twinkling Kitty had torn a scrap of
paper from her exercise boock and scribbled
three words: " Beware! Delia coming!” With
cne movement of her nimble fingers she
wrapped the message round a small paper-
weight she kept on her desk.

Next moment she had dived between the
lcng curtains, pulling them behind her so that
no one in the room could see what she was
doing, and in the same instant she softly
raised the lower window sash.

Could she toss her warning message through
the open window of the secretary’s office across
the nuad?

Kitty was not one of the most athletic girls
in the Middle School for nothing. She had a
good eye and a steady hand. Her heart throb-
bing excitedly, she took aim

The little missile whizzed through the
gloom. Kitty drew a swift sigh of relief as it
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bounced on the sill of the lighted window
and vanished into the office.
Next instant she saw that the light had been
switched off. -
“She's seen the message,” Kitty told her-
self. "“Yes, and she’s coming out—she’s
making her escape before D:lia can get there.”

Kitty gave a gasp oi overwhelming relief as
she watched their unknown helper racing
along the narrow parapet, quickly vanishing
in the shadows beyond!

Only then did Kitty emerge from the cur-
tains and resume her place, and almost as soon
as she had done so Delia Stanley returned to
the class-room. It was quite clear that she
was in one of her cold rages.

“There has been an intruder in my office,”
she rasped out, and her gaze fixed on Kitty.
“1 am quite sure I should have caught her, if
she hadn't been warned in time. Luckily I
picked up the message that warned her to get
away—and it is writtcn on a piece of Fourth
Form exercise book paper.”

Kitty's heart sank as Delia held up a scrap
of crumpled paper. The girl in the soarlet
cloak had read the message, but must have
dropped it in making her swift getaway. And
now——

Without warning, Delia sudden!%c&meed
ferward. She snalched up .the exe book
which lay on Kitty's desk and ﬂlp{)ed the
pages. In a moment she had spotted the torn
ga:geea ;ntnd found that the warning message

" So it was you, Kitty.” Her voice was shrill
with anger. " You warned that—that sneaking
intruder. Who was she? I demand to know!"

Never had the Head's young secretary looked
so furious. Trembling inwardly, Eitty faced
her boldly.

“I haven't the slightest idea who she was,
Miss Stanley,” she replied, quite truthfully.

Delia bit her lip. For a mam nt it looked as
if she would grab Kitty's shoulders and try
to shakzs the truth out of her. Then she
checked herself.

“1 warn you, Kitty, you are playing a dan-
gerous game!™ she burst out. "I have reason
to believe that some ne'er-do-well is lurking
in the school, and that you are in league with
her—or him. I shall not rest till I have probed
this matter to the bottom!"

With another baleful look at Kitty, she
stalked to her desk, and in hushed silence the
Form went on with their prep till the bell
rang for supper.

The girl in the scarlet cloak made no more
of her mysterious appearances that night. But
at bed-time, as Kitly lay back on her pillow,
a faint rustling sound came to her cars.

Kitty slipped her hand under the pillow and
her fingers touched a folded paper. A whisper
of deiight broke from her as she opened it out.

It was the precious design that Delia had
confiscated! Their sccret friend, it seemed,
had found a way to keep her wordf

BANNED FROM THE REGATTA

“IT'S taking a big risk,” Nina
said. a trifle doubtfully. *Are
you sure it's worth it, Kitty?
There will be a most frightful
row if those impots aren't done
by to-morrow morning”

“But they're going to be
done!” cried Kitty. *“The girl
in the scarlet cloak promised

she’d do them for us. Our job is to carry on

with our preparations for the regatta contest,
so let's forget everything else but our chance
of winning the cup!”

As usual, Kitty's enthusiasm won the day.

Nina and Madge were only too ready to fall

(Continued on page 337.)
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The Green Rajah Makes Another Alarming Appearance

THE LETTER SHE FOUND
JUNE GAYNOR, niece and partner of Noel

Raymond, the famous young detective,

went to Glen Hall to investigate the
mystery of & spectral figure known as the Green
Rajah, who wad supposed to haunt Temple Isle.

une discovered that Colonel Raikes, who had
once owned Glen Hall and Temple Isle, had
hidden a crystal goblet 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
could 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
mysterlous boy named Jack Linton, who did
not seem to want June to get on the track of
the frightened girl, but despite his efforts June
discovered that her name was Eva Baring, and
that she was living in near-by Black Glen.

June set out for Black Glen, but in crossing
a frozen river ran into danger, and was rescued
by Jack. When he had gone she found a letter
he had dropped, and to her surprise it was
addressed to Eva Baring!

. . . .

JUNE'S fingers quivered as she smoothed out

the letter which Jack Linton had dropped.
She had a feeling that its contents, for good or
lltlil would settle her doubts one way or the
other.

Were her suspicions about that strange. like-
able boy correct, or had she been doing him an
injustice?

ith all her heart June hoped that the latter
alternative would prove to be true. She was
eager to accept Jack’s protestations that he
was “not as bad as he was painted '': cager to
believe that he hated the Green Rajah as much
as she did: was fervently anxious to accept his
oﬂgr to! friendship.

u —_—

She gave a sigh as she remembered all the
incriminating bits of evidence which had
accumulated against him. The very fact that
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he had written to Eva Baring, the girl she
believed to be the Green Rajah’s sister, seemed
to be additional proof of his cunning.

" Oh, how can I possibly believe him?" June
asked herself, and anxiously, almost fearfully,
she read what Jack had written.

The letter was not very long, and as sh=
scanned the first few lines her heart gave a
wild leap.

“Dear Eva—I am doing my best, but I
have a feeling that sooner or later June
Gaynor is going to get on your track. In g
way, I shan’t be sorry if she does. Now that
I know her better, I think it was a mistake
not to take her into our confidence from the
first. If she knew the truth, I'm positive
she would not blame us, but would realise
that we had every right to act as we did.

“I hope you will agree to my telling her~-
for I hate the idea of her thinking that 1
was playing the part of the Green Rajah
who threatened her on Temple Isle last
night. Besides, it seems foolish not to join
forces. After all, we're all out to achieve the
same result—to put an end to the Green
Rajah's villainous career.—Yours, JACK.”

As she came to the end of the letter, June
drew in an excited breath. and her eyes
sparkled with delight. It was wonderful to
know that all her worrying suspicions had been
ill-founded; wonderful to secure confirmation
of the instinct which had told her that a boy
so chivalrous and courageous as Jack could
not possibly be a treacherous thief.

For there could be no mistaking the meaning
of that note. It showed conclusively that Jack
was not the Green Rajah; showed, too, that
neither he nor Eva was that villain's con-
federate.

Her doubts gone on that score, at least, she
returned the letter to the envelope, pocketed
it, then set off for Glen Hall, a happy smile on
her face. For suddenly a new thought had
occurred to her. If Jack was as anxious as she
was to bring the Green Rajah to book, then
there was no reason why they should not co-
operate and join forces.
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The exciting possibility set her puises
tin linf and eager to see Jack and have a talk
him, she hurried down the icy, mountain

road

It was nearly tea-time when the house beside
the lake came into view, and as she went
striding through the grounds ahe gave a smile
of satisfaction, for standing in the sun-porch
was a solitary figure.

“Jack!” she cried, and broke into a run.

“Half & mmute Jack please! I've got some-

thing for you.”

He turned away .from the Prench windows
through which he had been about. to enter the
house, and ed her with a quizzical grin
as 51::: ﬁm ‘run.mng forward, rosy-cheeked and
spar|

“T hope it's something pleasant,” he said.

She smiled back, and dived her hand into
her coat poeket.

“1 think it is,” she said, and held up the
letter he had dropped. He gave a start at sight
of it, and swiftly June explained how it had
come into her Pog,sesslon ‘I'm lfrn.m I opened
it and read (i she confessed. *“You see, I
just had to. As a detective lve t to in-
vestigate every clue, and I'm glad rea.d it.

h, Jack, I can’t tell you how leaned I am to
have- had all ‘my horrid suapi ons disproved.”

He looked at her quickly.

“You mean, about me being the Green
Rajah?" he said.

She nodded, and gave a relieved sigh,

“I hated the idea all the time,” she con-
fessgd. ‘8o now you will confide in me, won't
you?”

“I'd like to,” he said sincerely. “I'm your
friend, June, and I want to help you to clear up
all this mystery.”

“Then won't you do what you luczes in
your letter—confide in me? Jun “I'd
like to be friends, too, but first I musl; know
exactly whutltisyoulndmmeheenkeep—
!n% from me.

e nodded.

“Of course. That's only natural, but I'll
have to talk it over with Eva first. You see, it's
not really my secret. Tell you what,” he added
as he noted June's anxious look, “I'll slip over
to where she's living first thing in the morn-
ing and get her permission. en, when all
this beastly misunderstanding between us has
been cleared up, we'll join forces."

*“You mean, become partners in the hunt for
the Green Rajah?” she asked, regarding him
with sparkling eves.

He grinned, and took her hand in his,

5 “ Yes—partners,” he sald softly. *That'll
o—""

He broke off, and they both turned as a voice

hailed them from the french windows

“8o0 there you are! Come a anl;.g—lts long
past tea-time. And we're all ous to get
the meal over so that we can put on our
charades."

And there, in the doorway, stood Mildred
Henley.

“ Okay, we're just coming!” called Jack, and
led the way indoaors.

Happily June followed him, completely for-
getting all her worries, and so emabling her,
after tea, to throw herself heart and soul into
the organisation of the charades.

Mr. Henley and several of the older guests
Jjoined in the fun. and the charades were a
great success. Afterwards the radilo was tuned
in to a dance band, and still wearing their
romantic, colourful costumes they had donned
for the charades, everyone the dance

oor.

Jack and Mildred had promised to put on a
eabaret turn. and round about ten o'c'ock they
retired to their own rooms to change for their
act. They had bee ne about ten minutes,
and June was ng with Ted Brandish,
when suddenly she stiffened and pulled her
partner to a halt.

“ What's that?” she asked.
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Ted cocked his ear, then grinned.
"Onlgot.he wireless,” he said. “ That set wants
seems It does not.hmg but. crackle.”

une exclaimed
'I t.hough: 1 heard—

Now there could be no mistlkinc the sound
which rose above the dance music and the
light-h cha

It was a girl’s terrified scream
tugged  ngitatedly ‘.‘.‘t“‘""n;"
“Oh, goodness, what
her? Come on, let's

ther they

‘Toge
Henley and all the others raced
Outmmthahallmdupmenatgegumled
the way. Those strangely muffl
to be_coming from the far end
and June gave another
series of frantic kicks oome trom
board which stood in a

“ By the sound of it nhe‘s Ioeked in there!"
she cried.

gfmun-s nieeve
ve happened to

daughter’s pale, sm.md ace.

“My dear!™ ped putu.ng his arm
around her and t:mnc comfort he The.re
there, now. No need to worry safe

endugh now. But what happened? Who locked
you in that cuphboard?”
Mildr>d gave a couavulsive shudder.
“The—the Green Rajah!” she announced,

in a whisper.
“The 1" ecame in a startled

chorus from all aro:

“Yes—I'd just changed and wgm{m
Jack's room to see if he was ready, t
awiul, glowing figure sprang on me,
cla) one hand over my \

dacger at me. He Lhmr.med all
I him over the

key of the study!™ It was June's turn
gasp. " But that's where some of colonﬂ
Ralk curios are kept, isn't it?" she cri
Mr. Henley nodd ‘but all his lnterest was
concentrated on the still quivering girl in his

arms.
“The villain!” he ejaculated. *“ He shall pay
for this! But what happened next, my dear?”
“I—I gave him the key,” confessed Mildred
brenthless)y “I1—I had to, dad,” she
in a weak, apologetic vnioe He——"
y dear,” Mr,

!"
white-faced Mildred,

“And what did he do then?” he asked, while
the others crowded round, listeneing.

