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THE CHRISTMAS TREE SURPRISE

2 ‘HE Holly and the Ivy——"
Sally Warner, humming the
lovely old  carol, stepped

ugﬁxt? idggmm?ile wide staircasel .& vlg

rail twine ossy green le
and small red angl yellow Christmas

Bells, ‘““Not holly and not ivy,” she

smiled, “but very lovely, just the

samel’” :

“And look at those gorgeous vases
of Christmas Lilies,” cried fair-haired
Fay Manaers, pointing down to the
square, ¢cool-looking hall below.
“And the Christmas Bush! How
to . see so mmany flowers in
bl at Christmas!” .

¥ ﬁow strange to feel so hot,
grinned Johnny Briggs from the

landing above. "Phew! I'm roast-
ing already!"
“Now you know what the turkey

feels like when they ‘take it out of
the oven back home in England.”
chuckled Don Weston, “The only
thing is you don't look so nice and
crisp and crackly!" .

There was a ripple of laughter from
the chums, and from the other
students just making their way to
the stairs along the landing. A
merry, excited gathering they were,
the girls colourful in their dainty
summer dresses, the boys cool and
immaculate in white flannels and
white shirts.

Strange atlire indeed .far Christ-
mas Eve—flor that was what it was,
Christmas Eve in Australia, the
height of summer, with blazing sun-
shine. What a contrast to England,
where It was now mid-winter; where
they were now experiencing frost and
snow as the people made their wildly
exciting last - minute rush  for
presents,

And if Sally & Co. had anticipated
feeling a little homesick, that had
very guickly evaporated when they,
with several other students from the
International College on Waloorie
Island. had received this wonderful
invitation from Mrs. McEwen to
spend Christmas at her beautiful
home, Mount View, on the outskirts
of Brisbane.

They had already met Mrs. McEwen
and her charming companion, Eva
Barton. both of whom had spent a
we=k at the college recently as
guests of Miss Monica Trent, the
history proifessor.

The party, in the charge of
Miss Trent, had arrived at Mount
view about half an hour ago, and,
after a quick, gay greeting from their
hostess. had been hustled up to their
rooms for a refreshing wash and a
change into thelr coolest dresses.

m o

Now, with a delicious feeling of ex-
citement, the happy party was
making its way downstairs to rejoin

got all my presents tied up

t.heilr hostess and Miss Trent.
“Tye
and labelled,” sald Sally happily, as

they stepped on to th2 highly
polished floor of the big hall. *All
I've got to do now——" What she

had to do was suddenly forgotten.
Her lovely blue eyes widen with
delight. * Golly!  Look!” she cried
rapturously, pointing to a wide-open
doorway across the hall.

At a rush the others hurried down
the stairs, craned their heads in the
direction in which Sally was point-
ln%. And they, too, exclaimed in
delight,

For in the centre of the very large
room was a huge Christmas tree,
reaching from floor to ceiling. And
such a tree—its timsel and gaily-
coloured glass ornaments shooting
ouf fiery sparks of many coloured
lights as the sun played upon them:
its sturdy branches almost bowed
down under the weight of the bewil-
dering array of presents hanging upon
them. And as if that were not
enough, the floor around it was piled
with  parcels wrapped in holly-
sprigged paper and tied with gay
green and red ribbons.

“Forward. troops!” cried Linda
f’o\ﬁelll eagerly. “Let's get a closer
ook I

Laughing and chattering excitedlr,
they began to surge forward. But as
they did so there came a little ex-
clamation from the other end of the
hall. In a sudden, flurried rush,
Mrs, McEwen, followed more leisurely
by Mirs Trent, hurried towards thc
roomi, and drew the door shut just as
the party reached it. Her charming
face was alight with laughter as she
looked at the rather startled students.

" 't look so worried,” she said
lightly. “That's just something T
didn’'t mean you to see vet. I thought
the door was shut—I don't know wlio
could have opened it.”

She frowned puzzledly, then smiled
again,

" Anvway,” she went on. “I've pre-
pared the tree as a special surprise for
you and for my other guests who will
be arriving this evening, and I'm
childish enough not to want my sur-

In Australia It Was Mid-
summer — But Sally & Co.

Meant To Have A Merry
Christmas All The Sane

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

prise spoilt, So will vou all promise
me-~College honour—that you won't
Ig)o ignto that room unti} Christmas

ay 2

“You bet we will, Mrs.. McEwen!"”
chorused the students.

" Yes, you can trust s,
Mrs. McEwen,” said Sally with a con-
fident smile. * What about pilaying
some of the games we used to play
back home, everyone?” she added
eagerly.

“ Splendid idea!" said their hosless,
“'Frald I can't join in—too busy.
Monica, show them the music-roomn,
will you? They may need the piano
or radio.”

The excited party was just surging
off, when Sally suddenly turned.

“ Goodness! I almost forgot Eva,’
she said apologetically *“ We haven't
seen her since we arrived! Is she too
busy to join us, Mrs. McEwen ?"

At Bally's “innocent question
Mrs. McEwen suddenly stiffened. Her
sweet. grey eyes filled with pain.

“I-—T " she began altingly.
“Eva has—has gone away!”

“Gone away?' echoed Sally in
amazement. At Christmas time?
©Oh, what a pity! Will she be back
before we leave?”

* She—she will not be back—not
ever,” faltered Mrs. McEwen. “ Please,
Sally,” she added distressfully,
“ please don't ask me any more gques-
tions. You must forget about Eva.
as I am trying to do!”

And with her bright face suddenly
grey and shadowed. she stumbled
blindly off along <the hall, leaving
Sally feeling as if a bomb had ex-
ploded at her feet,

What was this? What did it all
mean? What could have happened
to make Mrs. McEwen send Eva, the
girl she had intended adopting as her
own daughter, away from this house,
out of her life? Eva, who had
seemed s0 sweet, so thoughtful——

“Come on, dreamy!” shouted
Tubby Wihweod, his plump face
beaming round the door of the
music-room "We're going to play
hide-and-seek !

Stunned though she was feeling,
Sally forced a smile to her lips,
Whatever happened, she must not let
the unhappy bewilderment she was
feeling upset the rest of the party.
That would only make things worse
for her hostess, who was making such
a wonderful show of brightness and
galety in the face of what must have
been a shaitering blow,

Sally.” called

“You're the seeker.
Johnny. " Glve us five minutes. On
your way, everyone!”

Bright-faced and laughing., the
happy boys and girls poured from the
room. while Miss Trent wandered oiff
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to joln Mrs. McEwen. And Sally, ieflt
alone, found hersell thinking again of
Eva—wondering what terrible. thing
she had done to make Mrs. McEwen,
. who had adored her, send her away
from this lovely home, And at
Christmas, of all times!

“Poor Mrs. McEwen,” sighed Sally.
'E‘ And poor Eva! If only I could see
181" =

The “sound of mufiled giggles. of
pattering feet and scuffles; had died
away now. With a guilty glance at
her watch, Sally realised that more
than five minutes had passed, thatl
her chums would be wondering what
had happened to her.

Swiftly and silently she darted from
the room, and then, reaching the hall
she pulled up with a little cry of
alarm, For once again the door of
the forbldden room was open, and
through the opening Sally caught a
glimpse of a egirlish figure bending
over the parcels at the foot of the

tree.

Sally felt a guick surge of anger.
Wwho could it be who had  forgotten
50 soon their solemn promise not to
enter the room? Who

But even as Sally stepped into the
room to speak sharply to the in-
truder, the girl, hearing her footsteps,

straightened up with a frightened
gasp. For a moment the two girls
stared into each other's eyes, and
then.

