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: THE GIRL DANCER'S

APPEAL FOR HELP—Would The English Boy Help Her To Fight
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The CAFE of’
STRANGE
HAPPENINGS

: The Menace Which Every Day Was Becoming More Frightening 2—By RENEE FRAZER :

NITA SENDS A MESSAGE

o OOK—that's Juanita, the dancer!”
: Nita Dare smiled, tossing back her fair
: hair as she waved to the crowd. The twao-
: wheeled cabriolet swung through the narrow,
! picturesque street of the Mexican town, the
: horse’s flowing mane festooned with gay ribbons.
:  Nita drove hersell, because she loved the thrill
: —and because it pleased her manager, the entér-
: priging Senor Lopez, who owned the Cafe of
: Dréams, It was good for custom, he argued, that
! his star dancer should appear in the town and
. become known fo her public.
' But it was not easy to evade the watchful care
: of her temporary hostess, the Senora Garcia, and
: the senora’s handsome nephew, Don Carlos.
: They were affable and generous, but treated her
‘as a child. To drive in an open cabriolet in
: public—that was unheard of! The closed family
i carriage, with its drawn blinds, was waiting even
: now at the door of the Garcia mansion, ahd no
: doubt there would be a reproachful scene when
: ghe returned. v
Nita laughed softly. She was not ungrateful
: for the Garcias' kindness, but they must realise
: that she had her way to make—her living to
: parn—a chance to make a name for herself and
: reinstate her father’'s broken fortune.

! Nita's eves sparkled as she deftly handled the
: relns and listened to the rattle of the wheels on
: the cobbled street.

: Even now it was like a dream—this excliing
: new career into which Fate and her own deter-
: mination had thrown her. Dancing had always
: been in her blood—a talent inherited from the
: Mexican mother who had died when Nita was
barely two vears old. But it was from her
English father she had the daring and purpose
; that were mainly responsible for her big chance.
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When he had been forced to depart un-:
expectedly for England, to save what remained of :
his business Mr. Dare’s one concern had been for :
the young daughter he had to leave in the care :
of his nearest neighbours. :

“Don't worry, dad,” Nita had declared laugh- :
ingly. “I'll find & job and look after myself till :
you come home!” H

She had been as good as her word, in spite of :
the QGarcias’ bland opposition. Starting in a:
small way dt the local cafe, she had enchanted :
the agtute Senor Lopez and his customers by her :
danclng and was gradually making a name for :
herself—and. more important, sufficient money :
to pay off some of her father’'s smaller creditors.

And at last her big chance had come. A great
impresario .had heard of her dancing and was :
visiting the cafe within the next few days. :

“T must please Him,” breathed Nita. “I must :
show ‘him what I can do!” i

Only for a moment her eager young face :
clouded as she thought of the mysterious set- :
backs that bad dogged her for the last week or
two—the unexpected hitches in her plans; the :
disappearance of one of her most cherished :
costumes: the cloaked fizyre that had lurked
outside the cafe on more than one occasion, like
a shadow of ill-omen. -

With & quick laugh Nita dismissed the
thoughts. i

“Fancy!” she declared. “ Coincidence. Thank :
goodness the Garcins don't suspect, or they'd !
become more watchful than aver!" i

She cracked her whip gaily as the cabriolet :
swung into the main square of the town, with :
its colourful throng and o'd white houses stand- :
ing out against the crimson sunset. H

The Cafe of Dreams was on the far side of the
square, and she could see her stage name con-
trived in flowers above the coloured awning:

-



“J-U-A-N-I-T-A."

Nita drew a q,uk.k her ﬂudud
with excitement, juu en there came a
warning shout from the cro

Something tled tm-oush the air. cateh-

With a

ing the spiri horse on its flank.
aﬁ:{llﬂ: gwrm‘tl,my of terror nltm Dlht its
3 erturning ve
White-faced, ﬁiu cluns to the reihs as tne
cro yvelling excitedly but
making no eﬂon to hetp A moment later the
startled horse would have broken into a wild
gallop, but at that instant a boyish figure
sprang from the crush and leaped for the
horse’s head, selzing the bridle and bringing
the scared anum\l to a standstill.
A M of relief and admiration went up from
the onlookers as they crowded nearer; but the
boy turned on them mth a quick, authoritative

ure
” 1" he exclaimed. *You're

the horse, Clear a there!”
i hsiled a¢ Bls cool, English voice and
l';nhu.nﬁusuredmneruhetumedtoher

a smile
“Your horse does not like the ecrowds,
senorita,” he remark Jleasan A
Nita shook her he: smiling to hide the
tremor of her upu
he's before.

* He—] acted this
senor,” aha bmlthld. o § 45 | ) ha.dn't been I

you——"
‘The boy waved aside her thanks with a

must have startled him.
He ran an expert an over the anlmags silky

mane and ngtb eyes
:.mrmwe u{h K.een eyes tgzeevhﬁgg ug_hre
lurked in t.he You a e

perhaps, senorlt.a?" he inquh‘ed
Nita started, an uneas
but the next moment she laughed, shaking

head quickly.
o I: emles. DD. senor!”

So?" y grinned as
on the ste; ot the cabriglet and bent towards

her. “I hsve often seen you dance, you know.
Are you English?" he inqu

“My father’s English and : § Jwas born in
replied mu. smiling, “so I suppose
1 am. But, senor,” she went on impulsively,
:ﬁr l;.lsere is anything 1 can do to show my

anks——"

“There is,” declared the boy unexpectedly.
Foranmstmtmahan rested on hers.
“ Senorita,” he added earnestly, “if you should
ger be afraid—or in need of a friend—remem-

r me!

Without giving her time to reply, to ask
what he meant, the boy touched his hat with
a cheery smile, paht.ed the now quietened horse,
and disappeared into the crowd.

Her mind in a whirl, Nita drove to the en
trance-of the cafe, to be’ greeted by the agkt.at.ed
and portly proprietor.

“Juanita, you must take care!" exclaimed
Benor Lopez as he assisted her fo dismount.
“We cannot afford an_aceident just now.
Caramba, it would be the ruination of your
chauces"'

‘Don’t worry, senor, I'm all right, » decln.red
Nita gaily. “Am I in time for my dance?”

“In time, yes! But it is a wonder you are
alive to take your bow. There have been
many mishaps recently.

“ Coincidence, senor, i rejoined Nita, patting
his arm. “It won't happen again. .

“ So you have said before,” g;rumblod the pro-
prietor as he hurried beside her. I admire
your spirit, but I do not pay you to take risks.
Which reminds me, your guardians are here.”

“Oh!” breathed Nita, biting her lip.

“The senora is very distressed. They told her
about vour narrow escape. She insists on see-
ing you before your dance.”

“Very well,” said Nita. “But they're not my
real guardians, vou know they're very kind
friends. I'm able to take care of myself.”
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Senora Garcia, her hostess, rose qulckly to

greet her; behind his aunt hovered the
debonair Don Carlos. Nita ex{vect.ed reproaches,

but the senora was k
“My dear child,” “what a
dr ul experience! I al s that
t was not safe for you. I'm sure you
n't fit to dance this evening, u're
trembl and te- pale, Carlos will ve us

q
home at once, won't you, Car
“ Entirely at your service, Nt " declared the
young man with a lﬂﬂlﬂ

“But I don't mt
Nita. "I'm ui rlsht rﬁgm 'Youn hoth

awfully
trons. Sanor l.onez

senora’s hmme face clouded llilhtlr
but \%1% n‘e&l moment she m sm &
et your
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los, we’ll have ouz
and vc N'lu e, after her per-

t career must come first; her
mise to her ta-thar and her own future

eponded on her success.

As she slip| on her dainty, flowered
costume Nita found herself thinking of her
recent narrow escape—and the curious words of
the boy who had come to her aid:

“Jf ever you are afraid or in need of a

friend— —"

Afraid? should she be afraid? Nita
laughed a lit unsteadily. It was jusi a
gallant gesture on his part. He was a charming
boy, but she could hardly imagine herself call-
ing on him for help'

Nita shook her head quickly as she placed
a red rose in her dark hair and arranged the
geaskgt. of artificial flowers that played a part in

T dan

The lilun; strains of the gipsy orchestra
reached her ears as she ogne%1 e door, and
Nita took a few practice s the corridor,
bumming gaily under her breat

But the song faded on her lips and Nita
drew back, with a stifled cry, as something fell
with a dull crash across her path,

The marble statue which always stood in the
alcove near the door had toli)lpled from ifs
pedestu.l. and lay, unhroken, at her feet.

ita stood mot.ionlesa her heart thudding,
her face deathly o one else had heard
the dull crash; i had been drowned by the
strains of the orchestra, the talk and laughter
in the cafe.

It had been an accident, of course—another

coincidence! Her basket must have caught
against it. So Nita told herseli—but in her
heart she

knew that it was just another of
those mysterious happenings that had
threatened her for so long that she had tried
to ignore, But now, for the first time, Nita
felt—afraid!

Impatlent.lg she shook herself as she backed
away from the fallen statue. No, not afraid,
but worried, perplexed, longing to confide in
someone whom she could trust.

Nita caught in her breath quickly, remember-
ing a pair of keen grey eyes and a sh am e.
With swift determ‘.nation she darted
the drecsing-room an took a wr!ting tablet
and a pen from h

Her hand tmmhllng sliqhtly. she wrote:
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“Help! If you are really my friend, meet me
anc] othlg old grotto behind the cafe g{t nine
C.

Swiftly folding the little message, she thrust
it among the petals of a cluster of artificial
roses in her basket and ran quickly to the cafe.

The orchestra was playing the opening bars
of her dance as she reached the curtained dais,
breathless and a little pale from excitement.
Senor Lopez shot her an anxious glance as he
hurrier.l forward.

“You are all right, Juanita? You look
pale——"

“It is nothing,” breathed Nita. “Il am
ready!”

The proprietor nodded approval as he drew
back the curtains.

* Senors—senoritas—I , have pleasure to
present the incompa.rable Juanita in the Dance
of the Flowers!”

A burst of applause greeted her appearance,
but as Nita smilingly acknowledged the clap-
ping her glance darted anxiously over the
crowded cafe, Then she gave a guick sigh of
relief. Yes, the English boy was there with one
or two friends, at the table in the corner. He
was talking animatedly and barely looked in
her direction, but he must have seen her.

The orchestra struck up, and Nita com-
menced her dance—first on the stage, and then
down the steps, dancing between the cafe
tables, tossing a flower every now and then to
a amuing patron.

At last she reached the table where the
English boy was laughing with his friends. She
danced close to him, touc his shoulder as
she passed. As he turned she held out the
cluster of flowers, a desperate appeal in her

eyes,

The boy took it with a careless gesture,
smiling unconcernedly as he passel some
flippant remark, There was no recognition in
his glance, and a moment later he had turned
away,

For a moment Nita's heart misgave her.
Could he have {orgotten their prevlous
meeting?

Flushed and breathless, she returned to the
dais, amid a storm of clapping. Senor Lopez
wrung her hand delightedly,

“You are the great success!” he exclaimed.
“And this is but the beginning!”

A moment later the Senora Garcia came from
her table, to embrace her warmly.

“You were wonderful, my dear!” she de-
clared. “But so pale. Is anything worrying

"i%\]ot.hmgl" declared Nita, forcing a quick
sm

“That act with the flowers—it was perfect!”
remarked Don Carlos as he bent gallantly over
her hand. *“But you must take care, Nita, to
whom you hand those flowers.”

“Why, what do you mean?” asked Nita, her
heart missing a beat.

The young man shrugged.

“It is nothing; you could not be expected to
know. But the fair-haired English boy at the
table by the palms—they say he is a dangerous
character who is suspected by the police.”

Nita felt her heart turn cold

It wasn't true! That the boy whose help she
had asked was a trigkster, a fraud—she would
never believe it!

THE HOUSE OF FEAR

“COME, my dear,” murmured
Senora Garcia, “you must be
tired after {our dance. Sup
will be awaiting us, with English
coffee and your favourite honey
cakes. Carlos, will you have the
carriage brought round immedi-

ately?

Nita glanced quickly at her
was barely eight fEt though the
ng. In an hour

watch., It
brief Mexican twilight was fad
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it would be quite dark. Somehow she must
play for time to kéep her secret tryst!

* B1ut, senora, they are still clapping. I must
dance for them again!” she declared, with an
appealing look at Senor Lopez.

The stout proprietor came to her assistance.

“But certainly, Juanita—you must dance
again! They call for an encore. If the senora
would care to wait I shall be honoured to enter-
tain her.”

The senora bit her lip and turned to speak
aside to her nephew. Don Carios nodded
blandly.

"1 shall order the carriage mr an hour's
time,” he declared.

Her heart beating with excltemenr. Nita re-
turned to give her second dance. She noticed
that the English boy was no longer at his table,

Would he keep his promise? Had he really
meant what he said?

Nita's longing to confide in a friend was
growing with every _minute. She could no
longer ignore the mysterious happenings that
seemed deliberately aimed to ruin her chance.
She dared not tell the Garcias; they did not
approve of her dancing and they would merely
redouble their efforts to dissuade her from her
purpose.

. With the applause of the delighted patrons
ringing in her ears, Nita hurried back to her
dressing-room. She noticed that the fallen
statue had been replaced by the attendants
and she felt more convinced than ever that it
had not been an accident,

Someone was trying to terrify her—to make
her lose her nerve.

“They shan’t do it!"” breathed Nita, her eyes
ﬂashmg as she threw a wrap over her costuine.

A few minutes later sne was tripping over
the moon-bathed-courtyard towards the grotto
to keep her secret appointment.

In spite of herself her heart was thumping
uneasily as she approached the quaint struc-
ture, silent and ghostly in the twilight

Had she been wise to come—to trust a boy
who, after all, was a complete stranger? Even
if the rumours about him were untrue, how
coulcl she be certain of his proffered friendship?

ried to calm herself as she waited,
list.emng intently at every sound, every faint
rustle among the trees.

A soft footstep crunched on the path outside
the grotto, and Nita's heart leaped—only to
stand still as a tall, shadowy figure emerged
from the trees and approached her noiselessly.

“ Who—who are you?" she

A soft laugh brought the lood rncing back
to her veins as the other stepped swiitly to her
side, throwing back the dark cloak that con-
cealed his white tr0plcal suit,

“You don't know me?" inquired the boy,
eyeing her quizzically in the dusk.

