i her
: the delicious cakes.
: no one bothers abouf the legend these days—
: didn't you,

P fully as he
: glance.
: {fraction of a sécond
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Why Was The Gipsy Girl So Desperately Anxious That. Beryl And Her Chums
Should Not Visit The Witch's Grotto 2—By RHODA FLEMING

As luck would have it, they had chummed up

A DANGEROUS EXCURSION

HE Witch's Grotto!". exclaimed Shirley
Gaye. “It sounds thrilling!”
Beryl Dexter smiled aflectionately at

her chum across a table in the mountain hostel.

"Don't forget the legend!™ she said jokingly.

“Poof! Who's scared of an old legend?” re-

: torted Shirley. with a toss of her auburn hair.

“I'm not—neither’s Pat,” she added, referring to
young cousin, who was intent on sampling
“Besides, Ralph says that

Ralph?”

The boy addressed stirred his coffee thought-
encountered their questioning
It seemed to Beryl that he hesitated a
before replying to her

: chum's question.

i cool, deliberate smile.

he rejoined, with his

“Well—yes and
“Most beople ignore 1it,

no,"

: byt there are still a few "—he shrugged—" super-
: stitlous villagers, gipsies, and others who won't
: forget the old story of its being haunted.” -

Pat Gaye choked as she swallowed a cake-
crumb the wrong way, and Shirley had to thump
her cousin’s back, causing a general laugh.

Beryl smiled happily round the cosy table in
the alcove of the picturesque, oak-beamed room.
She was conscious of a pleasant sense of antici-
pation, enhanced by the haunting melody played
by a smail gipsy orchestra.

She, Shirley, and Pat had arrived at the
mountain hostel only that morning, agog with
exciting plans for exploring the romantic meigh-
bourhood.

The Vale of Glengoy, in the Cumbrian Hills,
was one of the lesser-known beauty spots—and a

veritable treasure-trove of fascinating legends. But Shlrley laughed outr ght

with Ralph Masters,

who was staying at the :

hostel on his own, and the boy had volunteered :

to act as thelr guide Good-natured and imper-

turbable, Ralph was an offset to Shirley's lively :

exu‘l}:lvai?ncc and made up a cheery foursome.
e
eagerly.
dopsn t get really dark till seven."
Let's go now!” exclaimed Pat excitedly.

“What does Beryl say?” inquired Ralph,
glancmg across at her with hi.s pleasant smile.
“I'm entirely in your hands.”

when do we start?” demanded Shirley
“There'll be just time before tea; it z

Beryl’s egcs sparkled as she glanced at her :

watch, for
been kindled by her chums’' excitement.
e Witch's Grotto!"” she repeated softly.

er naturally quiet temperament had :
“p i

love the sound of it—and s0 long as we're not :
trespassing on-the preserves of the old witch, I'm :

all for it!”

The strains of the orchestra grew louder, more
wild in tone, and Beryl noticed that the young :

violinist—a raven-haired, dark-eyed girl in gipsy
costume—was moving among the tahles

“Then that’s settled !” laughed Shirley, push- :

ing aside her cup. *“All ready?”
“Wait!"” breathed a voice,

from just behind Beryl's chair.

low and vibrant, :

The young gipsy violinist stood close to their :

table, a strange, almost frightened gleam in her
dark eyes. The how was poised above her violin
as she had broken off in the -middle of the tune.
Her gaze was fixed on the chums.

“Don’t go to the Witch’s Grotto!" she urged
ul?r;;teadﬂy “There is danger! Be warned in
t.

Beryl was conscious of a curious gripping at :

her heart—a premonition she could not explain.

cend



"I say, is this a joke?" she aske

The gipsy girl’'s eyes Mred and. a flush
mantled beneath her dusky sk

“Do not make light of my Warnlug" she
breathed, “I g T you-—pay heed—all of
you! I canno

not say m

She stepped back, with a qulek :,weeg
bow across the strings, plcking up the tune
where it had broken and, moving on to the
next table without a backward glance.

Beryl half-rose to her feet with an impulsive
Intention of following; then, encountering
smile, she sat down
sh.g mean by that?" she

breathed. “Who is

“Whoever she is, I think she's got awful
cheek to butt in!™ ed Shirley. *“What
are our plans to do with re”
__"“Bhe’s Fenella one of the gipsy
Gilroys,” said Ralph, as though that explained
everything.

“You know her?” asked Beryl, 'in surprise.
THe boy shrugged.
“Not m s?eax to, but everyone round here

knows her family. They're wealthy gipsies—
or they used to be before Seth Gl roy, her
Iather. got mixed up in some shad business

nd cleared out of t e district.
camp in the Glengoy valley, near the Witch's
Grotto, and I ess they spread most of the
legeuds round

“But why—why did she come back to the
district?” whispered Beryl, staring after the
slender figure as she moved over to rejoin the
orchestra.

“Goodness knows,” rejoined Ralph. ‘“Maybe
she neec!ed a job; but she knows her own
business best. Do you girls still wa.nt this trip
to the grotto?”

“Of course !” exclaimed Shirley, springing to

her feet with a laugh. *“Do you think we're

to be scared by a glg: gu'ls warning?

on, Pat—and you, 1?1" she added.

“We'n Jjust titivate up, and Ralph can meet us
Dutslde O.XK.?"

“0.K by me,” sald the boy, grinning, as he
reached for his cap.

Beryl hesitated, her heart beating rather
quickly. Somehow she could not forget the
gipsy girl’s strange warning, the frightened
look in her dark eyes.

“Shirley, do you think it's wise——" she
began. But her chum was already hurrying up
the wide staircase with her young cousin, and
Ralph was snromn%towa.rds the door.

On the spur of the moment Beryl made her
way quickly between the scattered tables to
the orchestra platform. The mysterious young
violinist had intrigued her strangely, and she
could not shake off the impression that there
was more behind her warning than mere gipsy
superstition—or jealousy.

But the girl was not on the platform, neither
was the orchestra leader, a heavy-browed man,
with gold ear-rings and ‘sullen dark eyes.

A woman pianist was playing a }hrely dance
tune, and Beryl hesitated, momentarily
thwarted in her purpose. But not for long..
From behind a curtain at the side of the pla
form she heard voices— muffled, agitated
voices, one raised in an r

On a sudden impulse gu!led aside the
curtain and stepped mto t little room
beyond.

The gipsy girl confronted the swarthy leader
of the orehestra, and her dark eyes flashed as
anguly as his.

‘I will do as I please, Arturo!
stop me! 1" she eried.

“You are crazy, girl!” growled the other.
“Your meddling will bring new trouble on
all of us——"
“Hist!" breathed the glrl, with a warning
gesture, as ‘she caught sight of Beryl.

Startled, the nnF turned and backed quickly
through the curtains on to the platform. The
gipsy girl made a dive for a side door leading
to the grounds, but Beryl moved even more
auickly, barring the other's way.
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You cannot

"Fene , I want to speak to wu. she said
Thy' the ' - 4 ﬂl o'h dark half
e other er eyes half-

lcloéud. ha.lf-% t W: St il
0 you d ed. a ve

you to do with w%omn.n B’il!‘re

“1 want. to know ha.t ge meant by your
warning Fenella,” ry! sunnised but
not deterred, by the stmn % unfriendli-

ness. “Surely you were jo ? There can't
g.:glt! ‘Re danger in our little excursion to the

Fenella's dark_eyes smouldered.

“Why should I waste words in warning you
if there is no danger? You will go because you
are foo and headstrong—you and your
iriends. So what more can I say? But one
thing I will add : The e I played to-nlght
vt b e it ;mewhegod o expect.

r you le
Take heed! Wherever you go—whatem gumu
do—when ms:r‘ou hear that tune.

t.hera ist
with a half-fearful glance over her
?homdegigﬁtxe darted through the door and was
Complevely baflled, and more worried ,&%ﬁ
she wi t even to herself, Beryl hu
to re:oin chums,
Shirley Pat were waiting for her im-
"“éfé‘m‘?".f g:ti uﬁeér;??t Ofc%gned Shirley We
" exi - P
thought we'd lost you. Ralph'l be callin,
all the names under the sun Let.‘s hurry O
Beryl checked an impulse to mention ﬁr

" encounter with the eipss* girl. BShe knew

chum's lively, headstrong naturé well enough

to feel certain that she'd be wastin g her t
Shirley was abaolutely faarless a.nu SCO ed
Sif doaDt Y. hor sl righ .

Se ou ¥, ner chum waa

she was making mountalns out molehllisaﬁ

pa oy attention to a glpsy gh‘l's idle words.

wants to some l? of the
Glengoy Falls while lt's stiil dayllg €, mttled
on 8 lrl “Ralph Bsays wa,!

Pat ded eagerly as ahe %endled her new
camera its smart leather

“I'm going in for a prize for holiday snaps
at school,” she explained. “I ought to get some
gorgeous ones of the valley and the grotto——"

Hi! Come on, you girls!” called an im-
patient voice. Ralph was leaning over the
g:ég.n “A girl's idea of ten minutes——" he

“No rudeness from you!"” exclaimed Shirley
gally “You promised to show us the way to
he grotto. Is it far?”

“About half a mile,” said Ralph opening
the gate with a gallant. gesture. “Over the
mountain bridge and through the spinney.
Step it out!”

It seemed to Beryl that the boy wa.s slightly
out of breath, as though he ha n hurry-
ing, and she suspected he had not been waiting
as long as he hinted. Ralph Masters, to her
mind, was a bit of a spoofer, though Shirley
obviously liked him very much.

“So you chose to lgnore the gipsy's warn-
ingl1” he chuckled, as he led thé way by a
winding path that wound through fascinating
mountain scenery.

“What do you think?” said Shirley htly.

They walked on a little farther, and then Pat

stopped.
“Hark |” she exclaimed. '‘A waterfalll”
They had reached a fork in the path, and as
they halted they could hear the sound of rush-
mg water.

“The Glengoy Falls!” exclaimed Shirley, her
eyves spaﬂdmi “Which way, Ralph?’

The boy hesitated, with a slightly wry
grimace, as he met Beryl’s lance.

“Y'know, I'm not certain” he admitted.
“First time I've come b¥1 this route. Look here,
1’1l slip down this path, and you %irls carry
stmtg%t on First to spot, the falls gives a

11
“Well, if thnt s not just like a boy!"” laughed
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Shirley. “Come on, Beryl! We'll show him
that girls make better guides!”

But Beryl hung back as Ralph departed. A
sense of uneasiness had been growing on her,
due partly to the wild and awesome scenery

and the memory of the gipsy girl’s warning.

“We'd better wait here till he comes back,
Shirley,” she said.

“Oh, g oodness, no!” exclaimed Shirley im-
petuously “Let’s beat him to it. Pat's dymz
“to take those snaps.”

"Pleasef" exclaimed young Pat, dancing in
her e:citement “Let's hurry; it soon be

-1

Hating to be a spoil-sport, Beryl went with
them, t.hough half against her will. Pat un-
strapped her precious camera and ran ahead,
eager to be the first to spot the falls.

The noise of the rushing water grew louder,
and a haunting, wailing sound was mingled
with its majestic thunder—almost like the
haunting wail of a violin.

Im ulsivel}r Beryl caught at her chum's arm,
her ace paling siightly. It couldn’t be. And

"Sh.trley. listen !"” she gasped.

“What is it?" Her chum stared at her in
perplexity, and then she,“too, started. “Why,
it sounds like a vlolinl

“It is a violin!" gas Beryl, white as paper.
“It's the gi_(’psy wamigxg—or danger! ley,
where’s Pat

“Gone n.heud " saild Shirley, changing colour.
“But, Beryl——"

Beryl did not stop to explain. She was
raclng for dear life down the winding path,
her own fears forgotten as she thought of
young Pat.

As she reached a bend in the path she saw
tha young girl poised with er precious

ahmtakmg a sna.p or the picturesque
brldge t spanned the fall

No hint of danger, but the wailing tune of
the violin could not be ignored.

“Pat—walt !” she exclaimed, as she darted
forward and caught the young girl by the arm.
“Come away!"

“Oh, you've spoilt my snap!” exclaimed Pat
reproachfully, trying to free herself. “Look,
now I've dropped my camera !”

The precious camera rolled on to the grassy
verge close to the bridge, and as Beryl sprang
{30 arx-‘\;.:l-leva it she stepped back on to the

04

There was an ominous cracking sound, a .

horrified scream from Pat, and Beryl felt the
hrh:‘l%1 shudder and lurch beneath her feet.
Her heart turning cold, she tried desperately
to jump for safety; but her foot slipped on
the bank, and the next moment she would
have been dragged with the crashing timbers
of the bridge into the cauldron of water below.

But a slim hand caught at her outflung arm,
pulling her back desperately from the preci-
pice. Beryl caught a dazed glimpse of some-
thing crimson against the dark en of the
bushc.; as she sank, half-faint to the
groun

Shirley was bending over her tearfully when
she opened her eyes, and Pat, very pale, was

%éng her precious camera.

hank goodness you're safel” gulped

Shule{m "'I‘ne bridge "—she pointed a trem-
bling hand towards the chasm—* it's gone!”

Beryl shivered slightly, her thoughts in a

whirl. What had happened? She remembered

dragging young Pat from the bridge and

darting back for the camera. The rest was like

a dream—a nightmare.

“Shirley, was it you who pulled me to
safety?” she asked, with a memory of a slim,
firm hand that had rescued her from a
dreadful fate.

Sh.irley shook her head, with a puzzled

lan

o “I dldu't, get here in time. I ran when I
heard Pat scream, and Ralph got here just in
fmnetél ?ot me. Pat, did you see what hap-
pened?”
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The younger girl shuddered.

“] don't know what happened, Shirle |
was scared, and covered my face. It was nll 10
dreadtully sudden——"

T course |” exclalmed Shirley, with convic-
tion. *“It must have been Ralph.”

The boy, who had been exa.miulng the shat-
tered framework of the bridge, came over to
them as he heard his name. He glanced at
Beryl with a twisted smile.

“Feelin® better?” he asked.

Beryl held out her hand impulsively, regret-
ting her uncomplimentary opinion of the boy.

“Ralph, you saved my life!” she said.
“Thanks!"