“Eva!” cried Sally. “Eva! But I
thought——"

“Sally—oh Sally!” There was &

sob of heartbroken entreaty in that
cry. With her white face drawn and
shadowed, her large eyes brown wells
of unhappiness, the girl stumbled un-
certainly forward. ‘' Sally!” she cried
tremblingly, ‘' Oh, how glad I am Lo
see you! If I could explain—make
you believe in me——"

““Hallo there, everyone!” called the
cheery voice of Mrs. McEwen,
“ Come along! Iced drinks for all! I
—Monica!” Her voice suddenly
became sharp. “That door —it's
onen again!”

““Sally!” Eva made a frantic grab
at Sally's arm, * Please help me.
mustn’'t be found in here. Trust
e

Sally had only a split second to
make up her mind. But there was
something In those pleading. agonised
eves that made her believe in the
girl, made her want to help.

“Through the window,
quick!" she hissed.

Eva flashed her a glance full of
gratitude. Next moment she had
sped across the room and tumbled
‘almost headlong through the open
window. While Sally, for the frst
time realising the unhappy Position
in which she had placed herself,
turned in the doorway to gaze into
the reproachful face of Mrs. McEwen,
and the sternly indignant eyes of
Miss Trent.

“Sally!” cried Miss Trent sharply.
* Is this the way you keep a promise?
You gave your word of lionour 2

*Oh, 1 say, Sally!” There was un-
comfortable reproach in the voice of
Tess Terry, who had just drifted on
to the scene. " You are a chump!”

“¥You jolly well Kknew we wouldn't
hide in there,” put in Linda.

* But—but " blurted Sally, and
then stood scarlet-faced and silent
To clear herself of the suspicion of
lhaving pried into the forbidden
room, she would have to give away
Eva. And that she could not do.

But if she was silent the others
were not, Miss Trent, fiercely resent-
ful of the slur Sally had appeared to
cast on her Dbeloved college, was
tight-lipped and frosty; the students
were openly resentful.

It was Mrs, McEwen who ended the
unbappy little scene.

“T'm gulte sure it was just a lapse
of memory on Sally’s part,” she said
soothingly. “ Let's forget all about
it. And, just to make sure it doesn’t
happen again, I'll have the door
locked. Now-—-drinks everyone!”

Though Mrs. DMcEwen had so
charmingly dismissed the incident,
Sally could still see the reproachful
nlances cast ot lher. And, unhapvpy
as she felt in that momeont, she

Eva—
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could nnt help wondering whether
she had done wrong in protecting
Eva:; could not help wondering why
the girl had been in the room; won-
dering more than ever what lay
behind ihis unhappy mystery!

A SHADOW OVER THE PARTY

T was as well that Sally had the
problem of Eva’s mysterious
behaviour to occupy her mind

durlng the next few minutes, whilst
the party sprawled in comfortable
rattan chairs on the shady veranda,
sipping their ice-cold drinks, .other-
wise she would have felt considerably
unhappier than she was already.

She was conscious of the distinctly
reproachful glances cast at her by the
other students, and the disapproving
eye of Miss Trent.

But when Mrs. McEwen swept out
on the veranda, everyone looked up
at their hostess with a smile.

“Everybody finished?" asked Mrs.
McEwan in her cheerful voice, as she
turned to bestow a specially forgiving
smile on the rather woebegone Sally.
“Good! I hope the drinks have put
new life into you because I want all
these balloons blown upn. Any volun-
teers?”

They were all eager to help, and in
their resultant scarlet-faced eflorts to
inflate the balloons they forgot the
slight unpleasantness, and ceased to
look reproachifully at Sally. - .

Only Sally did not forget. She sfill

as they'l! be so busy tonight. I
thought vou'd like to help me dels-
rate the reom, tooe."”

Soon the large drawing-room. wiil
its beautifully polished hardwood
fleor, was a hive of activity. While
the boys, perched precariously on tai!
step-ladders, fixed up the balloons,
the girls draped the walls with beauli-
ful eploszy leaves with their sweotly
scented red and yellow flowers.

The effect was  breathtukingly
beautiful.

“It's  wonderful!” heamed Mrs
McEwen. *“There's just the fowe-
vases 1o cdo now. They're out in th
conservatory-———""

“I'd love to do that—may IU asked
Sally eagerly.

“Gladly, my dear. T'll just show

vou the way, then the rest of us wi'l
arrange lunch on the lawn picuic-
fashion.”

She led Sally into the conservatory
at the side of the lhwouse, and Sally
caught her breath in sheer delight as
she saw the masses of beautiful,

sweetly-scented flowers ualready cut
and waiting to be placed In vases.
Lovely purple joacarandas, -~ vivid

As Eva heard the sound of approaching footsteps, she turned agitatedly to Sully.
**Please help me, Sally,”* she urged. *‘I mustn’t be found in here.”

smarted a little under the assump-
tion that, wittingly or unwittingly,
she had broken her word. Only Eva
could clear her of that stigma. But
over-riding her desire to put herself
right in the eyes of her hostess and
her chums, was her even greater
desire to help Eva—and in doing so
perhaps to remove the burden of un-
happiness which Mrs. McEwen was
trying so gallantly to hide.

But how to do that? Sally asked
herself, She must in some way con-
trive to meet Eva again, discuss the
situation with her. Meantime, there
was not a thing she could do—
nothing but join in the jollifications
and try and forget this black shadow
which hung over the house, threaten-
ing to spoil this wonderful Christmas.

“Here you are!” she cried gaily,
“Positively tiie 1ast one. If I blow ap

another I'll burst!”
*Good for you, Sally!" crigd
Johnny. “Gosh! I've blown so much

of myself away my bones will ratile
when I walk.”

“In which case we'll use you for
the Christmas ghost,” laughed Fay.
“Where do you want the balloons.
Mrs. McEwen?" she asked,

“In the large drawing-rcom.”
beamed their hostess, *“We'll be
having dancing in there to-night, and
I want them tied up very high so
that they can be let down during the
dancing. The one to collect the most
balloons will win a prize. Perhaps
vou'll fix them up for me—T've given
the sevvants the rest of the day off

searlet  poincianas, hibiscus
poinsietta, and a host of others,

“Golly, I'm going to enjoy this!”
Sally’s evas sparkled.

“Wwe'll give you a shout when iunch
is readyv,” smiled Mrs. McEwen, dart-
ineg off in her busy way.

Lovingly Sally began to arrange the
flowers, but at the same time she
looked Kkeenly around through the
open windows towurds the thick belt
of trees across the lawn, wondering
wlhether Eve might be hiding there,
wondering whether she should chauve
dashing over and looking round.

So engrossed was she in the
thought that she started violentlv
wlhen a hand clutched her arm and
soft voice whispered her name in hev

aal

ear.

“Eva!” cried Sally. "I was jusl
thinking abour you. You've got to
tell me——"

“Sully, please!™ cried Eva Irau-
tizally. “I know I owe you an ex-

planation, and I'll give it to you late:.
But noft now—there isn't time.
Listen, Sally, I've got to get into thait
room. I couldn't get back through
the window—the shutters have beeit
fastened——"

“Eval” BSally's tone was horrified
“Not the—the {ree room? Qh,

no———-'

“Everything depends on _il."” in-
sisted Eva feverishiy. “ O, Sally, I'm
sure I can clear myself if only I can
get into the room. I can bring back
Mrs. McEwen's failh in me, make hier
happy azain.”  Bhe gavzed beseech-
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ingly, implormngly at Sally. "Don't
you see, this is just the opportunity
for me to get in there. The servants
are-out, you'll all be at lunch on the
lawn, Sally, please, Dlease get me the
key! Please!” .