Nn.a laughed unateadily

“Yes—I do—now

“But you were not expecting me?” he
countered.

“1 hoped you would come,” replied Nita
softly, “ but, after all, I am a stranger to you.”

The hoy shook his head emphatically.

“I have watched you from my table more
times than I can count. But we waste time!"”
His manner became keen, decisive, as he bent
towards her. “ What's the trouble, Nita? Why
are you afraid?”

“I—I'm not—I didn't say I was afraid!™
countered Nita.

“Your note didn’'t say so, but there was a
look in your eyes.” The boy regarded her
steadily, his hands in his pockets. *“Tell me
whati it is that's worrying you,” he ordered
gently,

His tone was a command, but he looked down
at her with a pleasant, easy smile.

Nita found herself exp!alnmg. breathlessly,
without restraint—as though to an old and
trusted friend.

She told him about her ambition, and the
mysterious setbacks; about the Garcias’ gloomy
old mansion and the figure she had seen lurk-
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ing in the grounds, Aboxt ner growing fears
which she had tried to d iss, and her feeling
that she was entangled in a net of menace
from which it was impossible to escape.
The boy listened attentively, his face un-
smiling in the gloom.
“It was ed that you should stay with
your father returned?” he

“¥és. You see'—Nita's voice broke slightly—
“we had to "sell our house and most of the
but we had a few treasured things left,
The ias offered to let me stay with them
and Lo store our pictures and things in an
empty room. - They didn't want to take any
payment, but dad insisted. They've been more
than kind.”

“I'm interested in pictures,” said the boy,
mul.n&guddemy. “You must let me see yours
some e. But tell me about your dancing,”
he added cmmn&et% subject in his abrup
way. “Why don't t arcias 1%:upmve of 1t?”

“1 didn't say so0,"” countered Nita.

The Garcias

“Your manner gave you away.
are trying to stop you from visiting the cafe.”

lo"lg's for my own safety,” declared Nita

yally.

“ Piddlesticks!” said the boy, He grinned.
"Sorrg. but either I like people or I don't. I
don't like the Garcias.”

“But you haven't even met them!” objected

Nita.

*1 still don't like them,” said the boy. * And
Idon't like this mystery.” He frowned thought-
fully, his eyes puckered as watched her.

Nita thought of Carlos and his insinuation
about this boy. She wished she had laughed
in his face. This English lad was as frank and
open as the day—and he was.her friend!

The thought warmed her heart, and she felt
the vague, uneasy fears of the past few weeks
slipping from her shoulders.

She knew that she could rely on his help,
though she knew nothing about him—not even
his name!

‘The boy chuckled as she mentioned the fact.

“Careless of me—I should have told you,l of
course. Roy Marsden—at your service! ‘m
here on holiday, with a spot of business thrown
in. And speaking of business"—his tone
became - suddenly crisp—"it's time we got
cracking!”

“We?"

“Sure thing—you and I, on this mystery.
We're goin’ to solve it between us, Nita!” He
gripped her hand *“How much do you trust
me?" he asked.

She stared, her breath rather taken away by
the question.

“Because,” went on the boy, “I'm going to
ask a favour. The Garcias' jolly old mansion—
1 think I know it. There's a side entrance
approached by a covered portico. and a gate

t opens into the lane. Right?”

“Yes,” breathed Nita, her mind in a whirl,
* but——"

“Don’'t ask me how I know—I'm that kind of
a chap. I sufpose you couldn’t leave the gate
unlatched without anyone knowing?"”

Nita caught in her breath,

» *1—I suppose I could——"

“Splendid! Because that's the favour I'm
going to ask. Not a murmur to anyone, mind—
not a whisper. I just——"

He broke off as a footstep rang sharply on
the stones of the courtyard. He gripped her

arm,

“You mustn't be seen talking to me,” he
breathed. “ Wouldn't do at all. Don’t let the
Garcias suspect anvthing—carry on as usual.
And—I say—Kkeep an eye on your pictures!”

With a quick wave of his hand he vanished
into the shadows as the footisteps came nearer.

Mastering her racing thoughts, Nita ventured
out into the open. There came a startled
ejaculation,

“My dear Juanita, where have you been?”
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demanded Don Carlos aggrievedly, “ There was
no answer when we knocked at your -
My aunt has been out of her

room.
life. You can’'t be too careful with so many
carriage

S ters about. Come, the

is waiting!

“You shouldn't worry,” Nita said lightly. “I
came out for a little fresh air.”

And without answering any oi his questions
d she went with him to the carriage,

Garcia was wailting.

But in her own pleasant room at the Garcia
Mansion, surrounded by her cherished lﬁ?-
sakes, she felt happiler, and thought excitedly
of her meeting with her new friend, Roy

en.
She felt certain that her father would like
Dear dad—she wondered how he was get-
ting on. It was a long time since he
written, and his last letter had been so
puzzling.
She remembered one paragraph especially,
She had written to ask him what he meant.

“1 was delighted to hear of your success, my
dear, and if you have carried out my instrue-
tions you will know by now that our future is
assured. I am relying on you . . .”

Nita could not remember any special instrue-
tions he had left exces%t to take care of hersell
—and their few cherished possessions. And he
had given her the silver pendant with her
mother's miniature, which she always wore,
and the big framed picture of her mother
painted In r favourite dancing dress.

Nita suddenly rememberéd that Roy had
been interested in her pictures. She wondered
why. None of them were valuable, except for
sentimental reasons. They were stored with a
few other possessions in the empty room
adjoining her bed-room.

a sudden impulse Nita lit a candle and
unlocked the communicating door. She rarely
entered the big gloomy room except to dust
the furniture, but now, as she looked round In
thegcandlelight, she had an uneasy feeling that
everything was not as she had left it.

Yet she was the ontl‘g one who held a key to
the inner door, and the outer door had been
kept locked. Nita smiled quickly, dismissing
her fancies, as she glanced up at the framed
portrait of her mother, in the beautiful lace
mant:lia of a Mexican lady.

Her mother had been a dancer, too! Nita
thrilled at the thought. She wou'd do her best
to follow in her footsteps, to make hor father
proud of her. She would not allow the terror
of this old house to——

The eager smiled faded slowly on Nita's lips;
lr:.er eyes dilated and the blood drained from her
ace.

In the glass of the picture she could see a
reflection of the room, and as she watched the
outer door cpened slowly, to admit a tall figure
shrouded in black. k

A scream was torn from Nita's lips in sgi;.e
of herself as the candlestick slipped from
nerveless fingers. plunging the room into
darkness.

A PROMISE OF NEWS

FOR one panic-stricken moment
Nita stood motionless, pressed
against the wall, her heart
gripped by -terror. But slowly
she regained her natural courage,
Her eyes peering fearfully into
the darkness, she groped on the
floor and found the candlestick
and matches.

With a trembling hand she struck a match
and lit the candle. As the flame flickered up
she stared at the door, and a little gasp of
relief and bewilderment escaped her lips.

(Please turn fo page 352.)

3

GIRLS’ CRYSTAL—9-2-45



Everyone Liked Sally's Pet Parrot—Except Mr. Grittal, J House's Stern New Professor

ONE MORE CHANCE

*C'AY it nicely, Abdul,” coaxed Sally Warner.
“Kind Mr. Grittal 54
“Kind Mr. Grittal. My respects, sir!”
chattered Sally’s pet Parrot obediently—amid
Sicllellghted chorus from Sally's chums of
ouse,

They were in the garden behind Sally's
chalet, in Roxburgh Co-ed College, a huge
audience of both J and K Houses listening
mirthfully to her training of Abdul the parrot.

“Gee, what a pupil—he’'ll do anything for
you, Sally!” marvelled Don Weston and
Johnny Brigegs.

“I'm sure he loves you, Sally!” cried Fay
Manners, who had clubbed up with the boys
to buy Sally the parrot for her birthday

present.

“He's an angel,” saqu sald happily, and
knew that all the coll had taken Abdul to
their hearts—with one unfortunate exception!

The austere Mr. Grittal, head professor of
J House, had been singled out for ribald
remarks from the talkative Abdul! It may
have been the sweep of the master's gown, or
erhaps the wagging tassel of his mortar-

ard, which provoked the parrot.

But something had to be done about it!
The consequences would be serious if
Mr. Grittal had further cause to complain.
Hence Sally’s care, now, in teaching Abdul a

lite line of talk especially to appease

ir, Grittal.

“No offence, Mr. Grittal—best respects,
sir » ghe coached Abdul. Then she paused.
Was something hurting or vexing the little
fellow? Why did he wince suddenly? It was
the second time she’d noticed it. He was used
to flylng loose in his old home aboardship.
That wasn't always possible here in coll. So
Don and Johnny had fixed a long cord to his
claw, attaching it by ring to a line in the
garden, s0 that he could still take a bit of a
lght even while tethered,

as the cord chafing him? Sally wondered

anxlou%y Her gaze went to the far end of it,
where llkins, the Pageboy, was kneeling in
the grass, buttons gleaming, while he weeded
the Naarden
“No offence, Mr. Grittal—" Abdul half
began. . Then Sally saw the cord jerk at his
claw. She saw her pet swoop straight as an
arrow for the pageboy.
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“Ow!" yelled Wilkins, and leapt up out or
the’gr&ss. nursing his wrist. “Ow, he’s bitten
me!”

“And what did you do to him, Wilkie?”
flashed Sally,

“ Nothing, miss——"

“You teased him!” Sally accused. * You deli-
berately tugged at his coid!"

“I never!™ gasped Wilkins, “I——"

“I saw you!” Sally said with cold scorn.

“It was the trowel, I couldn't ’elp it, Miss
Sally "' he began, red to the ears.

“And Abdul couldn't help IJitm{; you!”
grimly intcrrugted Sally. ‘““Better buzz off,
Wilkie, before he bites you again!”

Wilkins hurried off quickly, looking ashamed
of himself. Sally stroked Abdul soothingly,
then joined her chums to go to afternoon
lecture.

It was Mr, Grittal’'s class. His subject was
science, and he was just warming up nicely on
the refraction caused by water when there was
a rustle at the window. Sally looked up, and
to her dismay she saw Abdul jigging gleefully
on the sill

“Happy days, Sally.

Grittal ! he squawked.

A howl of laughter went up from the class,
but it ceased abruptly under Mr. Grittal's
dangerous glare.

“Silence !” he commanded, his brow like
thunder. “Miss Warner, understand once and
for all, you will keep that bird caged in future.
or the responsibility will be taken out of your
hands!™ =

“I'm sorry, sir!” Sally apologised.

It was the worst possible luck that Abdul
had got loose just then, and she could only
blame herself. She must have slackened his
cord a little too much after that brush with
Wilkins.

" He's gone now, sir!” spoke up Don,

“Lucin:¥1 he couldn’t get in!" breathed Sally
with a thankful glance at the closed window.

The lecture went on, but some of the class
were still grinning over Ahdul’s little interlude,
and Mr., Grittal’'s temper wasn't improved
when he was interrupted suddenly by a voice
calling to him outside the door.

Best respects, Mr
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“ Mr, Gritial!”
“Dear me!” He Jbroke off exasperatedly and
upened the door. “Who——"

It was uncanny. Mr. Grittal stared left and
r:ght along the passage and up the stairs, but
.here was no oue there

“Too bad !" he fumd.

in again and

slamming the door. “Call m.e from my

lecture, then not even watUng' I thought it
was the Dean's voice, surely?”

Sou.nded a b:t too lhmaty for the Dean,

" declared Plgg
Saliy thought the same. She gazed uneasily
at Don, not daring to volce her apprehension.

The lecture proceeded for several more
minutes, then again that call rang out:

“Mr, Grittal, how many more times?
Mr. Grittall”

With compressed lips Mr. Grittal slowly put
down his duster, slowi J’ walked from the black-
bmrdedt?t the door and slowly and ponderously

open

“Really, sir——" he began with dignity, then
& gazing in N

g4 e was to empty space. o
one was there, nothing could he see but the
wayinf of his own shadow on the wall.

distinctly heard "—he stumbled back
to the class—"you all distinctly heard my
name called?”

Sally exchanged an agonised look with Don.

-“Rum bird, whoever he was!"” grinned Piggot
under his breath.

Frantic looks from Sally & Co. kept him
quiet. The rest of the class were breathlessly
stifling their mirth. The only one who didn't
suspect that elusive voice was Mr, Grittal,

: In quivering indignation he resumed .his
ecture.

S‘mf was beglnnini to breathe freelf again,
believing the danger had flown, when it burst
out once more—distantly, but with dreadful
clarity.

“You hear me, boy? Fetch Grittal! Rout
hrlga out! Rout him out!” yapped a shrill
order.

“Who s-said that?" spluttered the voice of
Wilkins in answer, and Sally heard a broom
clatter against a pall, as Iif the pageboy's work

had been interrupted by a severe aitack of
nerves,

“Hurry yourself, boy! I wa.m old Gritty, old
Gritty |"" came a sha

Mr, Grittal droppe rg hs clmlk and listened
with his ears almost flapping.

There was a startled rush on the stairs. A
furious rush from Mr. Grittal. He reached the
door just in time to collide full tilt with

ins

“Ow!” A pail of water went flying across

t.he passage. A broom caught between
Grittal's feet and nearly tripped him up.

Wh-wha the——"

Sally burst out into the passage just in time
to see Wilkins waving his arms like a windmill.
She caught one fleeting glimpse of Abdul, his
bright green feathers streaking out t.hrough
the staircase window. Then he was gone, and
lai!.ridGriual was gazing after him with his face

“That bird!” he choked. "It was that
p—parrotl ’

“That parrot o' Miss Sally's—it was him
&@lking!” Wilkins yelled. his eyes pcpplng and
pmtrudlng like his polished but.t.ons “And
here's me been taking orders from ‘im. and
M.r Grittal insulted

“I'm terribly sorry, Mr., Grittall” Sally
apologised In breathless distress. *“I don‘t
know how the parrot came to get loose
tri.g!t wtu ou.r fault, sir—" Johnny and Don

But the nolse had brought the Dean hurry-
ing to the scene, his feet paddling in the spilt
water, his face outraged as he gleaned the
cause of the disturbance.