The bhoy stared at her strangely, and
shrugged, with a careless laugh,

"Forget it,” he replied lightly. “I just. hap-
pened to be on the spot. Look,” he added,

hurriedly changing the subject, “there's some-
thing you girls ought to know. This wasn't
an ordinary accident. Someone’s monkeyed
with the ‘ DANGER ' sign that the council had
put there to warn off sightseers, I found it
dumped in the bushes. And here's something
else I found with it.”

He took out something bunched in his hand
—something that fluttered a bright crimson
in the sunset.

Beryl caught in her breath sharply as she
stared at the crimson scarf, and Shirley gave
an accusing cry

“I know that, scarf! It belongs to Feneclla,
the gipsy violinist at the hoste

THE BROKEN APPOINTMENT

X T sharp stab of ;
w&l wBefyl areached ot?t Igr gﬁ:m?g_
- X scarf.

—

iminating She recog-
ﬁsed it vivid pattern and
uaint embroide without a
adow of doubt. She had

noticed it particularly when the
gipsy 1 was playing and,
later, their strange inter-
view behind the stage.

But instinctively she recoiled from the guilty
interpretation put by the chums on the dis-
very. That was unthinkable.

Supposing it is Fenellas scarf?" she

e plain as a pikestaff |” sald Ralph grimly.
‘Fenella's a gipsy—with a dangerous grudge.
She's madly jealous of the supposed rights
of her tamgf who made this valley their home.

he warn us to keep away, and, as we
1Bnored her warning, she determined to pay us
out in her own fashion.”

“But—but would she do anything so—so
dangerous?” gasped Shirley, pale with horror.

I don't suppose she guessed that the bridge
was quite so rotten,” said Ralph, with a shrug.
“She probably imagined that we'd get a bad
scare when we felt it shaking—enough to keep
us away from the valley. As it turned out "—
his eyes hardened—" it’s a case for the police.”

“No!" gasped Beryl involuntarily. “We can't
accuse Fenella without more proof. I don't
believe that she’s guilty.”

They all stared at her.

“What more do you want than this?” de-
manded Ralgh pointing to the scarf. “That's
proof enou

“Of course it is!" exclaimed Shirley indig-
nantly. “Beryl, what’s come over you? If you
hadn’t acted so quickly Pat—Pat might be
down there now!"”

And she pointed shudderingly to the foam-
ing waters below.

Beryl clenched her hands, unshaken in her
conviction. Less excitable than her chum, she
possessedd a natural intuition not easily
swaye

Fenella was innocent—she had tried to warn
them! The wild gipsy music was proof in

Had the Romany girl herself tallowed
them, hoping to dissuade them from their
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venture by that heart-chilling music? If so
And who was real!s
e%;msible for the dastardly trick?
ere was a mystery here that Beryl was
determined to unravel.
“Oh, let's go back to the hostel!” shrugged
Bg. somewhat impatiently
ryl, let me help you!l” exclalmed Shirley,
whose rather quick temper was equally swilt
to remorse. “Are you hurt?”
“It’s nothing,” said Beryl, wincing slightly
ns a pnin smbbed her ankle when she stood
vaec wisted my foot when I
lumped I'll be a.il ﬂsht. when I've rested it.”

As they made their way back to the hostel,
her chum's arm linked in hers, Be 1 wondered
she had been foolish to allow her instinc-

tive liking for the young Romany girl to sway
her conviction,

Could she have been mistaken in Fenella?

uickly she cismissed the thought, remem-
bering the earnest appeal in the gipsy girl's
eyes at eLr last encounter.

Fenella had tried to warn them, and had
failed. Only a miracle had averted a tragic
outcome to their excursion.

The disaster had thrown a cloud over their
holida; spl.rlt.s and young Pat looked particu-
larly down in the dumps.

“We'll never see the Witch's Grotto now,”
‘sﬂe sighed, “and I shan’t get my snaps, after

young ‘un!” said Ralph dryly.

“Too bad,
:h.ia%t you've only the gipsy girl to thank for-

lmt;i“:ll11rlew looked up with a quick toss of her

Ra'ils;xln't there another way to the grotto,
Bm—there is,” admitted the boy dublously.

“By way of the ravine. But there's scarcely
any daylight left.”

“1 wasn't thinking of daylight,” murmured
Sh.triey and Beryl, cing at her quickly,

saw & reckless gleam her chum’s eyes that
caused her a moment’s uneasiness.
But just t.hen they reached th
greeted b excited crowd of young people
:rrl;o had rumours of the collapse of

dge.

Shirley was In her element as nb,e vividly
described the disaster, ge
Ralph came in for much pruse rm' way
that they had hel to avert a bi y.

Ralph took it as a matter of course, but
Beryl's thoughts were all of Fenella.

At tea Ralph Iinsisted on sitting next to

Beryl. He was as cool and friendly as ever, in
spite of their recent difference of opinion; and
Beryl could not understand what it was about
him that repelled her somewhat. She felt a
twinge of ingratitude when she remembered
that he had saved her 1

With a dry s%nue. Ralph took the gipsy scarf

his pock

“I'm keeping this as a reminder,” he said—
“just in case

He was good his word, and Beryl
noticed that. he kept the scarf by his elbow
during tea. But no further mention was made
of the disaster, for they had joined u wit.h
the merry crowd of new arrivals, and
was all of future excursions.

Shirley was her old self, bubbling with
galety. snd in her oompany Beryl round it im-

gm d% with the n They
et ngnn t otersa.s ey
discussed their plans,

Half-way through the lively meal the gipsy
orchestra commenced to play, and Beryl looked
up uickly, anxiously, her gaze seeking
Fenella.

But the Romany girl was not with the
orchestra—her place on the dais was vacant.
And just then Beryl encountered Ralph's
sardonic glance.

“Scared to show up,” he commented. “I'm
not surprised.”
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With a grin, he turned gallantly t0 pass a
plate of cakes to one of the giris.

As he did so Beryl saw the curtains at the
window behind her chair flutter slightly, as
thougb in the brecze.

ut there was no wind that evening. It was
suu and sultry, with a siivery moon creeping
up over the trees. Idly watching the swaying
curtains, her thoughts grappling with the

mys of the young Romany, Beryl stiffened
ﬂudde ¥, an involuntary cry tofn from her
DS.

sShe saw a dusky hand slide between the
curtains and snatch the gipsy scarf, vanishing
with snake-like rapidity

1's faint c brought Ralph to his feet,
ir. He, too, saw the flutter-
ing t.he crimson’ secarf vanishin
bet.ween them. His good-looking face darkene
with sudden anger.

“Stop thi

In a moment there was pandemonium,
Everyone was on his feet, chat.t,ering asking
questions. Occupn.m.s of other tables turned
to stare, and the startled manager hurried up.

“The gipsy girl I snapped Ralph, in reply to
the questions. “Slie's stolen my wallet! It
was 1l;rexlt_ler that scarf on the table. Beryl, you
saw

“I—I1 saw a hand—that was all}” breathed

1, her heart thumpjng madly.
ome on!" exclaimed Ra.lph “She can't
hnve gone far., We’ll catch her.”

He made for the door, followed by an
excited crowd.

Beryl started to her feet, a determined
gleam in her grey e es. Her mind was work-
mg coolly. clearly; knew what she meant

to do. Fenella nd t.he right. to retrieve her
own scarf, Ralph had lied deliberately
about the wallet

They should not hound the gipsy girl if
she could prevent it.

For the moment the table in the alcove was
deserted, and no one saw Beryl as she climbed
g}llickly on to a chair and slid over the window-

Her ankle was still painful, but the pain
did not deter her. She foungd herself in the
moonlif sh.ruhbeg and she could hear the
excited voices of the searchers approaching.

Then she heard a rustle in the bushes close
to her—a quick, panting breath.

“Fenella !|” she breathed.

The rustling ceased. and she
forward quickly, parting the follage.

A scared face peered at her from the
shadows, and there was a glea.m of desperation
in the gipsy girl’s eyes she clutched the

imson scarf.

Cr'

“Stay where you are !” breathed Beryl softly.
“I'm your friend. Leave this to m

She turned quickly as run.uln% footsteps
%fproached and Ralph Masters burst into

ew, followed by Shirley and several others.

“Beryl!” exclaimed Shirley in surprise.

“Have you seen her?” panted, Ralph.

Beryl nodded excitedly

“Just this minute.” She pointed across the
lavﬁlll. “I couldn’t chase her because of my
ankle.”

Her voice held conviction, for Beryl was a

stepped

sood actress, and she felt justified in her
eception.
“Come on! This way!” shouted Ralph.

He raced away, followed by the others, and
Beryl drew a qu ck breath. She turned in time
to see the gipsy girl slip out from the bushes.

The young Romany confronted her, still
dllc‘ltcmg the crimson scart, her dark eyes very
wide.

“Why—why did you do that—for me?” she
breathed.

“Because I‘m your friend, Fenella,” returned
Beryl gently, "“and because—you 'saved our
lives by Four musie."

The g l stared at her stmangely, her lips
tremb!

ﬂ’lense turn to page 457.)
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Forced To Take Orders From The Boy They Despised

The Boy
Who Bussed

LARRY TO THE RESCUE

ULIE WALLACE and her chums, Elsie and
Roly Maynard and Dick Mardle, and a
party of other passengers from the

s.y. Daffodil, found themselves marconed on
the Island of the Golden Palm—upon which
Julie's father had been castaway for two years.

On the island was a strange pillar in the
form of a gigantic palm-tree. Upon it were
hieroglyphics which resembled those on a
locket which Julie's father had given her.

Also on the island was a lawless boy named
Larry Woodstock, who had escaped from the
Daffodil and whom Julie & Co. believed had
been responsible for their being marooned. He
seemed to be familiar with the island, and
offered to help the castaways on the condition
that they recognised him as boss, The offer
was indignantly refused,

The castaways spent the night In a large
three-chambered cave which Julie had found.
Next morning Julie and the professor, out
early, were horrified to see the cliff above the
mouth of the cave fall in, completely blocking
the entrance.

Julie realised that they must get Larry's help
in order to rescue her friends, even though it
meant their surrender to the boy outlaw.
Reluctantly the professor gave her permission
to hoist a signal for Larry Woodstock.

ULIE was almost out of breath when she

reached the lone tree on top of the cliff.

But she was hardly conscious of that fact in
her desperate anxiety to save her friends.

“It's the one chance—the only chance!” she
gasped. “ Only Larry Woodstock can help now!
But will he come, after the way we've all
treated him?"

That was her uppermost thought as she
found herself swarming up the tree, her white
jacket gripped between her teeth. Convenient
branches made it an easy climb. At the top,
she tied the sleeves of the garment securely
round the thin trunk of the tree, then
scrambled breathlessly to the ground again.

Would Larry see her signal? Would he
respond to it If he did? And could he get here
in time to rescue her friends?

“Julie!” a volce called,

+ Wheeling round, her heart bounded as she
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saw the boy she was thinking of, the outcast
of island, swiftly running towards her
through the trees a long stafl in his hand. His
eyes, grimly satisfled, were on the. jacket that
fluttered from the treetop.

“So you had to fly the flag, after all!” he
said, “You want me!"

" Lsu'l‘:,'1 yes."

“What's gone wrong?"

She told him of the landslide that had
blocked the entrance to the cave. He looked at
her. Then without a word he stepped to the
edge of the cliff, looked over and nodded.

“0XK.! I think I can fix it,” he said quietly.
And, without another glanca or word, swung
himself over and disappeared from her view.

Almost in dread, Julie found herself moving
forward to the edge of the cliff and peered over.
And then her heart glowed.

“ Good!” she breathed in relief.

For there was , standing on top of the
rocks which blocked the mouth of the cave. He
had slithered down the slope from the clifi-top.
His staff was still in his hand, and as Julie
watched he was in the act of rlsing to his feet.
He looked up once and saw her, There was
again that grim smile of satisfaction on his
face as he set to work.

Fascinated, Julie watched. Then she bhegan
to wonder why hadn’'t she and the professor
thought of doing what Larry was doing now?
For now she saw that he was levering at the
largest and heaviest rock which formed the
summit of the mound piled outside the cave
entrance. And it was moving—moving! Julie
held her breath, spellbound.

“He's doing it! He’ll
breathed.

She saw that Larry was putting every ounce
of his energy into the task. She saw Larry's
muscles swelling and rolling beneath his shirt;
saw the perspiration beginning to stand out on
his forehead. She heard him_ grunt,

And then—there was a crash. Larry flattened _
himself back against the cliff-face, clinging
there as the topmost rock rolled forward It
tilted dizzily on the edge of the mound for a
moment, and then, with a roar and crash that
seemed to set the whole landslide in motion
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again, went thundering down the hill of debris
to crash on_ to the beach below. From the
amazed professor who stood on the beach,
hopping on his uninjured foot, there went up a

great cry.

“ Oh, well done, Woodstock! Well done, lad!”

Larry did not haeed Already he was attacking
the next great rock

ulie, radiant with L ‘fmgtraightened up. She
was tempted to go down the slope to
Larry’s assistance. But she didn't.

A moment's reflection told ber that such a
course might very 9
Larry’s foothold on the mound was slight. He
required every inch of the available
his work. Instead, with heart racing,
running back down the cliff path.

She heard another crash as she sped—
another, and then another. When she reached
the beach and immediately looked upwards
there was a great, gaping hole once more in the
cliff-face. Larry was almost exhausted then.
But already the head and shoulders of Dick
had appeared in the opening.

“Larry!” she cried, and hurried towards him
upsthe short path, *“Larry—oh, you!”
she cried.

The professor, blowing and gasping, came
scrambling up beside her.

Larry just stood there, resting against the
cliff, his breath coming and going in huge
gasps as he strove to recover himself.

then frantically Julie and the professor began .

to push the stones away, and first Dick and
Roly came scrambling out, in turn to lend a
hand in rescuing the others.

Finally, in a rather dazed group. the whole
party stood blinking in the brilliant sunshine
on the golden beach,

“Gosh!” Dick said. *“What a squeak. I
l;hougnb—’ He becamre aware then of Larry.

“I say—"" he muttered, staring.

“Howdy?" Larry said lazily, lifting" himselt
from the cliff.

“They all turned and stared at him, For a
moment they did not seem able to believe their
eyes as t.hejy:'l saw the cool, seli-possessed outlaw
regarding them. Then Gilson stepped forward.

“You! And just what do you think you're
doing here?” he ms;nngly challenged.