“He—he locked me in the cupboard——"

But June did not stay to hear any more. The
Green Rajah's latest dastardly act could only
mean one thing. He had broken 1nto Glen
Hall in order to search for the Crystal Goblét,
which was the vital clue to the Lost-Secret
of the Purple Mountains.

Was it possible that the missing goblet was
hidden in Mr. Henley's study?

“It must be,” June told herself,
she beckoned to Ted Brandish, Billie Murdoch
and all the others. We may catch
the scoundrel red-handed!” cried.

Led by June, the young guests rushed down-
stairs, and the girl detective’s heart leapt, as
she saw that the ut‘udy door was ajar and that
there was a light on in the room.

Banging the door full open, she darted in
the room, only to pull up dead at the sight of
the turbanned, Eastern-cl ad figure that st-ood
before a i.n! ed sl:!lm'm:a,set a A

ped one han That strange-
gras was not dressed in sreen.a.ndhm
mblackbeard June gave a gasp as she
recognised him.

“J-Jack!" she gulped. “J-Jack Linton!"
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and excitedly



THE CLUE OF THE PARCHMENT

BUT strangely enough, Jack
Linton did not seem in the least
perturbed.

Tossing the chisel up into
the air and catching it again, he
surveyed them with an amused
grin, executing a mock bow.

“Behold, the Indian maglc-

fan!” he said, then abruptly
became serious. “I had just finished dressing
for my cabaret turn with Mildred,” he ex-
plained, *“when I heard sounds below which
suggested someone was breaking in. I poked
my head out of the jolly old window and was
just in time to see the Green Rajah climbing
through there!” He waved airily to the study
window, which June now realised was wide
open, “Bo. of course, I scooted down here as
fast as I could, but I was too late.” He made a
rueful grimace. “His
alarm and done a bunk.”

Highness had taken
June's face cleared as if by magic, and an

embarrassed flush dyed her cheeks. She was
angry with herself for doubting Jack even
momentarily. To cover her confusion, she
crossed to the smashed open showcase. It was
empty, but on the floor, amid a pile of
shattered glass, lay a broken, richly ornamented
Indian vase

Before she could bend to examine it, Mr.
Henley and Mildred entered the room, and be-
hind them came Mr. Standish, who, busy in
his room writing letters, had been unaware of
what was afoot, until his host had burst in
and informed him.

He took one look around the study, then
beckoned impatiently to the boys.

“Where is the scoundrel?” he barked. “Why
don’t you go in search of him? Come on. He
can't have got far away!"

And wit surprislng agllity, he climbed
through the open window and dropped down
to the white, frosty ground below. In an
instant, Ted, Billle and all the other boys
followed. Even the girls joined in the hunt,
and in a moment only June, Mr. Henley and
Mildred were left behind. The girl detective
looked keenly across at the elderly solicitor,

‘““Has anything been stolen?” she asked.

Mr. Henley led his daughter across to a chair,
gave her a comforting pat on the shoulder,
then looked round anxiously. 'Finally, he gave
a grim nod.

“There were five vases in that showcase,”
he dfc%?red. “and now there's only that broken
one left.”

June frowned., Why should . the Green
Rajah have stolen mere wvases? Surely they
could have no connection with the secret he
was out to discover?

“1 expect he was after all five,” she com-
mented, “ but in his hurry to get away he must
have dropped one of them.”

e crossed to the window and examined it.
Plainly it bore chisel marks. Obviously the
fastening had been forced. She looked through
at the ground, which was covered thickly with
frost, but any hope of picking up the Green
Rajah's footprints had gone. r. Standish
and the other guests, in their haste to begin
their search, had trampled on any clues there
might have been there.

So June turned her attention to the study
itself. It had a polished wood floor, and
here and there she caught a glimpse of im-
pressions left by sandalled feet.

“Why, that's funny!" she exclaimed, as, mag-
nifying-glass in hand, she bent over them.

“What's funny?” asked Mildred, who, though
she had recovered from her nerve-racking
shock. still looked pale.

“Those footprints.” June pointed to the
sandal marks. “They were undoubtedly left
by the Green Rajah, and yet they are quite

“Well, what of it?" Mildred looked com-
pletely bewildered, and her father, crossing
over to where June stood, also shook his head.
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“What is surprising about them, my dear?”
he asked.

June frowned. %

“There’s a heavy white frost outside,” she
declared. *“ Anyone walking over the ground
would be bound to get. his shoes covered with
it, and L should have thought that he would
be certain to make wet tooggrlnts in here. But
these are perfectly dry.” e insisted again.
¥ There’s not a trace of frost, or melted

rost,
anywhere.”
“You mean—"
Inquiringly his eyes met hers.
* That is looks like an inside job. The

Green Rajah didn't break in from outside, but
got in through the door.”

Mr. Henley regarded her in horror.

“An inside job!" he gas . “You mean,
that the thief was a member of my household!
That thig villainous Green Rajah actually lives
in Glen Hall! No, no, my dear, I can't believe
that., There must be some mistake. Besides,
there's the window. Clearly that’s been forced.”

“That mjght have been done just to put us
off the track,” June pointed out, still staring
in perplexity at the disturbing footprints.

“But Jack says he saw the Green Rajah
climbing through the window!” objected
Mildred.

June bit her ]1{:. Jack’s evidence seemed to
destroy the startling theory her keen mind had
been beginning to build up. She examined
the marks again, shook her head In puzzle-
ment, then moved across to where the broken
vase lay. Idly she stooped and picked it up,
her mind grappling with the new problem pre-
sented her by the re-appearance of the Green

Rajah.

She turned the broken vase over in her hand,
then abruptly stiffened, a look of excitement
on her face.

“I'm not sure—hut—yes, the bottom of this
vase unscrews.” And eagerly June tipped the
xt;ase upside down, and began to unscrew the

ase.

“Why, there's something hidden in here!”
she exclaimed and, thrilling, she poked her
fingers into the narrow, bottom end of the
broken vase. “Yes—a piece of parchment!
Suppose this is what the Green Rajah was
after!” she cried, as she pulled out the
crumpled, yvellow piece of thick paper. *“ Sup-
pose he stole the vases because he suspected
that one of them held a clue to the missing
Crystal Goblet! And suppose, In his hurry, he
dropped the one important vase, and——"

Breaking off, she smoothed out the piece of
parchment, and eagerly Mr. Henley and his
daughter craned over her shoulder, anxious
to survey this unexpected find. On the parch-
ment was drawn an outline of what looked like
an Indian temple, and inside was sketched a
gracefully designed goblet, while underneath
were several lines of what appeared to be some
welrd kind of shorthand.

June's eyes sparkled as she surveyed the

drawing.

“This is a clue to the Crystal Goblet!” she
ejaculated. *“ Oh, what a bit of luck, the Green
Rajah dropping it! D'you see that?” BShe
pointed to the outside design. * That's the
temple on Temple Isle! Then the goblet must
be hidden somewhere there! Oh, if only we
could decode these hieroglyphics,” she ded,
frowning down at the signs. “then we’'d soon
clear up all this mystery. ‘

As exclited as his daughter, Mr. Henley and
Mildred peered at the parchment, and Mr.
Henley gave a sudden cry as he detected three
tiny initials down at the bottom, right-hand
corner.

“A. J. R.!" he cried. *“Yes, those are Colonel
Raikes' initials, sure enough. It was ne who
drew that queer plan. By Jove, I believe you
have hit upon it, June! Well done my dear!”
He patted her admiringly on the shoulder.
“To-morrow,” he declared, “we must organise
a thorough search of the Iisland.”
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JACK BREAKS HIS PROMISE

YOU don’'t mind if I keep this
clue, do you? I'd rather like to
study Jt.”
Inquiringly, June regarded
the solicitor, as she made her
uest. He shook his head and

“Of course not, my dear, but
take very great care of it. It
would be disastrous if——"

He broke off and all three turned, as from
outside they heard volces. Crossing tn the
w ndow June saw Mr, Roger Standhh and the
rest the search-par lIr tramping down the
path. As he saw her, Standish glared and
shook his head.

* The scoundrel’s got clean away,

" he barked.

“We couldn’'t find a trace of him
That seemed to end the excitement for the
gemng. and one by one the guests drifted off

For over an hour June sat by the window of
her room, puzzling over the dry footprints
that the rohbe gad been an

e and examining e parchment
She fallecl however, mak anything

of the queer hieroglyphics, and next morning,
immediately after an &arly breakfast, she re-
paired to the library in order to study them

again.

“They will tell me where the goblet's hidden
—I'm sure they will,” she murmured, frowning
down at the paper. “If o " 'she broke
off as the door opened, a.nd e smiled as she
saw who it was who had entered the room.
“Jack!” she exclaimed. *“I thought I was the
only early bird. There was practically no one
but myself at breakfast.

*“Oh, I've been up hours,” he refuul “ Now
1 am oﬁ to visit Eva. You can't imagine how

keen I am to see her so that I can tell you
everything!” he exclaimed, regarding her with
brig t, eager eyes. “It'll be simply whizzo to
your partner! We can He stopped,
Lhen took a step forward, regarding curiously
the crumpled piece of chment on her knee.
I say., what's that?” he asked.
*“ A clue,” said June

“Not the one Mr. Henley was talking about!”
exclaimed Jack. *“The one which is the key
to the hiding-place of the Crystal Goblet?”
June nodded and he held out an eager hand.
“Let me look at it,” he urged. *“I might be
able to help you solve it."

June gas.sed over the piece of parchment and
closely regarded it, then suddenly he gave

a cry.

“Why, this—this is Sanskrit!”

“ Sanskrit?” echoed June.

“ Yes—Indian writing. Old Raikes lived in
india, you know, for donkey s years. so Sanskrit
wcmld as easy as pie to him.”

*And so it would to Mr Standish, too, I
expect,” cried June, delighted by Jack’s news.
“He's lived in India, also. you knnw Golly,
I must get him to take a look at i

Jack grinned.

“ No need to do that,” he sald. “Let me have
}t. for an hour or so. I'll scon get it translated
or you.'

e But who by?" asked June, in sur prise.

“ By Eva,” was the unexpected reply. “ What
she doesn't know about India is nobody’'s
business. May I take it with me?” he asked.

June hesitated. It wasn't that she didn't
trust Jack. After what she had discovered, that
was silly. All the same, she did not like the
idea of the vital clue going out of her

But it was horrid of her to be so cautious,
she told herself, as she saw the hurt look in
his eyes, and 1mgulsive1v she thrust the parch-
ment bacx..jnto is hand

“All t—take it.” she said *“But you
won't be awar loang. will you?" she asked. “ You
sees, Mr. Henley will hold me responsible iT
anything should happen to that clue

He laughed a.nd took her hand in his own.
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“I'll guard it more ciosely than 1 would the
e promised. And I'll be

Jmis o)
in just over an hour. Tell you what "—
pausing, he looked at his wrist-watch—" wha

ggms‘? tomeetl.ngmeon:l‘em e Isle at ten
Hgn le Isle?” she asked, in surprise.

sldmﬂudte%m
it looks as if that jo old’
hidden there.

usly.
splmmd'" she cried.
e He grinned and gave her hand a boisterous

“QK., then that's a Jdate.

standin betw&en us. but the translation of
this jony old document. Till then, fair damsel
—chee;

And fairly bubbling over wit.h hh;h spiri

he leaPt. out of t.he room. clooad
ug d telt like leap-
ing herself, Never e felt so happy.

Everything was turn.lns out better than she
had dared h

ope,

Not only had she cheated the Green Rajah
of the vital clue, but within an hour she would
have in her possession the translation which
would enable her to track down missing
Crystal Goblet. Even more thrilling, in a way,
was the knowledge that when Jack returned he
would be able to in her—would
be able to clear up all the dlsturhl%ts
which had formed a barrier to their p.