“We cannot possibly tolerate such a thine
m the college, sir—the bird must go!”
. Grittal was saying angrily. "It has been
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tau htt deliberately to arliculate Insults
myself——"
*No, slr' I ca.nL understand it——" Sally

put in’ tremblingl
“Sally’s been Lead:ung him just the opposite,
sir!” blurted out Johnny.
“It would break her heart, sir, if she had 1o

lose him!” Don said in a husky voice, and his
hand closed qu.loxly over Sall

She couldn't speak. gaze went to the
window, where ber ga; lit.t.la t had

vani
She had grown terribly fond of him in the

short time she had had him.

away from her
blur before her eye She didn’'t notice the
sudden hush in c¢ asb didn’t_notice that the
Dean whispered something to Mr. Grittal.
Then out or the blur she heard Mr. Grittal
speaking to her.
‘One more chance!" ose three words she
augm mt.‘l’x her hem zmddenl, overflowed

warmth and relief.

“But it is the last c ce, Miss Warner!"”
And “he with inflexible finality. “You
will keep the caged future in your own
guarters, and you will be responsible

t not of this kind ever
If it does—if I have any further trouble mt-
ever,” he & will have to get rid of

ABDUL IN DISGRACE

LOOKING the plcture of inno-
cence, Abdul was walting on the
terrace-rail of Sally’'s chalet as
she rushed to him after the

“Whoopee, Sally!” He came
nymineagerly to her shoulder,
and his delight at seeing her

cha the very lines she
him: *“Kind Mr. Grittal—best
Grittal 1"

“The little darlng!” gulped Sally, burying
%uzrn:l cheek convulsively against his soft
ea

“The little rascal u mean. Why didn't

yO
you say that before?” Y Pon chuckled.
Nat Pi ot and his cronies of K House came

strol onﬁ and they set up a rousing cheer
for Abdul. His popularity, already high, had
been enhanced by this afternoon’s orm-

ance, Any dig at Mr. Grittal, who wasn't
popular, was enough to establish Sally’s parrot
as a favourite wit

“Pipe down, you coons—don’t let Gritty
hear you!” Saly said breathlessly, and her
gaze was more anxious as she appealed to Don
and Jol:um%c' " We've got to ﬂn Iresh quarters
for Abdul, boys. Can't even take another risk—
not alillieé what Gritty said. Where shall we

keen
y adjourned to the cafeteria., Abdul as
well and the whole of J House joined in the
discussion over doughnuts and lemonade.
. Barwell, beaming plumply over the
counter and feeding Abdul with sultanas, was
only too eager to offer a cosy home here
in the college cafeteria.

“Jolly sweet of you. Mrs. Barwell, only it
won't do,” sighed Sally. l"or one thing. I
daren’'t trust Snoopy - nd she swept
gentle glance towards the mendly old Persian
cat sleeping under the stuve. * Also, it's too
near the col!ree—room next door, where Gritty
s eﬂmes vcms and might hear things he

oesn’t

What about the Merrymakers' clubhouse?”

suggveg could rlq up swell quarters for him
there. a‘?d he'd right out of Gritty's way.,”
choed ohnn

” “Gee, yes! yAnd we'll make him a member
——g full-blown resident member!™ Snllv said,
her eyes suddenly sparkling. “That’s it. Abdul !
Initiation to-morrow, in _the Ilunch break!
Wwe’ll do it Iu style! You're joining the
Merrymakers!"
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- merrymakers,” rattled off
Abdul, i lT’rmlarlm.nsly on her shoulder.
“Whoopee, | &

y
The initiation of Abdul took place next
lunch-break., His big cage was hung in state

with the Merrymakers' colours.
Don furnished it with a new swing, a tread-

wheel, a ladder, and a s ng-pool, and
Abdul tried these new toys out with great giee
whilst Sally, surrounded by the club com-
mittee, solemnly read out the form of
enrolment

Now Abdul,” “repeat after

she concluded
o fnlth!u]iy promise——""
"Here we go, boys, here we go!” roistered
Abdul, swinging uproariously on his little
tmpeae
—That I will obey all the rules of the
club——""
“Chase me, Charlie—chase me, Charlie!™
squawked Abdul, and performed- a rollicking
Jig on the treadwheel.
——And will ever be a true Merrymaker!" ™
“ A life on the ocean wave,” sang Abdul, and
went splashing gaily in his little swimming-

erfect?” applauded Sally,
“Never knew anyone Bet

“Hows that for
amid cheers from al
it so pat before. model member !
now—— Hallo!"

She broke off, astounded
“Who's this?"

The door had opened, and a foxy-faced man,
with a parcel under his arm, was gazing in.
Sally & Co. simply gaped. A stranger—an out-
sider at that—intruding in the sacred portals
of the Merrymakers' Club!

“That’s not a bad parrot you got there,” he
sald. "Pld.n t ought t.o be cramped in a cage,
t

“Sorry. and all that, but you‘te not allowed
in here, !ou know,"” Bnng told him promptly.
“How did you get in, and what do you want?"

- lll?t parcel to deliver,” he sald coolly,
“for Gritta

“You ought t.o have left it with the page-
boy at the gates,” Don said.

There wasn't no boy at the gates, so I jest
walked in,” said the foxy-faced man un-
abashed,

At that moment Mr. Grittal himself came
hurrying from the direction of the gates.
“Is that &vh parcel?” he demanded
erem| torlly { wasn’t it brought to me?
BVhere a the p e‘fe 've been waiting for this!"
the parcel from the man's
grubb hands and tore open the edge of the
WTrapp. Sally & Co. looked at each other
The knew Mr, Gmms vanlty. tut;:?
he intended them to see wha wns de. It.
was the cap ahd gown of a degree
to which he was entitled. A utu’ul purple
govm and a mortarboard with a beautx ul
purple tassel. -
“I do not often wear my purple,” he said
importantly. “ but on occasions like this even-
ing, n}; the Dean’s conference, I feel I ought to

“What a guy!” sang out a squawky voice.

“Oh, my-—what a
ﬁ:zed ppuy towards the club-
house - L8 ?&ml went as purple as the gown
udly he!
B that parrot cannot be taught to behave,
Miss Warner " he began dangerously.
“He's only chattering to himself, sir, in his
cage,” Sally gasped.
Wt it was the foxy-faced man who spoke,
une ctedly.
ble wlth that parrot, miss, is that he
don’t belong to this kind of place,” he sald. “I
know parrots like know my own hand.”
The man fished a grubby card out of his pocket.
‘The"es my address—Mr. Coney, 7, Harbour
Any time you llke I’ll take that parrot,
, And I won't

charge you a cent for his keep
Sally pushed his hand nharﬂg away as he
roffe: the card to her. But Grtttal took

t from him with grim satisf
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“Thank you, Mr.—er---Coney,” he said. " We
will bear you: offer in mind.”
He pocketed the card, omlnously as he strode
nway with his parcel. g was about to tell
Coney what she thought of him and his
oﬂer when she heard a shout from Don, who
had gone back into the clubhouse. -
“Sally, quick—come and look at Abdul!’
Rushing to the cage, Sally found Abdul
ﬂuntermg helplessly at the gate, his beak
wedged ti huy between its bars.
“Poor little chap; he's got. Jammed !” she
with gentle fingers she swiftly

*“ Anyhow, it stopped him talking!"™
mured Johnny

Sally gave a perplexed start. Abdul cer-
tainly couldn t talk while his beak was wedged.
Yet surely he must have been in that plight
for some time? He was exhausted and quite
limp was he lay huddled now in her hands.
How, then, had he been talking so loudly tiil
only a moment ago?

It was a puzzie that lingered in Sally's mind
all that afternoon, at art classes. Mr. Grittal
perceived her inattention. His eyes glinted
when Wilkins, the Eageboy tapped at the door,
to remind him he would be required
shortly for the Dean's conference.

* Have you brushed myc?urple cap and gown,
as I ordered?” asked Mr. Grittal,

“Yes, sir. and laid 'em out in your study,

sir,” said Wilkins.

“Fetch them here,” ordered Mr. Grittal, his
eyes tul to Sally. * Miss Warner has had
such a restful afternoon, I'm sure she’ll enjoy
packin? uway all the art materials,” he added
sarcastical

‘The rest of the class trooped out behind
Wilkins, but ¥ Don and Fay
remained to help Sally, under Mr. Grittala

crltlcal eye.

“A little less noise, please—" ried
Mr. Grittal, and then broke oﬂ as another klnd
of noise rent the air.

It was a shrill :m:u':klngh squawk., and it
came from the direction of his own study.
guy, Gritty's the guy—

, the parrot;” echoed a wild howl from .
Wilkins. “Look! Look what he's done |™
Sally's heart lurched. She went flying out
through theé door after the enraged Mr. Grittal,
His study was in a sea}srat.a block twenty yards
across the campus. ilkins was leaning fran-
tically out of the window brandishing a

mur-

feather duster furicmsl in his hand.
“It'’s he parrot n at your robes!” he
yelled. “Got In through this window, he did—

now hes Eon el”

took one bound into his study,
th a stricken cry. Sally and
petrified. Lying on the floor,
in a litter of !‘enthem, was the new pu;{:
gown, its silk ripped in a dozen places
sharp, clawlike furrows. Beside it lay the new
mortarboard, its purple tassel ked clean off,
and the crown punctured with the stab of a

ak,

“l wasn't away two minutes, sir,” panted
Wilkins, “and there he was, that parrot, inside
th.ina study tearing and clawing the things like
mad——"'

“It wasn't—it couldn't been the
parrot!” Sally burst in wildly

Mr Grittal pointed qu!vermgly to the rent

own and mortarboard, and the feathers
ittered everywhere.

“Isn’t this evidence enough, Miss Warner?
Is.this how you obey my order, to keep that
parrot caged and controlled?” he choked out.

‘But he is caged. sir—he's shut up inside
the club,” Sally’s chums cried breathlessly.
“ Does it look like it?” exploded Mr. G ttal.

“Those feathers aren't his, sir—they're from
Wilkins' duster,” Sally polnt.ed out desperately.
But it was a reckless argument; hopeless to
l:mt up hir defence for Abdul before the
nfuriated Grittal.

“I warned you that parrot should go if there
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Was any more cause for oom,plunt Miss Warner

—and this settles it!” he said in a white heat,
and he snatched Coney's card from his
pocket. “Take it straight to this fellow’s
address—and take it there now! Instantly!™

SALLY DOES NOT OBEY

MY t didn't do this, Mr.
Gri couldn’t have te%ot.

face went even whiter.
boys drew Sally hastily
t&et;he door, but it was rebeilion

i voice piped.
Whoopee, Sally!"
Wild rellef came chnkins upon her—only to
be shattered by a husky word from Don.
“He got out right enough, Sally. His cage Is

open !
l:"":0 n?" Sally unbelievingly through
meh\u' It.wu rue! The little gate of the

'd foreseen this and kept the
w‘.lndow c 05:3— Johnny was swlng kuy.
But Sally didn’t hear him. Her was
bursting. She wouldn't belleve. How could
Abdul have opened the gate, when he had mnd
before and s0 pathetically falled? She ﬂgn
throu her tears at his drowsy little ure.
up now, yet chattering to her
he still were not quite awake.
e didn’t get out, He's been asleep—asieep
.n the time!™ she sald in a perplexed volce.

“But we heard him, Sally,” came from Don.
“We heard him in Grittal's study !

“] don't care what we heard. Abdul
here, he didn't get out!'” cried Sally. “Kea
mine, and I'm not xomg to give him up for
Grittal or anyone else!”

Don, Johnny, and Fay looked at each other
and then at Sally. What could they do? They
knew it was hopeless to defy Mr. Grittal.

“What's to be done?” whispe A

“I'm keeping Abdul!” sald Sally. and with
l.remblicﬁ hands she took him from his cage
and'cuddled him under her coatee. “Whatever
the consequences!"

She bore him away to her chalet, and Fay
and the boys followed stealthily with the
eage. There, in Sally’s cubicle, they fixed up a
new home for Abdul. The secret was whispered
round J House. All lips were sealed. The
window was sealed. Not a sound., not a soul
would ever betray the presence of Saily's
forbidden pet.

But il was an impossible state of affairs!

Sally was xmugglmf a box of seed back from
the town, two when Johnny gave
her arm a wsrulng tug. Mr Grittal was stand-
ing in the open doorway of his study, handing
Wilkins the tattered morta.rbonrd and gown to

“l don L know Ff vhey are really worth mend-

g " he growled.

Not if that parrot gets at 'em again, sirl”
came Wuklna answer—and Sally & Co. stood
suddenly ashnst under cover of the trees.

*What?"” cried Mr. Grittal. “What are you

g, Wilkins? I ordered Miss Warner to get
ﬂ of the parrot two days aco! Are you telling
me that she still has it here?”

“I don't know, sir,” Wilkins said earnestly.
“All I know is that she hasn't taken it to
Mr, Coney's!"

Johnny and Don turned towards Sally. They
knew what was comlng

Wilkins?" thand red

“Are you
“We will look into this!

Mr. Grittal.
once!”

Sally grabbed excitedly at the boys' arms.
Next moment she was rushire them away
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through the trees to her chalet—and there
was a queer, almost eager gleam in her eyes

LEAVE that parcel, Wilkins. Follow me!”
commanded Mr. Grittal.

With stern majesty he marched out Across
the campus, pausing first at the door of the
crowded cafeteria.

“Miss Warner!™ he rasped. “Is Miss Warner

there?”

No! No one had seen Sally Warner. Bven
Nat of K House sportily assumed
bhnke!pm.uuhehaummhe-rd
the name before.

wmum ormed figure seemed L0 assume
u'mxant strut, as he followed Mr. Grittal on
% search—to the Merrymakers' Club-

“ Attention, everybody!™ And Mr. Grittal
thrust n .the door with lightning slyness.
“I want ‘Warner!™

The dramatic effect was not what Mr. Grittal

had . His voice came back In an empty
echo. clubhouse was deserted.
“H‘m' No one here. Strange!” he m

ut-

“Suspicious! If Miss Warner is deli-
beruely keeping out of my way——"

An excited shout came from Wilkins at the

Tttelre she goes, sir! Look! She's got the
Parro

Mr. Grittal whirled round in the doorway,
just in time to see a girl’s figure darting into
the shrubbery behind the Dean's garden. It
was Sally Warner! And she w camlng a big
square object covered with a clot.h Its brass
ring betrayed it u.nm.'lstakably as the pnrrot‘

cagems Warner!"” cried Mr. Grittal in a voice
of thunder,

Sally had vanished into the thicket before

the words were out of his mouth, But she was

Mr. Grittal had seen her! Wilkins

Both made a rush for the

“Come concealment, Miss Warner!
This lnmntl" orled Mr. Grittal.