*1 was invited here,” Larry retorted.
“Invited? You——"

For answer Larry turned. He pointed
upwards at the tree on the cliff-top from which
Julies jacket still fluttered.

“Doesn’t that explain it?” he asked. “I guess
you've surrendered to my terms.”

There was an instant’s stupefied silence. An
instant of bewilderment, and then, as they ‘all
realised the significance of his remark, there
came the dawning horror of alarmed anger.

“You—you don’t mean " Ada Henshaw
breathed. .

“I do,” the boy sald easily, *Perhaps you
remember the talk we had the other day. I
offered to look after you—on the condition, of
course, that I should be the leader—the boss.
You refused, but I gave you a chance. I said if
you changed your minds you could send for me
by running up a rag on that tree. And—well,
there it is. I've kept my part of the bargain.
Now "—he stared at them all—“now I expect
you to keep yours!”

In stunned dismay they stared at him. Mrs.
Fry blinked. -

‘Do—do you mean to tell us that—that it
was you ‘vho got us out of that awful cave?”

*“ 1t was,” Julie said. " And I think it——"

“ We're not asking what you think!” Gilson
snapped. “ You keep quiet, Julie. We all know
you don't mind knuckling under, but this is to
be thrashed out by.us all ndw, Let's get this
straight " he added, once again assuming com-
mand. “ Who fixed that flag up there?”

“1 did,” Julie said.

“I might have guessed:

*“The professor approved ! Julle flashed.
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That took the wind out of Gllson s sails for a
moment. His jaw dropped. It took the wind
out of the sals of the others too—they all
stared questioningly at the profeasur He,
realising that he must make the situation
clear, drew himself up.

“That’s right,” he confessed. "“I gave Julie
the instructions, because only Woodstock could
help. And he did help—splendidly. If he
hadn’t—well, you know what your fate in the
cave might have been.”

“And you did that, sir, knowing what it
would mean?" Dick asked.

“ Yes,” the professar replied

There was a moment more of silence. The
castaways looked uncertain, bewildered, but,
nevertheless, realising that the decision had
been taken for them, Julie saw a sudden
tension in their faces. It was Larry who broke
the silence that ensued.

‘*Well, there we are,”
“ That's. settled.”

“ Meaning that you're now boss?"” Elsie said

" Meaning,” said significantly, “ that,
though I'm no gentleman myself, I expect pecple
who cali themselves such to stand by their
agreement."”

Another pause. But Julie saw the professor
and Dick and Roly stiffen.

She saw Mr. Fry frown and then flash a look
of pride at his wife. She saw Hitchcock
shaking his head; saw Gilson and Ada move
together and draw away. She heard the sniil
which Mrs. Fry gave, and marked the look of
intrigued interest in the face of Aunt Martha,
She sensed at once a dozen conflicting
emotions. Mr. Fry took up the challenge. He
looked straight at Larry
% "Youdlnstst on keepmg us to the bargain?”

ke

“1 insist,” Larry replied quietly.

And that, whether the castaways liked it or
not, seemed to settle the question.

There was another silence, grim and uneasy,
while Julie stared from the glowering Neil
Gilson to the cool, cynically smiling figure of
the boy outlaw. Obviously Neil Gilson was
fighting to control his temper, his lips p
his hands clenched at his sides.

Then he found the words he had evidently
been seeking, and took a grim, determined step

forward. i

“Look here, sir,” he said assionately,
addressing the professor, “ I'm talking common
sense. We've all been tricked! And I want to
know what this rogue’s game is? Why has he
marooned us here? hy does he want to
dominate us? Remember he is a criminal in
the eyes of the law,” he added.

There was a murmur of uneasiness as
Gilson’'s words struck home, Like the others,
Julie realised that all Gilson's accusations were
right, and she wondered for a moment if she
herself had done the right thing, after all, in
helping to bring about this situation.

But while they all looked dubijous, uncertain,
and uncomfortable, it was the professor who
spoke.

His face was grave, his voice steady

“1 gave my word,” he said. "I cannot go
back on it.”

* And these others?" Larry asked,

“Well, I stand by the professor,” Dick said
quietly. “ At the same time I don’t see why
you can't join us, Woodstock without wanting
to boss the show

“Larry, yes."” Julie's eyes lit up. She caught
upon the suggestion gladly. “Larry, that's it!
Let’'s all be friends!”

She was chilled and dismayed by the look he

he said casually,

_gave h

e : don t think there can be any question of
friendship just yet,” he said slowly. *“ You've
shown me pretty plainly in the past what you
all think of me, and I guess you can't suddenly
change. Half-mensures won't suit me. I'm not
playing second fiddle to Gilson. I'm boss—
and from this moment what I say goes!”

GIRLS’ CRYSTAL--16-3-46



NO CHOICE

| THERE was another silence. Julie
bit her lip; the hope that had
flamed so eagerly in_her heart
was completely extinguished
now. But there was no help for
it. inexorably had
up his ., determined to keep
them to the contract the pro-
fessor had entered into for them.
“0.K." Dick said. *That settles it.”
So did the

s

‘l‘ ’!“-"*d

nodded; so did Mr, Fry. Wlth eyes that
\dered, Gilson watched the surrender. He
med seornrunfnas at ia.al. the Aust.mltan boy

logked questio gly at
ouqcan count me out he said shortly.

“I don't knuckle under to
“No! Nor do I!™ ‘ienshaw supported
* What

. * Larry nodded unoffendedly.
about you, Aunt Martha?"

“Oh, for goodness’ sake get. on with your
silly leadersh pi' Aunt Martha said impatiently
t matter who leads us as long as
and fed? I'm not worried about your
young man, but I certainly am
What about some
bmkf 2"

“Exactly what I wa.s thlnklmi I know you're
hungry,” ooked around.

“Mardle, you'd bett.er take Hitchcock and
into the woods and collect breadiruit. Roly. take
Mr, Fry and find some eggs along the beach.’

= m stuttered Roly. “On the beach?"

= eggs,” Larry sald impatiently.

wé're dry
utation,
ed about food.

‘You'll ind of them if you look. Now
let's get mo take mr&ot the fire.
Elsie, you and Henshaw can her——"
“Not me!” Ada defied. “I've told you I stick
by Mr. Gilson.”
“0.K.!" Larry said carclessly. “ Professor, will

you come Wlth me to the cave and see what

wants doing?"

The professor nodded without enthusiasm.
He stlll looked worried; still looked as though
ﬂf felt he had played some unhappy trick on

s &

GB;‘E standing some little distance apart,
his hands in hEh‘Pockets. looked on with a
sneering smile, then, as Ada joined him
thing in his ear, they
of the fire and

the pre] tion of breakfast, the first day's
rule of Woodstock

Certainly, up to a int, things went
smoothly. 'l'he fire trench was cleared out a

new soon blazing

stone oven'hich.tulmhadeo Irom Lar&

own fire, she thrust the col mnmsol’ e
covered it over, as she

cover, with thick leaves so that the meat

should gradually heat through and retain its

moisture.

While that was going on, Aunt Martha pre-
pared the pienie tin for tea, and Julie set out
the escallop shells and the small green coco-
nut shells on the sand as If they were plates
and cu While they were doing that, Julle
heard and the professor approaching,

Both of them had cted up a branch of

back to heg out the fire.

was the heavier by far, yet he swung along wuh
it easlly on his shoulder as though it had
been a walking-stick. But the professor,

h'::mmpmdngy both age and his injured foot,
“All * Julie heard say, “take it
easy, i d then. as and Mr.

professor's relief, Julie

guessed, Roly and Hr did carry the branch
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pack to fire.

By that time Dick and
Hitcheock had also turned up

And they,

ger% éooktnz baffled, and were also empty
AT
“Well,” Larry looked at them, “ where's the

breadfruit?”
“We—we can't find any,” Dick blurted.
“You mean you don’t know what it is.”
" Well—yes, that is what we mean.”
“And the eggs, Maynard?"
* Well, blow it!" Roly protested offendedly.
“We looked everywhi 1ere. We never even saw

a sign of an egg——
“Why didn't you admit you were such gumps

in the first place?” Larry eyed them, and
again Julie saw & flicker of amusement in his
eyes. “And you protest you don't want a
leader! How on earth were you going to live?
You'd better come with me.”

“But I tell you there are no eggs.,” Roly

rotested.

tending the
, had to smile as she watched ‘the party dis-

’gen minutes later theiy returned—not empty
handed this time, but fairly sunering u.nder
their loads. Both Dick and Hitch
to turn their coats into * baskets™ so as to
carry breadfruit, and Roly, his face abeam, was

not only a hatiul of large eggs, but
had every pocket crammed full.
“Gosh!” Roly sald as he unlouded these

treasures. “I'd never have known there was
s0 much grub on the island. I tho t there
wasn't an egg for miles, but W turned
out a nest every five yards or so. And not
only the nest—but ¢ if you'd
seen how they scooted——"

“ We'll have some crdmna!steron."hm
said. Here you Julie. See what you
can do with ‘em."

Julie knew just what to do with them. In
the small coconut shells she poached each one,
And presently, to the hunm-eyed castaways
delight, a sumptuous breakfas arranged o
the sand—hot pork chops, delm!ously uteamed
in palm leaves, tea made by Aunt Martha—
Mrs. Fry had done n%ut give unwnntecl
advlce—crixp it, and shi;
cuits. It was a meal that made the cas
mouths water.

“Tuck in,”

said.

At that moment Gilson and Ada came stroll-
ing back on to the scene. They looked at the
tempting food laid out, and their eyes began
to glisten. With a little grunt of ap val,
Gilson drop into a place on the Ada
ot

La.rry loomed behind him. Larry
put a hand on his shoulder.
“Excuse me, Gilson, that's my place,” he

d.

“Oh!” Gilson looked up at him. He wanted
to_argue, but hunger fought down his hostility.
“Oh, all right!" he grudgingly admitted. “I'll
move."”

“You will.,” 's nod was grim. ‘““And
Miss Henshaw will move, too, k3 he sald. *Both
of you will move—right away from this feed.
You haven't done anything to provide this
breakfast, so you don’'t eat it!" he added.
* Now—scram, the pair of you!"

“YB

LARRY HAS HIS WAY

~ | THE agreeable atmosphere that
had surrounded the party at
the of the unellen:
meal vanished like a flash.
denly the silence mtgl;lm. Bu:
there was no doubt

doubt that Gilson was taken
aback, and furiously . Julie
{slth?seri heart jump as, blazing eyed, he umped
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But he did not turn on Larry as she- half
expected. He turned to the professor, now
lookmg profoundly uncomfortable,

Pro(essor. is this your wish?”

“Eh? No, certainly not, begad!"
fessor spluttered.

“Then you will kindly inform this—this
upstart. He seems to overlook the fact that
you_are here

“Er——" the professor blinked. Then he
thought over the problem. ' Yes, dash it,
that's so! Woodstock,” he said aurlevedly.

‘Gilson is my secretary. It's only ngnt
he and Miss Henshaw should be {

There was electricity in the air now But
Larry surveyed them all, seeming to be the
only one it did not touch.

“For the time being things have changed.
There’s_ no question of employee a.ud employer
here. You can start all that buslneas over
again when the Daffodil comes back. Mean-
time, I'm boss. If Gilson and Miss Henshaw
want to eat, they must work for it and be like
the rest. No work, no food. That's fair.”

=1 " Gilson quivered.

the pro-

“Go ahead. But you don't eat. Push off.”
“Just a minute.” Gilson seemed to be con-
an effort. *“It's fair,

is it?
tricked us here, who are the cause of all our
miseries! Who planned to maroon us here just
s0 that you could set yourself up as our boss!
Don’'t talk about fairmess, Larry Woodst.ock
when it is you who have cheated us——"

Larry stiffened. His eyes glinted. His fist
bunched.

“ Gilson, I don’t want to have to lay hands
on you——"'

“And you needn’t try,” Gilson said fiercely.
“I'm not afraid of you, Woodstock, but un-
like you, I can't bring mpyself to beéhave like
a hooligan in the presence of ladies! We'll
meet some other time—some other place—on
our own,” he added significantly. *“And
now——" he shrugged. “ Well, get on with your
food. C'ome along, Ada. I'll promise you don't
tarve!”

8l

And with a frigid glance at Larry, he took
Ada Henshaw by the arm; with a queer, silent
sort of dignity led her away, leaving a more
profound atmosphere of discomfort and hos-
tility in the air than before. Larry, with a
little nod, just sank down at his place.

Gilson vanished with his comm.mon into the
wood, but he leit an unhappy atmosphere
behind him. The breakfast, excellent t.hough
it was, and eaten hungrily as it was,
nobody up. They were all eonsciou.s of Iarrya
domination, and all wondering uneasily whm
this state of affairs was eventually going to
lead them. They were all glad when at last
the meal was finished.

Then Larry, still apparently unmoved, stood

up.

“The next thing to do is to get that cave of
yours shipshape again,” he said. * Mardle, and
you, professor—you'd better shift some of the
stones from the entry. I'll go along and get
tools for digging away the loose earth. Julie,
you'd better come with me—we’'ll collect some
sweet potatoes while we're about it, for dinner.
Aunt tha, 1 leave you in charge of the
domeﬁtlc arrangements

“Thank you,” Aunt Martha retorted. “ There's
no need to order me. I'll see that everything
gets done.”

Larry nodded, then turned to Julie.

“Follow me, Julie,” he instructed,

And he made to move away, only to pull up
abruptly as he caught sight of Hitchcock, the
sailor, settling down for a nap on the sand.

“ Hey, Hitchcock, what do you think you're
doing?" he demanded, striding forward.

“Taking a snooze,” was the surly reply.

“Oh, no, you're not! You're going to work
along with the rest. There're going to be no
q.lncgerts while I'm

o g

The sailor finished with a startled for
the boy boss, reaching down, had grnb ‘him
by the scruﬂ[ of the neck a.l:ld with amazing
ease had hoisted him to his fee

* Hands off I" the man srowled “Who do you
think you are?” ;

“Your boss,” was the quiet answer. * Get off
to_work, will you

For a few momenl.s Hitchcock glowered
defiantly at Larry, but something about that
boy's magnetic personality and about the deter-
mined way he stood there with clenched fists
made the rebellious glare die from his eyes.

“Oh, all right!” he muttered sullenly.