For half an hour June sat there, going over
in her mind &ll thai had nappened ever since
that eventful day when the fr mened girl she
now knew to be Eva Baring had cailed at Uncle
Noel's flat. Then, as the clock struck half-

Clambering into one of the boats which lay
moored there, she cast free the painter and
WAS S0ONn rowing w.goro usly across the lake,
On reaching Temple sie, she beached the boat,
then, knowing she had plenty of time, set out
to explore the island thoroughly.

She shivered lnvolumaruy as she came to the
edge of the ciif where she had nearly met her
death; and then felt a glow in her heart as she
remembered the brave way in which Jack had
saved her. Since then had rescued her
from another peril. She certainly had cause
to be grateful to him, and she smiled happily
as she realiscd that scon they would be real
friends and partners.

Partners! The word brought a sparkle td her
eyes. With Jack to help her, it should not take
long to bring this strange case to a successiul
conclusion.

The chiming of the church clock on the
mainland made her cut off her thoughts and
sent her hurrying back towards the temple-
Mk.e museum. It was ten o‘clock—time for her

intment with Jack.

agerly she cast a look over the lake, but,
to hte):; gisappomtment there was no slgn of
any a

- Never mind,” she told herself. *“ Ee won't
be lonz. I expect it's taken him longer than he
expected to fet back from Eva's.”

As she ted for him to acrive, she found
herself speculating as to Jack's re'ationship
with the frightened girl. Was h~ actual'y her
brother: was he rea¥y the Ronald Baring
of whem Mr. Standish had spoken?

Despite herself, June felt a pang of dismay
strike her heart.

If that was so. then Jack was a fu~-itive from
justice—liable to arrest at any moment.

Oh, that couldn't be true! She would never

{Continued on rag- 332,)
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More Exciting Chapters Of MARIE MATHESON'S Fine Serial

MR. MAYNE'S DECISION

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
Lee Farrell, a film producer, who would be
present.

Shella possessed a mysterious totem which
she believed 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 helper,
however, Red Eagle, a mysterious youngZ Red
Indian outlaw. 5

Two bailiff’s men came to stay in the club-
hOU&% until Sheila's father was able to pay a
debt he owed.

Sheila raised some money by posing for
posters to advertise the ice ballet, but when
she returned home with the money she dis-
covered she was too late. Her father had
already arranged to sell the house, and the
clubhouse, to Norman Wayne, a cousin they
had never seenl|

“YOU'RE going to sell off everything to
Norman Wayne? Oh, daddy, and I
thought I had arrived in time to stop all that!”

Shella stared up anxiously at her father,
unable to keep the dismay out of her face.
John Mavne looked down at her fondly,

“It's the best thing I could do.” he insisted.
"For all of you. But the deal’s not clinched
yet. They're ﬁotng to let me know in a few
days, then I will travel to meet our mysterious
cousin’s agents. In an
with you competing a
here till that's over.”

Shella nodded.
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case, it won't interfere
the carnival. We’'ll be

MY

| bty s

\ MYSTERY
MASCOT

“Yes, daddy,” she agreed. “That’s right, En
any case, aided by the money I've made by
posing, we can pay that debt you owe and send
the broker's men away from the clubhouse.”

“They’ll go first thing in the morning,” her
father declared. *“And, by the way, I had a
telephone inquiry from Juniper about a
boarder A Mr. Cooper. He's a newspaperman
who’s going to report the carnival, and he’s
willing to pay well for digs. He said he'd come
to-morrow sometime.”

“That’s good,” agreed Sheila, thinking of
household finance. “Juniper’s getting pretty
geltl booked up. I knew we’'d get someone.

u 3

She hesitated, and he looked at her.

“ But what?” he demanded.

“Oh, nothing!” said Sheila quickly.
tired. I want to get to bed.”

It had been on the tip of her tongue to tell
her father about Red Eagle and about the tale
he had told her of the secret .treasure that
might be hidden in Chinook.

If the ground were sold before she and Red
Eazle could lay hands on the treasure, then
Norman Wayne would become the owner of it
as well.

She wished desperately that Red Eagle was
near so that she could talk things over with
him. Then she remembered the strange way
he had looked at her when he had said that
whatever happened now Chinook would stay in
her father's keeping.

Red Eagle would be sure to come again soon.

The first thing Sheila did in the morning
after breakfast was to phone up Larry Green to
tell him the good news that the clubhouse
would be free again.

“Great!” he called through the phone in
rerly. “That was swell of you, Sheila, making
all those dollars yourself, We'll be all out
to-night. The old Bluebirds will make things
hum yet at the carnival. And, I say. a aueer
thing's happened. Dad got back that stolen
picture yesterday. It was sent anonymously
and was unharmed.”

“You mean Red Eagle's ancestor’s portrait?”
cried Sheila,

Larry answered in the affirmative, and added
that they had notified the police and given
instructions for the search for the thief to be

stopped.

‘Sheila sighed in relief. This meant that as
far as the Greens were concerned there was no
menace now to her mysterious friend. Later
she went down with her father to pay off the
broker's men.

The unwelcome guests in the shack grinned
as the money was handed over. Sheila’s fees,
added to what the Bluebirds had subscribed,
and along with a few more dollars from her
father, cancelled the debt.

When the broker's men had gone Sheila
spent a couple of hours tidying up. When she
returned to the lodge she found a man chat-
ting with her father.

“I'm
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* Sheila, our new boarder, Mr. Cooper!” said
John Mayn;

The usucr turned round, and Sheila gave a
gasp of astonished recognition. Smiling at her
was the man with the beard and dark glasses
she had met at the skating rink.

Suspicion filled her. What if this man was
just a spy of Karl Olsen’s, sent to take his

place

“ We've met before Miss Mayne, ha.ven t we?”
said Mr. Coope "i saw you at the ice rink
last night. ill be
for a rest
reporting on the ice carnival. I hope I shan't
puc you to wo much trouble.”

Sheila forced hersell to be nice in spite of
her fears, and she had to admit that Mr. Cooper
seemed L0 be a quiet, pleasant feliow,

When she seen their new boarder settled
in Sheila went to the nursing home to see
Toddles Juniper Bend was alreaay getting
ready for Lhc carnival. Poles and bunting had
been hung Christmas-trees decorated the
dours ol all Lhe hotels and shops

Toadles was making steady progress and had
been aliowed to gei up,

*You'll be able to mme home soon, dear,”
she told him before she left. "Then we're
going to have a great big celebration.”

On her way out of town Sheila met a sleigh-
ing party comung from the laxe. It was Corinne
Leievre and the rebel Bluebirds, now housed in
the chalet Sheila’'s enemy had taken over. One
ar Lwo recog Sheila and waved, but
Corinne and the rest gave her a stony stare,

From the way Corinne had advertised herself
and her group in the town Sheila knew she
was going to make a desperate effort to beat
her and her friends.

Time was short now and practice meant
everything Larry, the Bluebirds president,
made that clear when they were all gathered
in the clubhouse that night.

“I've roped in one or iwo mew members to
fill up our ice ballet chorus,” he stated. “ Now,
all oi you, remember this is our great chance
to put Juniper Bend and the Biuebirds on the
map. I'd no choice but to agree to hand over
evrt. of the funds to Corinne and the others.

ere crippled financially for the moment, but
that won't matter as long as we
thusiastic and work hard.”

There came a chorus of agreement, and, don-
ning their skates, the Bluebirds started re-
hearsing. They had finished one of the ballet
movements and were gathered together, waiting
for Larry's signal to begin the next, when
Sheitl'a suddenly saw someone standing watch-
ing them.

%t was Mr. Cooper, the new guest at Chinook
Lodge.
hands.

‘Very good, young folks!™ he acclaimed.
"l Ve seen the whole performance.”

“Who's that?” asked Larry in a suspicious
wmsper “We don’'t want anyone spy. on

Shmla flushed

“It's our new boarder, Mr. Cooper,” she ex-
plained. “He's a newspaperman who's going to
report the carnival. T'll introduce you.”

She did so, one by one, and Mn Cooper
greeted them genially,

it Aren t you going to ask me in for a cup of
coffee,” he asked. " Everybody will want to
know about vou youn? folks who are doing so
much for the carniva I'm a stranger and I
would like some details. I had a very nice
reception rmm your rivals down the lake, you
know, the * Emerald Belles.

Larry looked from Sheila to the others, then
gnpped Sheila's arm.

reporter, did you say?” he whispered.

I..ook if he's been to Corinne & Co. it’ll pay
gatmb?n '}?'e extra nice to him., Shall we ask

Sheila hesitated. She was still very doubtful
of Mr. Cooper, then she nodded. So the visitor
was invited to supper, and afterwards, a:
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keep en-

Standing on the bank, he clapped his

Larry's suggestion, was made an honorary
member of the club.

The newspaperma.n seemed to enjoy himself,
and when the party broke up he them
all for a most entertaining evening, then
escorted Sheila back home.

“Those friends of yours are a fine
bunch of young folks,” he declared. fm
to have met them
In the days that followed Mr. Cooper often
attended the club’s activities. He was gquite a
i skater and also loved

e became very popular with everyone,
even Sheila found herself losing her suspmm
about marred the

‘Then, two days before the ca.m.lval Jerry,
young brother, gave her a mysterious wink
when he came in from school.

‘The first moment she could manage it Sheila
got him alone,

"You’ve seen Red Eagle?” she asked ex-

He nodded

“Sure thing—and he asked me to give you a
message, sis. He wants you to meet him to-,
morrow afternoon down at the lake point.”

Sheila smiled in relief and rewarded Jerry
with a bar of candy. As her young brother
rushn%da off her father came in, looking very
exc

“I've got an appointment to-morrow, Sheila,”
5.- informed her. “I'll be leaving early in the

rnoon.’
-'vgun Norman Wayne and his agent?” she

aske
Her father nodded, said he was sorry her
bome duties and

kee on renting it to us
a

Lee mak
star,” she added, with chuckle "1'11 buy it
and give it to them as & present!”

She laughed again, excited at the pmspect
of her forthco meeting with Ea.gle.
A thrill went through her as she realised
that he might now have a definite clue to the
gold of Chinook. Soon all the mystery might
be cleared up

That mghr. Sheila went down for the Blue-

birds" last meeting before the carnival
Everything was now arranged. The skating
tests would be held the t day. On the

subsequent days there would be the ice ballet,
hockey games, and a whole host of other ex-

citing events. Judges were coming from all
parts of the country. but Farrell would
not necessarily pick the best performers. He
would be judging what he wanted for his
plcu(l)re.

I'm sure he can't help liking our
ice ballet.” Sheila told herself.

After their last rehearsal the Bluebirds locked
up their clubhouse and all feel
cheerful and confident. One more day, an
the great test for which they had worked and
waited so long would begin.

Lee Farrell, to the annoyance of everyone in
Juniper, had not arrived in town yet, but he
was expected for certain on the opening day.
Sheila could scarcely contain herself with ex-
citement when she rose to look after the
household

This afternocon. when her father had gone.

she would be meeting Red Eagle. But before
that she would have everything ed
for her stay in town and send it off with

Jerry and his tol to the lake road, where
he would be sure get some passing sleigh
to tow him in with it.

Mr. Cooper had been out early, and now
he ar.rived definitely in a hurry, demanding
an early dunch.
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“D'you mind, my dear?” he said to Sheila.
“I've got to leave now instead of to-night. I'll
go into town on skis, and send for my things.
Just give me a snack lunch.”

He raced upstairs, while Sheila prepared it,
then came down dressed for the journey, ate
hurriedly, and took his .departure. The
moment he had done so, Sheila cleared up, and
was entering the kitchen when Jerry, looking
very excited and mysterious, came into it by
the back door. .

“S8is, has that Mr. Cooper gone for good?”
he asked.

“Yes. Why?" Sheila asked. g

“He’s a secret enemy,” was the startling
reply. “I've been keeping an eye on him. I
climbed Into a tree opposite his bed-room
window, and I saw him putting on his beard!
It's false, and he wears a wig, too!” -

“What!" cried Sheila, in dismay.