Por a moment Sally stood aghast,
gazing at that white face raised to
imploringly to her own. There was a
ring of truth in Eva's cholce: bewilder-
ing as it seemed, the girl was really
convinced that she could clear herself
if only she could get into the for-
bidden room. But to ask Sally to get
the key—that was a different matter.
Supposing she should be caught with
it, when already she had offended
Mrs. McEwen,

Sally looked at the other girl, so
worried and pathetic, and suddenly
Lher mind was made u%

“Eva! I'll get 1t!” she cried. “It's
han%mg' on the keyboard in the
k.itﬁten. Wait here, but keep out of
sight,” :

Feeling acutely unhappy, but con-
vinced that she was doing the right
thing, Sally slipped through the
irench doors and into the house. Her
heart %ave a throb of joy as she saw
her friends. with Mrs. McEwen and
Miss Trent, busy spreading out the
lunch by the swimming-pool. Like a
flash she was in the kitchen, looking
at the long board with row of
hooks an_one wall, each hook bearing
a Key and a label indicating to which
room it belonged. -—

It only took her a moment fo grab
the one she wanted, and then she
was whizzing back to the conserva-
tory. Breathlessly she thrust the key
into Eva's eagerly outstretched hand.

“ Sally—I'll never forget you for
this,” that girl breathed huskily, I
swear you won't regret ii. Please
don't tell anyone what you have done
—it would ruin everything——"'

Next moment, with one last look
of infinite gratitude, she darted out
through the door of the conserva-
tory and disappeared behind a clump
of shrubs. ile Sally, alternating
between fear and hope, continued her

arranging.
“ Pinished?” asked Mrs, McEwen
a few moments later. ' Oh, 1y,

how charming. Now the hoys can
help us to carry them across. The
white porcelain vases are all for the
drawing-room. The one you're carry-
ing. Sally, is for the kitchen. And
this green one "—she smiled as she
entered the house—"is fol- my tree-
room. Tl take that in myself, of
course,”

Sally's heart gave an awiul lurch
at those words,

“ The—the tree-room!”’ she gasped.
*“Mrs. McEwen—oh, no!”

“,Whg not?” asked Tim Topham,
while Don and Johnny looked across
at Sally in surprise,

"I—I——" Bally's tongue clove to
ihe roof of her mouth.

And then she finished as Mrs.
McEwen's startled voice came to her
ears. ch

“The key! It's gone!”

“Gonel" The word was echoed by
the three boys, and by the other
students who had come strolling back
to see where their hostess had got to.
“Gone? But where? Wh i

Almost instinctively their eyes
turned to Sally, who was standing
there so white, so wretched, the very
picture of guilt.

“Bally——" There was a bewil-
dered, hurt pleading in Mrs, McEwen's
voice. ' Sally, it can't be you. You
would not take the key——" She
broke off, as Sally stood silent, “ Then
—then you have! But why—and
where is 1t?"

“I—I can’t tell you, Mrs. McEwen,"
choked Sally. “N-not yet! Please
don't ask me—--""

“Then in that case, Sally,” came
Miss Trent's voice, brittle and hard
in the stupefied silence that followed,
“you will go to your room at once
and stay there until you are given
permission to leave, It sesms that
you are determined to spoil Christ-
mas for us all, but vou shall not.
Unless we have some very good excuse
for vycur unpgrdonable helbaviour
very soon, I shall have you sent back
to college this evening. Now go!”
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CAUGHT—AND CLEARED

OR 2 moment Sally stood still,
shocked into tmmobil!ty{c by
those words. Sent bac to

college, barred from this Christmas
athering to which she had looked
or!wa.rd so eagerly and excitedly. Oh,
no

With a choking little sob tearing at

her throat, she stumbled quickly up
the stairs, blundered into the room
which she was sharing with Fay, and
%ur!ed herself face downwards on the

ed,

But not for long did Sally stay
there. Determinedly she sat up,
bathed her hot face and tidied her
hair, Why was she wolrrying so
much? :

True, it was heartbreaking to be
under this cloud, to feel that she had
so bitterly hurt Mrs, McEwen, that
her friends were of the opinion that
she was deliberately trying to ruin
Christmas for them. But everything
woulfl be cleared up soon—very, very
soon! :

But as hour followed hour, a bittei-
ness began to creep aver Sally,

Had she been too ready to believe
in Eva?

It seemed hard to believe, and
yet——

Suddenly, unable to bear the sus-
pense any longer, Sally crept to the
door of her room, opened it anl
peered out. The wide square land-
ing was deserted, o were the stairs
and the large hall below. But as she
stared down her blue eyes widened
in horrified dismay.

If Mrs. McEwen herself could not
get into the tree-room, she had made
sure that the person who had taken
the key should not do so, either. For
the handle of the door had been
lashed with wire, carried tautly ana
firmly to the handle of the next door
along the passage.

For a moment Sally felt her head
spinning., Supposing a had already
been in the room before the lashing-
up had been done. She would be
trapped—a Dprisoner. That would
explain why, if sHe had indeed found
what she had hoped to find, she had
not yet been able to proclaim her
own innocence and clear Sally.

Like a flash, Sally darted down the
stairs and bent to the keyhole.

“Eval” she hissed., " Eva—are you
there?"”

“Sally!” Eva's volce broke on a
sob of relief. 1 can’t get out——-"

“Hold everything! I'll see what I
can do!” muttered Sally tensely.

Heedless of putting kerself into
deeper disgrace, she feverishly began
to ‘tackle the firmly attached wire.

2 “Dont‘z, it!" she cried at last. “O.K.,

In answer to her cry the door was
flung open. agitated Eva
appeared on the threshold, a sguare
object In her arms from which the
gay wrapping papers which had been
torn open were still hanging.

*“Thanks, Sally!” she cried
vently, darting into the
“ Now——" i

“Eva!" The name came in a shrill,
sobbing cry from Mrs. McEwen. " So
you came back to finish your wicked
work! Hold that girl, someone!”

In an instant two of the students

Tex-
hall.

leapt forward, grabbed Eva on either

side, and held her tightly, while Sally
stared in horrified dismay.

“Mrs. McEwen,” cried
struggling desperately, "you
listen. I had to get into
roor-—-"'

“You had to get in there, ves—
because that is where you hid my
jewel-box, is tha it?"  asked
Mrs. McEwen with heartbroken bitter-
ness, as she plucked the parcel from
the nerveless fingers of Eva. " And

ou, Sally, you believed in her, helped
er to do this to me, after I had
warned you against her. How could
you—oh, how could you!" )

She paused and turned to the silent
students.

"1 think T owe you an explanation.”
Mrs. McEwen went on. A few days
ago my jewel-box was found to Le
missing, Eva admitted having taken
it, from its usua! place, but when 1

Eva,
must
that

asked her to return it she made the
excuse that she could not find it -
“1; wag true—oh, goodness, it was
true!” panted Eva. .
“There were objects of sentiment
in the box, as weil 4s those of value,”
continued Mrs. McEwen with deep
sadness. “I bhegg

t—

ed Eve to returi
them-—she still stuck to her absund
story. In the end, though i{ broke
my heart, I had to tell her to leave
my house.

“But,” she added scornfully,
‘ apparently she wasn't content witl
the bitter wunhappiness she had
already caused. She hid herself here,
determined to retrieve that jewel-box -
and make off with it. And she used
you, Sally, as a pawn.”