Larry and Julie left then. Julie was biting
her lip, hardly knowing again what to make of
it all. Secretly she sympathised with the stand
Larry had taken against Gilson and Ada. She
agreed with him that they, too, should work
for the rations so hard to obtain. But she still
felt miles and miles away from understanding
Larry, though she was still overawed by him.

Almost running at his side, she felt she had
to ask him a question—a question which had
been nagging on and off in
the casta.wn. had found
“ Larry, l—did you plan to get us mnmoned
hue? i)td you send that fake wireless mes-
sage?”

Sidewan he looked at her. His reply chilled

"'I'hats what you all believe, isn’t it?”
“But—but you haven't denied it?”
“ Why should 1?” he asked. *I shouldn't be
believed if X
at was all—unt.u they reached his camp
. There he briefly ordered her to remain
outside while he disappeared into his cave. In
a moment he was back, carrying two shovels
and two picks. He had also s ped a business-
like looking telescope in his belt.
“Larry, but where—where did you get
these?” Julie cried, eyeing the tools
“Where do you think? The mot.or-bost, of
urse."”

CO! 3
“But—but the motor-boat wasn't carrying
tested.

p! =

“Jt was—because I put ‘em there.” He
looked at her. “ You forget, Julie, that I pre-
pared for this trip from the moment I found
what course the odil was taking."”

She stared at him in wonder, again amazed
at his rt.s‘kmr in planﬂmgddthe duncz}mu hg
apparently foresaw. sudden wave of respec
swept over her—a sudden I that she
would like to know him better, would like to
feel more sincerely friendly towards him,
because she was sure, in her own inmost mind,
%at hektﬁlt. like Lhat ‘about her. She challenged

m v

“Larry, why did youscome to this is a.m'l?"

He eyed her for a moment. She telt. a little
disturbed at the seriousness she saw in his
eyes, as though he was weighing her up, as
though he was asking himself frankly If she
was his friend.

“Why do you ask?"” he said slowly

*“Because I'm.interested.”

“Just curiosity, eh?" He laughed shortly,
conveying at once that if that was her reason
glle curiosity would never be satisfled. * That

“ Larry, you know it isn't. I—I don't know.
but—but you've some purpose here, haven't
you? Some mission?"”

He nodded grimly.

. I have a purpose
“Larry, can't I help?”
“You can—yes." e paused, as If cousider-

ing something. * You'd hke to help——tmly'}'
“Then,” he said bluntly, “give me the locket

you're wearing round your neck!"

What can the tion be bet Larry's pur-
pose on the island and Julie’s tocket ? And surely
she will not give it to him! Be sure you don’t miss
next Friday’s enthralling chapters of this serial.

”
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Had The Mystery Girl Really Lost Her Memory, Or Was She Only Pretending ?

SALLY HAS HER DOUBTS

" RAB up that hamper, Johnny!” laughed
Sally Warner in breathless haste.
“This is where we do the vanishing
trick!” grinned Don Weston, ducking down to
grasp the other end of the hamper.

“Too bad If Gritty spotted us now,” breathed
FaykManners. scrambling out of sight down the
rocks,

“Yeah, we don't want one of his dreary
lBecltures to spoil things,” chuckled Johnny

riggs.

The chums had been picnicking on the cliffs
of Barnacle Cove. It was a favourite haunt for
the students of Roxburgh Co-ed College: and
it was by sheer luck that Sally had spotted Mr.
Grittal, the pompous head of J House, taking
a walk in their direction this afternoon:

“1 believe Gritty saw us!” %urgled Sally.
skipping down the rocks as nimbly as though
they were stepping stones.

“As long as he doesn't follow us, I don't
mind!"” chirped Johnny.
“Don't ou worry, Gritty doesn't like

exercise,” chuckled Don. *“He's not the build
for it, anyhow. These rocks are mlghtﬂy unsafe
if you don't know: " He broke of with a
start, on hearing a sudden cry from Sally.

“Quick! There's someone hurt!”

She was leaping down the slope to the rocky
beach below. A girl was lying Ilmply at the
foot of the cove, her rucsack crumpled as by
% sodvere fall, her hands clasped dazedly to her

ead.

“(Oh, my dear, what happened? Are you
hurt?” And Sally dropped to her knees beside
her, thankful to find that the girl was not
unconscious. *Is anyone with you, or are you
on_your own?"

The girl gazed at her with big. violet eyes
that were curiously bright and luminous, yet
her expression was quite blank.

“J don't remember,” she sald faintly.

“Don’t remember?” Sally flashed an anxious

lance at her chums, who had now hurried to
er side. *“Take it easy,” she urged softly.
“Tell me, where do you live? What is your

name?
n Tgm girl pressed her hand wanly to her fore-
ead.
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“I don't: remember—anything,” she whis-
pered. Then a word came vaguely to her lips.
“Texas!” And she kept repeating it feverishly.

. “Texas!"

The chums were alarmed now. Had she come
all the way from Texas? Was that all she
remembered? Sally and Fay, both skilled in
first-aid, gave her a hurried examination, but
could find no sign of injury. The shock alone
had affected her. It had affected her memory.

“ Better carry her up to the clifis and get a
doctor to her,” Sally murmured tQ the boys.,
“Tt's quite safe to move her, I think."”

Very gentlfv she helped the boys carry the
girl up the slope, Fay following with the girl's
soaked and battered rucsack.

It was a relief to them all now to find Mr.
Grittal on the cliff above. He came hurrying to
see what was amiss, In his own fussy, self-
important way he instantly took charge, glean-
ing from the girl herself what little she cpuld
tell him. He seemed to %n’e her confidence,
Sally noticed. Her big, violet eyes gazed up at
him gratefully, trustingly. It plainly pleased
Mr. Grittal.

“You’'ll be all right, my dear, quite all right
now that I am here,” he told her, patting her
hand, and he turned to Sally & Co. with a
glightly condescending air. “It is a case of
concussion. Lost memory. She is a stranger—
she comes from Texas—and the strange sur-
roundings do not help her to remember. She
must have immediate rest somewhere.” And
his gaze went to a lone cottage standing some
little way back from the cove. “What is that
place? Who lives there?”

“Grey Cottage, sir. There's no one living
there now,” said Don.

“The owner was an old scientist—Professor
Fenway,” Sally added, as Mr. Grittal looked
unconvinced. *“The cottage has been shut up
ever since he died six months ago.”

“ A pity,” muttered Mr. Grittal; then made
“P his mind as the girl's hand clung tightly to
his, just as if she feared he might leave her.
“Come! We will take her to the college—to
the sanatorium. Rest is the essential thing,
and skilled nursing. She will be in excellent
hands there.” And he beamed down into the
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glrl's softly appealing face. " Be sure 1 KRow
t is bst or Fou. —Miss T
the road and hailed t.he

Bsu

very ?E“":..‘.i.‘ tes. m“’“ Sovery Biel from Texas
W u e mys rom Texas
evmlet as the chums na:g %‘:r on account
of her vivid eyes—was carried into the college
sanatorium, and put snugly to bed by Nurse
Rowlands. After ces from
Nurse Rowlands, whom Sally & Co. regarded as
an oracle in such matters, !t was decided b

Mr. Grittal that no doctor need yet be call
so long as the patient showed no signs o

relaBge
t us know msux%tsly if t,here

that ere
vicinity.
near the tutors’ m,
students’ quarters.

- Welilmpop along and see

softly.
now. dear.”

The- chums tiptoed out, and there was no
need whatever for them to enjoin silence upon
the others. Everyone in J House and K House
alike was warm-heartedly concerned for the
sick stranger in their midst. The girl from
Texas who had lost Her memory was not only
an invalid, she was a romantic guest.

Sally and Fay took the girl's rucsack along
to thelr chalet and o sg‘e‘ne«! it, hoping that its
contents might furni: lue. But there were
no letters or papers in it—nothing to reveal
even the stranger's name, Just a spare pair of
hiking shoes, a towel, and a change of under-
elothea newly laundered, but all wet now with

water.
Bally sighed with disappolnf.ment and hung
oF the garments to dry—much to the delight
her pet parrot Abdul.
“Holst the mainsails!” he % wked Jlgging
String

nowhere near the

ou later, Violet."
ve &

gleefully in his cage by the
em up h—st: ‘em u "'
It was late in e evening, nearly bedﬂ.me.

when Sally took the clothes down from the
Hne. They were q';y now. and she was about to
th her litile electric iron
when she hit upon an exciting discovery.
“l‘-’sr. I'm on a clue!” she cried. “Look at
a’

undry marks!™
She was pointing to the familiar “R X"
Fay recog-

w on each of the garments.
them with a gasr of amazement. They
were f.he marks of t ocal Roxburgh laundry.

“Violet’s from Roxburgh! She’s a local girl
ntter nllt" Sally said breathlesslyr

“But she said she came from Texas——"

“That was her memory wandering: she was
rambling.” Sally rushed on. *“She couldn't
live anywhere but in Roxburgh to get her
laundry done here. Gee, what.a good thing we
spot it! Her people must be frantic about
her. Il go and talk to her. I dare say it'll
all come back to her now.”

She stopped only to get some delicacies from
her latest tFmeH box of crystallised peaches
that would tempt any Invalid's palate. Then
eagerly she hurried across to the college build-

the sanatorium next door to the tutors'
wing. Nurse Rowlands had retired to her own
room for the night, and gave Sally ready per-
mission to and see the patient.

Boft! Sally tapped and went into the ward.

“Hallo, Vi, how are you feeling now?" she

asked, sitting down by her bedside. “I've
brought you some candies.”
“Some what?" The girl stirred listlessly,

then sat up brightly when she saw what was in
the box. ‘‘Sugared peaches! Oh, goody!”

She took one eagerly, then another, eating
thclm rapidly, while her violet eyes smiled up at

ave you remembered anything more,
%lear?;. Sally began gently. “ Where you come
rom?”
“T told you "—the answer was a little terse—
“I'm from Texas!”
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= Just m to thlnk Vi, baps I _can
help you, said softly. "‘?grr Rox-
gtel now Roxhurgh!
E: g? Do you rememhgr where you
starung on her third peach;

now she dmgPed it.

“I Nve in Texas, I tell you,” she said tartly.
“1I never set foot in Roxburgh till to-day. Then
I fell. T fell down a clif—that’s all I re-

Bu Sally stared. “But you arrived
before to—dny?"

"I arrived to-day, and I've never been here
before,” the girl repeated peevli;th. “My

llve-—l.n

-talking 1|
mean, I don‘t. remember,”
don’t remember

Yet she seemed to hnve nbered one
thing, Sall tho t amazedly. That
was_more t y¥'s journey from R.oxb

“It's your people Im thinking about, l'
Sany tried u?m ﬁtlan “Ive sct. a feeling

that you live Roxburgh, and if only you
could help me——

She was mt.erruﬁlt.ed by @ tap at the door.
Mr. Grittal wearing a bedside smile.

h!” Sally was s bynzu]glns
from Violet. It was like a sob.
QGrittal, I'm _so glad you've come!
upsetting me she wept. “I c-can't st.and 1r.1'

* Upsetting you, my dear?” Mr. Grittal came
forward in horror. * Miss Warner!"”

“ She k-keeps peete me with questions.
She doesn't believe me. e’s b-bullying me!"
sobbed Violet, and clung pathetically to Mr,
Grittal’s hand. " Oh, do please send her away,
Mr. Grl:t.al! My head’s bursting, 1 can't stand

more!"
gally was too overcome to ?eak Mr. Grittal
reeoued from her in pained Rorror.
“Miss Warner, how could you be so heart-
less?” he whlspered hollowly. He inted
the door with a trembling hand, while vmlet
still clung piteously to the other. “ Go at o
Do not ever come here agdin disturbing t.h.lx
poor sick girl!"”
Sally gro| her way across the dark campus
in a kind of trance. Violet had turned on those
tears. created that scene, just for all the world
as though she were concocting an escape from
awkward questions! Had it not been for her
fall. her frail state of health. it would have
looked as if she were putting on an act before

Grittal
It left SMIY) so amazed and bewildered that
she got into bed quite forgetting to wish Fay .
good-night in the next cubicle, and even for-
settln% to put the cover over Abdul’s cage,

last omission was fatal, for nothing
would prevent Abdul chattering at night if his
cage wasn't covered.

Sally had been aslee about two hours when
his squnwky voice awakened her.

“Star rd lghts ahoy!” And he gave a
plercing whistle. *Starboard lights!”

Sally tumbled drowsily out of bed., remem-
ber‘ln% his cover, and hastily reached for it.

rill voice rang out again as she made
for the windowsill where his cage was perched.

“Lights. ahoy! Starboard lights——"

“Ssshhh! Pipe down, Abdul—you’'ll wake
everybody!"” gasped Sally, whisking the cover
over his cage.

Then something attracted her gaze to the
window. and with a start she realised what it
was that had excited the parrot.

There was a light flickering strangely in t.be
tutors’ quarters across the campus—in
tutors’ library. It startled Sally All t.he
college buildings were in darkness except for
that queer glow flickering bright and then dutl
Everybodyv long since gone to bed.
was it? Was it a torch? Burglars?

Her heart jumping, Sally dragged on her
slacks and jumper. and without a sound she
sped across the campus to the tutors’ quarters.
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The library was on the ground floor. Creepmg
close, she peered in through the window.

The sight within held her n'ansﬂxed

A girl’s figure was moving furtively amongst
the booksheives, a lighted torch in her hand.
She was examining the books cne by one, ex-
amining them reveﬂshli(‘ searching for some-
thing. It was the girl they called Violet Texas
—the girl who had lost her memory!

VIOLET GETS TO WORK

ISALLY gazed electrified.

.What was the girl doing?
What was her object here st
this time of ht? In the
tutors’ lib of all places! Was
she delirious Sleepwalkln%?

But there was nothing

o delirious in the girl's swift,

stealthy movements. She was
seizing one book after another from the shelves,
opening the covers, examining them excitedly
by the light of the torch.

Sally stirred herself. Suspicions leapt u
her. That girl was not what she preten
She was going to tax her, demand what
was she was up to.

Darting noiselessly from the window, she

sped round the side of the building to the
oor in the cloisters. It was the only entrance
from outside. It was unlocked. But it led into
the main corridor of the tutors' wing, and the

- corridor was in darkness.