“Yes, he's disguised,” affirmed her brother.
“Honest Injun. You can get Red Eagle to
scalp me if I'm not telling the truth.”

DANGER FOR HER FATHER

THIS new development shocked
Sheila, Anyone living in Chinook
Lodge in disguise could only be
some ally of Corinne's, on the
locll.gmut for clues to the hidden
gold.

Now more than ever. it was
vital she should see Red
Eagle, and the moment her
father had taken his departure by sleigh,
Sheila set off for the lake, She had a feeling
that everything was approaching a. crisis now.
On arriving at the meetmg,i%lace she imoed
impatiently up and down. en at last she
saw an ice-yacht skimming in towards the

point. Aboard it was Red Eagle. He brought
the g’&cht skilfully in to his favourite berth
and leaped ashore.

“Oh, Red Eagle, I've important news for
you!" she gasped, and instantly blurted out
Jerrv's information,

“Your brother has heen a good scout for

us,” said the young Redskin excitedly.
whether the paleface is spy or not, Red Eagle
has come to see someone more important—
your father. The time has come to tell all.”
i You want to see daddy?” exclaimed Sheila.
“But he left by sleigh some time ago. He's
keeping an appointment on the other side
of the Grizzly Back, at a shack in Lone Wolf
Valley. He's going to meet Norman Wayne
and arrange about the sale of our property
here. That's why I wanted to see you so
much, to ask you——"

Red Eagle's face had gone suddenly pale.

“What’s that you say?” he gasped. “ Your
father has gone to Lone Wolf Valley to meet
Norman Wayne? Then we must get after him
at once. He is in great danger. It is a trap,
laid by our enemies. For Norman Wayne will
not be there. Red Eagle knows it.”

“A trap?” exclaimed Sheila, in horror and
surprise.

“Yes,” said Red Eagle grimly. *“And we've
got to stop it from closing in on your father,
or everything will be lost! T have skis hidden
near here. You must come with me. It will
be dangerous. But our only quick way to Lone
Wolf Valley is by taking a short cut over the
Grizzly Back and ski-ing down the other side.”

When he had got his skis, they took the
trail, away up the steep slope past Chinook
Lodge. It was hard, toiling work, and several
tg;ies Sheila was forced to stop and take a

rest.
“I'm holding vou back, Red Eagle,” she

panted once. “Perhaps it would be best if
you went on alone.”

Red Eagle ishook his head.
“Red ghge will be happier if you are
there,” he said. *Besides, it is your father
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“But-

we seek. He may not understand if you are
not there to gpeak for me.”

Bo they plugged on, and g‘ra’ually arrived
at the top of Grizzly Back. The moon was
out, but even here going was difficult. There
were patches of treacherous snow where a slip
mizht send them over and start an avalanche
in which they themselves might be buried.

Sheila left herself entirely in Red Eagle's
hands.

He knew his way and would choose the
quickest and shortest route to their destina-
tion. Af length, after coasting down through
a wood of pines and spruce, Red Eagle came
to a stop and pointed below.

“Lone Wolf Valley,” he declared. “TIt is
down there we have to go.”

As he spoke Sheila gasped and fell on her
knees, BShe was almost all-in with exhaustion.

Immediately Red Eagle's anxiety to attain
his objective was replaced by remorse for his
forgetiulness, v

“You are but a girl,” he apologised. “Red
Eagle forgot. Forgive him. You are tired.
Rest, and I will find a quick and easy way
aown.” i

He set her down, made a cushion of snow
against her back, and removed her skis, then
his own.

“What are you going to do?” she asked, as
the young Redskin lashed thick pieces of
broken Pranch across the four skis, joining
them together.

“I am making a toboggan,” he laughed.
“When I have finished we will lie on it, and
push off, That will get both of us down
swiftly and in safety.”

When the improvised toboggan had been
completed they lay down on it, and Red Eagle
pushed off. Slowly at first, then faster and
faster the toboggan went careering down the
steep hill.

BSheila clung tightly to the young Redskin.
Every moment she expected the toboggan to
overturn, but skiifully he piloted it, and at
last he brought it safely to a halt at the
foot of the long slope. As he got to his feet

he pointed.
“Look!” he cried. “The shack!”

RED EAGLE'S DARING PLAN

SHEILA looked in the direction
of his pointing finger, and saw
a small building, half covered
with snow, not five hundred
yards away.

Close to it she made out what
seemed to be the shape of a
sleigh. Was it her father's?

_ “We must hurry. They are

there. I see a light, and a sleigh!” panted Red

Eagle, as he started stripping the ski-tobogzan

into pieces again and sorted out the skis.

“Put these on.”

Sheila quickly donned her skis, and soon
they were cautiously approaching the shack.

“It's daddy's sleigh!” whispered Sheila. as
thev drew nearer.

On reaching the shack they crossed to the
window and peered in.

“Look—daddy!” exclaimed Sheila. “ And
Karl Qlsen and another man!"”

Red Eagle nodded. Seated on a chair, to
which his arms had been bound, was John
Mayne. In front of him stood EKarl Olsen,
and to his right was another man, a stranger,
Could this be Mr. Cooper, the man who had
come to Chinook Lodze in diseuise, and been
made a member of the Bluebirds?

Sheila and Red Eagle could now see what lay
on the table in front of John Mayne. Three
objects. One was a replica of the mystery
totem that Sheila still’ wore around HWer neck:
the others were metal replicas of the heads
of a wolf and a hear.

*“All three totems at last,” whispered Red
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Eagle. “They are trying to get your father
to translate the signs.”

Olsen was_talking in a threatening tone.
The words were indistinguishable, but. his
actions proved what he was after. John
Mayne, very dlgnlfled and angry, shook his
head again and again

“T tell you, I cannot translate these,” he
shouted ali_'ia Olsen. "I don't understand the

gigmg‘,. t was the idea of trapping me

ere?” v
Sheila, watc] from the window with Red

Eagle, felt a sud wild desire to rush in to

her hel less father.
ed Eagle, seeming to read her thoughts,
piaced a firm, restralning hand upon her arm.

"No. Sheila, it would do no good,” he. whls-

“They would catch you, too, then

Sheun realéed the truth of his words

“ But, le, what can we do? We must
rescue da.ddy somehow

Red e gave 4 reassuring smile.

“Do not worry, Sheila, Red Eagle will think
of something. Now—hist!” he added, and
turned again to the window

Karl Olsen was looklng‘ ‘at his accomplice,
scowling ferociously.

‘I believe he speaks the truth,” he snapped.
“He doesn’'t know the secret. But if we had
Red Eagle here, he could read them. Then
we could get our hands on the treasure of
Chinook—the gold that Rupert Mayne hid
there years ago.”

“Not much chance of getting hold of Red
Eagle,” the other man snarled. * We've wasted
our time. Now what are we going to do with
Mayne? When he's missed they’ll make a
sear{:h for him, and he knows now what we're
up to.”

The pair started muttering, and Red Eagle
turned to Bheila.

“The time has come for us to act,” he

whispered. " Now all the totems are "there
together. I can read them and find out the
gaec}'gt. I cannot miss this chance. I am going
inside."” 2
Sheila stared at him aghast. 2
“But_they'll capture you,” she gasped.

Red Eagle nodded.

“Yes,” he smiled. *“But they will not think
I am nccompanied You hide in the sleigh,
and do not move for at least five minutes.
Then creep out and watch at the window.”

He leaned closer.

“First thing they will want when they get
me is to translate the Indian signs for them.
They are two against one, so they will not
tie Red Eagle’s hands. He will need them to
examine the totems. That is where it will
be easy. I shall take time. When you see
me seated, with the totems in my hands, run
to the sleigh, get in, crack the whip, shout,
and start off the horse

Sheila nodded.

“You mean, draw their attention?” she said.

" Yes; drive off,” sald Red Eagle, “ Leave the
rest to me. ed Eagle is successful he will
outwit these wicked ones. You will halt a
little distance away, and wait, ready to flee
if Red Eagle fails, he does not, he wnl light
a stick at the stove and come out and wave it.
Then you can come back!”

“I understand.” murmured Sheila,’
you sure you are not risking too much?"”

“1It is the moment Red Eagle must risk all,”
he declared “It is foo great a chanee to

I-Ie started tiptoeing for the door. Sheila,
climbing on to the sleigh, peeped from under
the rugs, trembling with excitement. Red
Eagle was about to beard their foes alone, un-
aided, relying only on his wits.

Would he be successful? Could he obtain
the totems, and overpower the two rascals
who had captured ber father? Would the
secret of Chinook at last be solved?

Don’'t miss the final instalment of this enthralling
story in next Friday's QIRLS' CRYSTAL.
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THE CASE OF
THE FRIGHTENED GIRL

(Continued from page 328.)

believe that a splendm boy like Jack had ever
done anything of which he could be ashamed.
gg‘%way she would soon know the whole truth

Boom! Boom!

The church clock, clanging out again, roused
her from her thoughts,

“ Half-past ten!” she exclaimed. ‘ Goodness,
what can have become of Jack?”

In an effort to smother her rising uneasiness,
she entered the temple. She would while away
the time by looking around; perhaps she might
be.lucky enough to find some clue wh.lch would
lead her to the hidden Crystal Goblet

She went from shelf to shelf, lifting up all
the various curios there, examining each one
carefully, but without result. Next she turned
her attention to the grotesque wooden figures
which stood against the walls. A sudden
thought occurred to her, as she surveyed their
gari ly painted faces.

“Suppose one was hollow!" she exclaimed.
“You could hide a man, let alone a goblet,
in one of these idols!”

Fired with excitement, she went from ﬂgur
to figure, tapping on them with her knuckles.
But all of them seemed to be solld, until at
last she came to a life-sized figure that stood
on a sguare plinth. The figure itself seemed to
be innocent of any cavity, but when she
klckeél the plinth it gave out & ringing, hollow
soun

“ Perhaps there's a secret cupboard in therel”
she excla med, and, dropping to one knee,
surveyed it with keen eyes, " Yes, there's a
crack!” ghe told hera.el.t excitedly. “I'm certain
this panel opens!”

Eagerly she ran her fingers over the wood-
work, but suddenly she stiffened. The church
cl on the mainland was booming out again.

leven o'clock!

It. looked as if Jack was not golng to keep

Fpomtmem with her, after

ale and worried, June again turned her
attentlon to the plinth, and as she pressed
and probed, there came a sudden : click, and
the whole of the panel swung open like a door,
revealing a black, square cavity.

‘Wonderingly, she thrust her ‘hand into the
cavity. It closed on a leath.r handle, She
gave a pull and a small attache-case slid into
sight. She gave a gasp as she saw it, for
instantly she recognised it. This was the case
which Jack had been so_ agitated about a
couple of nights ago when she had accidentally
knocked it off the seat of the rowing-boat. Yes,
there were his initials gainbed on the lid.

But what could Jack's case be doing hidden
in_the base of the Indian ido!?

Despite herself, she knew a terrible anxiety.
This discovery, coupled with the boy's failure
to keep his appointment brought a sudden
shiver down her spine. as she would, she
could not prevent those old, disturbing sus-
picions crowding back to her mind,

Was it possible that, after all, her faith in
Jack had been misplaced? Was it possible
that all along he had tricked her?

She felt furious with herself for even think-
ing such a thing, and yet the horrible suspicion
refused to be smothered. and agitatedly she
snapped Pen the fastenings of the case and
lifted the

One look she gave inside, and then the blood
drained from her face and a horrified groan
escaped her lips. For the contents of that
case seemed to answer all her uneasy guestions
—seemed to make clear why Jack had not kept
his appointment on Temple Isle

What can the case contain? Be sure not to miss
next Friday’s enthralling chapters of this mystery
and detective serial in the GIRLS' CRYSTAL.
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Don & Co. Meant To Make Sally's Birthday Party The Best Ever

SALLY'S COUSIN

MIND my birthday cake, Johnny!” laughed
Sally W gaily.
“We sbnn‘t. demolish that till the
Sally!” promised Don Weston, who was
Jubil intly helping Johnny carry the
bor!_'?wed table with the enormous iced cake
on it.