* Hallg, there, everyone!” came a
boomingly cheerful voice from the
open doorway. “Merry Christmas!’
Say. What 4= this? Same game you're
playing? Hi, there, Mac, my dear!
I've arrived early, I'm afraid—just
got off the Dplane from Melbourne.
Hallo, Eva, my love! TI've done it!
Got that little surprise all fixed up
und ready for you-know-who's stock-
ing to-morrow morning!”

“Uncle Wally!"” Eva literally tore
herself from the grasp of the iwo
boys and hurled herself upon the
jolly looking newcomer. *“Where is
it? Give it to me, please!”

“Bufl Mac will see it,” objected the
man bewilderedly, 8s he pulled a
tiny gackage from his pocket,

“That's just what T want her to
do,” sobbed Eva. “There!" she cried,
handing the package to the stunned-
looking Mrs. McEwen, *“That was
why I took your jewel-box. OQOuven it
quickly!”

With trembling fingers Myrs, Me-
Ewen o‘penec! the small parcel, Then
a cry of happiness, of gratitude came
from her lips.

"My ear-ring—my precious ear-
ring!” she murmured tremblingly.
“ You—you've had another one made
to match ]

“That was why I took the jewel-
box!"™ cried Evsa, hoverin§ between
laughter and tears. “1 Knew how
much you prized those ear-rings—
the last gift from your husband be-
fore he died. knew how you
grieved when you lost one. So I
thought the nicest Christmas pre-
sent I could %lve you was another
ear-ring to match, so that you could
wear them again.”

“That's right,”” put in the man
Eva had called Uncle Wally. * She
came to me in a great rush a week
afo, just as I was off to get the
plane to Melbourne. Begged me to
get the thing made for her while L
was away!™”

“1 was in such & rush,” put in
Eva hurrledly, “that I didn't have
time to put the jewel-box back after
1 had taken the ear-ring. I knew I
could do it when I returned. You
can imagine my horror when I found
it had gone. 1t sounded s0 feeble, I
know, and I couldn’t blame you for
doubting me,” she added, with a
wistful glance at Mrs. McEwen. "1t
was only afterwards that I remem-
beredd we had had some Iriends in
helping to wrap up Christmas parcels
10 put round the tree. And I sud-
denly realised that that was what
might have happened to the box.”

“And you were right!"” cried Mys.
McEwen, tears rolling down her
cheeks. “Oh, Eva, my darling, will
you ever forgive me?  And, Sally,
you, too?' §She clasped Eva in her
arms, smiling mistily at Sally,
“Thank you! Thank you, my dear,
for having more faith in my—my
little daughter than I had!”

If Sally had not had another pre-
sent, the sight of the radiant Mrs,
McEwan and Eva would have sufficed.
As for her hostess, she could only
show her gratitude to Sally by mak-
ing sure she and her chums enjoyed
every moment of their holiday. And
that she succeeded in doing so was
made plain when the students voted
it the most bumper Christmas they
had ever Know:.

“Thera wiil be another complete ctory
featuring the ever-popular Merrymakers
in next Friday's GIRLS' CRYSTAL.
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A SURPRISE FOR NOEL

! ' THAT a wizard place for spend-
ing Christmas, nunky!”

June Gaynor's eyes sparsied
as she drew a deep hreath of the
frosty air with its unmistakable tang
of the sea. She was gazing up
through a sloping gap in the cliffs
whete, half hidden by trees, nestled a
red-brick house, its roof powdered
with snow,

Noel! Raymond, her famous detec-
tive uncle, paused in the shelter of
the overhanging rocks to light his
pipe.

“80 you like it, June?' he asked.
with a quizzical smile. "I thought a
change of surroundings might give
an added zest to the festivities—
especially as we're on our own this
vear, Dolphin Guest House was
recommended by a friend. Plenty of
life and merriment, with the Cornish
scenery thrown in!”

“It's going to be gorgeous!™ Junc
declared happlly  “And I'm so glad
we decided to walk along the beach
Irom the station &

She broke off, the sinile frozen sud-
denly on her lips as she stared up

“Nunky, look out!” she gasped.
“There's a rock falling!”

Noel started away from the clif as
something hurtled from a high ledge,
accompanied by a rattle of loose
stones, Then he suddenly tensed,
¢atching the falling ohbject in midair.

“The rocks have changed since T
was last in_ Cornwall, June,” he re-
marked. " They're wrapping ‘em up
in cardboard boxes now!”

He was holding a sguare cardboard
cnrton, neatly tied with tinselied
etring and bearing part of a torid
lahel hordered by holly-leaves.

“Is—is it empty?" asked June.

“Not by the feel of it.” Noel shonk
the box egently. " Unwanted salvage.
perhaps. The address has been torn
off. but we may as well peep inside.”

June looked on, considerably in-
trigued. as Noel methodically cut the
tinselled string and opened the lid.
Then

“QOh!” she gasped. her eyes widen-
ing in blank astonishment, *It's—-it's
a cake, nunky!”

The box contained an jced Christ-
mas cake, only slightly damaged,
owing to the close packing of paper-
shavings and the fact that Noel had
caught it so deltly before it could hit
the ground.

It was simply vet tastefully orna-
mented with & ronin on a sprig of
mistletoe, and an inscription in pink
icing:

“ A Merry Christmas.”

“But why,” demanded Junec. her
mind in a whirl, “should anyone
throw a gorgeous cake like that over
the cHif—and at Christmas of all
times?"”

Noel shook his head, a perplexed
expression on his foce.

“Your guess i1s as good as minc
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June,” he replied. * And where,” he
went on, asking a question of his
own, “is the person who dropped the
cake? I can't see anyone on the clifl.
If you'll wait here with our cases,
June, I'll have a look round. There’s
a steepish fiight of steps leading up
to the headland——"

“T'11 come with you, nunky.” June
cut in eageriy. * The cake will be all
right here with our luggage. There's
not & soul in sight on the beach.”

"“Mind how you go, then,” said Noegl.
smiling as he led the way up the
1'5)%1;?; steps cut in the face of the
c

iff.

A breathless scramble and they
reached the top. Junc and her detec-
tive uncle stared round at the snow-
powderced grass, dotted with bushes.
and at the distant house almost
hidden by the trees.

There were footprints in the snow.
close to the edge of the cliff, but of
the porson who had made them there
was not a sign.

Then June’s keen eyes spoited
something lying among the bushes,
and she pounced on it excitedly.

“Look, nunky! It's the torn-off
labell” she exclaimed. * It's addressed
to the Dolphin Guest House. Why,
that's wherc we're staying.”

“This is getting really intriguing,
June,” commented Noel. * Someone
drops a cake over the cliif, makes no
attempt to retrieve it, and vanishes
ifrom sight. Well, at least we know
now where to take the cake—and the
mystery may be explained when we
arrive. I suggest we collect our
luggage and make our way to the
guest-house through the gap.”

He spoke lightheartedly as he
assisted his young partner to descend
the steep flight of steps: but behind
his smile was a vaguely troubled
expression.

Returning tc the spot where they
had left their bhelongings, June care-
fully picked up the box containing
the cake, while Noel collectad their
light luggage.

Together they made their way up
by the sloping gap that led to the
guest-house. As  they turned in
through the gates a clamour of youti-
ful volces greeted them. From among
the trees trooped a merry crowd of
yvoung veople, dragging a tobozgan on
which was tied a massive yule log.

They caught sight of Noel and June,
and waved gaily. Then a plump, red-
faced boy who was pufling and blow-

ing at the rear of the toboggan
sg-aightsned up with an indignant
shout.

“Hi, that looks like the cake that
was stolen  from here!” he cried,
pointing at June,

By PETER LANGLEY

“Your cake?’ the girl detective
gasped, glancing quickly at her uncle.