Judging the direction of the library, Sally
crept forward blindly in the t.wist.ing corridor.
Her foot suddenly struck me hard

object There was a s crash and a
me:edta]t. i‘.lower vase went t.oppling from its
pedesta

Sally pulled up with a gas the shock
making her go hot and then cold. The noise
echoed alarmingly in the still corridor.

Next thing she knew a door burst open and
the light flooded o

te:lv o's there? Who is it?” a startled voice
cr

Sally swung round to see Mr. Grittal burst-
ing from his room in dressing-gown and
slippers.

“There was a light—someone in the library,
Mr. Grittal. It was the girl from the sana-
torium,” Sally blurted.

Mr. Grittal almost exploded.

“ Are you out of your senses, Miss Warner?
l‘ha.t poor glrt is ill. How could she—-"

“1 saw her in the library.
But Sally could get no further.

Mr. Grittal went storming round the bend of
the {)assage switched on the next light, ran to
the library door, and flung it open. One glance
inside, and his voice choked with exasperation.

“'There's nobody here! Of course there’s
nobody here!"

“Then she’s hiding!” panted Sally, darting
inside and snapping on all the lights.

A deserted room met her gaze, ooks chairs,
tables, were all in their place and undisturbed.
No intruder was hidin —no sign that any
mtruder had ever been

“She was here, Mr Gﬂtta]!" Sally burst in
tengely. "I tell you I saw her not a moment
ago—prying through these beoks—searching
for something. You've got to believe me!”

Her tone Impressed Mr. Grittal in spite of
himself He turned abruptly and went hurry-

? up the staircase that led to the sanatorium,
Sally hurrying after him He paused at the
door of the ward, and opened it nolseless!v

A single night-light was burning within,
beside the only bed that was occupied.

G?t sllxarp intake of breath came from Mr.

r
The girl they called Violet was lying curled
up in that bed, her breathing gentle and
steady, apparently soundly sleepin

“You see?” Mr. Grittal s'ud
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”

I saw -her——"

l'l a harsh

ggisper and soundlessly closed the door upon

Sally didn't trust herself to answer. She hn.d
seen more than enough. What was behind th
sham? What was this 1's real design ln
malingering as an invalld and pretending to
have lost her memory?

“You have shown nothing but spite towards
that poor girl, I am convinced that you
have trumped up this story t.o-méht. out of
sheer malice, Miss Warner!” rittal said

. “You will hear more

Sally had no doubt about that, knowing Mr.
Grittal as she did. It was all round the co ege
next morning.

But she ignored the spiteful remarks that
were made, comforting herself in the under-
standing of her own chums.

“Funny,” muttered Johnny, " that she could
have fallen down those cliffs without even get-
ting a scratch.”

* If "she did fall,” Sally said slowly.

* Gee, you don’t think the whole story was a
fake?" g'asged Don

“It might have been a ruse to get herself
taken into the coll.—just supposing thereu
something here that she particularly wants,”™
murmured Sally, who had n doing a lot of
hard thinking since last night. " Something so
important that she even prowls round in the
middle of the night to search for it. Anvway,
I'm going to have a straight talk with her.”

And Sally went quietly across to the sana-
torium immediately after breakfast.

She was at the door of the ward, just about
to open it, when she heard Mr, Grittal’s voice.
spe ing in loud, hearty tones within.

Well, well, my dear, this is splendid ne
So your memory has come back, and you I el
truly yourself again

Sally paused alermy outside the door, her eyes
gllstening wlt,h interest.

Y eE; uite better, Mr. Grittal, and I owe
it all to your indness,” came Violet’s voice. “1
remember all about myself and my home in
Texas, and everything now, and my real name
is Joyce Mainwaring.”

“1 don't believe her,” thought Sally grimly.

“And you really feel well enough to get up,

ﬁi ear, and go home to-day?” Mr. Grittal was

ng anxiously
h, must, please—my ple will be
worrying about me.” answered Violet: and now
Sally heard an eagerness come into her voice.

‘But first, Mr., Grittal, you have all been so
wonderful to me, and I should so love to do
some little thing 'to repay it. I was wondering
if I cou cl give a nice tea-party this after-
noon:

“Capital!” cried Mr. Grittal.

“And I was wondering if I could hold it ixf
your room,” wheedled olet, “because you've
been kindest of all, Mr. Grittal, and my party
is really meant for you.”

“A most charming thought!" beamed Mr.
Grittal. *“ Certainly my room shall be at your
disposal, Miss Mainwaring, and my own ;:est
silver and china to make your party the success
it deserves to be.”

Sally crept away from the door, her pulses
tingling with excitement,.

Wh had Violet’s memory returned so
miraculously? Why was she so eager to hold
her farewell party in Mr Grittal's room, which
was almost next door to the library? Was it
because she had been balked in her object
last night, and intended pursuing her search
this afternoon, under cover of the party. so
that she could grab- what she wanted, and
then make a quick getaway?

Sallv more than suspected. She set out to
forestall her.

That afternoon, under the fond congratula-
tions of all, Violet Texas, as she was still called.
emerged demurelv from the sanatorium, armed
with the many flowers that had been given her,
and tripped across to Mr. Grittal's quarters to
prepare her party.

Sally hid herself outside the tutors’ wing.
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watching !.he library

window. Sure en
the moment ough.

e when Violet lr.ole alone into
e books

the library. e was searching t again,
searching them feverishly. I"rm:n shelt to shelfl
she went, a volume here, another

scann
there. whlle Sally peeped unseen through

Buddenly the zl.rl save a rcepl:ible start.

e had seized a age ed-looking book
from the second ahelt Sally saw_ the excited
colour flood into her face, and she knew as
plainly as if she had been told that this was
the book Vlolet wanted.

Next second rltuls volce was calling
ner. vtolet wggﬂl swiftly back on
its shelf, y nol that e left it
slightly prou-udl.ns before she hurried away, as
if to be able to dltread.uz

No sooner was she gone Bally sllpped
unseen into the librl.ry Her hands were t
blln aa she selzed that book from the second
. 5 . Then her excitement changed to blank
stupor.

o rare or valuable book this, but just a
tattered old work on phuosog y! Sally gazed
at lts shabby binding, unstuc

fi ll et omllxl leclbllmsimc%ver itig hfnr
Eaze e an e ure written
he ﬂylea.Pon address: Grey Cottage,

Grey Ootta.ae? y
was the old eoﬂ.age tha
months as

ve a start. Why, that
had been shut up six

r Barnacle near the spot
where they had found the girl vin

And then Sally's thoughts brote off. She
hanrd steps in the corridor. Violet was coming

mae had just time totgush the book back on
to its shelt and get to the door, then the door
opened and Violet saw her.

“Wh-what "—Violet’s colour drained, and
she almost jumped out of her skin—*" what are
you doing here, Sally Warner?”

“T ecame to help you With t.he party,” Sally

sald brightl {l
“In the librar ? The party’s not in the
library!"” mssed Viol
“Doesn't matter where!“ And Sally smuin%y
took her arm, steering her straight out of the
libra: “You can't be very strong vet, Vi, Il
stick y and help you.”
She saw fear aa well as fury in Violet's face
as she steered her into the sitting-room next
door, where all Mr, Grittal's fine silver and
crockery were spread out in readiness for the

party.

“Tell me where you want everything, VIi.
I've got tons of time,” she mn-ed er.

Violet’s eyes blazed at her in helpless fury,
then d: to the sideboard. where a tray
stood bearing Mr. Grittal's handsome Turkish
tea-service.

‘“You can hand me that tray,” she grated.

“I'll have it over here.”

"gn the table?”

Sally lifted the tray from the sideboard,
utterly unsuspecting. Out shot Violet's hand.
giving her a vicious push.

Crash! went the tray—and the beautiful
mrﬁ{shﬂt,eapot and jug smashed in smithereens
on the

Oh' Oh, Sally Warner, how could you!l”
e a heartrendin from Violet. “ They're
Mr Grittals! He'll hold me responsible!”
Grittal came rushing in from his study,
his fnce livid as he saw his ig“r!zm:l china lying

at Sally's feet. Violet wns tears now—
tears genm.lnﬁ down her cheeks.
“Oh Grittal, I was taking such care of

your iaeaut ul tea service, and look what
8-Sally Warner s done!” she sobbed. “She onl
came here to upset me. I didn't want her.
d%‘dnt. ask her to my party. Oh, just look,

oh——
“ There, there, my dear!” Mr. Grittal caught
lt}:rfatsn tsma swayed, fearing that she was golng
aint.
He turned his stern gaze upon Sally.
“Go, you disgraceful girl!" he gasped.
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“You

owe thls poor child a xreat.er apology even than
you owe me! Go—and don't you dare show
your face at the partyl”

AT THE DESERTED COTTAGE

SALLY found herself outside the
room before she had spoken a
word in her defence. er head
was whirling. Bhe was clear
about. one mmg
iolet had had no scruples in
gem.ng rld. of her. Violet's game
was something infinitely deeper
than the learned
contained in that swou‘v%ld book.
What was sha nlter? at was to be done?
‘ Anything to , Sally?” came Johnan
voice, with a chuc ‘as she drifted out into
the open. *“You Jook "8s if_you've lost your
own_memory all of a sudden.”
Something upset the party?" asked Don.
b Somer.hmgs going t,o, ‘m thi.nklng—but |
n’'t be there to stop it,” came
She then told them what had haj
“I don’t like the sound of t.hix " muttered
Don when she had finished. “That girl wants
watcbm§ or we may find out what her little

ne."
IM!. “T've
got an idea she won't be givlns Texas.”
was un.nnns deeply. Now she looked
a sudden start
“ Listen, boys!™ she said in queer excltement.
“The place where we found our so-called Violet
was near the Grey Cot by the cove. And
the address written in the flyleaf of that old
book was the Grey Cottage. If there's any
connection at all, the secret’s connected with

that cottage.

“But there’s no one livlnz there, Sally: it's
closed up!” exclaimed Don.

“ Been closed ever since old Professor Fenway
died six months ago!” echoed J

“Th-t makes it all the atmnger S Snlly said,
her excitement warming. * Why should Violet

. 80 desperately want a book that just. happened
certain

to belong thera oucei' I'm n the secret is

in that oott boys. Will you do what I say?
Will you here now and give the place
a thoroug searc

“I'm game!” exclnlmed Johnny, who always
jum ed at an: lnvestigattnn of this kind.
don't think anyt lng'll come of it, Sally,”
doubted Don. “Bu
Sally hustled t.he.m both oﬂ on their errand
with an eagerness which Don, at any rate,
didn't share.
She was watching from her chalet window
a little lat.er when Violet left Mr. Grittal's
uarters to go to the caféteria In quest of
gh.nuts and hot waffles for her party.
agerly Sally made to the telephone. It was
Mr. Grittal she spoke to—but her voice sounded
exactly like the voice of the dean's secretary,
telll.t;:gthtm sweetly that the dean would like to
speak to hi
There was a brlgmt gleam in Sally's eyes as
she watched Mr depart on his bogus
errand. Swiftly she sped out of the chalet to
make the best of her zolden opportumty

DON'T see what we can find in here—even
if we can get In,” muttered Don, rattling

lmpatlently at the locked door of Grey Cottage.

“ Better if we'd stayed with Sally and kept an
eye on that glrl Violet.”

“Only way in is to break in,” said Johnny,
who was enjoying himself.

The cottage stood derelict on the cliff, its
garden overgrown now with weeds, its windows
as securely locked as the door. Johnny thrust
his penknife eager1¥ into the jamb of the door
to see if he could force the lock. Don moved
listlessly to the window, convinced that the‘y
were both wasting their time.
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It was Don who gave a sudden shout of ex-
citement.

“Johnny! Come and look here!”

He was pointing breathlessly to a picture,
propped up on the mantelpiece inside the
cottage. It was the Fhow of a girl, and that

rl was unmistakably the mysterious Violet

eXas.

“ Golly, Sally was right! We're on a clue
here!” Johnny cried, and dashed back to the
tlio?: “Give me a jiff, Don—I can manage this
ock.”

There was a click a.nd the lock yielded under
the pressure of f his knife. The boys burst
inside, and Don made a. rush for that photo.
The name si ned upon it was not Joyce Main-
w?;ing. as Violet had romantically called her-
s

“ Doris Higgins! Don read out. “That's her
real name, and, I say!” He gave a shout. “She
was in service here! See what she’s written
across this phow: “To my dear employer, Mrs.

Fenway (
He was pieci;.lg
ch

But Johnny wasn’t listening.
together the scraps of a torn note whi
been flung into the hearth. That note was
addressed in hurried scribble to Doris Higgins,
and its fragmentary message told volumes.

“Book gone . nght secondhand by
one of college tutors. o time to _lose . . .
get into college Get book

Take any risk .
. ..Or we lose everything—!)m

Don was reading the words electrified, as
Johnny feverishly put the scraps together.
‘This is crookery all rf &%t'" he gasped.

= t:gris and her father in conspiracy to-
gether:
" To steal something that belonged to the old
professor!” rushed on Johnny. “That book
must have been sold with the rest of his effects,

gnd it had some value that only they
new——" =
Slam! The door closed upon them with a

thud. A key rasped in the outer lock.

With a shout the boys whirled round—just
in time to see a man's shadow flit past the
‘window.

They flung themselves upon the door. Don
wrenched fiercely at the lock. Johnny plunged
his penknife again into the jamb. All was in
vain. That stout door would yield no more,
The unseen watcher had sealed them fast in
the cottage.

“ Hi| lnsl" ga.sped Don. *“Doris' precious
dad, T" e bound!”

Py ing on us all the time, you can bet on
it!” raged Johnn ¥x

For a furious half-hour they struggled with
door and windows, too. But the windows were
leaded. No power would open them, and not
even a cat could have crawled through their
narrow lead meshing. They were helpless
prisoners. It was some grim consolation to find
new bread and fresh cheese in the larder. It
refreshed them in their exhaustion, but it
brought their escape no nearer.

Disconsolate and completely fed up, It was
two hours later, just as they were wondering if
there was any escape by the chimney, that a

came racing along the path to the
cottage.

A frail old lady in widow’s mourning. look-
I.l':llg“ nervous and agitated, alighted from the

vehicle.

“Mrs. Fenway!” the boys gasped, and rushed
to the door.