There was a pause. Then a reluctant move-
ment in the bushes. Sally eme: from
hiding—empty-handed !

“Do not attempt to deceive me, Miss
Warner!” he fired at her. “Where is the
parrot?”

“Parro slr? You ordered me to send it
nwng!" St.ll wered.

“No use t.qlkln' like that. miss—we saw you
carrying it!” Wilkins said excitedly

Sally looked shocked. She ahook her head
in indignant denial. ignoring she page, and

g Mr. Grittal.

“You told me yourselr where I was to send
the parrot, sir——"

“ And ycu deliberately disobeyed me!™ he

accused her.

“It's not at Coney's. and I can prove i
shrilled Wilkins. ou might just as well tell
the truth. miss. You've got i.t here. You've
just hidden it in them bushes'"

His excited voice brought the Dean hurrying
from his garden. Wilkins stopped. He made
a dive into the shrubberv in search of the
parrot. Mr. Grittal was ijust in the act of
accusing Sally to the Dean. when, with deadly
. a shrill voice sgquawked out from
aom;:here in the !aﬁ es : 8 G

“ Best respects —goan eat coke!

There was a horrlnedy p from the Dean.
Mr. Grittal started forward m a quiver of rave,
and yrt triumnrh, too Wilkins wrenched the
leaves aside and was pointing sensationally to
the hidden parrot’s cage. covered only by a
loose cloth.

“Hare he is sir!™ he cried.

“Where?" Sallv asked.

Wté.htha ogn.mar.lc flourish Wilkins whisked

o
Then his mouth dropped open. he staggered

(Please turn to the back page.)
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The Contents Of Jack Linton's Attache-Case Seemed To Put The Identity Of The

Green Rajah Beyond -Doubt

{A\SiEéOF THE
rightened
4 Gl

THE ATTACHE-CASE

NE GAYNOR, niece and partner of Noel
Raymond, the famous young detective,
went to Glen Hall to investigate the
mystery of a spectral figure known as the Green
Rajah, who was supposed to haunt Temple Isle.
June discovered that Colonel Raikes, who had
once owned Glen Hall and Temple Isle, had
hidden a crystal goblet which was the key to
the lost secret of the Purple Mountains. She
%iilso foglnd out that the Green Rajah was after
e 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
mysterious boy named Jack Linton, who did
not seem to want June to get on the track of
the frightened glrl but despite his efforts June
discovered that her name was Eva Baring, and
that she was living in near-by Black Glen,
Jack asked June to meet him in the museum
on Temzble Isle where he would explain his
strange behaviour. He did not arrive, and
June, exploring, found his attache-case hidden
behind a secret panel. She opened it, and then
ve & gasp of horror. She knew now why Jack
ad failed to keep his appointment.

UNE'S eyes filled with horror as she

examined the contents of the attache-case

which Jack Linton had hidden in the secret
cavity in the idol.

Lying on top was a black wig, a Tfalse
moustache, and a pair of tinted spectacles.
Undoubtedly this was the disguise which had
been worn by the bogus Roger Standish.

But underneath was something far more in-
criminatinge—a green turban and a green
Indian costume!

June felt her heart contract, and slowly the
blood drained from her face as she realised
what this discovery meant.

Not only had Jack been the frightened girl’s
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companion, but he was also the Green Rajah !
All his protestations of innocence had been
80 many lies. In face of the contents of this
attache-case, there seemed no room for doubt,
and the fact that the case had been hidden
here only served to make the evidence more
convincing.

But what about the letter which she had
found? June started as she remembered that.
For that letter, written by Jack to Eva Baring,
had seemed to prove definitely that the boy
was not the Green Rajah. In fact, it had
suggested that he was out to capture that
scoundrel.

Slowly the look of hope in June's eyes faded.
That letter must have been a fake. Jack must
have deliberately dropped it for her to pick up.
It had all been part of the plot to deceive her.

" It's—it’s obvious why Jack hasn’t kept his
appointment here,” she told herself. "“He
never had any intention of coming to the
island. He never had any intention of asking
Eva if he could confide in me. That was just
a trick to make me trust him.”

And she gave a little groan of self-reproach

as she remembered how she had handed him
the piece of parchment which was the one vital
clue she had to the hiding-place of the all-
important c stal goblet.

at clue one for good. Possibly Jack
and Eva, chuckl ng at the success of their
trickery, were even now trying to solve its
message,

Biting her lip in chagrin, June stood there,
feeling more wretched than she had ever done
before in her life. For she had liked Jack: had
admired him. Oh, what a fool she had been
to allow herself to fall under his easy charm!

“Uncle Noel was right,” she told herself.
“when he told me that detectives can’t afford
to be sentimental. Well, I've learnt my lesson.
In future——"

She broke off and her heart gave a wild leap.
Footsteps sounded on the gravel path outside.
Someone was approaching the temple-like
museunm.
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Could 1t be Jack? Was it possible she had
misjudged him after all

Tuck! the at.t.ache-case under one arm, she
ran eagerly forward, but the excited flush that
had rushed back to her cheeks quickly faded,
and in dismay she came t0 an abrupt halt. For
the door had swung open and two figures had
entered the temple—and neither of them was
the boy whose friendship she had been so
ha'gm' to accept.

newcomers were Mr. Henley, the

solicitor who was administering Colonel Raikes’
estate, and Roger Standish, his friend and
Colonel Raikes' erstwhile partner.

Mr. Henley gave a cry of satisfaction as he
saw the girl detective st.andjng there.

“Ah just the person we’ve been looking for!”
he exclaimed. "I

ou here, my dear. I have been telling
Standlsh about the clue you found last night
and he would like to see it.’

The black-mous . bespectacled man at
hls side gave a nod.

“Yes; have a feeling that those hiero-
glyphics written on the parchment may
actually be Sanskrit,” he declared “1If so, then
I can easily transiate the message my old
partner left behind. If you will kindly hand

sentence

over the paper——"
Leaving the unfinished, he
smilingly held out his hand. E
June regarded the two men in dismay.
How was she possibly going to expla.ln? And
what would they say when they learnt the

truth?
Red with humiliation, with difficulty she
she stammered.

:ound her voice.
'Im awfully sorry, but I haven't got the

m—I'm afraid I can’t”
parchment."

“Not got it?” barked Mr. Standish, while
their hm;t. regarded June in alarm.

"“Great odness, my dear, don't say rou
have lost it!” he

Slowly June shook T head.

‘N-no, I lent tt,——t.o Jack Linton. He also
thought that writing was Sanskrtt and he said
he could get it translated for me.’

Mr. Henley's worried frown disappeared, but
Roger Standish looked, if anything, more
.Lglmt.ed than ever.

“You've lent it to that young jackanapes!"
he exclaimed. “Well, of all the stupid things
to do ! You had nho right to let that paper out
of your possession!"

Mr. Henley raised his hand in protest. His
friend's vehemence seemed to surprise him,

“But surely no harm's done, Standish? Jack
Llntou s a perfectly trustworthy young fellow.”

eginning to doubt it! Roger
Smndish gave a . “BSince last night I
have been doing a loa of thinking. It occurs
to me that it was queer that Linton was the
first to reach your burgled study. If what this
girl says is correct "—he frowned across at
June—*"about the burglarg being an inside joh,
I mean, then the -whole business is very
suspicious.”

“You mean that—that Jack Linton may be
the Green Rajah?” gasped Mr. Henley, staring
in _horror.

Roger Standish gave another grim nod.

“1 shouldn't be surprised. I'm certain that
Ronald Baring is! And he and Jack Linton
are about the same age. Therefore it’s possible
that they are all three one and the same

person. Cleverly disguised !  He broke off,
suddeniy noticing the attache-case tucked
under ne's arm. “What’s that? Where did

you get it?"” he barked.

“J—I found it hidden in a secret cavity.”
stammered June, realising that her humilia-
tion cou'd be staved off no longer. “It—it
seems to belong to Jack Linton, and it contains
several d-disguises.”

“Disguises? Here, let me look !” Taking the
case from her, Roger Standish snapped open
the lid, then. as his gogeling eyes glimpsed the
contents, he gave an angry roar. “ This settles
it!” he declared. “I was right! That young
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had an ijdea we showd find

scouncil‘el is the Green Rajah! And you'"—
with withering glare at June—" were
actuany fool enough to hand him the only
important ciue we've found!"

une went first red, then white.
that his scorn was justified; nevertheless, she
found herself resenting his harsh manner. Her
}uﬁng for the peppery Anglo-Indian was rapidly
ading.

Mr, Henley shook his head sadly, as he also
examined the contents of the attache-case,

“I'm afraid you're right, Standish,” he
admitted, a look of distress on his scholarly
face “But I don't know that we have any
right to blame June for what has happened.
Sl:e h%d no reason to doubt Jack Lintaon

er.’

The girl detective flashed him a look of

atitude, then she flushed again as Roger
tandish gave a derlstve snort.

No reason to doubt him? Bah! She calls
herself a detective, doesn't she?’ he cried.
“Here, I suggest we get back to the Hall. There
may still be a chance of catcb.mg that young
scoundrel before he realises his:identity has
been discovered.”

¥er1y Mr. Henley nodded.
ves, let us get back by all means,” he

Silently June followed them  out of the
temple and down to the beacn. Silently she
sat in the boat while the glowering Mr.
«Standish rowed them across the lake.

This, she felt, was the end of her detective
career. Yet it was more distress than anger
which filled her heart, and, as they made their
way through the grounds, she was asking her-
self desperately if, after all, there could not be
some other explanation for their disturbing
discovery about Jack,

After all, he had protested that he could
clear up all the mystery which surrounded him
if only Eva would give him permission to speak.
Suppose that he had only been delayed?
Suppose.he really had intended to join her on
Temple Isle, there to confide in her and explain
fall the Lsusmcious things which had worried her

or so lon

“QOh, wouldn’t it be wonderful if he did bring
back the parchment!” she told herself.
~“Wouldn't it be wonderful if

And then she broke off, for, as they came in
sight of the house, there came an excited
hail-and Mildred Henley came running to meet
them, followed by Ted Brandish, Billie
Murdoch, and the Smith twins.

Wonderingly Mildred surveyed her father.

1‘{1 say, dad, did you know Jack’s left?” she
crie

“Left, my dear?” gasped Mr. Henley, while
June gave a horrified start.

‘Yes, sir—packed up and gone.” It was Ted
Brandish who cut in. “When I went up to his
room just now I found it empty, and when I
asked one of the maids she said that he had
rung up to say he wasn’t coming back.”

“Yes—and a taxi called and collected his
luggage not half an hour ago,” put in Billie
Murdoch.

Mr Standish gave a savage glare.

“There. that proves {t!” he exclaimed.

“That young scoundrel’s the Green Rajah, right
enough—and now that he’s got the ciue to the
missing crystal goblet he’s gone!

She knew

JACK DISAPPEARS
: QELUC’I'ANTLY June

was Torced
admit that Mr. Standish
must be right. This Iatest
development seemes to settle
the matter completely. The last
shreds of hope died in her
heart and a burn anger
ren'aced her former distress.
She forgot how grateful she
had been to Jack—forgot the brave way in
which twice he had saved her life, She only
knew that he had cruelly deceived her.
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But his trickery should not succeed. She
had vowed to run the Green ah to earth,
and somehow she would keep promise.
Indeed, now that she knew the horrifying
!.ru!.h. she was more determined than ever to

Jack Linton should regret his
truchamus behaviour.

As June stood there, a fierce indignation
burning hgeﬁ' cheeks, Mr. Standish gave another
harsh lau

“ Yes—he's gone,” he saild again. “By now he
will be miles away. We'll never see him-—or
that parchment—again ™

“Wait a minute!” It was June who cut in,
her lips pressed grimly together. “ There's a
chance we may get on his track yet. I must
ma.ke inquiries.”

offi she: darted, leavlngd the angry
Mr Standish and the distressed Mr. Henley to
tell the young people all that had happened.
First of all June 1nt.ervtewecl Samuel, the portly
butler, but he'shook his head in response to
her question.

“Sorry, miss, but I can't tell you where the
taxi that. called for Mr. Linton’s luggage came
from,” he said. “I'd never set eyes on the
d.n:ﬁ; before It wasn't a local car, I'm certain

hNg: v:vnas the maid who hgd] t?:fn .Anck’s u.'tlle-

0! essage any more help: pparently

ack had not plmn himself, and the 1

could not help June to identify the er,

beyond mru? that the voice had been a msle.
e got 01%] to the Exchange, o

to lea.m that the ad been put through
from a public hone box,
Dlslppo the ,girl detective next went up

c? s bedroom, but she failed
ﬁnd any clue there Except for the usual
furnishings, it was bare and empty.

Bm.ng ner lip, she went down to report to

. Henley, She found the solicitor in the

talking to Mr. Standish. 'n;? listened

In ence to the failure of her efforts, and

when she had finished Roger Standish gave a

ﬂoomy shake of the head.
“It’s as I thought,”
hung‘ scoundrel’s disap

t he's got to be foun And his sister, too!
1 won't rest until both Bn.rlnga are where they
can’t do any more harm!”

“Eval! es, of coursel” June gave an
excited start. She had been concerned
about Jack that she had Iorcut.t.en all about
me frightened girl who, it now seemed, must

be his sister. This was a really
to follow, for she had an idea where Eva lived.

June remembered what she had learnt in
the Parrot Tea-rooms the previous day, she
faced the two men excitedly. *“We may be able
o trace Jack through Eva!" she e.xanimed
“And I've got a clue as to where she might
found—somewhere up in the Black Glen! H
you will leave it to me——"

“Leave it to you?” Roger Standish cut In
with a harsh laugh. “If you ask me, young
lady, you've done quite enou% amage already
This case needs a real detective to lnvestigate
it—not a bit of a girl. Henley "—he turned to
the w!lcitor— if you take my advice you will
ﬁm touch with Noel Raymond at once. Tell

now s,tupid his niece has been, and ask
e charge himsell. Those scoundrels
hne gm. bo be tracked down and arrested
before any further harm is done.”
June flushed at his frank. harsh words.
&?mﬂ ® Dot s R Baccaly
Jac n burn reely
hn ever Itwoul belns !ault.lfherdeteo—
dismal failure.
thahe watehod Mr Henley and the
redmhcr eyes as she saw him give
n ralucumt
“You put 1!; rather strongly, Standish.” he
said. “but I am afraid gou are right. This is
no case for a young gir
“But, Mr. Hen?
He raised lv. but firm hand.