“It's the same box, anyway,” said
the &tout hoy., approaching sus-
piciously, “Isn't it, Frank?"

“Jt looks the same,” answered a
gh?ery—raced boy with a shock of rcd

air,

“ Just a minute!” put in Noel, who
had been regarding the young peoble
kéenly. " Before we go any [urther,
how did you happen 1o lose your cake,
and when?"”

“It was pinched.” announced the
fat boy, " irom the dining-room in the
guest-house this afternoon. A jolly
mean trick!” And he gilared at June.

“Steady, Osbert!” put in the other
boy. “Perhaps we'd better explain.”

He turned to Noel, telllng his
story in a pleasant, straightforward
manner. The party of young people
were all staying at the guest-house.
Mr. Penhale, the genial proprietor,
had ordered slx special Christmas
cakes—one for each table. Two had
been delivered 1hat morning, and one
of them—a cake with a robin and
mistletoe decoration—had been put
on show in the dining-room ailte:
lunch,

It had been there secarcely ten
minutes when, inexplicably, it had
vanished. Exhaustive inquirles amoung
the guests and staT had brought nc
results.

Neel and June exchanged signifi.
cant looks. .

“Would you recognise your cake
again?"’ asked the young detective.

“T11 say we would!" declared
Osbert.

Noel raised the lid of the box June
was carrying—to give an incredulous
start,

“That's not our cake!" exclaimed
one of the girls in the party. *“What
a horrid-looking thing!”

June was staring blankly at the
decoration on top of the cake. In-
stead of the robin and misiletoe, the
icing was dectted with silver balls,
forming the sinister design of a skull-
and-crosshones!

“ June, this must have been done
while we wers searching on the cliff-
top!” exclaimed Noel. “It's the same
cake, bul the decorations have been
altered!"

He could see now that the silver
balls had been added clumsily and in
obvious haste. The rest of the party
had gathered round, murmuring ex-
citably as they stared at the weird
decoration.

“Qosh, that's funny!” sald Frank,
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glancing at the others., It was only
last night that Mr, Penhale was tell-
ing us about a notorious pirate who
used to live in these parts. They
called him ' Jolly Roger,” owing to the
feasts he used to give the villagers
every Christmas from his ill-gotten
spoils, I say "—a broad grin crossed
his freckled face—"a bit of a lark if
the old pirate's ghost had come back
to pinch our cake!™

“Frank, be quiet!” ordered his
sister Hilary. *You're giving us all
the creeps! It's just a silly prank on
someone’s part. Don't you think so?"
she added, ppealing to Noel.

The young detective nodded gravely,
with & warning glance at June.

‘“Most likely,” he replied. *“I sug-
gest we go In and have a word wit
Mr. Penhale——"

Osbert!”

“Hi, careful,
velled Frank. .

The fat boy had attemptied to lift
the cake from the box, and how
clumsily he had dropped it.

There came & dismayed gasp from
the youthful party as the precious
cake hit the snowy drive, to break
into a score of crumbled fragments.

“Well, of the fatheaded
chumps!” snorted Frank, eyeing the
abashed Osbert.

" Aceldents will happen—even at
Christmas!” put in June brightly,
anxious to smooth matters over, “ We
shan't be able to sample that cake
now, but I'm sure that Mr. Penhale
will have one to spare.” . :

Noel had bent to examine the
broken fragments. Now, as the little
party trooped up to the guest-house,
June pulled at her uncle's sleeve.

“out with it. nunky!' she whis-
pered. *“I1 believe you were looking
ior something in that cake!” . .

“ Frankly, June, I'd hoped: to find
clue,” Noel admitted in a cautious
undertone, “But there was abso-
lutely nothing there except currants,
raisins, and the usual things. Nothing,
in fact, to explain why the cake was
stolen in the first place, to be thrown
over a cliff-——and then hastily re-
decorated! The whole thing baffles
me, but I'm certain there’s maore
behind it than a prank.”

Just then the door of the guest-
house was thrown open, to emit a
cheery glow from within, )

Mr. Penhale, the jovial, grey-haired
proprietor, was there to greet them.
He shook hands warmly with the
famous detective and his young
partner, and Ilstened in surprise to
the excited story bilurted out by the
vouthful guests., Then he glanced at
Noel, a twinkle in his eyes.

“It's my opinion that one of these
young scamps has been up to a lark,”
he declared, *but we'll say no more
about it as it's Christmas! We'll have
the second cake for tea to-day and
save the others till to-morrow, Ah,
here comes Amy now with the festive
cheer!”

A dark-haired young mald was
crossing the hall,” carrying a tray.
And on the tray, it by a dozen wink-
ing candles stuck round its silver
hase, was a veritable dream cake, its
icing fashioned to resemble snow and
a miniature house and Christmas-tree
iorming a centre-piece.

Its appearance was greeted by a
cheer from the young guests.

" Stand away!” chuckled Mr. 'Pen-
hale. * No one will go into the dining-
room till the bell rings for tea. e
don't want any more mishaps.”

Laughing, the youthful party dis-
persed, the two boys dragging their
yule log round to the yard. Through
an open doorway June caught a
glimpse of the lofty panelled dining-
room, decorated with holly and
mistietoe and lit by a crackling log
fire that vied cheerfully with the
fading daylight. The little maid
-placed the cake on the sideboard and
commenced to pull the curtains.

Noel was questioning Mr. Penhale
about the pirate legend current in the
village and June turned interestedly
to listen.

At that moment the pleasant
murmur of volces was broken by a
horrified cry. June and Noel whirled.
together with the startled proprietor
The young maid stood in the dining-
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suddenly

room doaosway, her face as white as
death.

*Tha cake, Mr. Penhale—the second
cake! It's gone!” she gasped, and
pointed & shaking finger. !

JUNE ON THE TRAIL

INCREDULOUSLY the young detec-
tive sprang to the open doorway,
June and the proprietor close at
his heels,

The glistening white cake which
June had seen the maid place on the
sideboard was no longer there. The
Christmas candles still twinkled in
their liolders on the silver stand; but
within their glowing circle was o
gaping hollow where the cake had
stood only a few minutes ago.

" This—this is beyond a jokel” ex-
claimed Mr, Penhale, an angry {rown
crossing his good-natured face as he
stared round the room. * These voung
rascals are going too far. One of them
must have slipped into the room
while our backs were turned.”

"But I was standing close to the
door, Mr. Penhale,” June intervened.
" Arrd—and Amy was in the room all
the time!”

The young maid nodded, her face
very pale against her dark hair as she
stood in the doorway, silhouetted by
the dancing candles.

guests—"'to treat Lhis as a practical

Joke, Keep the party spirit going,
June. Don't lei ‘em take this too
seriously!”

June and Mr. Penhale both nodded.
‘The proprietor was obviously relieved
that the famous detective was here to
take charge of matters.

Noel stepped out on to the terrace,
closing e window behind him.
June, smiling, joined the little group
round the sideboard,

" s0 solemn, everyone?” she
demanded gaily. ‘' After all, one cake
doesn't make a Christmas. and there
are lots of other good things waiting
for us to sample. I vote we make a
start!”

“Well spoken!” declared Frank.
" Gosh, there's Osbert wading into the
mince ples already! Let's have a go,
chums, while th2 going’s good!"

Amid much laughter and good-
natured banter, a rush was made for
the laden tables.

The little maid had gone to fetch
the tea, but Frank seized a bottle of
lemonade and, pouring out a brim-
ming glass, suggeste that  Junz
should propose a toast.