“There are lots more presents arrived for
you. Sally—Pat’s bringing them!™ ganted Fay
Manners, -her own arms loaded with borrowed
crockery.

“Tell us where you want this table, Sally,”
&uﬂed Johnny. breathlessly dodging the chairs

icky Rogers & Co. were humping.

It was Sally’s birthday, and all J House were
vying to make it, as Don said, the gayest and
certainly the greatest occasion that had ever
happened in Roxburgh Co-ed College.

True, their rivals of K House, and notably
Nat Piggot. had enlivened the occasion with a
few little jokcos against Bally—but all in the
kindest humour. On a day like this K were
willing to admft their own llking for popular
Sally. They had gladly lent the furniture and
crocks which were now being crowded into J
House community room.

“ Are you sure we’'ll get everybody in, Don?”
Sally asked with a laugh as a triumphant team
came struggling in with a piano from the
Merrymakers' clubhouse.

“We'll get them in somehow, Sally,
have to use a shoehorn,” grinned Don.

“You see now why we couldn't hold it in the
clubhouse—much too small!” stressed Johnny,
and exchanged a mysterious glance with Don.

Funny, mused Sally, but she'd noticed that
mysterious look between them each time the
clubhouse was mentioned. Before she could
ask them about it, however, in came Pat
Waters with her arms full of parcels and mail.

-« All for you, Sally! Didn’t I tell you your
birthday falls under a lucky star?” exulted Pat,
who was keenly superstitious.

“You're rizht, too, Pat!” chuckled Sally, and
started on the thriiling task of opening this
second windfall of presents,

A scrumptious box of candies—a beaded bag
—a hair ornament in blue enamel—hall a
dozen hankies—gloves—more candies—and.
joy. a pair of stockings guaranteed not to
&dder' It was a wizard bunch of presents,

is!

if we
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“ Do help yourselves to these candies, every-
body!"” she cried.

Eagerly enouzh, the order was carried out
as Sally began opening her mail. Uncle Jim's
letter first, of course, with the Hollywood posi-
mark. Her eyes shone. Dear old Uncle Jim,
he’'d sent her fifty dollars——fifty whole dollars!
Why. the things she could buy! She hadn't
got her breath back while she opened the
next three or four letters.

They were all greetings. And what was this
next one? It had been posted locally, but she
didn't recognise the writing. though she had
a very faint, distant recollection of having seen
it before somewhere. ho——

And then her face became suddenly still as
she read the letter in Its shaky, boyish hand-
writing:

“Dear Cousin Sally,—You know very little
of me, and not much that's good, I'm afraid.
I have no right to expect your sympathy when
I tell you I am in serious trouble. My reason
for writing you is that I'm trying deperately
to save this worry from our Uncle Jim, who
has been such a real brick to us both. He
mustn't know. It is the kind of worry that
would break him up. We've t to keep it
from him and put matters right somehow—
and with your help I think we can. I must
see you. Urgent! Shall be anxiously waiting
for you in Dooley’s Cafe, off Harbour Street.
Tell no one, and please come as soon &s you
get this. Your cousin,

" HaroLp WARNER.”

Sally’s heart lurched. A shadow had stolen
over her happiness. Anxiety was gnawing—
not for her cousin, who was only a name
to her and a poor name at that—bul anxiety
for Uncle Jim, so often worried by him in the

past.
“ You look very pensive all of a sudden,
Sally,” said Don.

“I don't wonder—just look at her wealthi”

Fay.
“Golly! She's a millionaire!” gasped Johnmy,
The ten five-dollar notes—Uncle Jim's
present—were still eclutched in Sally's hand.
Bnghtls she forced a laugh, brightly she made
those the excuse for her preoccupied look

33
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“Can't believe my luck even yet! I'm still
dazed! Dear old Uncle Jim!"”

Not a word did she say about her sudden
worrying news from Cousin Harold. It needed
no injunction from him to make her hide her
trouble from her chums—especially to-day,
when the one thought of them all was to give
her a happy birthday.

“Where are you off to now, Sally?” Johnny
asked quickly, as she moved to the door.

“Just going to put these presents along with
the others,” Sally said lightly.

“We'll come with you!” both Johnny and
Don said in one breath. And outy they went
with her, carrying her parcels for her. .

Sally’'s presents were all in the clubhouse,
spread out in gay display on the tennis-table.
It had been the boys' idea. Why they should
accompany her there now and take this mys-
terious interest in her visits to the clubhouse,
Sally no longer pondered. Her mind was on
a more anxious matter. But she hid it, laugh-
ingly, while Don and Johnny set out the new
presents beside the others,  giving pride of
place to the fifty dollars.

* Going out, Sall}):rl?" Don asked, as Sally made
a move back to the door.

Sally nodded.

“Yes; shan't be long. Mustn't be late for
my party!” she said gaily.

“You'd better not!” they warned her, and
leaving them standing on the steps of the club-
house Sally waved cheerfuly and went out
through the college gates.

Anxiety took

Her cheerfillness dropped then.
full grip of her as she turned her steps towards
the sea front and the cafe her cousin had
named, near the harbour.

She knew little indeed about Cousin Harold
—had only met him once when he was a
small boy. His many scrapes and follies since
then had always been hushed up—by bvig-
hearted Uncle Jim. All she did know was that
Uncle Jim had sent him eventually to sea, and
now proudly believed that Harold had made

good.

Could she help to save her uncle from this
new worry connected with Harold? That was
Sally’'s gnawing anxiety as she hurried through
the quiet streets behind the harbour and came
at last to Dooley’'s Cafe.

A boy was sitting restlessly at a table near
the window, obviously watching for her. He
jumped to his feet as she came in. L

“1 remember you, Sally! D'you remember
me?” And with an eager though agitated
smile he held out his hand, drawing her to
a chair in the qulet window-corner he had
chosen. “Thank you a lot for coming!”

*“*And you're Harold,” Sally murmured, try-
ing to return some sort of a smile. She
remembered him vaguely, though it was only
a shadowy likeness she recalled after so long,
“I thought you were at sea now, working as
a wireless operator?”

“Yes, I still am!" And he signed jerkily to
the waiter to bring them coffees. “Uncle Jim
got me the job, you know—if only I can
keep it!"”

Sally faced him,
point.

“Tell me, Harold, what i3 this trouble
you're in?"

“It happened ashore, when we put in here
—no one c¢n the boat knows,"” he said, lowering
his voice and speaking rap:dl}r. “You see,
Sally, I—I borrowed a car——'

“ Borrowed it?" she echoed him steadily.

“Well "—his eyes shifted—* took it without
permission Mad thing to do, I admit. And it
was a Rex super-sports. It was standing out-
side the Harbour Hotel, and I had an urge to
try it out, just for a little joy ride—vou kndw
how it is?” And his eyes pleaded without
sucecess for Saily's sympathe#ie understanding.
“Trouble was Sally, was unucky. I—I
crashed the car Into a lamp standard!"

“And then?” asked Sally. =

24

cominz straight to the

; "Ehe owner caught me—he'd followed in a
axil”

“And now what?” she demanded.
~ ""He's given me until seven o'clock this even-
ing to pay for the damage. If not——" And
Hnrix_'uid paused as the walter brought the
coifees.

Sally looked at the table. She couldn't pre-
tend to 1eel sympathy for Cousin Harold. She
was pondering just how Harold's escapade
would get to Uncle Jim.,

“If I don’t pay up by seven,” Harold went
on, as the waiter withdrew, “ the owner's going
to the police and it'll mean p-prison for me,
It's Uncle Jim I'm thinking of, not myself,
Sally! The shock and disgrace would be too
much for him!"”

Sally’'s face went white as she realised the
full implication of her cousin’'s words. He was
right, too—such a shock might completely
break up her uncle-

“How much,” she jerked out—"how much
1s the car owner demanding?”

“Sixty dollars!” Harold said tensely.

Sixty doliars! Sally winced. She was think-
ing feverishly of her birthday money sent her
to-day by Uncle Jim himself.

> | ven't got as much as sixty dollars—"

“But you could raise it for me, Sally, at
the colleze?"” he put in rapidly. *“ You've got

lots of friends?"

“My friends are hav nothing to do with
this!” she retorted. “I'll do what I can—for
Uncle Jim's sake—but I can't do it all. How
much have you got?”

She watched him tumlnf out his pockets,
progdgucing seven dollars and a few odd cents,

“ Honest, Sally, this is all I've got,” he was
at pains to assure her; but that fact was
obvious.

“Then we can just about manage it be-
tween us,” she sald slowly, and got up,
leaving her coiee untouched. *“I—I'll bring
you the rest. I've got fifty dollars at coilege,
and a bit over. Wait here!”

But he was already on his feet beside her.

“As if I wouid,” he said, his voice husky
now with gratitude. * You've been just—just
wonderful, Sally. I'll come with you—I'll pay
it all back as soon as ever I can. I know
how you feel—only I feel just the same about
dear old uncle. You must believe me!”

She wished he had stayed in the cafe. She
just didn't want to talk as he walked at her
side throuzh the gathering dusk.

“I didn't want you to touch your savings”
he kept saying. *“I thought you could borrow
the money so easily, Sally, from your friends!"

To borrow from one's friends scemed such
an easy way out to Cousin Harold. Sally
flinched inwardly. Her own chumsg must know
nothing of this. Nothing must be allowed to
mar the happy day they planned for her.

She left him waiting in the road by the edge
of the woods when they came within sight of
the college gates. ‘

“You stay here,” she said crisply. *“I'll get
the money. I'll bring it to you in five

minutes!”

She was resigned to the sacrifice of her birth-
day money. It was for the sake of "Uncle Jim,
who would have sacrificed anything for her,
She would get it straight from the clubhouse
and give it to her cousin, then forget all about

it and on with the party.

Gay sounds aof p{eegaramﬂn from the Com-
munity Room brightened Sally a whole lot.

She ran across to the shrubbery, to the club-
house where her presents were all laid out. She
ran up the steps, and tlen two laughing fizures
burst out from the door. waylaying her. They
were Johnny and Don.

“Just stopped you in time Sallg!“ And in
merry exciiement Johnny locked the door and
pocketed the key. " You can’'t come in here!”

“Not yet!” cried Don, and gatly they both
took her arms and rushed her away. “We've
got a big sun'JrLﬁe for you, Sally, but
saving it up till the party!”

we'rp
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SALLY KEEPS SILENT
SALLY'S breathless laughter hid

ystendy on, boys, I've
got to go in——
m"No admittance ~till six!”

insisted.
"ﬂ\n I've got to get

thl.n‘g i
e'll get it for youl' Im:ghed
Don, still rushing her away, *“ What is it?”

She couldn’t tell them that she wanted her
money. The whole of her money—ifiity dollars!
They would know at once that something was
amiss. They mustn't know. It. would spoil
their fun, spoil all the good time they were
try to’ give her, She must get the money
herself somehow—secretly.

“It's just a trick L0 see our surprise, But
gou've got to wait!” laughed Johnny, echoed

Don, and both of them galloped her off into
the cafeteria.

Half J house was there, gathering up trays
of waflles, jellies, trifies, and ices for the party.
Plump Mrs, Barwell, red from cooking but

all over her motherly face, came
bustling to Sally to wish her many happy

returns,

Bally thanked her, but she was battling with
the problem of how she could give them all the
slip. How could she nip away unsuspected into
the clubhouse? Cousin Harold was waiting
now for ithe money! But Johnny and Don were
glued to her side.