*1 am sorry, my dear, but I am afraid it is

my duty to ask your uncle to return here.
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There is no need for you to reproach rourself.
You have done your best. Nevertheless, it is
clear morc drastic measures are neceded.’

With an effort June choked back her tears.

“You mean that—that I'm dismissed from
the case?” she glped.

Mr. Henley ook his head and gave her
shoulder a comforting pat.

*No, no, g dear. You mustn’t put it like
that,” be sai “It is simply that we would
pl‘e(er to avail curselves of Mr. Raymond’s

eater experience. It may he some days until

e is fre¢ to come here. Until then"—he
smllt%q_—"of course, you wiil continue to he my
gues

June's heart gave a leap. There was still a
chance for her! If only she got busy and Iol»
lowed up this clue regarding Eva Baring she
might still be able to retrieve her reputation
as a detective; might still be saved the
humiliation of having to admit failure.

Leaving the room, she donned her hat and
coat and left the house. Briskly she set out
along the narrow trail which wound around
the foot of the mountains, making for the
river which a day or two before Jack Linton
had been so desperately anxious she should not

Somewhere in the desolate valley beﬂond
thﬁ‘alver she believed the Iright.e:ﬁneg 1 lved.

there, too, she .might a
missing boy
Her (gea leamed fiercely as she thoughf. of
e ould quickly learn that was

not “to be defeated so easily. And when next
they met she would be proof against his
pleasant manner.

When she came to the frozen stream she
transportable bridge in

tion. [Eagerly she crossed it, and then
ooked about her. .'Before her stretched a wide,
stoney va.uey in on either side by

terraces,
isolated cottages. is must be Black Glen of
which the proprietress of the Parrot Tea-rooms
had spoken,

Climbing a steep path, June made her way
to the nearest house. A plump woman
answered her knock, but she shook her head
in response to June's inquiries.

" Baring?"” she repeated, and shook her head
again. " No, mtss I don't know anyone o' that
name up here "

'I'mnking Eva might have assumed a false
name, June described her, and the woman
frowned.

“Now I come to think of it, I fancy I have

seeén a 1 like that up in these part.s she
admtt. s.lowlr “but I'm certain she doesn’t
live in the valley. I was born and bred here.

and I know everyone. There's the Mullets over
there "—she pointed across th: valley—"and
the 'gmmit 1"115 just to the right. Then there’s old

One one she named the occupants of the
gre -walled cottages .and_as she came

June’s heart sank. Was it possible Lhat
e had come on a wild goose chase?

< Aren’t there any other houses?” she asked.

The woman shook her head.

* No—except. o’ course, the Lone Cottage.”

“The Lone Cottage?’

“Yes, miss. That’s a tumbledown old shack
right at the far end o' the valley but it hasn’t
been oocup‘led for years an’' years. We give it
g miss, I can tell you. The tales they tell in

e vslleamabout it you wouldn’t bhelieve.

y uy the ghost of Old lgother Shipl ey

n.go—stlll brews her spells and potions ere
At might. so T've heard. you can see the smoke
curlin’ up from the chimney.”

The woman drew in an awe-stricken breath.
but June's eyes were dancing. What better
hldlng-plnce t a haunted cottage could Eva
find? And the fact that the suprrstitious
villagers had seen smoke coming from the
chimney strongly suggested that the supposedly
derelict cottage was occupied.
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Having got the airections to the Lone
Cottage, June thanked the motherly woman
and set off, her heart beating excitedly. She
falned the end of the long valley, then, as
nstructed, turned mm a narrow gully hewn
through the solid rock

Like a walled alley u wound its wn. between
the mountains, leading to a smaller, inner
valley in which the Lone Cottage stood. Up it
June hurried, but suddenly there came the
Patter of foot.sheps and someone came racing

the opposlt,e direction.

no room to step aside, and the
glrlish ﬁgu.re which unexpectedly rounded the
corner nearly knocked June down, She
recoiled, then gasped, as she found herself con-
fronted by a fr htened white-faced figure
with dark, ha.untln

“Eva!” she excla med * “Eva Baring !"

THE FRIGHTENED GIRL'S TRICK

STEADILY June regarded_ the
frightened girl, and her heart
began to pound excitedly. At

last her patient detective
was beginning to bear

lon
wor,

fruit.
“Well, what luck!” she cried.

“You were just the girl I was
looking for!
“You came up here to see me?” Eva first

looked alarmed, then she gave a gulp of relief,
as if she had been frightened lest June’s visit
had some other reason. "I—I suppose you
want to talk about that trick Jack and I played
on you in London?" she added in a whisper.
June's eyes flashed
you admit that, your companion was
Jack, do you?" she snapped.
“Of—of course. Didn’t Jack tell you all
?bam i?r.' I—I thought he was golng to confide
n you?”
“Confide in me?” June gave an angry laugh.
“He told me a whole heap of fibs
That frightened look retumed to Eva's dark
eies and she gazed at the girl detective in

“You mean that—that you don t believe our
story?” she whispered. “But it's true—
honestly it is. I know it was horrld to trick
you like that, but we had to do lt——simply had
to! There was no other way out!’

There was a note of anguish in her voice, and
she laid a quivering hand on June's arm, sur-

eying her in detperate pleading.
spite herself, June's heart was touched.
There was somethlng very appealln%about this
shrinking, white-faced girl—something which
aroused all her sympathy, Then fiercely she
battlcd with her emotions.

“Don’t be weak, June Gaynor,” she told her-
self angrily. “After all that’s happened you
ought to know better. Jack’'s charm led you
up lt..‘ma garden. Don't let yourself be taken in
again

So resolutely she hardened her heart, brush-
1ng aside those pleading, agitated ﬁugers

e | dont know exactly what you're hoping 1
shall do,” she said, “but I must make it clear
that I'm no longer readsr to be impressed by
you—or your brother!”

“You mean that—that you are working for
Roger Standish? That—that you are our
enemy?” asked Eva in a distressed whisper.

June's lips compressed into a resolute line.

“I mean that I am a detective, and that I am
going to do my duty,” she sa!d grlmly “Now
please take me to your brother.”

“My—my brother?” There was stark horror
in the frightened girl's dark eyes now, and
again she clutched at June's arm. “You—you
have come to see him?” she breathed.

“Of course.” June regarded her in su
“Now please don't waste time,” she urge
don’t want to upset you. but this business has
got to be cleared up. I know where you are
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rise.

both living. Either you ‘11 be sensible and take
me there or I'll find him myself.”
“No, no, I'll t.ake you,” whlspered Eva, and
turning she led the way up the gully.
Slowly June followed. Suddenly she found
her ai..er against Jack eval poratlnf She
could only remember that. haun ook of
in Eva's eyes gain she oum:l her
heart. full of pi and .she shook her

mly. Nev er disliked any job 8O
much as then. once , she
severely t.ook hersel( t,o task.

Detectives couldn’t*afford to be sentimental,
she reminded herself, Besides, Jack Linton
at least didn’t deserve any sympathy. He was
a heartless young scoundrel. According to
Mr. Standish, he had robbed the man who had
befriended him, and now that Colonel Raikes
was dead he was plotting to steal his secret.
And then there was his treacherous behaviour
to herself to be thought of,

“I must pull myself t.ogether " June told her-
self, as she went striding up the rocky gully.
“No doubt Eva thought I should feel sorry for
her distress. Both she and her brother seem to
be able to put on an act to order.”

At that moment they rounded a_ bend, and
there, at the far end of a smaller valley,
perched on a rock%ledge. was a grey, tumble-
down cottage, with a tiny, unkempt garden
and a couple of ramshackle outbuildings to one

slde.
“That's—that's the cottage,” announced
Eva, and reluctantly she led the way forward.

June, following quickly in the footsteps of
the frightened girl, gazed around at the deso-
late countryside, still thinking of the boy who
ha.d so deceived her.

though she tried to banish the
thought she found herself wishing that there
was some suitable explanation of Jack's strange
behaviour, some explanation that would clear
all those doubts from her mind.
gulled herself up. But even then she
tmew that, deep down in her heart, she wanted
to know that he was innocent.

Reaching the cottage, the frightened girl led
the way to the front door.

“I suﬁlposc it’'s no use asking you to change
your mind?” she asked.

June shook her head.

“I'm afrald not,” she answered.

The frightened girl gave a gul{) open-
ing the door, ste ped into a small gloomy hall.

‘My—my brother’s upstairs—in bed,” she
whispered. " You sce, he met with an accident.”

“An—an accident?”

June regarded her in surprise. Eva nodded.

“Yes—he stumbled on his way here and fell
down a steep slope. His leg’s pretty bad.”

Again June’s resolute expression faded.
Despite herself, the news dismayed her. Then
angrily she again smothered her rising emotion,

“1 must see him,” she insisted.

“{ery well. This way, please!”

Eva ¥ed the way up the uncarpeted stairs, a
slim, wan figure. At the top was a small land-
lug and, crossing it, she opeued a door,

You'll find in there” she said, and
stood aside to allow June to enter.

June stepped forward and then gasped, for,
without warning, the other girl had given her
a push. Right into the room June reeled, and
then, as she recovered her balance, she heard
the door slam behind her

Furious with herself Ior the way in which
she had allowed herself to be tricked. June cast
one swift look around the room, to find, not
only that it had no occupant but herself, but
that it was also unfurnished.

“You little trickster!” she gasped, and,
plunging forward, grabbed the door- dle.

But the door refused to budge. Eva had
locked it and, with a gasp, the girl detective
realised she was a prisoner,

Can Eva and Jack really be the plotters—or is
there some explanation for their strange actions ?
Be certain not to miss next Friday’s enthralling
chapters of this serial in the GIRI.Q' CRYSTAL.

then,
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Concluding Chapters Of MARIE MATHESON'S Grand Serial

A LAST ATTEMPT

SHEILA MAYNE lived with her family at
Chinook Lodge in the little Canadian town
of Juniper Bend.

She and the rest of 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 pro-
ducer, who would be sent. They were also
anxious to do better than their rival club, led
by Corinne Lefevre,

Sheila and Red Eagle, a mysterious young
Redskin, were trying to discover the hidden
gold of Chinook.

Sheila’s father was kidnapped by Karl Olsen,
their enemy, and Corinne’s uncle, and held
prisoner in a lonely shack, where he was
ordered to translate some signs on three totems
which Sheila believed to be clues to the where-
abouts of the treasure.

In a last desperate attempt to obtain the
totems Red Eagle told her he was going to enter
the shack and try to outwit r. Mayne's
captors. Breathlessly Sheila watched him as he
tiptoed towards the door.

S Red Eagle vanished inside the shack

Sheila heard shouts of anger and surprise,

Then the door slammed and there were sounds
as if of a scuffie,

Sheila hated lving there inert when her loyal
Redskin friend might be in the gravest danger,
but she forced herself to carry out his
instructions.

Suddenly she stiffened under the rugs in the
sleizh. The door had opened and Earl Olsen
stepped out of the shack. He took a sharp look
round. eved the sleigh, then walked round to
the hack of the hut. Apparently satisfied that
no one was about, he re-entered the shack.

“It's OK.!" he called to his confederates.
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anyone with him.

There's no need to worry.”

As the door slammed Sheila sat up and
clambered off the sleigh., Daringly she crossed
to the hut and peered in through the window.
What she saw brought a gasp to her lips.

Red Eagle, looking as if he had been rou&hly
handled, was now seated at the table, Karl
Olsen standing opposite him, a gun in his
hand. Her father, still bound to his chair, had
becnecrushed back towards the stove. Isen’s
confederate was standing the table,
which lay three objects. ey were tg
mystery totems. Sheila could see them clearly.
Two were old, genuine Red Indian charms, the
other was a copy of the mystery mascot she
wore around her neck.

Menaced as he was by Olsen’s gun, Red
Eagle seemed helpless, and there was a look
of dejection on his bronzed face as he sat
there at the table.

Eagle,” Olsen snapped. " you've
t all three mascots there. The Wolf I in-
erited from Joubert: the Bear charm Corinne

bought from M. Cuvier’'s, and the third is a

copy of the Owl totem Sheila Mayne found.

You can read the signs on them, so you'd better

start translating them, or it'll be the worse for

you and Mayne there.”

Red le looked up at him as if he were
terrified.  But Sheila felt sure that he was
shamming. Slowly he arranged the totems
a line so that their edges touched.

“Give me time and I will read the sign-
writing.” he pleaded. "It is old and difficult.”

As he looked he stiffened, for, seeing past
Olsen’s shoulder. he caught sight of Shella’s
fascinated face pressed against the glass of the
window. For a moment Red Eagle frowned.
then he nodded his head imperceptibly.

“If you do as Red Eagle says, all will be
well,” he said enigmatically. 7

Sheila, hearing him, knew instinctively that
the nod and the words were to her at once a
reproof, and a signal. She turned and hurried
for the sleigh. Red Eagle was pretending to
be scared of his captors in order to carry
out some secret plan.

“Here you are,” declared the young Redskin
suddenly as his captors watched. fascinated.
“The pictures say that the sun-stone is hidden
in the earth a paddle’s length from the door of
the wigwam by the green waters of the hill of
blizzards. The Bear will guard it. the Owl
will find it, but beware of the Wolf and the
sons of the Wolf!" )

He leaned back, looking mt his enemies.

“That is just a lot of Redskin nonsense!”
snarled Karl Olsen. “ Explain it! It's the gold
we want—the gold Rupert Mayne hid and
guarded for Red Eagle’s son and his own kin.”

Red Eagle smiled at the mention of his

cestor.

“My ancestor never claimed his share. He
was attacked and killed by Joubert, from
whom you are descended—Joubert, the Wolf.
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So was Elrick Green, who financed their first
and second trip into the wilds.”

" Il;lle laughed and grabbed the edge of the
able.