They recognised Professor Fenway's widow at
once, and were ready to swing back the door
even as she turned the key in the lock. In
hurried words they told her all that had
happened.

nother minute and the taxi was whirling
them all along to Roxburgh Colleghtn Mr.
Grittal’s guarters.

“ Bless my soul!”

Mr. Grittal was alone in his sitting-reom,
putting the remains of his china away in the
cabinet, when Don and Johnny burst in.
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o It has gone!"

“Is th%e%a;ty over—has that girl gone, sir?”

the
nggs' Weston !" Mr. Grittal snapped. “1Is
that. the way to enter a master's room? And
tih%t the way to attend a young lady's
par Y i
e glared at their dishevelled appearan:
A frail little figure came hurrying in behmd
the boys at that moment.

“The girl you are speaking of is a thief—her
father is a thief!” she said tremblingly. * They
were my servants. 1 am Professor E‘enwa{1
widow, The girl came here pretending that she
had lost her memory. But her real object was
to steal the only thing of value that my dear
husband left to me. t was the fruits of his
life’s work-—a scientific formula worth much
to the world's chemists.”

M dear madam, 1 feel sure there 1s some

mis ' put in Mr. Grittal. “The yo lady
who wa.s here belongs to the wealthiest family
in Texas. She has gone now, but——"

it Gone?' panted ohnny

I did pick up such a bhook while I was
hrowsing

here the other day,” snapped Mr.
Gritial. “Why?" . e

y
“That book fell by aceident into the hands
of the dealers when my hushand’s effects were
sold,” Mrs, Fenway said tremulously. * It con-
tained the key, the clue to where he has hidden
the formula.”
Where is the book, sir?” cried Don and

ohnny

“In t.h library——" began Mr. Grittal, ‘and
then suddenly his face drained. He remembered
Sally’s accusation against that girl last night.
He turned Sh“uh and at a rush he made
for the library, Mrs, Fenway and the boys
following him.

One dash Mr. Grittal made to t.he second
shelf by the window. Then with his hand to
his head he lurched back. He was gazing
thunderstruck at an empty space between the

boo Ks.
he said through parched lips.

‘It was there,”
“Stolen,” Mrs. Fenway whlspered “ by that
irl whom you trusted. And she has gone,

Dont. worry, Mrs. Fenway,” said a bright
voice at the window, and Sally vaulted in over
the sill. * She’s gone, and a good job, but she's
taken the wrong book with her. ere’s the one
you want.”

She pressed a volume into the widow's trem-
bling hand. and she looked up with twinkling
eyes at Mr. Grittal, whose face was the colour

of paper.

“I was the one who phoned you that spoof
message to go to the dean, Mr. Grittal,” she
confided softly. * You see,” she explained, "I
wanted to get hold of that book before Violet
did. and so——"

“¥You mean to say that—that girl has not
got the hook after all?” Mr. Grittal asked
dazedly.

Sally gave a chuckle.

* Quite right, sir——"

“ But—but how——"

“I took the cover off that book and put it on
another while you were gone. So she had all
hér trouble for nothing!™

There was another tea-party next day. held
by grateful Mrs. Fenway, ectally for Sally
and her chums at Grey Cottage. Mr. Grittal
also was invited. but he asked earnestly to be
excused. As Sally sald. it was only natural that
he should want to forget all out Barnacle
Cove and the violet-eyed girl who was supposed
to have lost her memory.

(End of this week's story.)

Sally Warner and her chums will be having more
fun and adventure in next Friday’s complete story
in the QIRLS' CRYSTAL.
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Accused Of Being In League With The Green Rajah!

MR. HENLEY'S DECISION

UNE GAYNOR, niece and partner of Noel
Raymond, the famous young detective,
went te Glen Hall as the guest of Mr.

Henley, to solve the mystery of a spectral
figure known as the Green Rajah, who was out
to find the Lost Secret of the Purple Moun-
tains. The clue to this was a crystal goblet
hidden by the former owner of Glen Hall,
Colonel Raikes.

June discovered the Green Rajah to_ be
Roger Standish, one of the guests at Glen Hall,
but she was unable to prove it. Everyone else
believed the trickster was Jack Linton, a boy
who had disappeared from Glen Hall and was
hiding in a cave.

He told June that he was out to prove the
Mnnocence of his friend, Ronnie Baring, who
had once been secretary to the colonel, and
who was now a fugitive from the police.

June decided to visit Jack and tell him of
her exciting discovery of the identity of the
Green Rajah, but when she reached the cave
it was empty. Lying on a rock was a piece of

aAper, a messani:e from Jack. She bent to pick
t up, then whirled, finding herself confronted
Eotlonlly by Roger Standish, but by Mr.

enley !

IN startled surprise June stared at the two
men who stood in the entrance of the cave.
“What—what brought you here?” she gasped.
Roger Standish grinned sardonically.

“T persuaded my friend to help me search
for Jack Linten,” he sald. “While we were
looking around, we saw you approaching the
cave, s0 at my suggestion we followed you—
with the result I expected.” He turned to the
elderly solicitor. *“You can't have any doubt
about the truth now,” he declared.

Mr. Henley made a distressed gesture. He
was looking at June in horrified amazement.

“Did you ceme here in order to meet that
yvoung scoundrel, Linton?” he asked gravely.

Before Jume could even attempt to reply,
Standish peinted to the package of groceries
which the girl detective had put down on the

floor.

“Surely ‘s the answer to your question,”
he saild. “ if you read that note she’s
clutching., I think you'll find it’s from. Jack
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Linton, She's been conspiring with him ever
since she first came to Glen Hall, A fine detec-
tive she is—to ally herself with a crook!”

June flushed indignantly.

“That’s not truel!” she exclaimed. *“Jack
isn't a crook! As for——"

But Mr. Henley was not listening. His kindly
face unusually grim, he advanced into the cave
and held out his hand. %

“Let me have that, please,” he said, pointing
to the sheet of paper.

Reluctantly June handed it over, and the
elderly sollcitor gave a startled gasp as he read
what was written on it:

“Dear June.—Have gone to get the clue,
but will be back by midday. Can you meet
me here then? Important that we have a
long talk about uL:t"next plan of action.

‘Yours,
“JACK.”

As Mr. Henley read the Brief message aloud,
Roger Standish gave another sardonic laugh.

“There, that settles it!” he declared, "I
knew all alongythe pair of them were nothing
but plotters. You see what a traitor you have
been harbouring, Henley. . This wretched girl
has been betraying you all along. While pre-
tending to hunt down the Green Rajah, she's
acttially been helping him in his nefarious
work.”

This astounding assertion for a moment left
June speechless. And that it should be made
by the man she knew was himself the Green
Rajah made her blood boll. As she stood
there gasping with anger and surprise, she saw
Mr. Henley slowly nod.

“It looks as If you're right, Standish,” he
said. & note of bitterness in his voice. “I can
see now how foolish I was ever to trust this

girl. It is clear that she came here with the
geljibielrate intention of meeting the Green
ajah.” )

“But Jack isn't the Green Rajah!™ burst
out June desperately. “It's true you've been
deceived, but not by -him. He's the person you
ought to be angry with!” Accusingly she
pointed to Roger Standish. “He's the cause of
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all the trouble, He‘s the Green Rajah, Mr,
Henley, not Jack!’ .
“Girl, how dare you suggest such a thin ﬁ’
gasped Mr. Henley. “After the evidence or t
note "—angrily the solicitor brandish
sheet of paper—"1 wonder you have t.he tm-
pudence to persist in this ou
tion of my old friend. But I
not get another chance to do so!”
Realising that her outburst had done more
bharm than good, the girl detective surveyed
the flusned, irate snucltor in dismay.

“You mean

“I mean that u mve outstayed your
welcome. Indeed, 1 bitteriy regret that I ever
invited you to my home. You return and
gl&ck your bags at oace. There is a train back

London at ten-thirty."

Mr, Standish, a glint of malevolent satis-
faction in his dark eyes, nodded approvingiy.

“Yes, it would be wise to see that she leaves
the district at once,” h commented. “Then
there will be no risk of her interfering with
our plans to capture Jack Linton when
returns here. I'll make that my very first job.”

Mr, Henleg nodded approvingly, and took
June’s arm

There being nothmg else to ao, June allowed
herself to be escorted out of the cave and down
the steep, winding path to the road. There
was both anger and despair in bher heart as,
with one of the men on either side of her, she
walked back to Glen Hall.

Anger because of Roger Standish's bare-
faced treachery. Despair because it seemed
that all hope of her outwlt.ung him had now

Wil’.h her out of the way, Standish would be
able to lay a trap for the unsuspecting Jack
when he returned to the cave, and once Jack
had been captured it would not be difficuit to
find Ronald and Eva Baring and secure their
arrest. Then, at his leisure, Standish could
search for the hidden cryal..u gob.et and, un-
suspected, could steal the Lost Secret of the
Purple Mountains.

Engulfed in her thoughts, June hardly
realised that they had regained the house until
suddenly she heard herself hailed.

“June! Just the girl we were looking for!
I say, we want you to join us on our jaunt
this afternoon.”

And there, In the porch of Glen Hall, were
MUdzed Ted, Billie, and. all the other youthfu]
guests.

Roger Standish gave a sardonie laugh,

‘I'm raild June Gaynor will have to
deprive herself of the pleasure of accompany-
you,” he said.
boys and girls stared at him blankly,
puzzled by the grim, emphatic way he had

bDOkEIl
asked Mildred.
he said.

do you mean?"

“What

St.andlsh laughed again.
_NThlat Miss Gaynor s

ow

leaving,”

JUNE MUST GO!

WHEN June, a suitcase in either
hand, returned to the porch,
she found a four-seater car
drawn up in the drive, with Mr
Henls behind r.he wheel

were

d
Mildred Ted, Billie and all the
others, and a.s irl detec-
tive came down e steps,
Mildred impulsively darted forward and put
her arm around her.

“1 want you to know that I don't believe all
the horrid things Mr. Standish has been say-
ing about you,” she whispered.

“ Same here,” muttered the boys.

June's eyes glowed. It was grand to know
]that the young guests still retained their rait,h

her
“That's awfully sweet of you——" she
began, then broke off as Mr. Benley. looking
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more uncomfortable than grim, waved an im-
patient hand.
“Hurry, or we shall miss the train,” he
ordered gruffly.
June placed her luggage in the back of the
ited herself beside her erstwhile host.
and, to the accompaniment of a chorus of
wishes from the onlockers, the car went w !
down the drive.
e journey to the station was made m
silence. Mr. Henley seemed too embarrassed to
k., while June was wrapped up in her

oughts.

What a humiliating tion was—to
be packed off home in disgrace! Bm‘. though
she feit her own indignity keenly, it was of
Jmk Linton she thought chiefly.

Wasn't there even at this late hour some way
of warning the fugitive boy of his danger?

As the car swept lm.st the lakeuide. June
turned and looked the steep
mountain on the other Roger
Standish and his men would be gathering—

socn now—preparing th ambush for

Jac

Oh, but she couldn't let him be captured!
With her dismissed from the case there was
only;h'.lmk now left to tackle the crafty Green

desperately June racked her brains, the
car reached the tiny town and sped on to the
station. As it rolled to a stop in the yard
there came the whistle of an approaching train.
“That’ll be the London express!" exclaimed
Mr. Henley. “ Hurry and get your ticket. I'll
see to your luggage.
For a moment rebellion flashed in June's
then silently she got out of the car and
through the barrier

door of the n com; nt, f n
hex; two suitcases, then or her to
enter.

The compartment was empty, and hardly had
she climbed up into it than the door slammed
and the guard's whistle shrilled out. Mr.
Henley stood back, and June gave a stifled sob
as the train began to move.

This was the ‘end! There was nothing she
could do about Jack now!

But wasn't there?

Suddenly there came a jolt which nearly
threw her off her feet. The long train, after
proceeding a few yards, had stopped again to
allow the end coaches to pull up on to the
short platform.

As shé realised that she was out of observa-
tion, June drew in an excited breath.

* Here goes!” she “The Green Rajah
doesn’'t get rid of me so easily as this!™

And, regardless of her two suiltcases, she
swung open the further door and leapt down
on to the line.

Whether anyone saw her or not, June didn't
know, and didn't much care. She cast one
qhkck look around her, then darted across to

e deserted platform on the other side.

There was not even a porter on duty. Every-
one's attention was concentrated on the
express. In a flash June had raced through
the barrier and out into the street beyond.

She laughed shakily.

“Done it!" she ganted. and. trying hard to
look cool and nonchalant, she calmly walked on
down the road into the village.

At the first teashop she halted, and going in,
ordered a cup of coTee. It would mot do to
risk encountering Mr. Henley. Until she was
sure he had driven away she would be wise to
linger. Ten minutes she waited, then, leaving
the café, she set off on foot in the direction of
Glen Hall.

It was a long walk back, and it was nearly
half-past eleven before she reached the B?
where the road split, one fork going on to
hall, the other curving round between the
and the foot of the mountain

Anxiously she glanced up ‘the rocky slope.
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Woutd she be in time to stop Jack Irom return-
Ee o0 his cavern refuge?
aving the road, she clambered up the
mountainside, keeping clear of ‘all paths, and
taking advantage of every scrap of cover, "Up—
up she battled her way, then abruptly halted,
dr?pms behind a fallen boulder.
ears had caught the murmur of
voices, and on peering ac¢ross to the right she
saw the cavern; saw something else, too,
Masculine figures crouching behind rocks

and bushes, Roger Standish and his men!
%5 was too late! The trap had already been

For a moment June was in despair, then, as
she remembered Jack had told her he had
hidden the y of the vital clue to the crystal
blet near tof: of the mountainside, she
k new hea.rt f only she could elude the
ambushers, she might still be able to warn him

in_time.

Hardly daring to breathe, she stole from
boulder to boulder, working her way up the
de detour so as to

steep slo and making a
The

escape discovery.

Presently she heaved a sigh of relief.
cavern was now below her, and there, not fifty
yards away, she saw a narrow path leading
up to the summit.

Slipping and stumbling, she clambered
towards it, loose earth and stones sliding from
under her feet. Suddenly she gave a gasp, for
there, striding down the path, apparently feel-
ﬁgtno pain from his injured ankle, was Jack

nton

Wildly she wavcd wildly she shouted:

“Jack! Jack!”