“To the spirit of Christmas, and
may it preside at our festivities!™
smilingly toasted the girl detective,

" Hear, hear!” came a chorus of

. Inerry voices,
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“I had just pulled the curtains,

Mr. Penhale, and I swear I didn't see
anyone or hear anything.”

" Well, the cake can't have gone
far,” said Noel. “If a prankster's to
blame, we'll see if we can catch him
—or her—red-handed. 1 suggest we
ring the gong now and summon the
young people to tea,”

The brazen notes of the gong
brought the youthful guests trooping
into the dining-room, where Noel had
switche@ on the lights to display the
iestive spread. .

“Oh, good show!” chuckled Frank
Gaye, rubbing his hands, while a
murmur of delight went up

Then Osbert noticed the empty
cake-stand, and there was a chorus
of anxious, excited inquiries.

It was quite clear to Noel as he
scanned the perplexed young Ilaces
that none of the varty was re-
sponsible for the disappearing cake.

l;rl}?en how had it vanished—and
why

That guestion was uppermost in
the young detective's mind as, after a
brief examination of the empty cake-
stand, he crossed to the windows and
pulled back the curtains, looking out
into the wintry dusk.

Noel opened the window, and a fow
feathery snowflakes were driven in on
the breeze. He felt June's hand on his
arm.,

“Nunky, are there any footprints?”
she whispered.

The young detective took out his
torch, flashing it across the terrace.
The snow lay powdery and untrodden
as far as the eye could see,

* Apparently the thief didn't come
this way,” Noel sald quietly, *“ Or, il
he did, he left no traces.”

. June looked &t him sharply, bui
just then Noel turned to his host.

“I'm going to search the grounds,”
he said. "It would be best "—he
lowered ‘his voice, with a glance
towards the little group of young

Frank chuckled, refilling his glass.

- Another toast!” he exclaimed. “To
Jolly Roger,” the ghostly pirate—and
may the cake he's pinched give him
indigestion!”

The roar of laughter that greeted
this sally was suddenly stilled by a
sharp cry and a crash of falling
crockery. )

Amy, the dark-haired young maid,
stood in the doorway, the tea-tray
and its contents scattered on the flcor
at her feet.

“I—I'm sorry,” she faltered. her
Tace very white as June and Hilary

sprang to her assistance. “I—I must
have tripped.”
But June knew that was not the

real explanation. In the young maid's
dark eyes as she bent to pick up the
broken china was a look of fear.

Hurriedly the little maid departed
with the tray of hroken crockery.

The incident only momentarily dis-
turhbed the gaiety of the party, now
well away thanks to June's encourage-
ment and Frank's irrepressible high
spirits.

But the girl detective was worried.
What could have scared Amy suf-
flciently to make her drop that tray?

It was just then that June's sharp
eyes spotted something lying near the
door. It looked like a crumpled hand-
kericéﬂef-—no doubt dropped by the
maid.

The girl detective picked it ug.
What she had supposed to be a hand-
kerchief was actually a dainty, hem-
stitched table napkin. A name had
been embroidered in the corner, and
though the stitches had been care-
fully unpicked June could faintly
make out the lettering:

“The Jolly -Roger Cake Shoppe.”

June stared at it, her heart Leating
quickly; she was scarcely conhscious of
}.he merry clamowr of voices around
her,

The name could, of course, be a
coincidence. In a district where na
quaint old legend was a tourist
attraction it was quite likely that an
enterprising cafe would have adopted
the name of the once notorious pirate,
On the other hand

The girl detective slipped. un-
noticed, out of the room. There was
no sign of the young maid, but in the
hall =she encountered a burly, red-
faced figure—the &Jorter at the guest-
house, He freated June to a friendly
nod as he stamped the snow from his
hoots. .

“ Beasonable weather, missy,” he
declared, "though it's goin’ to be a
rare cold night. Moon'’s got a mist
round her. Sign o' more snow, I
reck'n.”

June agreed.

* By the way, Mr.——"

" Tregellls is the name, missy, but
cveryone calls me Fred.”
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“1 wonder, Fred, if you could tell
me where I could find a little cake-
shop known as the Jolly Roger?”
asked June casually.

The porter regarded her queerly.

*Well, miss, you couldn't find it, in
a matter o' speaking, It's not there
now, Closed last month, it did.
Young fellow who ran it—name o'
Bert Norton—got into a spot of
hother with the police, and had to
shut down. Just got engaged to be
married an’ all, but there it was.”

And he shook his head sadly as he
turned to sort some letters into the
rack behind the reception desk.

June's thoughts were racing.

"'What a pity!” she said. “I—that
is, someone recommended it to me for
—for its dellcious cakes.”

" Best cakes in the district, miss,"”
agreed the porter. * We used to have
a standing order for ’'em here, but
then Mr. Penhale changed over to
Heskell's Bakery in the town. An'
speakin® of cakes, it's & queer turn-
out about them two cakes that are
missing. Bet some ©' those young
folk have been up to a lark!"

June smilingly nodded, but her
pulses were throbbing with sup-
pressed excitement as she went in
tearch of the maid,

She felt convinced that she had
stumbled on vital information that
might have a bearing on the strange
mystery of the vanished cakes, and
Amy, the mald, was certainly con-
nected with it in some way!

The girl had been scared of some-
thing, and June was determined to
discover the reason for her fear.

But in the kitchen she was in-
formed that Amy Jones had asked for
the evening off, to visit relatives, and
110 one had seen her since she took up
Lthe tea-things.

Returning to the hall, June heard
her uncle's voice behind the closed
door of the proprietor's oftice. For a
‘moment  she esitated, wondering
whether to knock; but just then, hap-
}mmng to glance casually out of the
hall window, she gave a violent start.

A slender figure was stealing down
the drive, faintly visible in the
ghostly llght of the rising moon. And
under lts arm the figure carried a
bundle.

All thought of disturbing her uncle
was banished from June's mind.
There were occasions when seconds
were vital, and this was one of them.
On no account must she let that
siender figure out of her sight.

A moment sufficed to slip on her
warm coat and reach the door. She
was glad that the garrulous hall
porter was not around; he would
probably have raised an alarm and
scared her quarrfr.

Hurrying softly down the snow-
covered drive, June reached the gates
—in time to see the flitting figure dis-
appear down the gap that led to the
beach.

Purzled and excited, the girl detec-
tive followed. What posslble reason
could anyone have for visiting the
lonely beach at this hour on Christ-
mas Eve?

Cautiously she descended the steep
slope. A large boulder momentarily
shut out her view of the beach, but as
she crept round it June caught in her
breath in sheer amazement.

She could Ssee her quarry now.
Amy, the young mald, was feverishly
digging in the firm sand at the foot
of the cliff. And heside her, on the
beach, was the missing cake!

As June crept closer, concealing her-
self behind the prow of an upturned
fishing-hoat, she saw Amy drop to her
knees beside the cake, placing it care-
fuily in a box. For a moment her
fingers seemed to be busy with the
«ecorations, Then, with a nervous
glance over her shoulder, she quickly
secured the box with string and
lowered it into the hole she had dug
in the sand.

Her thoughts racing, June watched
the girl fill in the hole, marking the
place with o lohster-pot that lay
among a pile near hy. y

Then. with another anxicus glance
up and down the beach. she hurried
bhack by the way she had come, pass-
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ing close to th2 girl detectwe who was
crouched behind the boa

June waited till the othe1 s foot-
steps had died away. Then she
slipped from her hiding-place and
picked up the spade that the girl had
concealed behind the lobster-pots.

The next minute she was digging in
the firm sand her heart pounding with
excitement. Would the buried cake
reveal the answer to the strange Yule-
tide mystery?