*“Are you fools that you do mnot under-
stand?" he cried. * Must Red Eagle show you
further? ‘The hill of blizzards ' is the Chinook
—Chinook, the snow wind. ‘The little house
by green waters' is the shack beside Emerald
Lake. Now——"

He broke off as from outside there came a
cry, the cracking of a whip, and the shrill
neighing of a horse. Instinctively Karl Olsen
and- his partner turned their heads, looked
towards the door

Instinctively Red Eagle acted. Exerting all
his strength, he gave the table a tremendous
push. Over it went, spilling off the totems,
crashing right against the two men who had
their backs turned.

Olsen went sprawling on the floor, the gun
flying irom his hand. The other man. stag-
gering against the far wall, managed o keep
his balance.

But before he could move or draw a weapon
Red Eagle had vaulted the fallen table and
was after him, whipping up a faggot from the
pile in the corner by the stove.

It was a thick, short picce of wood. One
blow from it laid the man out, and then the
agile young Redskin whirled, to see Karl Olsen
on his knees, crawling to where his gun lay
in a corner. :

“Ugh!™ he grunted, and sprang right across
the room to reach it first. ‘‘ Back—back, son
of the Wolf! Red Eagle will not hesitate to
avenge his ancestor if you make a false move!”

Olsen, pale and trembling, backed away. Red

Eagle laughed, kicked open the door of the
stove and, one eye still on Olsen, pushed in
a long piece of spruce to kindle. hen very

slowly he backed towards the chair where John
Mayne sat.

Drawing his hunting-knife, he started hack-
ing Sheila’s father free from his bonds,
watchinz Olsen and his crony all the while.
John Mayne rose at last, a free man.

“J don't understand all this,” he panted.
“These men trapped me. I..."”

“Sheila, your daughter, is outside walting
for a sign to return.” said Red Eagle. *First
take these men, secure them with the ropes
I have cut. They cannot attack you. ed
Eagle is master now!"”

John Mayne chuckled.

“Red Eagle!” he breathed, and did the young
Redskin's bidding. “Then you must be the

andson of the chief of Chinook—who was

randuncle Rupert’s friend.”

“You have spoken truth,” smiled Red Eagle.
“Now I will fetch your daughter, the friend
who has never failed me.”

He pulled out the burning stick from the
stove and, opening the door of the shack,
waved his torch several times. Sheila. who
had driven off and been waiting anxiously,
cried out in joy as she saw the signal,

Turning the sleigh, she drove it galloping
back, reined up outside the door, then jumped
to the snow.

“Red Eagle—daddy!” she cried.
thing all right?”

“Yes." said her father. *“Thanks to your
friend here. Isn’t he the fellow who put out
the fire at our house—who helped us before?"”

Sheila had taken everything in now. had
seen the helpless, bound forms of Olsen and
his confederate. Her father was free, un-
harmed! She turned eyes that shone with
tears of gratitude ‘towards Red Eagle.

“Oh, Red Eagle!" she gasped. ‘“How can I
thank vou? You took a terrible risk. Daddy,
Red Eagle has always been my friend. He
taught me all the skating that helped me
win prizes. He's been just wonderful!

John Mayne grinped Red Eagle's hand.

“Thank you, Red Eagle. for what you've
done! I wish you could enlighten me on just
one thing, however. Where is the young
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“Is every-

scoundrel who brought me here into this
trap? I mean Norman Wayne, Sheila's mys-
terious cousin, to whom Granduncle Rupert
left a share in the Chinook estate?"”

" m Norman Wayne,” saild Red Eagle
“It is time you knew the truth.”

a
gently.

THE LOST GOLD OF CHINOOK

SHEILA gave a gasp, then laughed
outright. She thought Red
Eagle had taken leave of his
senses, As for her father, he
just stared and stared.
“But you are a Red Indian!”
he, frowned. “You can't be
Norman Wayne.”
Red Eagle smiled at them both.

“It is true,” he declared. “You will learn
from my agents. That was how_ Red Eagle
knew this was a trap. I am an Indian, but
as a child Rupert Mayne adogted me, gave
me his own name, put it in his will. But
he was weak and ill, wrote badly, so they
took his M for a W. I was an orphan, but
the grandson of Red Eagle, his best friend, to
whom he was & blood brother., He did it
s0 that I could share the gold of Chinook,
Blood-brothers in our people have all rights.
Red Eagle was brought ug on the reservation,
but when he grew older he was educated, for
money had been left him, also the totem
Sheila now wears.” ”

“I think I see it now!” cried Sheila. *Oh,
Red Eagle, why didn't you tell me all this
before?”

“It would not have heen wise,” he answered,
“For already I had got on the trail of Karl
Olsen Joubert who, with his niece, sought the
gold. But now we have the secret.”

He smiled at her and John Mayne.

“We will leave our prisoners here,” he de-
clared. ‘At the necarest post we will phone
the Mounted Police. And at Chinook, a
paddle's length from the door of the Biue-
birds’ club, we shall find the gold—and the
Eroofs I need to clear the name of my for-

ears.”

John Mayne was somewhat dazed, but. he
allowed Red Eagle to take complete control of
the situation. They locked up the prisoners
in the shack then drove away in the sleigh
down the valley.

It was not long before they reached a snow-
bound phone post. But it worked. John
Mayne spoke to the police. Officers would
come and collect Olsen and his partner, who-
ever he was. Red Eagle had already stated it
would be simple for him to prove Olsen had
stolen the portrait from the Greens’ house,
and other matters.

They were finished—done for. But Corinne,
though she had been a bitter enemy to Sheila,
had been careful to keep her hands clean of
any business the law might hold against her.

She had been very cunning, thought Sheila
bitterly. Well, she would be all the keener
to beat her now at the carnival.

It was late when they reached Chinook and
pulled up outside the door of the Bluebirds’
clubhouse. But with John Mayne's aid Red
Eagle soon cleared away the snow at a dis-
tance from the door which he sald was a
paddle's length.

Then, with spades, they started digging.
The ground was frozen. t was hard, bitter
work. But after an hour's labour Red Eagle's
spade struck something. i

“This must be it!" he cried excitedly.
“Hurry! Dig fast!™ =

They worked like Trojans. and at last .an
iron-bound box was unearthed. It was so
heavy they could scarcely lift it. Sheila, her
eves glistening, had opened the clubhouse,
and Red Eagle and her father carried it inside,

It was locked, but by means of a crowbar
they at last prised off the lid.

“Now we shall see if the totem lied.” sald
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the young Redskin, raising a pile of furs that
lined the to *“ Ah, here we are!

Beneath le furs lay several linen bags,
mildewed with age, almost rotted away. But
as they staried lifting them, out of them
poured a e of yellowlsh stones.

“Nuggets,” cried John Mayne-—" nuggets of
pure gold! There's a fortune here! Sheila,
Red Ea le, we're rich!”

But there was something else beside gold in
the box—a tin cylinder stuffed with papers,
tR‘edh Eagle's eyes glistened as he examined

em,

“These are what I want!” he cried. "“Red
Eagle need no longer bear shame. The
shadows are lifted from his wigwam! This

tells' the truth—how Joubert betrayed Rupert
Mayne, and my erandfather—he who
Jhlood-brother to him.”

They all bent and read the document. John
Mayne whistled and smiled in satisfaction.

“This clears up everything and gives us our
title to the gold!” he exclaimed. "I congratu-
late you, Red Eagle! The mystery of the
totems is solved.”

Si&eila grasped the young Red Indian’s

s.

“Red Eagle, I'm so happy—so happy I could
cry! You do not know what it means to my
father and all of us! But above all, I am
glad you have fulfilled your vow. You do not
need to hide any more. With Karl Olsen a
prisoner, you will be cleared of every accusa-
tion against you.”

Red Eagle smiled.

“Red Eagle is happy. Only one thing he
wishes now—to see Sheila picked as Queen of
the Ice Carnival.”

Sheila's eyes shone.

e ¢ 4 I succeed, it will be because of you, Red
Eagle,” she said gratefully. “It's too late to
go to Mavis Poynter's now. We will stay here
the night, and you shall be our guest at
Chinook.”

Between them they closed the box, locked
the door, and went on to Chinook Lodi ge.
Jerry, opening the door, gave a b!oodcurdli.ng
war-whoop at sight of Red Eagle.

‘Geel I wondered where you all werel”
he cried. ' 8is, what has happened?'

They told him quietly, and he wa.s thrllled
with it, bemoaning that he had missed all the
excitement. when the telephone bell rang. In-
stantly John Mayne st

“ Sheila,” he said in alarm, *“I hope that
isn't 1i).bout‘. Toddles—that he has had a re-

lapse

Sheila went pale at the very thought. She
rushed to the phone and picked it up. The
voice that answered her was familiar—it was
Larry Green's.

“Sheila, I've got bad news for you,” came
the words. *“You’ll hate me for it. but I
couldn't help it. I slipped to-day, went down
on that old ankle of mine. I won't be able
to enter any of the competitions. I won't be
able to partner you in the ice-ballet. You've
got to find a substitute. I'm calling all the
Bluebirds to my home to-morrow, after the
skating contests are over, to discuss it.”

Sheila felt a cold hand clutch her heart.

Without him the ice-ballet would be a
shadow of what it had been. In the doubles
skating contests she would have no partner.
Her house of dreams seemed to be crashing
.Tound her ears.

THE BOY WHO BOSSED THE CASTAWAYS

Don’t miss the grand opening chapters of

this Ereat new story by Hazel Arrnitage,

which will a§pear in next Friday’s GIRLS’

CRYSTAL. You will enjoy this serial even

more than you did Hazel Armitage's

previous success—THE WILD BOY OF
THE WOODS.
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LEE FARRELL SPRINGS A SURPRISE

“THAT'S bad news!" declared
John Mayne, when Sheila had
told him of Larry’s accident.
“But don’'t despair, my dear.
The carnival’'s not over et,
Perhaps to-morrow you'll find
a solution.”

“Yes,” said Red Eagle. “You
have still your lucky mascot.

Believe in it—trust the wise Owl"”

Sheila unfastened the Owl totem, looked at
it, then smiled.

“You're right, Red Eagle!” she cried. " And
I think I know a way out of our troubles,
we'll go into town early to-morrow morning.
I've had an idea.”

She spoke rapidly,
and nodded.

“The wise owl has whispered in your ear,”
he laughed. " Wait and see. This is good
medicine. And if Red Eagle can help, he
will do all he can.’

Next morning they sleighed into Juniper.
Pirst they went to the police with a report on
the prisoners who had now been collected.
Then Sheila and Red Eagle set off for the
Greens’ house.

En route they fell in with Mabel Rowan
and some of the other Bluebirds. Mabel and
the others stared when they saw Red Eagle in
Sheila’s company. But Sheila only waved a
hand, Red Eagle drove on.

Larry Green was reclining on a sofa, his leg
bandaged and in splints. He greeted Sheila
with a rueful smile, then started as he recog-
nised Red Eagle.

“She.i.la you've brought this rascal here'"

Sheua laughed.

“Red Eagle can speak for himself now. He
is no rascal, as he will prove.”

So Eagle told his story. Larry Green
listened in amazement, especially when the
name of his own grandfather was mentioned.

“You see, & share of "what we found in the
iron box is your family's by right. It was not
Red Eagle's ancestor who was the villain, but
Joubert,” explained Sheila. “And that's why
I'm asking you one favour, Larry.”

“What is it?"” he asked.

“Make Red Eagle a member of the Blue-
birds,” said Sheila. *“He taught me every-
t]:ung He is the only one who can take your
place as my partner in the skating contests,
and in the ballet. Don't you see? There's
nothing to prevent him nowl"

“ By Jove, Sheila, youre a wonder!” gasped
Larry, “T1 fix it! Here come the others.”

The Bluebirds, all worried and anxious,
listened and looked at Red Eagle as Larry
explained matters. Then they raised a cheer
and ran to shake Red Eagle by the hand.

“Now_ you'll be initiated,” laughed Sheila.
"Rnt:ld' Eagle, you must take the Bluebird
oath!”

Red Eagle quickly obliged, then La.rry called
for drinks to toast the new member. Plans
were quickly made. Red Eagle was coached
in what he would have to do. -

“I'm crocked, but I'm being carried down
to watch the cqntest.s " said Larry. “ But isn't
the news bad—about Lee Farrell, I mean!
He's not showing himself till everythinzs
over., He's here, but he’ll do his picking

unseen, unsuspected. He has intimated that
he believes it is the only fair way.”

'I'he all gasped. Sheila frowned,
smile

"D.vou know, I think that's quite clever
of him,” she declared. *“ We’ll just have to do
our best without having anyone to play up
to. It'll be more natural, and that’s what is
wanted in films. Bluebirds, are we down-
hearted?"” .

and Red Eagle smiled

then
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“No!”™ came in an enthusiastic chorus.
*“Not llkely"

FOR Lh.rge days the ice carnival went on at
)

In -;me of the fact that the famous Lee
1 had not shown himseli. the excitement
looked like

or_where he P! L

It added an mcu.lng note to the whole
serles of contests, which were to culminate
in ice ballet by the Bluebirds.

king Corinne Lefevre
met Sheila in the open figure-skating event.
Though Sheila knew that Corinne must be
aware that Karl Olsen was in prison awaiting
trial, her old rival put up a good show.

She won a first and a third in the miou;
claases betore Sheila hnd finished, to lead her
l\;a place. It was the same the second day.
Shella and Corinne ran neck and neck, and it
was said quite openlf that if Lee Farrell was
looking for a young leading lady, it would be

one ol them that he was sure to pick.

On the third day came the dancing con-
tests, and for the first time Red Eagle and
Sheun took the ice in front of the judges In
spare time they had ?m ractised
partial rchr:arsnl oi' the ballet
had also been held to enable the younc Red-
skin to practice Larry Green's part.

Corinne, with her boy partner from the
Emerald Belles, was first on the ice. Her per-
formance was cheered to the echo, and Sheila
saw the judges smiling. Then it was the turn
of Sheila and Red Eagle. As the band struck
up, they skimmed across the ice, first waitz-
ing. then spinning into graceful ﬂcureu of their
own. With Red Eagle as a partner, Sheila
forgot everything but the joy of skating. As
if in a dream, she and the young Redskin went
on to a glorious finish to be rewarded by
a terrific burst of applause. It was the same
each time they appeared on the ice. Never
had such a perfectly matched couple been seen
on_the ice rink before.