Her volce awoke the echoes. The boy on the
path pulled up. stared, and then gave a gasp,
as from the cavern below came furious shouts
and angrily gesticulating figures leapt up from
behind the scattered rocks.

“Quick—this way—it’s an ambush!” panted
June, her heart thudding with anxiety.

Instantly the boy sized up the position, and
came scrambling across to where she stood.

June!” he exclaimed. *“ Gosh, that was
splendid 01’ oul I'd have blundered right into
nt tra ut what——"

A reverbera.t.lng explosion cut 1nto his words.
Roger Standish had armed himself with a shot-
gun, and as he saw the boy and girl standing
there hlgh above him he had loosed off a shot-

Jack glared as leaden pellets thudded and
ricochetted off the rocks, and instantly his
arm went around the girl detective.

“The villain! Shoofing when there's a_girl
about!” he gasped. *“ Get In front of me, June
—and let’s get out of here.”

With his tall figure partially shielding her,
he led the way back up the mountainside, but
from below came more shots and more furious
yells as the pursuit was taken up.

THE TRAP CLOSES

JUNE had completely burnt her
boats behind her now.

Grimly she realised that as
she battled her way UP the steep
slope which led to the moun-
tain’'s peak.

For a few moments they toiled
upwards in silence, then, as they
paused for a breather, June gave

a dismayed gasp.
*“ Golly, look-—-—t.here are a score or more of

them! Btandish must have enlisted every
gamekeeper for miles around. I'm afraid it’s
no use, Jack, We'll never get away.”

Their plight certainly seemed to be hope-

less.

Their pursuers were strung right across the
mountalnside, an slowly but surely the
distance between them and their quarry was

lessening.
owaver %?ve a lnugh

Jack,
“Don't worry, they aren’t going to get us—
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not until we've finished our case,” he declared.
“Don't forget, June—we're partrners now—and
between us we're golng to get the better of that
slippery Green Rajah
spit.e herself, June felt her fears allp&ing
There was something very
about. the calm, confident boy at her slde
“But what can we do?” she asked.

e grinned.

5 We 11 go and see Ronnie and Eva Baring.
There's only one pla,ce where they could have
found refuge—at Waterfall Cottage over at
High Tor. My old nurse lives there. She'll
look after them—and after us, too. At Granny
Benton's place we'll be safe—safe to plan and
scheme. Come on, let's get a move on. If onl
we can reach the peak before the others,
know how to get away.”

Again his strong, confident arm went a.round
her waist, and on they clambered.
tore at their clothes; the loose shale e
them slip and slide. But on they scralggrled

%ggmsoon the flat, bare peak loomed
There, built in the lea of a huge cairn of
rocks, was an old shepherd’'s hut, there also'

was something which made June gasp with
surprise. It was an iron tower, and from the
top of it two wire cables ran across the peak,
disappearing across the valley on the opposite
slde of the mountain.

“ What’s that?” she gasped.

Jack chuckled.

“An aerial railway—used for transporting
rock down to the road,” he answered. *See
that little bucket affair?” He pointed.
that's going to ?mvlde our getaway.”

June's heart

"You mean were going to travel in it?” she

gulped. “ Go whizzing along those wires?”

Calmly he nodded.

“ Not scared, are you?” he ask

She was, buf she wasn't golng r.o admit it.

“Of course not,” she sald stoutly.

They were on the level now, and as they went
runn across to the tower their figures were
silhouetted against the cold blue sky.

From the slope came another furious yell:

“There they are! We've got 'em now! It's
too xlateep for them to scramble down the other

It as Roger Standish shouting, and, ting
but exultant he and his men went g:almg
upward more energetically than ever.

Jack waved a derisive han
" t“ That’s all you know!” he called back. “Just
et us——"

And then, as Jack reached the foot of the

ifron tower, his volce trailed away, and In
t,art.led dismay he stared.

“What's the matter?” June as she
saw the white, horriﬁed look whlch had sud-
denl_[y come to his

“The ladder!” he cried

Eolntmg with an
agitated hand. “It's padlocked up!”

It was true enough.

‘The long ladder which gave access to the top
of the iron tower had been removed from its
position, and now lay along the ground,
secured by a rusty chain to the foot of one of
the girders. Possibly the owners of the aerial
rallway had done it In order to prevent un-
authorised persons riding on the tubs.

“There's only one thing for it—we've got to
bust it free—and the quicker the befter!”
gas ed the boy.

Picking up a heavy stone, he bent over the
ladder, hammering franticglly at the padlock,
striving to smash it open.

Helplessly June watched him, then as she
heard more shouts, she turned to stare in
blank dismay.

Roger Standish was less than fifty {1
from the summit of the peak. Hand over nnd
he was climbing the SOP and behind him
came half a dozen of his followers.

Can June and Jack possibly elude Mr. Standish
and the others ? Be certain not to miss a word of
next Friday’s exciting chapters of this serial in the
QIRLS' CRYSTAL.
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“Your other friends do not think so They
believe that I—tbhat I played that hateful trick
at the bnd;ie." She shuddered, her slender
hands clenching. “Why—why do you trust
me?"” she demanded almost fiercely.

* Because "—Beryl hesitated, half-smiling—
“pecause I can read the truth in your eyes.
You're unhappy, and perhaps there's someone
{pu hate; but you'd never betray a friend.

ell me what's troubling you, Fenella. Let me
help you—please}”

The girl drew back and for a momens$ it

that tears glistened in the dark, wild
eyes. Then, quickly, she brushed a hand
across her face.

“No!" she whispered. “You wouldn't under-
stand—no one can understand.”

“Try me,” urged Beryl, taking her hand.
“Who is your enemy, Fenella?" -

The girl started, catching Iin her breath.
The footsteps of the pursuers were returning.

“Meet me in the summer-house in half an
hour!” she breathed. *“There is something I
must tell you. There is danger for you and
your friends. Now—let me go.”

She twisted from Beryl’s grasp and darted
into th2 shrubbery as the breathless party
burst into view.

Ralph, dishevelled and angry, called a halt,

“She’s given us the slip this time,” he
panted, “but she won’t get away with it! I'll
put the police wise to her little game ul
He broke off with a short laugh, as though
recollecting himself. “No use crying over
spilt milk,” he added wryly. "Sorry the
party’s been spoilt, girls!”

“Never mind,” put in Shirley, with a quick
smile. Flushed and breathless, there was a
fsy sparkle in her eyes. “We'll have our fun,
n spite of her. Beryl "—she turned impul-
sively to her chum—" you'll never guess what
Pat and I have planned with the others, and
Ralph thinks it's a good idea.”

“Topping!” agreed Ralph, with his old,
careless smile.

Beryl caught in her breath, grlgped by an
uneasy premonition. She knew that reckless
gleam in Shirley’s eyes.

“Sh.irlef. what have you planned?” she
asked quickly.

Shirley lau?hcd breathlessly.

“An excursion through the ravine to the
Witeh's Grotto— by moonlight!” she ex-
claimed.

A cold hand seemed to clutch at Beryl's
heart as her fears were confirmed.

“The Witch’s Grotto—by moonlight!™” she

gasped. “But, Shirley—after what ppened
this afternoon——"

Shirley smiled impatiently.

“Goodness. we're not scared by that!™ she

rejoined. “There aren’t any bridges this way:
and. besides. there’ll be a whole crowd of us.
Ralph's promised to act as guide—— Oh, I'd
forgotten !” She looked at her chum in quick
remorse. “Your ankle—will you be able to
come with us?”

Beryl hesitated, wondering desperately how
best to play for time. She must find out from
Fenella what lay behind the mystery—what
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exactly was the peril at which the young
Romany had hinted.

“I—I'm not certain yet,” she replied
“I'll be able to tell you In about
half an hour, Shirley, when I've rested. But
promise me you won't go till I've decided.”

“Goodness,” laughed Shirley, "aren't we
mysterous! Ralph thinks we should start off
about eight—to see the ravine at its best—so
do make up your mind by then!"

If Shirley was perplexed by Beryl's manner,
the impression was quickly banished by her
natural gay spirits. The party of youthful
sightseers adjourned to the lounge, to pass
the time pleasantly till 1t was time for their
novel excursion.

Beryl was drawn into the galety. but she
seized the first chanece to slip away unnoticed
during a lively, nolsy game, and made her
way across the grounds to the summer-house—
a stoutly built, wooden structure, with rustic
work on the outside and small lattice windows.

The door stood ajar, but there was no sign
of the gipsy girl. Beryl glanced at her watch.
Perhaps the young Romany had been delayed
for some reason. She pushed open the door,
deciding to await Fenella's arrival

But her heart missed a beat as she stared
round her in the pale moonlight that filtered
through the windows. There was something

evasively.

The summer-house showed signs of a
struggle. A garden table had been over-
turned, and a broken fern-pot lay on the floor,
the mould it had contained scattered and
trampled underfoot

Then Beryl saw somethingz gleaming faintly
in the moonlight, and she snatched it up, with
a sharp Intake of breath It was a gipsy
bangle she had last seen on the young
Romany's slender wrist, and the discovery
confirmed her worst fears.

Something had happened to Fenella!

The gipsy girl must have been waiting here
for her when someone had crept on her un-
awares—an enemy who had discovered their
secret tryst.

Beryl's heart was pounding as she knelt
there in the moonlight, clutching the broken
bangle. She remembered Fenella's tation,
her insistence on danger, the fear t had
lurked in her dark eyes.

She had spoken of peril to the chums—and
Shirley and the others had planned to visit
the grotto by moonlight!

Beryl's hands clenched as she heard a
distant ciock chiming the hour. Shirley would
be waiting for her. At all costs she must dis-
sun;-le }?er chum from starting on that reckless
outing !

She started to her feet and turned to make
for the door: then chill fingers sremed to grip
her heart. For the door was shut, though she
felt convinced she had left it open. And there
w:?s'l no breeze that could have closed it so
softly.

Imsm:mtient.ly shaking off her uneasiness, she
twisted the handle, but the door refused to
open. Again she tried, and pulled at the door
with all her might, but to no avail,

A wave of panic swept over her: she thought
of Fenella—what had happened to her? She
thought of her chums—of the danger that even
now might be threatening them!

She threw her whole weight against the door,
but the massive bolt on the outside resisted
her eflorts.

She had been trapped !
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PERIL BY MOONLIGHT

FRANTICALLY . Beryl hammered
on_the door, calling for help.
She was nnt afraid for herself.

She was ing of Shirley
and young Pat—and the excur-
sion they had planned.

Beryl’s shouts brought. no
response, and the door defied
all her efforts to burst it open.
Her hands bruised and scratched, she desisted
at length and turned to one of the narrow
lattice windows.

She was desperate by now. Her one thought
was to escape—to warn her chums.

Snatching up the broken fern-pot, she flung
it at the window, shattering the giass. The
lead su %Drts still held, and Beryl hacked at
them with a spade she found In a corner.

But ten minutes or more elapsed before she
was able to squeeze through the narrow case-
{%%ntaand scramble down a mossy bank on to

VIL.

Breathless and dishevelled, her frock torn
by splinters of glass. Beryl ‘raced across the
grounds to the hostel.

A startled waiter almost dropped the tray
gguwas carrying as she burst into the dining-

“Your party, miss?” he echoed, eyeing her
askance, “They've gone out—about ten
minutes ago. I heard one of the young ladies
say they couldn't wait any longer.”

Beryl clenched her hands, her face paling.
A half-formed, almost incredible suspicion had
taken shape in her mind.

She took out her little pocket diary and
scribbled something on one of the pages, fold-
lnsz it and handing it to the waiter.

“Please—will yvou give that to the leader of
the gtpsy orchestra when he comes in?" she

“It’s very important.”

‘I'll see to that, miss,” promised the man,
obvlously lmlilessed by her itation. “Per-
haps, if you hwry, you'll catch up with your
friends. There’s a short cut to the grotto,
but it's a bit hard-going——"

e exclaimed Beryl
eagerly.

don't mind that,”
“Please tell me!”

The man described the path as best he
could and made a rough sketch in her diary.
Beryl thanked him breathlessly and ran from
the hostel, trying to ignore the dull throbbing
of her ankle.

But soon she found herself limping, and the
steep, treacherous path she was following did
not make matters any easier.

Only her bumning anxiety prevented her
from turning back or collapsing on to the
nearest bank.

Feverish determination urged her on, care-
less of the pain_ in her ankle or of lurking
danger—a peril that she knew was very real.

She paused to study the little sketch-map

. by the pale light that filtered through the
branches. She could not be far from the
ravine now. The path she was following
emerged mnear the mouth of the grotto.
Str alninﬁ her ears, she imagined she heard
distant, laughin volces.

Bcryl broke into an unstead{nrun stumbling
up a sharp incline, and sprawling to her hands
and knees as her foot became entangled in a
tralling root.

As she knelt there dazedly, trying to re-
cover her breath, her groping fingers came in
contact with something lying among the
trampled undergrowth — something with a
smooth, polished surface that sent a curious
chgl through her veins as she brought it to

A broken violin! Its glossy woodwork w
spilntered but its strings were still mtact and
lylng near to it was the unbroken bow

ipsy girl's viol
Her d trembl Beryl ran her fingers
over her strange fing —strange and sinister.
How came be here, tossed aside like

i
worthless rubbish on the mountain path.
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Where was Fenella?

Beryl stumbled to her feet, round
her in the moonlight. She cou.ld see m
ahead of her at the foot of a steep
the dark, forbidding entrance of a cave t.he

mountainside.
'II;he w11tcg‘s Grotboc!l m ho—
er mind was en ea.vourll‘l’,

%ether the tangled threads the

nella must have escaped from
house from whoever attacked he.r and h!ﬂ!lm
here on the mountainside with her precious
violin, watching and waiting.

She had come here In a last desperate
a.tt,em?t to warn the chums; but someone had
been lying én walt among the t.ra.mpled under-
growth, an

Beryl smvered. She could not, dared not,
;i"hsue imaginary scene any further.

ere waa still that steep slope to tackle
before she could reach the ravine, and the
distant, lively volces were growing nearer.