A STRANGE WARNING

HE strains of an old Christmas
song greeted Noel as, accom-
panied by his host, he opened

the dining-room door.

Tea was over, and the youthful
party of guests were gathered round
the piano, where Frank was heartily
thumping out 4 tune,

“ Hallo, everybody!” remarked Noel,
grinning. * Having & good time?”

* Rather, sir!” declared Osbert, his
mouth full of mince pie,

The young detective looked round
the room.

“June not with you?” he asked.

‘*She left us about a quarter of an
hour a% Mr, Raymond,” said Hilary.
“We thought she'd gone to have a
word with Amy about bringing some

like one of the remaining cakes
hr_odught. to the dining-room now,” he
581

“I'll see to it at once,” said Mr.
Penhale, “Then I'll Join the
voungsters.” .

As soon as the proprietor had gone
the young detective quickly closed
the door and made a few rapid pre-
parations, If the Christmas * joker ”
made another attempt, Noel hoped to
catch him or her red-handed.

He had just completed his task
when there came a knock at the door.
He opened it to admit the buxom
cook herself, carrying a large cake
resplendant with chocola.te icmg

“I brought n; myself, sir,” explained
Mrs, Marples, ' as I couldn'’t find Amy.
That girl's been acting most queer
recently—slipping off on her own
without a word to me. I'll have to
report her to Mr. Penhale.”

The young detective smilingly
waited till the cook had left the room,
Quickly he arranged the chocolate
cake on the silver stand, took a last
lock round, and stepped out into the
hall, locking the door behind him.

Then abruptly his smile faded.
Through the open window, carried
faintly on the rising wind, came a
girl's terrified cry.

Noel sprang for the front door and

The plump boy gave a startled shout as he saw the box June was carrying.
that looks like the cake which was stolen from here ! ** he cried.

We
Noel's eyes twinkled. June's absence

more tea, but it dldnt turn up.
made do on lemonade!"

did not surprise him. EKnowing his
yvouthful partner, hessuspected she
was following up the mystery on her
own account.

‘“ And what's the programme now?"”
he asked.

Prank started up from the piano.

T was going to suggest a game of
hide-and-seek in the moonlight,” he
said eagerly.

There came an excited chorus of
assent, and a few minutes later the
youthful party trooped away to collect
their coats. Noel turned quickly to
Mr. Penhale.

“I don't want to be an alarmist,
Penhale,” he said, “but I suggest we
keep an eye on them.”

*You really think there's something
serious behind this affair of the miss-
ing cakes, Raymond?” asked the
guest-house proprietor worriedly,

“I'm positive of it!” replled Noel.
*“You say that these six cakes were
ordered from Heskell's, the big bakery
in the town. When was the order
given?”

“A month ago.” replied Mr. Pen-
hale. “But theyv were to he iced
speclalqy and delivered on Christmas

wo arrived this morning, as
you Eknow., The other four were
delivered just before you turned up. I
impressed on Mrs. Marples the cook,
that they should be EKept securely
}:t))c‘-.ce,:‘d in her pantry till Christmas

}‘:Ibel nodded thoughtfully,

With your permission, I should

o Hi,

dashed out. He could see the party
of young guests on the lawn, sur-
rounding the jovial proprietor.

“Penhale, you heard that cry?"
jerked out Noel as he hurried up.
* Are all the girls here?”

“ All of them except Miss Gaynor,"”
said Mr. Penhale, with a worried
frown “I don't understand. ’

“June!” muttered Noel uneasily.
“ Great guns, why didn’t I think of it?
She’s slipped off on her own to In-
vestigate: " He broke off, turning
on the startled proprietor. * Get the
youngsters back inte the house,” he
said tersely. * There may be dnngm "

He turned and sprinted down the
drive towards the gate, pulling out
his torch as he ran,

The brilliant gleam revealed un-
mistakable footprints in the newly
fallen snow. double trail—one of
small, pointed shoes with high heels.
khelother also a girl's, but with flat

eels

And hoth treils led towards the gap

in the cliff. Noel's uneasiness in-
creased as he hurried down the
slippery path; then he halted
abruptly.

A slim figure was stumbling towards
him through the driving snow, some-
thing clutched under her arm.

“June!” exclaimed Noel huskily as
he ran to meet her,

Panting for breath, June caught at

his arm. Her face was pale with
excitement.
“Nunky, I've found the missing

cike!” she gasped.
“ Just a minute, June!”
at her, his

Noel stared
reliefl mingled with grow-
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ing perplexity. “Was 1t you who
screamed just now?"

“Screamed, nunky? No, I didn't!”
She caught In her breath, her fingers
tightening on his arm. * It might—it
mﬁht have been Amy!”

reathlessly June gulped out her
story, describing her finding of the
crumpled serviette, her interview with
the hall porter, and the strange
activities of the young malid.

1 dug up the box, nunky, but [
haven't had time to open it. you ™"
—June's volce shook—'" do you think
gnyt%ing could have happened to

my?

There was a troubled expression in
Noel's eyes.

“I don't know. June. On the face
of it it looks as though Miss Amy
Jones has got herself mixed up in a
particularly mean plot of revenge.”

“ Nunky!" protested June.

“ Wait,” put in Noel, "I said ‘on

the face of it'—though your de-
scription of the girl's fear and that
cry suggests something more sinister.
It’'s plain from the embroidered
serviette that Amy was employed at
the cake-shop run by young Norton.
Norton was disgraced in some way
and his shop was closed down. He
may have had a grudge against our
host. The disa}l)pearance of the cakes,
and that skull-and-crossbones that
was substituted for the decorations,
seem to have begen intended to upset
the young guests,
credit of the est-house.”
. “I don't believe it!” declared June
warmly. " Amy has acted strangely,
but, if I'm any judge of character, she
wouldn't do anything underhand. I'm
sure the poor girl was terrified!”

“You may be right,” sald Noel
gravely. “There’s no means of dis-
covering from which way that cry
came, but I'll arrange with Penhale
for a thorough search of the grounds.
Meanwhile, the best thing we can do
for the moment is to take this cake
indoors and examine it. It may—or
may not—give us a clue to the
mystery."”

They found the Youthful party
assembled in the hall, with the ex-
cetgtion of Frank Gaye and one of the
other hoys who had volunteered to
patrol outside.

Noel drew Mr., Penhale aside and
engaged him in earnest conversation.
‘The proprietor looked werried, but
nodded his assent.

The young detective unlocked the
dining-room” door and they &il
trooped in. .

Everything was just as Noel had left
it, including the chocolate cake on
the sideboard. Osbert eved the latter
hungrily and edged towards it.

Noel, meanwhile, had placed the
Lox on the table He cut the string
and lifted out the iced cake, quite
unharmed, with its miniature house
and Christmas-tree.

by look!” came a startled cry
from Hilary. '

She was pointing to 'an Inscription
below the centre-plece, an inscription
hastily picked out in silver balls:

“YOU ARE IN DANGER—NOW!"

“This is preposterous!” exclaimed
Mr. Penhale angrily. ‘' Someone is
obviously tryin to frighten my
guests, If I catch the seoundrel 2

“Just & minute!” cut in Noel
Magnifving-glass in hand, he was
examining the inscription on the cake,
“This is very interesting.”

“Nu ., what do you mean?"
Lreathed June eagerly

“1 mean,” said Noel, “that these
stiver balls were not put on the cake
for the sake of making a sinister
design or inscription—that was
merely an after-thought. They were
put here for a very different purpose
—to cover up the scoundrel’s real
motive!”

“aAnd that was?' demanded Mr.
Penhale, staring disbelievingly.