John Mayne, watching with pride, smiled at
Jerry and Gracie who sat with him. He
could not hei? feeling that fortune was
favouring the family.

When at last the judges made known their
decision, it was to announce that Sheila and
Red Eagle had taken first place in every class.
Corinne and her partner had come a bad third
havinz been beaten by a couple from down
the lake.

Then the announcer stepped up to the
microphone to intimate that Lee Farrell had
stated that he would announce whom he bad
chosen as his leading lady after the Bluebirds’
ice ballet, which was to be preceded by a
dance show on ice by the Emeraid Belles, led
by Corinne Lefevre.

Corinne’'s show was modern and snappy. and
gaily costumed. In the short time at their
disposal, thanks to Corinne's money, the rebel
Bluebirds had done well. But it was a one-

1 show, for every movement and scene had

n planned to glorify Corinne herself.

Then the Bluebirds took the stage.

The curtain went up on a packed ice rink,
and as the Bluebirds gave their opening chorus
they all realised that somewhere in the Facked
audience Lee Farrell, the famous Hollywood

mducer was watching. The futures of more

han one person might be decided before the
final curtain fell.

But the Bluebirds, though nervous, excelled

Red Eagle in traditional costume, fitted into
Larry’s part with a grace and verve that won
him favour everywhere. Scene after scene
followed. each to be greeted by tremendous
cheers.

It was when she was taking the bow for the
waltz scene that Sheila suddenly caught Red
Eagle's arm.
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with the beard—the llr Coo,|
‘our lodger

“ Look !

she cried, while the
went on. ber—the

“You remem
per
! He's sitting there, In

row!”
Red Eagle looked and saw the man,
e again he L0k hl:s-dtll:a o
th’:uwi.np Sheila looked at her partner
"Wa'd better notify the police,” she nq‘
gested. “I'm certain he was one of Olsen
eonhree‘fle(stes!" slipped awa
"nuom {o leue

success.
n the cheen nu.rly
lifted the roof

the announcer
stepped up to the microphone had dﬂncult!'
in making himself heard.

“The company will line up on the stage,"”
M. ‘Loe Pagrell, the Hollywood producers

arre e Hol cer.”

A fascinated, breathless hush came over the
vast ice rink. The eyes of the audience and
of the Bluebirds beume riveted on the wings,

where t.he announcer
Then in evemns dress stepped into
and Sheila gave a gasp of

For there in front of her, bowing and smil-
ing and waving, was Mr. Goopur the Ilate
boarder at Chmook. And as the crowd cheered

he tugged his false beard rmm his face and
threw his dark spectacles away.

“Well, here I am, folks, at last!" Jdeclared
Lee Farrell. "You may have thought it rude
of me hiding from you so long, but I always
do this when I am talent hunting. I like to
see people from all angles, That is why I
came up here more than a fortnight ago and
had a look round on the

He paused and laughingiy waved his hand to
the still petrified Sheila.

“This show by the mueblnu. magnificent in
itself, is the final of an exceptional
carnival,” he lred. Indeed, so nnpre-ed

amlbryourwwnbyltsmagmﬂ t scenery
and by its value as a picturesque ground, that
I am going to start Productlon here at once on
the outdoor scenes for my next big ice film."
Loud cheers came from the audience.

the local tal
few days, but in addition I am go
somet. from you—someone I
back to ollywood with me—a new leading
lady—Miss Sheila Mayne!™

Lee Farrell took Shella by the hand and led
her to the front of the stage, while the crowd
went crazy with delight, all except Corinne
Lefevre, who turned away her head, then rose
from her seat and rushed from the hall.

Blushing, scarcely able to believe her ears,
Sheila looked up at Lee Farrell

“And with her, in this first film, I am going
to employ not only Miss Mayne's partner Red
Eagle, also a selection of girls und boys
from Lhe B!uebirus Club—the happlest, jolliest
g;mch gr young people it has been my pleasure

meet."

It was Red Eagle's turn to bow now, and the
Bluebwd.s to blush,

“Red Eagle, you did it!” breathed Sheila.
“We've got you to thark for all this good for.
tune! Oh everything's going to be lovely from
now on!

And, flushed and happy, she regarded him
with eyes which were misty with gratitude.

THE END.
THE BOY WHO lOlBED THE CASTAWAYS -
the enthralling new serial by

that is the title of ing new
Hazel Arm -:hleh will begin in next Friday's

GIRLS' CRY
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The door was closed. No ghostly figure stood
there, and nothing lurked in the dim corners
of the room.

Could her imagination have
fantastic trick? Nita shook hersel
quxcxlrvyto the door, trying the handle. It waa
secure.

At that lnsl:ant she heard an anxious knock-

on the door of her bed-room, the senora’s
voice calling her name. Nita quickly extin-
guished the candle and hurried through the
gummunlcating door, closing it quickly behind
er,

“Nita—Nita, are you all right?” called the
senora anxiously,

Nita unlocked her bed-room door, to find
Senora Garcia with a tray containing coffee
and cakes.

“What is it, child?” asked the senora. “ You
are deathly pale, and I heard you ery out.”

An instinctive caution, bred of her new dis-
trust, put Nita on her guard. She forced a
qmck smile.

“It's nothing.,” she replied lightly. g |
dropped the candle and it startled me. I'm
sorry I worried you.”

The senora eyed her closely as she put the
tray on the table.

“You are a bundle of nerves, child. This
dancing is too much for you. You should take
a long rest. Carlos and I are going to our
country hacienda for a holiday, and we shall
take you with us.”

Nita caught in her breath anxiously.

“Senora, not yvet!” she exclaimed. “ One day
this week 1 have to dance before the famous
l.rll::req'wio Baron Alvarez. It is my big
chance '

The senora's eyes narrowed as she patted
Nita's shoulder.

“We shall see, my dear—ifi you are well
enough. We must take care of you, for your
father’s sake., Now go to bed, my dear, and
don't worry any maore."”

With a smile, she left the room, closing the
door softly behind her,

Nita sat staring at the tray-of refreshments.
S8he was more shaken by her experience than
she had realised. and very wide awake. If only
she could have confided in Roy

With a sudden start she remembered her
promise to him. He had asked her to leave the
gate of the portico unlatched. There was still
time to slip down to the gate before retiring for
the night. Her room was in an isolated wing
of the mansionn and it was not likely that the
Garcias would see her.

Her heart beating quickly, Nita threw a wrap
over her shoulders and noiselessly opened the
side door that led to the covered portico. The
white marble pillars with their trailing roses
stood out clearly in the moonlight. A quick
run would bring her to the gate in the wall.
Nita glanced hurriedly over her shoulder and

_pned out into the moonlight.

Shush " breathed a cautioning voice, and a
hand elosed quickly over her lips. stifling her
cry of alarm. “ Forgive me, I was afraid you'd
raise the alarm.” breathed the boy, his laugh-
ing eyes meeting her indignant stare.

?layed some
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“Oh!” gasped Nita, recavermg her  breath.
“ You—how did you get in?"

The boy raised his eyebrows

“By the gate—which you left unlatched, as I
requested.”

“But I didn't!”
time——"

Roy whistled softly as he drew her into the
shadow of the doorway.

“Curious,” he murmured. * Distinctly
curious, The gate was fastened when I tried it
ten minutes ago—and I heard someone
cautiously draw the latch.”

Nita stared at him, her heart beating guickly.

“How long have -you been here in the
portico?”

“ Five minutes, I should say. Why?”

“Have you heard anything—seen anything?”
whispered Nita.

Roy shrugged.

“1 thought I heard  scream, but it might
hayve been a night-bird.”

t was me,” said Nita.

Roy’s hand grlpped her arm, a look of swift
anxiety on his face.

"“ Why, what happened?" he breathed tersely.
“The Garcias——"

1t wasn't the Garcias,” said Nita unsteadily.
“I don't know what it was—imagination
perhaps——"

“Tell me!”

His face was in the shadow, and Nita could
not see his expression as she breathlessly
described her terrifying experience. His hand
tightened on her arm.

“The sooner you get out of this house the
better,” he sald shortly. *“Are you sure the
door to that room was locked? May I see it?”

Nita hesitated.

“ But suppose you're discovered?”

. “T'll take a chance on that,” rcjoined the boy
m?atiently “I'm here to help you, Nita, and
it'll take more t.hd.n bogies or the Garcias to
scare me.'

With_vague m1sgivings Nita admitted him to
the passage, cautioning him to tread softly. He
halted outside a door, but Nita ahook her head.

‘“No, that leads to the cellars,” she whis-
pered. “It's the next door on the right.”

‘“Here?” breathed Roy, taking something
from his pocket.

Nita nodded, and a tiny beam of white light
played on the rusted lock.

“Queer kind of ghost,” murmured the boy.
*“It knows how to oil locks for its own purpose!
Have you & key?"

“No: it’s been lost ror years,” breathed Nita.

“ 8o they tell you!"” muttered the boy. “ Just
a minute—hold the torch.” Something glinted
in his hand as he bent over the lock. * Useful
little device,” he added dryly. “Locks just
can't resist it. AhI["”

There was a faint click, and the boy pushed
open the door.

‘8o this is the door where the ghost came in
—and this is where you keep your father's
pictures?” he murmured, flashing his torch
round the room. "“I'm interested in that
picture you mentioned Nita—the picture of
your mother in the costume she wore as a
dancer. I've an idea it may provide the answer
we're seeking! Where is it?”

“In that corner—on your right,” whispered

gasped Nita. “I hadn’t

Nlt.a ea.geriy “1 was looking at it just
Her voice trailed away In a little gasp as the
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torchlight flickered on the massive gilt frame
in the corner—a frame without a picture!

“There’'s trickery here!” muttered Roy as he
sprang forward, flashing his torch on the frame
and revealing the jagged edges of the canvas
where it had been ruthlessly cut. “You say the
picture wasn't valuable. Nita?"”

“I—I'm certain it wasn't!” Nita’s voice
choked and angry tears smarted in her eyes.
*Only to daddy and me. Who could have done
such a hateful thing—and why?” -

“That,” rejoined the boy, smiling grimly,
“is where the plot thickens! BSomeone's
interested in your mother's picture, Nita, and
someone's trying to prevent your dancing at
the cafe. It's not just a coincidence! The two
things are connected somehow, and I'm going
to find out just where that connection lies——"

“Wait!” Nita caught at his arm, her face
paling. “ Listen!”

Roy turned quickly as a distant door banged
and they heard excited voices,

“They’ll find you herel!” gasped Nita.
“Quickly |" she whispered, and, catching at his
arm, pushed him towards the door leading to
the cellars.

“But, I say, what about you——"

Nita did not wait to argue; she was desperate.
Despite his protests she bundled Roy into the
cellar entrance and closed the door, turning
the key quickly.

As she turned, white-faced and trembling, she
encountered the senora and Don Carlos, who
was carrying a lantern.

“Nita, my child, I thought you were in bed!"
exclaimed the senora, her voice sharp with
anger.

“I—1 couldn’t sleep,” rejoined Nita, a shade
defiantly, “I thought I heard sounds.”

Don Carlos exchanged a meaning glance with
his aunt.

“I thought as much!" he sald. *“There's
someone lurking round this house. I sent
lPeulml into the garden to search. Ah, here
he is!”

The bent figure of the elderly manservant
appeared in the portico.

“The postern gate is unlatched, senora,” he
declared, * but there’s no sign of the scoundrel.
He must have escaped.”

- "Pnless he's hiding somewhere!” muttered
arlos,

“The cellar,” suggested the senora, and Nita’s
blood ran cold. “ Have you looked there?"

Carlos crossed to the cellar door and tried
it, shaking the handle. He frowned sus-
piciously.

*“It’s locked—and the key's missing. Have
you got it, Pedro?”

“No, senor; I thought it was in the lock.”

“Then break in the door!" snapped Carlos.

Nita drew a sharp breath, her hands clench-
ing. She was ready to scream a warning to Roy
—careless of the consequences to herself. But
just then the senora intervened.

“It is mnot worth it, Carlos,” she said
smoothly. “It would merely arouse the
servants to no purpose. But in future we shall
have to take greater care—especially of our
young guest.”

There was a cold glitter in her eyes as she
smiled at Nita, laying a hand on her shoulder.

“Go to your room, my dear,” she said, “and
to-morrow we must make new plans for you
San Credo is too dangerous for a young girl just
now, and the life of a dancer too upsetting.
Sleep well, child.”

Nita smiled as she made a pretence of obey-
ing, but her heart was cold with apprehension.
She waited till she heard their footsteps depart,
till the house was gquiet; then, creeping from
her room, she hurried to the cellar door, un-
locking it with a hand that trembled.

“ Roy!" she called softly “ Roy!"

There.was no reply. Her premcnition grow-
ing, Nita opened the door wider, and then her
heart gave a little bound.

A scrap of paper was caught on the inside of
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the latch, with a message written in a bold
dashing hand:

“Sorry I couldn't wait; found another way
out, And there's work to be done! Meet me
to-morrow night at the grotto at the same
time. I've news for you! e

] “Roy."

The blood raced more guickly in Nita's veins
as she threw off her stupid dread.

Roy would help her She must keep her
appointment with him at all costs!

THE DANCE OF THE MANTILLA

AS though to erase the memory of
the previous night the senora
was more kindly to Nita than
ever . the next day—but Nita
knew now that the seeming
kindness was a Imask, a velvet
glove concealing relentless claws.

Roy had _been right—the

Garcias were her enemies. For
some reason she could not fathom they were
plotting against her, trying to prevent her
dancing at the cafe. Lacking the powers of
guardianship, they were entangling her slowly
in a net of fear—a net from which only Roy
could help her escapel

And as the day drew on towards evening
Nita's conviction grew, and with it her deter-
mination to outwit them at all costs.

After tea she went to her room to dress, as
usual, for her nightly visit to the cafe.

But this evening the senora did not hover
around, as was her custom.

Her very absence, though welcome, Wwas
vaguely disquieting; there was something in
the air, something Nita did not understand.

Finally ready, she crossed to the window to
sce if the family coach was waiting, as usual,
on the drive. She heard the crunch of its
wheels on the drive—then, to her amazement,
she saw it pass the house rumble swirtly
towards the gates amid a cloud of dust.