Though outwardly com Lgiet.ely hsnpy. Sally
was tense with worry for next ten %ﬁtea.r
o

If oniy she could get that money,
Cousin Harold and forget all abougp lnm-———-
thoughts were interrupted by Mr.
Gritial’s heavy tread in the doorway.
*1s Briggs here?” he asked in a pained voice.
“Oh, there you are!” And he came strid in.
“ Briggs, Weston, 1 have a bone to pick with
you. It concerns a remark—an offensive remark
—that was made 1 was passing the window
of your clubhouse——"
“We can explain that, sir!" burst in Johnny.
“If we can have a word with you alone
g‘l)eue sir!” pleaded Don hrenhlassly.
th went to Mr.
Eiul.;;:ing him out r.nrouan the door to talk to
in secret, where Sally shouldn't hear.
It was just the chance Sally had
hankering for! She edged d.s the back
door, unnoticed by the rest of her House-mates
:ruh their trayloads, and out she sped into the

by roundabout ways she ran breathlessly
towards the clubhouse. The door was locked,
she knew. But there was always a way in
through the window. No one must see her,
however. It would look rather mean—as if she
w?yins $lt the boys' secret before they
er
On tiptoes she approached the side window.
She couldn't have been more stealthy. But all
her care was wasted. She was detected.
A shrill whistle rang out—ifrom inside the
clubhouse! !
Bally darted back with a shout of dismay.
Bhehldchounthewmumumentl Someone
was there on guard!
That wam.mg whistle had scarcely echoed
:g:y when she heard her name sb,outed across

g"' ‘It was Fay's voice calung eagerly
in the * Anyone seen Sally?”

Eeeping under cover of the shrubbery to con-
ceal where shehadbem.Sauymoutwmeet
her near the path by the gates.

“Oh, here you are, y! Got another sur-
Fny!bgreeted lzier jubilantly.

Look who s come !
With a chill, Sally saw a boy walking at Fay’'s
e had dreaded most—it was

side. It was what
slaclll! usin, did say?” And Dan

» v's co i you say?” now
came huwrrying foliowed
and half a dozen others.
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some-

f Johnmy .
“Well, this is great!

You've hardly seen

A real birthday surprise!
Introauce us,

each other belore, have you?
Bally!”

The chill deepened at Sally's heart. She saw
Harold gazing at her in anxious questiomng.

“I saw Harold outside, but 1 didnt think
he’d have time to mee: you all,” she said
lightly. “He's ina h

“But he’ll stay for the party? cried Don.

“Rather!” echoed Johnny,

“Well, thanks!” answered Harold, his eyes
fixed .!cverlshly on Sally. “I can stay nearly
till seven.’

Weicoming cheers came from the boys. Fay
skipped into the Community Room to arrange
an extra place for him at table beside Saliy.
Don and Johnny grabbed his arm, inviting him
cordially aiong to the cafeteria lor an icea koia.

“I'll bring Harold along in two jiis, boys.
You be ordering!” Sally bade them merrily.

But her merriment vanished as soon as she
was lelt alone with Haroid.
Why did you come here?"” she asked him.
“Weil, I waited twenty minutes and you
didn t brm.g the money,” he said, his own face
ccusing. " Why did you let me down, Sally?
Where 18 it?”

“Where I can't get at it—for the Present "
she flashed back. "1 told you I'd bring it to
you, The least you could clo was to wait!”

“You don't want me to meet your iriends?”
he said resentfuuly.

“Pr 1y, no, Harold,” she replied. “I doqt
want tnem to know your record, and I aon
nnsyouwhavethe cetorrywborrow
money from

2 All right, all right!” And his eyes turned
awa..v *Where is the money you prommed.

yway? What's stopping you getting ?”

“lts locked up in our clubhouse
curtly. “I'll get n as soon as I can—then
you’'ll make an excuse and leave at once, under-
stand? That's all I want to say. Now come,
the boys are waiting for us!”

Her suspense eased a little when they joined
Johnny and Don in the cafeteria. Harold made
himseif very good company. He soon had her
chums listening intently to his yarns, laughing
heartily at his jokes. But he was only playing
a part—playing for time until he had got Lhat
money he so aesperately needed. Sally would

o

“It's after five, boys—I'll be glvl.ng Fay a
hand with the tables,” she said lightly, and
went out.

Breathlessly she made for the shrubbery near
the dean's garden. There was another entrance
there, a secret entrance by an underiround
tunnel into the Merrymakers’ clubhouse. It
was a thousand to one Johnny or Don had
sealed it up to-day. But if they hadn't——

*Oh, Miss Warner?” It was the dean’s voice
that accosted her as she nearly bumped into
him in the dark. “I understand I have to wish
you a happy birthday.

“That's very kmd of you, sir—thank you!”
And Sally pulled up with a flustered laugh,
“I'm surprised that you should know.”

“ My dear young lady, everyone in the college
knows that it's your birthday,” said the dean
with Ve amusement, “and Tom some aspects
Mr. Grittal will be rather glad when it's over.
However, he joins me in wanting to give you a
Will you please come to my

kind, but Sally cast longing
glances towards the clubhouse as she accom-
panied the dean to his study. She guessed Lhat.
the present would be something * improving.”
It was a book. Any book she cared to choose
from the shelves. And Mr, Grittal w&s there
to help her choose.

It was five past five when Sally entered the
study It was turned half-past when she
escaped at last with a volume of Byron.

Now for the clubhouse! She made a straight
sprint for it in the darkness, keeping well in
the shade of the shrub!

bery.
Was it her fancy, or could she hear other
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steps running Jjust a little ahead of her?
Muffled steps, as if someone else were making
the same errand as herself!

Thzun hér heart gave a sudden jolt. She
pauséd electrically. She saw a boy's flgure

dart up the steps of the clubhouse. It was her
Cousin Harold!
He was trylng to open the door. It was

locked. He crept along the terrace. He was
trying to open the window now, =Sally felt a
sick sense of alarm.

She must stop him. It would be appalling it
anyone else saw him,

And in that instant--as Harold edged the
window open—a voice shrilled out from inside

the clubhouse: ;

“Go away, Benny Cook! Back to the ship—
back to the Swanee!”

Harold lea%t.. panic-stricken, over the rail of
the terrace. Before Sally could grasp her senses
he was doubling back on his tracks like a
frightened hare.

THE BIG SURPRISE

“8IX O'CLOCK and all's ready!”
Johnny was shouting eagerly as
he burst into the festive Com-
munity Room. * Where's Sally?
Hey, where is she? Hasn't she
turned up yet?”

He blinked perplexedly in the
dazzling lights, All the guests
were here. All J House was wait-
ing excitedly for the march to the clubhouse to
launch the big surprise. Fay and Don had lit
the last candles on Sally's birthday cake. Her
Cousin Harold was hovering beside them. But
everyone was buzzing with the same question,
where was y?

“She's nowhere in the col., Johnny—we've
searched everywherel” came a bewildered
chorus.

*“Wh-what?" gasped Johnny. " B-but she
couldn’t have gone out—she wouldn’'t be miss-
ing for the party, for the big surprisel”

*“Can't make out what's ppened to her!™
Don said ureasily.

o h, she's working up a rise for us,
that's what Sally's doing, I bet!” Johnny cried
in sudden inspiration. *“Let's catch her out,
everybody, before she catches us!”

There was a hilarious rush through the-open
door, Don made to follow the others more
slowly, but a nervous hand clutched at his arm.

“1 say, Weston, I—I don’t want to worry
you,” Harold said agitatedly, “but I don’'t think
Sally's larking, She’s upset over something—
she’s trying to keep out of my way!”

“Upset? Sally?"” Don's colQur drained as he
stared into Harold’s face, * t do you mean?
What have you done to her?”

“1 haven't done anything!"” Harold denied.
“All-I came for was something that belongs to
me. Some money of mine that Sally's got!”

+ “Say that again!” Don invited in a dangerous

tone. * Are you t.rymgato tell me that Sally's
goit money of yours that she doesn't want to
give you?”

" Just that!"” And Harold faced him doggedly.
“She owes me fifty dollars and a bit over!|”

“1 don’t belleve it!” Don said flatly.

“I wouldn’'t have told you if I could have
helped it!” Harold said with an air of distress.
“You may have noticed the change in Sally as
soon as I came here and how she tried to get
rid of me. Now she's bolted. She's missing for
the party you were giving her—so I just had to
tell you why!"

“I—I don't believe it,” Don repeated. *“I'll
lénal{xe“gnu repeat every word of t in front of
ally !

“She won't be back while I'm here!” And

there was bitter conviction in Harold's voice,
because he fully believed this true. “ She
knows I wanted the money before seven. She
made all kinds of excuses not to give it to me.
Now she's cleared out of my way. I'm sorry
she's ruined her party and everything.” He
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+ said huskily.

paused and his eyes narrowed calculatingly.
“You're one of her friends, so if you would
care to raise the amount——"

He broke off sharply as a cheerful step
sounded in the doorway, and in came Sally,
looking gayer than ever.

“Sorry 1 kept you waiting for the money,
Harold."?ﬁhe said brightly. *“We’'ll get it now,

1l we

*“ Oh—er—oh, thanks, Sally!” And Harold
could hardly speak 1or confusion. *“Thought
you'd gone outl!"

“Then "—Don was staring at her faintly—
“then it's true, Sally, what your cousin was
telling me?"”

“Hope I haven't held the party up, Don.
Afraid I'm a bit late,” Sally said as if she
hadn't heard him. *Let’s hurry along—we'll
soon get this little matter settled up  with
Harold!” =

She was hustling them both out in the
direction of the clubhouse. Yet Harold, in spite
of his eagerness for the money, seemed to hang
back a little as they approached. It was as if
there were something about the clubhouse that
he didn't like.

“We don't want the others to know, Sally,"
he sald hastily. *“You get the cash, I'll wait
somewhere."”

“ What about here?” suggested Sally, and she
%ed him straight to a dark patch under the
rees.

“This'll be all right,” nodded Harold, and
then, &vith a jump, he nearly collapsed on the
ground.

A burly sea captain had stepped out from
behind the trees,

“ Here's the boy, skipper. Is his name Harold
Warner?” Sally asked softiy.

“Nol" thundered the skipper, while Harold
cowered back with his knees knocking. ‘‘He's
a lazy young scamp who's not fit to black
lgarolg, ‘Warner's boots, and his name's" Benny

“Th-then he's not your cousin, Sally!” gasped

n.
“I'll tel you who he is!” raged the skipper,
‘“He's a sort of ship’s clerk aboard my craft—
the Swanee. He ew Harold Warner, who
ed as our radio operator last trip. Even
looks a bit like him in an unflattering way. It
was that sketchy likeness that gave him the
idea of cheating Harold's cousin—trying to
squeeze money out of the young lady. He knew
it was her birthday. He heard what you boys
sald when you came aboard to buy e
“Shush!” _Sally jJogged his elbow.
posing Har—I me: Benny Cook, tells us the
rest himself? He'll have just time before he's
handed over to the police at seven——"

“No, don't do that! I'll own upi” burst in
the bogus Harold frantically. * There w-wasn'f
amy car accident. I—I only told you that to
g-g-get the money out of you. I knew about
your Uncle Jim and how k-kind he’s been to
Harold and you, and so I th-thought it would
be easy. But I was wrong. And I didn't get the
money. And all I ask for is——"

The captain seized him by the scruff of the

“ Sup-

collar,

“You'll get what you've asked for all right,
my lad!” he vowed, and he looked over his
shoulder at Sally as he hustled him away. * Al
my regrets, miss, and all my wishes for a happy
birthday. young beauty won't trouble
you again. But you can take it from me that
your cousin. the real one, is a grand lad with a
great future in front of him!”

Sally was smiling, but her eyes were a little
meist. Don noticed. as he gazed at her in a king

of daze.
*Sally, I—I just can't figure it out yet.," he
“*But you were worried to-day—
must have been terribly worried. And you
didn’t give us one little hint about it!”
“It's all right now, Don!” she whispered
happily.

(Please turn to the back page.)
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in with her plans, and after lunch next day
they cycled off to Ridingford to purchase the
decorating materials, leaving Kitty behind to
carry out her scheme for securing that vital

key.