Even as she started on the dangerous
descent a gay laugh announced the arrival of
the pan of sightseers

Shirley was leadlng them. Beryl could m
her chum’s figure, her auburn hair P
ing in the moonlight, and Pat following
closely. Shirley was beckoning and pointing
excitedly to the mouth of the cavern. Among
the livi &sechees of a score of voices her wurda
tinguish

Beryl's heart tu.rned cold. She could not

hope to get down in time to stop her reck-
less chum. She shouted fra.nt.ica. but her
volce was lost in the echoes. irley was

mhea;:lillllg for the dark grotto, wavlng the others
ollow.

Beryl's fingers clutched convulsively on the

psy violin, and a sudden, desperate gleam

hed into her eyes.

Ralsing the bow, she dzew it swiftly across
the strings—again, and n.i The wal

discordant note shattered the echoes, sounding
high above the clamour of voices.

She saw Shirley halt and stare up, her face
white in the moonlight. A dozen other faces
looked up, and the clamour of voices was
suddenly hushed.

Shirley was pointing at Beryl's figure,
silhouetted darkly against the skyline, and the
others clustered in a small, rather scared
group some distance from the cave.

With a sob of relief, Beryl lowered the
violin and commenced to scramble down the
steep path., An excited iﬁoup awaited her at
the foot of the slope, Shirley to the fore.

yet they had not recognised the lgst.ery
vlclimst and it was only as she stumbled into
the road that Shirley gave a cry of amaze-
merﬁt:

“Be "

Beryl halted in front of them, pale and
breathless.

“Thank goodness I was in time !” she panted.
“Keep away from the grotio, Shirley—every-
one! There’s danger!’

A murmur of bewilderment went up, and
there were some angry faces

“I say, what's the idea of this tr!ck?" de-
manded Ralph, frowning.

Shirley’s attractive face was ﬂushed as she
confronted her chum, and her blue eyes were
reproachful.

“If this is supposed to be a joke, Beryl,” she
sald hotly, “I don’'t think much of it! You
deliberately kept out of our way—pretended
your ankle was too bad to come with us—then
you play a trick on us like this!”

“Shirley !” Beryl's face was very pale; she
felt almost as though her chum had struck
her. “Shirley, you don’t understand. This
isn't a joke. There's d,anger in the grotto, and
I came to warn gou—-—

Ralph laughe

“Someone’s been lls-tc:mng to glpsy tales!™
he remarked lightly.

“Let's go on to the grotto! Never mind
her!” exclaimed a boy.
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Shirle{ tossed her head.
“Yes, let’'s! Come onl” 5

_*“You shan't go, Shirley!” gasped Beryl, bar-
ring her chum’s way.

But Shirley impetuously brushed aside her
hand and started for the cave. Beryl raced
after her, catching her by the arm.

“Shirley, wait!”

“Let me go!" panted Shirley, struggling to
free hetrself. “Don't be a spoil-sport!”

A sudden, terrified shriek rose from the
onlookers, and Beryl caught her chum round

e waist as she heard an ominous rumbling
overhead.

With a strength born of desperation, she
dragged her chum behind 4 rock, flinging her-
self on top of her as, with a roar like thunder,
a huge boulder toppled from the cliff and
crashed into the road where they had been
standing.

THE SECRET OF THE GROTTO

& |SHIRLEY clung to Beryl, white-
faced and trembling, as the
thunderous echoes crashed and
rumbled among the clifis. The
stunned silence that had fallen
on. the huddled group of young
sightseers was broken as they
recovered from the shock.

“Phew! Talk about 4 narrow
shave !” said one of the boys.

“Is anyone hurt?”

“Shirley—Beryl—are you all right?"

“O.K.!" called l.’uazgj3 breathlessly, as she
assisted her chum to her feet. Shﬁas badly
shaken, but managed to retain her tomposure.

For once Shirley, the vivacious, had nothing
to say for herself. Her natural buoyancz had
received a stunn blow. She held tightly to
her chum’s arm, a dazed look in her eyes.

“Beryl, what does it mean?” she whispered.
;;i;ogtw:ﬁe right! If you hadn’'t warned us we

’ %

She shuddered, staring towards the fallen
boulder.

“It's all right,” said Beryl, smiling un-
steadily. “No harm’s done. But it's not me
you have to thank, Shirley—it's Fenella !”

Shirley stared af her quickly, giestioningly,
as the others gathered round. he dust was
clearing, and in, the moonlight the group of
youthful faces looked pale and excited.

“The gipsy girl tried to warn us,” went on
Beryl breathlessly, “but someone prevented
her. Thank goodness I was able to get here
in time. Is everyone all right?”

lanced round at the huddled group as
Ralph Masters strolled from the shadows.

“Just been looking round,” he explained.
;llni's"my opinion that the gipsies are behind

s

Beryl clenched her hands, biting back a
swift, Emgrs’ retort; but she kept her thoughts
to herself. And just then there came a cry
from Shirley :

“Pat! Where—where's Pat?”

Beryl's heart missed a beat as she looked
round with the others. Young Pat was
nowhere in sight.

“She was here a minute ago,” said one of
the boys. “She was standing close to me,
taking a snap of the cave in the moonlight,
when that rock fell.. I grabbed her arm and
pulled her back——"

“Pat !” called Shirley, her voice sharp with
anxiety. “Pat!”

“Pat ! shouted Beryl; and the others joined
in the chorus,

Their voices echoed through the ravine, but
there was no reply.

Beryl's mind was working swiftly as she
gripped her chum's arm.

“Don’t worry, Shirley,” she urged. “Pat
wasn't anywhere near the cave. She must have
wandered off somewhere. We'll organise a
search-party.’

“Good idea!” said Ralph briskly. “She can't
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have gone far, I suggest we spread out. The
first to find her will give a yell.”

The party broke up into little,
groups, following the boy's suggestion. ' Beryl
alone was conscious of a premonition that she
congcealed from her chum, j

“Wait_here, Shirley!" she breathéd. “Leave
t to me—and don’t worry!”

he hurried after Ralbh as he made for a
dark opening in the cliff. She was determined
not to let the boy out of her sight.

Once or twice he glanced over his shoulder,
as though susoecting that he was being
followed; but Beryl kept close in the shadow
of the cliff, her heart ting quickly.

It was a wild suspicion she was following—
with nothing to back it except intuition.

From th he had vaguely distrusted
Ralph, in spite of his apparent friendliness
and easy mu er. Her mistrust had increased
owing to his attitude to the gipsy girl—and for
another, more curious reason that had dawned
on _her while watching him at the table,

Ra.l%h, she was convinced, was a plausible
trickster. Buf what lay behind his freachery
she had no inkling—as yet.

With a sudden start, she realised that she
had lost sight of the boy, though she could
still hear his rootstegs;. Breaking into a noise-
less run, she found rself at the entrance of
& narrow cave—little more than a fissure in

the cliff. )

And her pulses quickened as she heard
voices—Ralph's guarded tones and a man's
deeper voice:

“Did you find it, dad?”

“Not yet. 'The gipsy girl’s stubborn—refuses
to speak. But I‘él get the truth out of her
before I've finished !’

Beryl’s hands clenched, and an angry gleam

flashed into her eyes, But with an efiort she
retained er silence, crouching .in the
shadows.

“I'm certain she’s hiding it,” went on the
man, “and those prying yo sightseers don't
make things easier for us. id you get hold
of their camera?”

Beryl caught in her breath sharply as she
heard Ralph chuckle.

“Trust me, dad! I've got it here now. 1
enticed the kid away in the general confusion
and shut her in the store-cave to prevent her
giving the alarm. Bhe didn’t see me clearly,
and I'll say it was one of the gipsies.”

Beryl felt her blood boiling ag she crouched
farther back against the cliff. A heavily bulilt
man emerged from the cave and disappeared
among the scattered rocks.

A moment later Beryl ventured into the
dark opening in time to see the boy, torch in
hand, unlocking a massive wooden door
painted to resemble the sandstone rock.

As he entered she sprang after him, taking
%nmhcompletely by surprise as she shatched his
orch.

With a startled ejaculation, Ralph turned,
blinking in the torchlight.

“Beryl!"” he gasped.

“Where's Pat?” demanded Beryl, her  voice
shaking as she stood with her back to the
door, barring his way.

The boy’s eyes narrowed, but he forced a
careless laugh.

“How should I know?” he countered. “I
came to look for her—and found this door in
the cliff. If you ask me, it’s a gipsy hideout.”

Just then Beryl heard her name called
brokenly, and young Pat, tearful and
dishevelled, threw herself into her arms.

“Someone stole my camera—and locked me
in here!” she sob )

‘““That was Ralph!” accused Beryl hotiy.

k here,” stuttered theé boy, changing
.?"what should I want with the kid's
A 2"

cam

“Probably you were afrald of the snaps she
might have taken,” said Beryl, watching him.
“There was something gqueer about that
broken bridge and the sign-board—and about
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the boulder that fell just now. Someoneé's
aeen trying to keep us away from the Witch's

“That was Fenella!"” sns.pped ‘Ralph. “I
found her scarf by the sign-board——'

“Fenella was there,” put in Beryl -quickly,

*“and it was she wha saved my life—not you.
You fibbed when you told me that to gain
our confidence. It only struck me afterwards
when I was watching you at the table. You're
left-handed. The persoh who saved me caught
at my left arm, so they must have been right-
handed. And you told a fib when you accused
Fenella of: stealin your wallet—because it was
in your pocket all the time. You re scared of
‘her and want her arrested——"

“You're crazy!™ exclaimed Ralph, scowung
“Who'’s going to believe that ridiculous story?”

Bery;s hands clenched, her thoughts work-
ing swiftly.

“Are you willing to help me search this
cave?” she challenged

Tne boy's cyes narrowed.

I'm dasheéd if I am!” he rejoined, rattlin
the bunch of keys. “We've wasted enoug
time hcre as it is. Give me back my torch, and
let’s get out of here.”

Beryl hesitated, and with surprising ‘meek-
ness neld out the torch. But. as thre boy
reached out for it, she hit him sharply across
the knuckles, causing him to drop the keys
with a yell of pain.

In a flash Beryl had snatched them up

“Come on, Pat!" sne gasped, grabbmg the
younger girl's hand. "This wayl

Tiaey sped across the cave, and Ralph,
recovering himself, pelted in pursun.

u_)ugm¥ mysterious baies and packing-cases,
the girls found themselves in a8 narrow passage
cut in the thickness of the rock. There was a
door at the far end, and Beryl heard the sound
of a stified sob.

“Fenella|” she called.

“Come back!” shouted Ralph furiously
“You'll be sorry for this!”

But Beryl and Pat, not heeding, tore on
down that dim passage, making for the door
dat the far end.

The boy's footsteps echoed not far behind,
gﬂd Beryl realised that he was fast gaining on

“Come on, Pat]” she panted.

She made a desperate spurt, reached the
door, and, pulling a Key from the bunch,
Ra ushed it into the lgck at random. Before she

d a chance to turn it, however, a hand

1 ecl her shoulder vlciously. and she was
wis d round to confront the blazing-eyed

“gar.-—-the key!” she cried, as Pat raced up.

“Oh, no, you don't!” And Ralph, in a swift
movement, had withdrawn the key from the
lock. " Now: " And iiving Beryl a pl_sh which
sent her staggering back against the locked
door, he made to tear back down the passage.
But he had reckoned without Pat.

Pat, halting dead in her tracks, thrust out
a foot as the boy would have flashed past her.

With a yell, Ralph Masters went crashing
to the ground. A second later the Keys w=re in
Pat's grasp.
Now, from inside the room, both girls could
l:}xnlsr hear Fenella’s voice, calling wildly for

Beryl, taking the key. from Pat, gave a re-
assuring cry

“Don’t worry, Fenella—we’ll soon have you
out! Hold him, Pat!” she broke off to shout
next moment, as Ralph, recovering his wits,
scrambled to his feet. .

a moment Pat had leapt upon  him,
dragging him aside. A second -later Beryl
thrust & key into the lock, turned it, and then,
as the door burst open, jumped back hastily,
as the gipsy girl, her eyes blazing, launched
herself on Ralph Masters like a wildeat!

“his torch round the cave.
out, eh? We've suspected something like

.examined the paper,

She and Pat cl to him, in spite of his
and shouts, and Pat's camera fell
pocket.

S
with aeqlatter from his

Just then there came the sound of heavy
footsteps. and & cunning gleam flashed into
the boy's eyes.

“ Dau —-»qulckly! i he shouted.

But Beryl gave a cry of relief as the new-
comers ap eared—smrley with the leader of
the gocaf and, and accompanying them was

police inspector.

Beryls little note, written in desperation,
had succeeded in its purpose.

“Hallo " exclaimed  the ingpector, flashing
“A smuggler’'s t.‘l:i‘.li

What do you know about 1t young man?"

“Better ask herl snm{_1 Ralph, pointing
to the e's Fenella Guroy
daughcor or Seth Gilmy. who was arrested for
smuggling.”

Fuu_i.m clenched her hands, her dark eyes
flashing,

“And I came back to prove my father's
innocence!” she exclaimed brokenly. - “He's ill
in hospital, unable to clear himself.”

“Where's your proof?” sneered Ralph

For reply Fenclla snatched off her crimson
scarf and ripped the hemstitched border, pro-
ducing a narrow, tightly folded slip of paper

The boy's face turned white as he saw it,
and he struggled in the grip of the Romamr
leader.

“My father told me to keep this I.lll L was
able to find more proof,” she hreathed,- "I was
looking fgr the concealed passage that led from
the ‘Witch’s Grotto to the beac a.nd to—nlght
I found it before they trapped me."

“Phew!” The inspector whistled -as e
“A recelpt for sllks and
tobacco, made out to James Masters. ~That's
clear enough. Your father will pay for this
my lad, and so will you. I.always had -my
doubts about Seth Gilroy’s guliit. ® I congratu-
late you, young lady—and your trlends here—

“for your pluck and enterprise!”

Shirley started forward, grasping Fenellas

d.

“I'm sorry,” she sald simply. ‘Beryl was
right and I was wrong. Is it too late to say

* thank you *?"

F‘enella smiled, and her dark eyes were
shining as she looked at Beryl.

“I, too, wish to say thank you she
breathed, “to my new friends!

THE END.

THE INVISIBLE JAPER OF
ABBEY SCHOOL

By JENNIFER DAY

Who was the mystery practical joker

and what was the reason for his sen-

sational exploits 2 “That is what the

heroine of next Friday’s grand long

complete story sets out to discover.

It is a story which will both thrill and
intrigue you.
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