They had gone without her!

For an instant Nita’'s heart missed a beat,
ve a quick, defiant laugh.

So much the better! There was always the
cabriolet, and she had plenty of time to reach
the cafe. Snatching up her wrap, Nita darted
across the pillared hall and reached the door—
to find her way barred by old Pedro, the
manservant,

“The senora has gone out, Pedro?” she
in uliixl'ed lightly, her heart beating rather
quickly.

“Yes, senorita—with Don Carlos. They do
not expect to be back till late."”

“Very well,” Nita smiled, “ then I shall have
to drive myself. Please see that the cabriolet is
harnessed, Pedro.”

She made to pass him, but the old man-
servant stood directly in the doorway. 3

“1 regret, senora, but my instructions are
that you shall not leave the house!" he said

grimly.

For an instant Nita's heart misgave her, but
her dark eyes flashed indignantly as she con-
fronted him, stamping her foot.

“ How dare you! Let me pass—at once!"

“It is impossible, senorita,” replied the old
man stubbornly as he prepared to close the
door. “The. cabriolet has been dismantled by
the senora’s instructions, and you are to remain
in the house—for your own safety Ah, no,
you don't!”

He attempted to grab her as she dived under
his arm, but the next minute Nita was racing
for dear life down the drive. The old lodge-
keeper had a spirited horse which he sometimeés
let out for hire, and Nita, brought up in
Mexico, knew how to ride.

An amazed Senor Lopez and an excited
throng of spectators witnessed her arrival at
the Cafe of Dreams.
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" Juanita, what is this?" gasped the agitated

pr rietor. “What folly wiil you be up to
with your big chance so 2
K It's all right, senor,” uld Nita breathiessly
ns he 1 hu dismount. “ Please don'ﬁ
OITY. has the Senora Garcia or Don
Carloa arrived?”
“1 am not e ting them—l did not expect
vau. rejoined the other. “The senora sent a
e that you were indisposed! But I am

pl you ve come—very pleased. 0~
night, Juanita "-—he ke impressively—" to-
nllgﬁtnttenl. Barﬁﬂvnmwlubehﬂe
to see you dance!"

Nita's heart leaped and her eyes shone with

excitement. Her daring bid for freedom had
not been ln vain To-night was the chance she

had so 1 waited—the chance of a lifetime!
Then ahe thot ht 01’ hex a&pﬁntment with
Roy. his eood

There would be
news before the arn ed. She uld
dance then with a lighter heart—able to forget
everything in the thrill of the moment.
Already the shadow of mystery and fear that
had haunt.ed her was bga ing to dissolve m
?‘eglow of excatement erly she hurried to

that a note had
um!er tho door
ed at the envelope with momentan'

mlsglving and cautiously picked 1} The
envelope was unaddressed, but !nslde Were two

terse lines in Roy's familiar scrawl:

“P.S. to my previous message. Wear mantilla
costume to-night—and don't keep me waiting!"”

Nita la in relief, The m
like Roy— nic, mysterious, But wgy dld he
wish her to wear that She
loved it because it was like hﬂ' 's

picture, but it called for a more state!y d-
world dance.

But she would wear it, to please him—and
because she knew that whatever dance she

As she finished changing eard
‘t:}ng o?ued and the tmpatlent clapping of the

e ns.

He:l‘n heart beating quickly, Nita hurried to
the restaurant pee] from behind the
curtains towards the table in the corner.

Her face fell a little as she saw that the table
was unoccupied. She had thought that Ro
would be there to see her dance With a quic
smile, she swallowed her d pointment and
made her first appearance of the evening amid
a murmur of applause.

The old ish dance with ita h.lunting air,
took me patmns e bﬁlentg
!ng and its

cheers Jroeted
ushed and smi Nita was greeted by
Senor Lopez as she left "the floor.

“It is superb—magnificent!” he declared.
“If you dance like that before the baron to-
night, your success is assured. You are not
nervous?"

“Not a bit!” Nita assured him gaily. “I will
lake a little walk in the grounds to recover my

brcath."
“But, Juanita—Iis it safe?” asked the other

anxiously. *“There have been accidents befnre
and- F
Nita laughed.

“Those are all finished with, senor. I—I have
a {riend who has brought me good luck. Some

tlme will introduce you!”
a gay waveor hand, she hurried to
fetch her wra| It was early as vet for her

appointment w‘lth Roy but e had a feeling
that Roy would be th time,

Had he solved the mvstery that surrounded
her? His note suggested t he had. It was
all that she needed now to ena.ble her to dance
before tha i‘amaus impresario as she had never

scious that she
trembungr slight.ly as ahe h rrled towards the
grotto evening m to_her
and she tried to comnvinee herselt ﬂmt. notmng
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now could come between her and her wonder-
ful chance.

A pale meoon was breaking between the
clouds as she came in sight of the grotto, and
there, standing in the shadows, was the tall
figure waiting as she had e his dark

cloak drawn round his shoulders—just as he
had met and startled her on the previous
eve

“Roy,” she exclaimed eagerly, darting to meet
him, “I got your message. 'Wha: have you

found out——*
suddﬁnhr rug cold as fh%“h? ;ﬂ?:lped
her heart. ng-—tﬁ wasn't 1
ummc 1 “t lm!lmr hea.d stifiing h
m e over er screams
ed bodily from

as she was 1if qro
She was in the hands of her enemy,

. . - .

NI’I‘A came to her senses, conscious of a
rumble of wheels, the familiar joiting of a

coach over an uneven

In the‘td&n light of ti:g CAIT teahe stared
dazedly e figure on the op The
Senora Garcia was at her in her kindly

manner, but wit,h that cold zlltber in her eyes
that Nita had come to to know-—an.d drea.d .

* How are you, my dear?"” she ask ent.l{l

As memory flooded, back Nita s er
feet, her hands

“Wh y—whv am 1 here?” she gasped acc

* Where are we %?mc? I have to dance

al e cafe at ten o’cloc

“Calm yourself, child,” put in the senora.
“¥ou had a terrible shock when that young
scoundrel attempted to scare you, and I don't
wonder that you are con . But you are
quite safe now——"

“I don’t believe you!"” burst out Nita das-

gm ‘Roy's my friend. This—this
trlck ere are you taking me?”

“To our house in country, child,” rej ued
the senora smoothly. “We explained to
Lopez and he will make your apologies to the
gentleman who was to have seen you dance.”

b “It's not tr\;ﬁ"’é wbiapered Nita, thoush %
eart was sin e managed to
in the dim llght.. It was nearly ten

'clock “How—how far are we from San
credo?" she breathed.

The senora raised her eyebrows.

“I couldn't sa%v but we have been travelling
for some time ‘hat is that you are wearing.
child?” She bent forward, touching the silver
pendant that showed through Nita's lace frock.
“It ia a wonder that young trickster did not
steal it. . You had better let me take care of it

for you—-"
Her fingers closed on the slender silver chain

that supported the locket as she attempted to
wrench it from Nita's neck,
With a cry, Nita started to her feet,

struggling as the woman’s hand fastened like a
vice on her wrist.

And just then there came the muffled, un-
mistakable sound of galloping hoofs, the sharp
erack of a pistol.

“Halt!” called a ringing voice.
The swaying coach gave a violent lurch and
came t.o a standstill, the steam m the horses
in'n cloud. Nita heard Don Carlos' Righ.
pitched voli\lt’:: pmtsetestl.na as he was forced to

dismount
door was flung open and a

loo
Nita! plemnd!" Roy nrlnned
at her reassuringly she stared him,
speechlm with relief and amazeman
“Senora.” he added dryly, “I must beg of you
to dismount.”

“How—how dare you!” gasped the senora,
her face white with fury.

“ And that dainty an you please!” The
boy reached in swiftly, snatc the silver
chain bag that lay on the seat. ‘' Gentlemen
—he turned to two ed figures who stood

orm
in the background—" your prisoners! I charge
359



the senora and her nepl}_fw Don Carlos. with
an attempt at kidnap and rob

“This—this ia fantastiol™ exctalmed the
senora, white to the lips. “What proof have

u?
“ It is here,” sald the taking
letter from _pucket. qFrum your father,
Nita—as you’ll ‘see. Just one of the many
letters you never recelved. Tae others may be
in the senora’s handbag. Yes, here they are!”
Her hand trembling, Nita took her father's
. several weeks previously—and
hastily s One paragmph stood out,
underlined in pencil:

“1 meant to have told you before I left, Nlt.a,
but- there - was-no time. “There  is somenhmg
hidden behindl your favourite portrait of vour
mother. - Take ‘it to my old friend, Baron
Alvarez, and ask him to value it. -Hand him the
enelosed message - and he will take care of
everything . . %

*“ What—what does é{. mean?' gasped Nita.

*“ It means,” snappe *that the Garcias
have been deliberately ing 10, prévent your
meeting with the Baron Alvarez tlll t,hegl could
discover your father's treasure. ad no
‘power to forbid, your dancing, so they tried to
terrorise you—{to break your nerve while they
searched.

“Desperate, they stole your mpther’s picture,
thinking that the fortune might lie in that,
Then they realised, too late, that the treasure
was in’your own hands——in the little locket you
always wore. See?”

He took the locket gently and pressed a
hidden catch, As the back flew open some-
thing rofled into his palm—two obdects that
flashed a deep crimson in the faint light.

“Rubles!” hbreathed Nita, ecatchin her
Jbreat.h as she szazed at the two magn cent
ew

“ It looks like it.,” admitted,Roy. *The Baron
Alvarez is a -cofnoisseur of preclous stones
hesides being a judge of dancing.”

“But why—why did you ask me to wear the
mantilla dress?” breathed Nita.

Roy’s eves twinkled ]

*The baron knew';lmr mother, Nita, and you
are very like her t was Why the Garcias
feared vour meetmg Though vou might not
have known the truth, they were afraid he
would recognise you and insist on taking you
into his care, especlallv as you are such a
brilliant dancer I suggested that you wore
the lace mantilla to make certain that he recog-
nised you.”

“ But now he won't see me dance,” said Nita
wistfully.

“He's seen you dance!” chuckled Roy. “I
brouzht him to the cafe this evening and we
watched secretly while you performed the man-
tilla dance.. He did not want to make yocu
nervous. We plhnned to surprise you after-
wards. but you reached the grotto too soon
and the scoundrel Don Carlos was waiting for
you.”

Nita shivered. but her eyes were shining as
she caught at his arm.

“Roy, how can I thank you

The boy laughed.

“Bv coming with me back to the cafe and
dancing for the baron again. He is waiting for
you, Nita. To-night is your big night! Come!"

As the scowling tricksters were bundled into
the coach Rov isted Nita gally into the wait-
ing carriage and sprang into the dﬂviug-seat

ith a crack of the whip, the carriage rattled
towards the distant lights of San Credo—the
lichts that meant for Nita fame and fortune
and a wonderful friendship.

THE END.

DENISE KEPT THEM QUESSING —that is the
title of next Friday's grand long complete story.

a crumpled _.

THE MERRYMAKERS AT
"~ COLLEGE

o (Continued from page 318.)

back with his eyes popptug out of.his head.
The cage was empty

“Wh-where,"” gasped Mr. Grittal, “where is
the parrot?”

Wukins’ face went greener than any parrot’s
as, Sa.uy advanced :owards him,

here,” she sald, “there's the parrot wlms
been annoylng you, Mr. Grittal, oniy he hasn't
e':lzt:1 ;in, feataers, and his name happens to beé

i ns!

Wilkins looked as if he wanted not only
featners %\é&wmgs at dth:ls 1g:lacurmz'l:n:. His gum.yr
€yes pop) rignt and ieft Ior sSOmMe WAY O
escape. But i‘{gw Johnny had miraculously
appeared on one side of him—Don on me

otner.
" D-d'you mean to say,"” stuttered Mr. Gritml.
“that ut Jwas this b-boy who was imitating the
p-parrot?”
L‘Tnat 's right, sir-—pel‘haps this'll tell you
why{” And Sally

pocket, and which he was desperately trying
to %me

- ELVE. EASY LESSONS' —Ball;- read out
the title—" IN VENTR]LOQ

IT WAS 8 temful confession LhaL WAS wrung
from Wilkins. His uncle, it seemed, knew
a genueman who was wiilllng to pay a-very
good_price for a parrot—and his uncie’s name
was Mr. Coney.
an amaceur ventriloguist, Wilkins had
conceived the cunning idead of imitating Sally’s
parrot insulting Mr. Grictal, and ‘earning- such

‘pad. name for Abdul that Sall would be
ordered to get rid of him—to Mr. Cone

The little ruse of letting Mr, Coney dellver
that parcel, while Wilkins hid behind the
clubhouse squawking insults at Mr. Grittal,
was just a forerunner to the big incident.
Wilkins himself had damaged the contents of
the parcel, mutilated the mortarboard, and
planted the blame on Abdul.

It was the last thing Mr. Grittal was ever
likely to forgive. He felt, and he looked,
extremely Ioolish in front of the Dean. He was
stiu thorou ly crestfallen even when Wilkins
—who h en cunning once too often—was
sacked there and then on the spot.

am—er—indebted to you, Miss Warner
for expo ing that boy’s rascality.” he saip ln s
very subdued volce for Mr. Grittal.
made you suspect him? Was it because tn.ese
outrages. still continued, after you had got rid
of the parrot on my orders?”

“Oh, no, Mr. Grittall” Sally sald brightly.
“It's quite true that I didn't take the parrot to
Coney's. But how could Wilkins have known
anyth.l.n§ about Coney, unless there was some
put-up ob between them? That's why I sus-

t' him—when I heard him talking to
3ou F

Mr, Grittal looked sheepish.

% 1 uite agree that the parrot has been
misi and is quite blameless——"
k ‘you, sir!

And you Have no objection
at, '111 to my having him here now?"
“No. oh no, of course not but Mr.
Grittal gasped for words. “But where 15 he?"
Sally took a warm little bundle from under
Don’s coat, and, with a squawk, Abdul hopped
gleefully on to her shoulder.
“Whoopee., Sally!” he ssid. “Kind Mr.
QGrittal—best respects, Mr. Grittal!”
(End of this week's story:)
Look out for another of Daphne Gra rnon‘a de=
lightful oo‘f'nplou stories in n:zt Friday's QIRLS’
CRYSTAL.
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