“Wonder why Delia’s so keen on hiding the
key of that bookcase?” Kitty had asked her-
self. “After all, it isn't her property. It
belongs to the school.”

Every half-holiday, as Kitty knew, Delia
shut herself ‘n her office, presumably to get
on with her secretarial work. Probably she
would use the bookcase, and the key.

So the onlv way to discover its hiding-place
was to keep observation on Delia, and Kitty
had already thought of a way to do this.

The windows of the big upstairs class-room,
looking as they did over the quad towards the
office, also showed a large mirror hung on the
office wall. . :

Armed with a pair of opera glasses, Kitty
installed herself behind the window curtains
.ol the empty class-room directly after lunch.
By peering througn the glasses she got a clear
view of the mirror, which reflected almosf
the whole of the office.

Ehe had a long. anxious wait. Delia had
come into the office directly after lunch and
bad settied down at the table, apparently
poring over some books.

It was not till Kitty had been keeping watch
for over an hour that the secretary made a
move.

Kitty stiffened as the secretary jumped up
and walked to the mantelpiece. Here she
turned the clock round and removed the back,
and from it she-took—a key!

But it wasn't the key of the clock. Trem-
bling with excitement, Kitty saw Delia walk
over to the bookcase and unlock it, putting
away the volume she had been studying so
closely.

“At last!” Kitty breathed in relief.
found the hiding-place, but—can I get hold
of the key?”

Again she wondered why Delia should take
such trouble to hide that key. And what was
it that the girl in the scarlet cloak wanted so
urgently from the.bookcase? Something that
was linked, so it seemed, In some mysterious
way with the regatta ccntest.

“1 can't puezle it out,” Kitty confessed to
herself. “I only know that we're going to back
up our secret chum in every way we can.”

She had already planned her next move. On
half-holidays tea was served in the mistresses’
Common-room at four o'clock. The room was
only across the corridor from Delia's office,
and thers was every likelihood that she would
step Across for a cup of tea without locking
her office door. X

Kitty concealed herself in an alcove in the
corridor, waiting breathlessly.

The tea-bell rang. A few moments later, as
Kitty had expected, Delia stepped across the
corridor and vanished into the room opposite.

With one swift glance to make sure the coast
was clear, Kitty darted into the office, and in
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Their Helper

A i’J vl ET (LOAK _

(Continued from page 324.)

“I've -

/il

a few moments had taken the key from its
kiding-place in the clock.

Joyfully she sped away to the cloisters,
where she placed the key under the big stone
at the crypt entrance, with a brief note saying
where she had found it, so that their unknown
friend could return it to its hiding-place when
she had borrowed what she needed from the
bookcase.

“So far, so good!” Kitty laughed excitedly.
“Now to see how Madge and Nina have been
getting along.”

She found her two chums in the school
boathouse. They had lost no time in making
their purchases, and were already beginning
to decorate the four-oared gig that was to be
{.,u.rned into a replica of Good Queen Bess’ royal

arge.

“Everything is hunky-dory, girls,” Kitty told
them. *“A certain object has been safely
tucked beneath a certain stone. And now
we've jolly well got to work like billy-o!”

The three Fourth Formers certainly put
their backs into their task. They missed their
tea, in their anxiety to push on with the work
of decorating the boat.

It couldn't be finished in one day, of course;
but they had made fine progress by seven
o'clock, when it was time to start back for
school if they were not to be late for prep.

And now at last, after the afternoon's ex-
citement, a mood of uneasiness fell upon them.

Not a single line of their impots had been
done. True to their pact with the girl in the
scariet cloak, they had ignored the punish-
ments s0 as to press on with their prepara-
tions for Saturday's regatta.

And to-morrow morning, at nine o'clock,
Delia would demand those lines and arith-
metic problems.

“ Suppose that mystery girl lets us down!”
Nina exclaimed. * What then?"

“She won't,” cried Kitty stoutly *“Youll

see.

As the hours passed, however, even Kitty
became a trifie doubtful and worried. Night
came and went, and there was no sign of their
mystery helper. In the morning there was still
no message.

It was just as if the girl in, the scarlet cloak,
having got what she wanted, had vanished
completely from the scene.

The bell rang for morning lessons, and
Kitty's face was grim as she rejoined her
chums at the class-room door.

“Nothing doing,” she murmured. “So we
can look out for squalls!”

“Squalls! You mean we can look out for
a_jolly old earthquake!” exclaimed Madge, her
plump face dismayed. “We've been in some
tight cornmers In our time, but this is one
I'd rather miss!™

‘There was no help for it, however. They
had to sit down at their desks with the others,
waiting for the storm to burst. Perhaps Kitty
felt worst of all, for it was she who had pinned
such faith to the girl in the scarlet cloak.

And then Delia stalked in, glaring round the
class in her usual fault finding way.
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*“Kitty, Madge and Nina,"” she snapped. “1
gave you some 1mfositlons to be handed in
this morning. Will you give them to me at
once, please.”

There was a dead silence. For the life of
them, none of the chums could speak, and
a frown gathered on Delia’s thin face. efore
she could say anything further, nowever.
there came a knock on the door,

For one wild instant Kitty thought it might
be the girl in the scarlet cloak, making a last-
minute dramatic appearance to save them.

But she saw [t was one of the school maids,
with rather a smudgy face, wearing ean ill-
fitting overall and ho! ding a large broom.

“ Please, miss, can put this back in the
class-room cupboard?” the girl asked Delia in
o hoarse tone.

In each class-room there was a large cup-
board containing brooms and cleaning
materials, and Delia nodded impatiently.

“Yes, but don't interrupt a class again in
this way,” she snapped, glaring at the maid.
“Hurry up!”

!

The girP shuffled between the rows of desks,
passing close to Kitty, Madge and Nina, who
sat with thumping hearts. This lnterrupuon
had only given them a moment’s respite.
Already the maid was shuffling .out again,
haying replaced the broom.

‘Now, you three girls,” Delia rasped, as the
door closed behind the maid. *Hand me those

1mpoait.10ns at once.”
Certainly, Miss Stanley,” Kitty replied
calmly. *I have them here.”

So saying, Kitty rose and walked to the
mistress’ desk, handing her a neat pile of
papers.

Madge and Nina watched, utterly dumb-
founded—unable to respond to the merry wink
which Kitty gave them as she returned to her
place. e rubbed her eyes, convinced once
again that she was dreaming.

It was not till mid-morning break that they
fully understood what had happened. No
sooner were they out of the class-room than
Nina and Madge fairly flew at Kitty.

‘“Are you a conjurer?” panted Madge.
“Where did those papers come from—or did
we just dream them? Were they really the
impots?”

“I should jolly well say they were,” grinned
Kitty. “ It was the maid, Madge, you old goose.
She wasn't a real maid at all. She was our
mystery friend in disguise, and she slipped me
the papers as she passed my desk.”

The audacity of it! Maclge and Nina could
only gape in-silent wonderment.

“She must have been just too late to hand
us the impots before clasa." RKitty went on, her
dark eyes sparkling. *“So she carried out that
daring plan to outwit Delia—and lt came off.
Gosh, she's a friend worth having!™

Their spirits rose. Now that those impots
were out of the way, they could go right ahead
with their plans for the regatta—their big
effort to win the cup.

And then suddenly, out of the blue, came
a blow that destroyed all their hopes.

They had just finished their mid-morning
cups of cocoa when they received a summons
to go to Delia Stanley’s office.

“I hope she hasn't spotted that those
impots were done by somecbody else,” Kitly
murmured as they went.

It was far worse than that, however. Reach-

ing the office, they found Miss Thwaites there,
and the Head's scholarly face was graver than
they had ever seen it. And beside her stood
Delia, her cold blue eyes filled with malice.

Kitty noted. too. that the oak bookcase was
wide open

“You three girls,” Miss Thwaites began, her
voice stern. “ I wish to inform you that some-
thing most sericus has happened.”

She paused for a momen{ and the chums'
hearts sank. Then Miss Thiwaites pointed to
the bookcass
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“In that cupboara was a set of volumes deal-
ing with the history of St. Celia’ went
on. “It was a rare first edition by a famous
author, and it was worth at least fifty pounds.
Last night those vaiuable books were stolen
by someone who evidently had the key to the
bookcase.”

A gasp broke from the three chums as the
full meaning of this dawned on their minds.

It was of course, the girl in the scarlet cloak

who had raided the bogkcase in the nlgh
She had told them she® urgently needed
borrow something from the case, but they ha.d
never dreamed it would be a set of volumes
Worth fifty pounds!

Stanley tells me,” the Head went on
sternly, “that her office was raided once before
and that you warned the intruder, Kitty, and
prevented her from being caught.”

“And I've proof of it!” Delia shrilled, her
eyes blazing with spiteful malice. * Here is
the warning note, Miss Thwaites, torn
from Kitty's exercise book. I am convinced
that these three girls are in league with the
ghle!t—that. they've been helping her, shielding

er!”

“That's not true,” flamed Kitty. *“We don't
know who the intruder was, but—but she
wasn't a thief.”

“Wasn't a thief? And yet she has taken
fifty pounds’ worth of books!” Delia laughed
in scorn. " Are you crazy, Kitty? Do you
expect us to believe that?”

“I am inclined to believe that you three
girls have been the dupes of a clever trick-
ster,” Miss Thwaites said sternly. * You may
not have known she was planning a robbery,
but by your folly you have certainly helped
her. I must take a very grave view of your
actions.”

There was a brief silence, while Delia flashed
a look of spiteful triumph at the chums.

“You will all three be gated until further
notice,” the headmistress declared. “ You will
not leave the school premises until this matter
has been most thoroughly investigated.”

“But, Miss Thwaites, there’'s the town
regattai” Kitty burst out, *WeTe decorating
a boat. for the contest, and——"

“You will, of course, take no part in the
regatta,” Miss Thwaites told her sternly.
“That will do, Kitty. If I need to question
any of you again, I will send for you. You
may go.”

Coascious of Delia’s spiteful glances, they

-went out, feeling as if the world was coming to

an end.
Their hopes, which had seemed so rosy a
short while ago,” had crumbled into ruins.

They were banned from the regatta, and had
b}:ent%tic?sed by the Head of being the dupes
of a ef.

THE SILVER CUP

THE rest of that day was perhaps
the most miserable Kitty and
her chums.- had spent at St.
‘Celia’s. The news of the missing
books spread around the
school, and they were conscious
of suspicious glances thrown in
their direction from all sides.

They were glad when bed-
time came, but even when she was lying down
in her cubicle, sleep was a long time coming
to Kitty. She must bave dozed at last, how-
ever, for she was awakened suddenly by a light
touch on her shou

The bright moo ght flooded her cubicle,
and by its light Kitty’s wondering eyes fell
on a familiar e in flowing scarlet cloak,
a black mask ng her face. -

The girl in the scarlet cloak had come back!
And as as she saw her there, Kitty's heart
knew a throb of relief.

Their secret ally had not deserted them,
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Perhaps she had come to cxplain
ihe mean _of her mpysterious actions—to
:‘mi\e everyt. clear.

* Dress qmckly, Kitty—and follow me!”

The words came from the unknown girl in

nfﬁer all.

an urgent whisper, and in a twinkling Kitty
was out of and had un on some
clothes. Putt her finger to her lips, the

cloaked girl beckoned her to follow.

Down through the silent school they went
to the moonlit cloisters. Here Kitty's masked
companion switched on a torch, and by its
light toyched a knob of stone in the ancient
wall, causing the stone to swing back, reveal-
ing a hidden stairway.

Again she beckoned, and Kitty, her heart
throbbing with excitement followed her.

They descended a winding stair, passed along
what med to be an underground tunnel.
And suddenly the torchlight lit up a scene that
brought a cry of amazement from Kitty.

%:;ssase had opened out into & long
cave ough which ran a stream. And
moored to the bank was—-
Km()ur boat! Our decorated hoat!” gasped

¥

A smile flashed on her companion’s face.

“I brought it here myself,” murmured the
unknown girl. “And though you've been
gated, Kitty, you can still carry on with your

decorating. You can come down here by way
of the secret passage without passing the
school gates

“Yes, but—but we've been banned from
taking part in the regatta altogether!” Kitty
objected, though new hope was leaping into
her heart.

The masked girl seized her hand.

“Kitty! I want you to_trust me,” she said
in an urgent whisper. “I haven't "failed you
yet, have I? I want you to carry om, just as
if nothing had happened. You and your
chums have got to win that cup, for only by
doing s0 can a cunning plan be defeated and
a villain unmasked. Promise me, Kitty!”

And again Kitty was convinced, in spite of
everything; never could she doubt the sincerity
ax:ghhl?nesty of this masked girl who pleaded
w er

“0O.K., we'll back you up,” Kitty promised.
“1 know I can speak for Madge and Nina, too.
We'll carry on.”

Her brain was whirling with excitement as
she made her way back to the dormitory,
leaving her secret friend in the shadows of the
cloisters, On her way she had to pass the
door of Delia’s office, and was surprised to hear
the secretary’s voice.

Late as it was, Delia was speaking to some-
one on the telephone. And Kitty could not
avoid hearing a few words:

“Everything’s going as we planned, Felix——
Yes, they're definitely out of the regatta. You
will win the cup, and then we can——"

The voice sank lower, and Kitty heard no
more. But her thoughts were busy as she tip-
toed on to her cubicle.

So Delia had a special interest in the regatta
contest! Was that one of the reasons why she
had put obstacles in the way of Kittyv and her
chums, and confiscated their design? Who was
Felix, and why was Delia so keen on him win-
ning the cup?

Kitty's lips set determinedly as she climbed
into bed once more.

“Delia thinks she has won the battle,” she
murmured. “But she's reckoning without the
girl in the scariet cloak.

And she won't let
us down—I just know it!"”

THE day o! the town regatia dawned fine and

clear. The girls of St. Cella's thm‘nged out

to join the crowds on the towpaths watch
the races and other contests,

“Gosh! TI'm really sorry for Kitty & Co.|"”

Ena Parker said. "“Theyre gated, and they
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can't even watch the regatta, let alone take
part in it. And they had such a ripping
for a decorated boat.”

“Well, it’s their own fault,” Muriel Nokes
sniffed. “If they hadn't helped that mys-
tul;iouls tmer who's been lurking around the
school——"

“QOh, rubbish!” Ena cried. “None of us

really believes that Kitty would help a thief.”

“Anyway, I can tell you who's gﬂ ng to win
the decorated boat contest,” riel 5
tossing her head. “It will be Delia’s brother,
Felix, who has entered a really wizard effort.
You'll see! Here comes the procession of de-
corated hoats now.”

Necks were eagerly craned as the vividly
colourful array passed slowly down-river to-
wards the judge's stand.

“There's Delia's brother!” Muriel exclaimed.
“You see, he has turned his hoat into a
Venetian gondola, and he's the gondolier.
Jolly good, isn't it!”

Muriel began (o clap loudly as t
passed, looking round to see if
noticing her.

But the rest of the Fourth Formers were
gazing towards the end of the procession.

“Isay! Look at that last boat!” Mae Morris
rred “Burely we've seen something like it

ore

‘The last boat of all was certainly causing
ripples of applause to break out from the
crowd as it passed by. It was a beautiful
replica of a royal barge in Elizabethan days,
and under the silken canopy at its stern sat
a girl in auburn wig and Tudor costume,
¥w1n.ly representing the great queen herseli.

0 other girls in ruffs and farthingales plied
the oars. And in the hows sat a striking
figure in a crimson cloak, holding aloft the
goyal standard, which fluttered bravely in the

ee.

Ze.
All four occupants of the hoat were masked.
but as the Fourth Formers stared at them,

horrified whispers were heard on every side. -

“It's Kitty and Madge and Nina!” somebody

gasped. “You can recoghise them, even
though they're wearing masks. And that boat
is exactly like the design they were working

“ They've defied the Head's ban!” whlsge
Mae, “ Have they gone crazy? After ing
gated and forbidden to enter the regatta,
they're competing right under the Head's nose.
They'll get expelled!”

“ But who 15 the fourth figure in the crimson
cloak?" somebody else asked.

No one knew. The Fourth Formers gazed in

mgled excitement and horror at the scene,
hardly daring to think what the outcome

iwaa plain to all that only two boats stood
a chance of winning the cup. One was the
Venetian gondola entered by Delia’s brother.
The other was the Elizabe barge—and the
cheers of the crowd quickly proved that the
latter was favourite with most of them.

“They'll never be allowed to take the prize,”
shrilled Muriel. “Look! Delia has recognised
them, and so has the Head. Golly! I wouldn't
be in their shoes for anything!”

They could all see Delia, her face twisted
with anger, talkins qulckly to the head-
mistress, pointing to the decorated boat in
which the four girls sat. Miss Thwaites, 100,
was looking angrier than they had ever seen
her. With Delia beside her, ahe bezan to press
closer towards the judge’'s r«f atform.

The Mayor of Ridingio was Judﬁ i
already he had made his decision. e Was -
smilingly beckoning to Queen Elizabeth and
her three companions, holding in his hands
the silver cup.

“All will agree, I'm sure, that you deserve
the rize for a most artistlc effort,” he beamed.

s cup, which I am about to presemt to
you, is a most Interesting relic of anclent

339

e gondola
lia was



and I am sure you will
They're

mdmctord Abbey,
1;_

tﬂ'eaa
“Don’t give them that cup!
not en ltled to it!"”

It was the volce of Delia. Snanle.v that rang

ut, hoarse with anger. waiting for Miss

waites. act, the secret.ary flung herself
forward. wnh t.rembilnz rs she tore the
mask from the face of the girl who represented
Queen Elizabeth.

" Kitty Benton!" she burst out, her volce
ghrill. “I was sure of it. This girl was for-
bidden to enter ‘the regatta by her head-
mistress, your worship, and she and her com-
panions have no right to the prize.”

?ut .then a startling thing happened.

t was the girl in the crimson cioak who had
taken the cuP from the hands of the mayor.

"She‘h ‘it aloft, her fingers pressing the
embossed silver al its base. And suddenly
the base fell away, disclosing a cavity from
which the unknown girl took a small, folded
uarchment.

“It's here!" she cried in ringlng tones.
“Here is the clue to the old abbey treasure
which rightfully. belongs to St. Celia's.”

At the same instant she tore aside her mask.

“It's—it’s Pamela Gray!" Miss Thwaites ex-
claimed in wutter amazement, while Delia
shrank back quickly as if in fear. -

Pamela Gray had been a prefect at school
lnst term, but had left under a ctoucl

“Yes. it's me, Miss Thwaites,” Pamela sald

calmly. "1 came back in disguise, because
that was the o way I could enter the school.
d with the help of three loyal chums in

Fourth I have unmasked a plot to rob St.
a's,”
Briefly Pamela told her story, whlle they
listened in wonder.

Pamela, too, had ente:ed for the secre.ca:in.l
exam last term, but had .been accused of
cheating and been disqualified, A letter she
had found in Delia’s office, during her .secret
stay at the school, prcved that it was Delia
who had falsely accused her.

“Delia wanted the job herself because she
was on the track of the abbey treasure,”
Pamela went on. “She knew that a certain
code message was hidden in a set of volumes
kept locked away in the office, and she wanted
the secretary’s job because it would give her
a chance .to decipher the code. And she found
through her researches, that a key to the code
was hidden in the old silver cup which was
to be given as a prize in the regatta.”

There and then Pamela produced letters
which proved that Delia and her brother had
plotted to win the cup, so they could decipher
the code completely, and make away with the
precious abbey relics which were really the
prog rty of St. Cella’s.

e daring work of the girl in the scarlet
cloak, and her Fourth Form chums had. at
the last moment, foiled the plot.

Delia Stanley did not stay to hear the whole
of Pamela's disclosures. She and her brother
slipped furtively away, and were never seen

again at St. Celia's,
Kitty and her chums. of course, werg for-
given tor disobeying the Head. In fact, when

the treasure had been unearthed, later on, they
were publicly thanked for their clever work.

“And you're going to be a prefect again,
Pam!” Kitty laughed gaily, when it was all
over. “There'll be no need for you to nide
away in secret passages, or wear a mask and
scarlet cloak. All the same, we'll never forget
those thrilling days when you were our
mystery friend!”

THE END.

THE CAFE OF STRANGE HAPPENINGS—that
is the title of next Friday’s double-length story.

THE MERRYMAKERS AT
COLLEGE

(Continued from page 336.)

“But—but how did you put it rlsht"
did you come to bowl out that rascal?"

e was sneakmg round the ciubhouse, Don,
after my money,” sally said careifully, “and 1
heard someone call him Benny Cook and tell
him to go back aboard the SWanee"'

“ Heard someone!” Don gave a start. *“Gee,
Sally, then you know gur secret?”

Sally hugged his arm quickly.

*1 went straight aown to the harhour Don,
to the Swanee, so I couidn’t help but Know the
secret and what it was you'd bolight irom the
crew,"” she whispered gently, " Don't vel] Johnny
I know -~ Not till aiter my birthday. n'y tell
anypoay. It was such a lovely, peautiiul sur-
prise,’and-I'm not going to apon it*for- them
all. I'm still going to preiend it's a éurprlse
Qulck—they re calling me now!"” %

*Sal-ly !” voices were snoutin, everywhere. led
by Joanny, *Say, where is Sally?”

“ Coming, Johnny!” cried Sally. darting out

There was a boisterous rush, and in a flash

How

from the irees.
‘she was swooped oil her feet and J House were

carrying her shoulder-high towards the locked
door o1 the Merrymakers Club.

‘We know you're roliiing in money. and birth-
day presents, Sally,” cried Johnny, " but never
in your wiidest areams would you ghess. ihe
birthaay present thatswe now have .walting for
you within these mysterious portals!’

Amidst ggy excitement he thrust the key into
the lock.” ith an eloquent ‘flourish he threw
open the door,

“Happy: 'm'thday Sally! Happy bu'thdayl"
shrilled a piersing voice.

There on the table, surrounded by the_array
of presents, stood a huge green cage, and inside
ita llvely cheeky-eyed parrot.

“Qh!", Sally rushed to him in joy. Her sur-
prise was pretended, but her delight was the
burest delight. * Oh, he's lovely, he's adorable!”

“He's taken to you, Saily. He's telling you
his name’s Abdul!” grinned Johnny.

“Abdul's the name. Abdul's the name!”
chirped the parrot, breaking into a merry jig.

“1t'’s Just what I've always longed for—a
parrot!” Saily said, in rapture, and gazed up
w1t glowing eyes. “ Thanks a million, Johnny

Dor and everybody! He's a glorious
present and he’ll be such glorious fun! Hes
comlr}\g‘ a]cing with me now to the party, aren’t
you, Abdu

“Now we're off—now we're off! Happy birth-
day, Sally!"” gleed Abdul, jigging wildly

There was a shake in Sally's laugh as she
carried him out in his cage, What a pet, what
a pal he had proved to be already! He had
saved her from being robbed of her fifty dollars
by the scamp Benny!

“D'vou like him. Sally?"”
little shyly.

‘Like him? I love him, Johnny!" breathed

1ly.

It was just as they were approaching the
gaily lit Community Room, scene of the party,
that Abdul spotted Mr. Grittal walking with
dignified tread to his study.

“ Get your hair cut!” he

Johnny asked a

uawked.
“Oh, reall{;‘" And Mr. Grittal paused in
pained despal “That is the second time——"

“He didn't mean you, sir—truly!"” gasped
Bally, And stifling her mirth. she fled with
Abdul into the Community Room, where Sally
had the happiest birthday party ever

(End of this week’s story.)

Sally Warner and her cheery chums will appear
in another delightful oompl-te story next Friday in
the GIALS' CRYSTAL
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