Noel opened his lips to replg, but at
that instant the lights in the room
were suddenly extinguished.

“Help!” yelped a voice. It was
Oshert's volce, choked with fright.
“ He—he's got me!”

Frightened cries arose from the
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, and reflect on the .

girls as there came the sound ol a
seuflle.

* Stand where you are, all of youl”
called Noel urgently. " Guard the
door, Penhale!”

The gleam from his torch stabbed
ihe darkness, revealing Osbert’s pallid
face as he sat on the floor near the
sideboard, a slice of chocolate cake
clutched in his nerveless hand.

The rest of the cake had vanished!

*1-—I was just sampling a piece of
cake when someone — something
grabbed me,” faltered the fat boy
plaintively.

“YWheever it was,” cut in Mr. Pen-
hale angrily, as he switched on the
lights, *the trickster's got away! He
must have slipped out of the room
before I reached the door—yet I could
have sworn no one passed me.”

June was staring at her uncle.
Noel had bent to pick up a length of
broken thread that dangled from a
corner of the sideboard. There was
a grim smile on his lips.

“Whoever came into this room,
June,” he murmured, catching her
glange, “did not come through the

oor I

June's heart missed a beat, but
before she could voice the startled
question that rose to her lips, there
came a sudden commotion in the hall.
Into the room bwrst Frank Gaye and
another boy, and between them they
led & pale, trembling figure.

A little gasP escaped June's 1ips.

The tearful captive was Amy, the
little maid; and in her hand the girl
clutched a torn paper cake-frill, with
a large portion of chocolate cake still
adhering to it.

A SHOCK FOR SANTA CLAUS
" E found her stealing out of the
porch with this in her hand,
sir,” panted Frank. *“She
tried to escape when we qrabbed her
—begged us to let her go.’ ;
A murmur of indignation rose from
the young guests.
Mr. Penhal2 looked at the girl in
stern repr

*So this is how you repay my kind-
ness to you, Amy Jones,” he said
grufily, * By frightening my young
guests!? When your fiance, Bert
Norton, got himself into trouble with
the poiice and had to close his shop,
1 offered you this job and kept your
secret; 2t

“Mr. Penhale, I—I swear that
neither Bert nor I had anything to
do with this!” exclalmed the girl
spiritedly.

“How can you say that?” demanded
Mr. Penhale sternly. “I've heard
ehout your mysterious conduct this
evening—conduct that can only point
to one thing. An act of spite against
my young guests and myself, because
I happened to be one of the
magistrates who considered your
fiance’s case, and ordered him to
leave the district.” .

“It's not true!” whispered the girl
brokenly. *You—you don’t under-
stand, and—I can’t explain.”

with a little sob she turned away.
Impulsively June started Iorward,
slipping an arm round the girl’s
shoulders, .

“No point in pressing the matter
to-night, Penhale,” put in Noel. "“It's
plain the girl is not in a fit state to
answer questions., I suggest we leave
it till the morning.”

June escorted the tearful Amy up
to her room, but despite all her
attempts to persuade the other to
confide in her, the girl remained
stubbornly silent.

Christmas morning dawned,
ushered in by a distant merry peal of
pells, The guests assembled at the
festive breakifast-table, but Noel came
in rather late, with June and their
host. Mr. Penhale cleared his throat,
and gravely made his announcement,

Amy was to go. As she had refused
to explain her activities, he had no
option but to dismiss her. Noel was
escorting her as far as the nearest
town, where she would be able to joln
relatives.

They left shortly after breakfast,
Noel driving Mr, Penhale's car, with
the voung maid seated teariully
heside him,

“It's too bad—-tn Clristmas Day,
of all times,” satd Hilary, with a littl
gulp. “I wish we hadn't made such
a fuss about those cakes.”

June attempted to cheer them ulgl.
From a final word she had had wit
her uncle, she felt convinced that
Noel had not abandoned his probing
ef the strange mystery. He had pro-
mised to return as soon as possible,
and had warned her to keep her eyes
open for any fresh developments.

During the morning a spirited
snowball fight and a toboggan race
completely banished any trace of
gloom in the party. As hungry as
hunters, the youthful guests trooped
in to do Jjustice to turkey and
Christmas-pudding.

During the afterncon the tables
were cleared and lald for tea. The
three remaint cakes were brought
up from the locked pantry and placed
on the centre table, surrounded by
plates of mince-pies, jellies and trifles.

The youthful guests gathered round
admiringly, but June was wondering
rather anxiously about Noel. He had
not returned yet, and she saw Mr.
Penhale giance at his watch with a
worried frown,

" Possibly the snow on the roads
has delayed your uncle, Miss Gaynor.”
_he said. '“He may be returning by
train. I think I'll slip down tg the
station and make inquiries. What
do you young people propose to do?”

“Snapdragon!" exclaimed Frank,
grinning. el .

“En?® demanded Osbert, blinking.
“What sort of dragon .

‘There came a laugh from the others.

“It’'s an old Christmas custom,
popular in  Cornwall,” explained
Frank. “Fred, the hall-porter, was
telling me about it. You have a big
howl of almonds and ralsins and
things. cover them with spirits, and
set fire to them. Everyone makes o
grab at them—and those who succeed
get a surprise gift from Santa Claus.”

“And who's to bhe Santa Claus?”
asked Mr. Penhale, his eyes twinkling.

Frank coughed. =

“I thought I might take the part,
sir. Fred told me youd got an old
costume in the store-roomi, and I
was_wondering if I could borrow it.”

By all means!” chuckled their
host.  *“Help yourself, ¥30ung man—-
and have a good time. ut hands off
those cakes till Mr. Rayvmond and our
other guests come in for tea!”

“Hear that, Osbert?” demanded
Frank, grinning.
There was & general laugh as Mr,

Penhale departed, and the yocung
guests husied themselves in preparing
their entertainment. Osbert went to
the kitchen to cgllect the bowl with
the nuts, raising and spirits; Frank
made for the store-room in quest of
the Santa Claus outfit.

June and the other girls prepared
the room. pulling the curtains snugly
and bankin%up the fire.

Though she joined in the general
merriment, the girl detective was feel-
ing tense and uneasy. Noel's pro-
longed ahsence was beginning to
worry her, and with the deepening
shadows of the aofternroon her
thoughts reverted to the mystery—
the mystery that had not beea
cleared up by the young
departure.

Noel had warned her to keep her
eves open—but for what? What
could possibly happen now?

Just then Osbert returned from the
kitchen, triumphantly carrving the
bowl of good things. They all
gathered round as he placed it on a
smail table, and took a bhox of
matches irom his pocket.

“Pput the lights out, girls!” he said
importantly. “As soon Aas Frank
comes in, in his Santa rig-out, I'll
light up the bowl.”

One of the girls switched out the
lights, and just then there was a tap
at the door.

“Come in, Santa!” laughed Hilary.

A white-bearded figure in a hooded
red robe stumped into the room, a
sack on his shoulder,

mald's

“Gee, that's a wizard make-up,
Frank!” clruckled Osbert. “Shall 1
light up?”

(Plasc tura to the back page.)
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THE NOTE FROM KEITH

OSALIE WAYLAND and  her
brother, Robbie, were staying
in Egypt with thelr Aunt Amy.

Thelr chum, Keith Nelson was a
fugitive from the lice. But Keith
had invented a talking robot which
they found. In a recorded message
spoken by Archie, as they called the
robot, Keith asked them to find the
Scarab of Isis, copy the hieroglyphics,
and take them to Settak the Seer,
Rosalie and Robble found the scarab,
but after copying the hieroglyphics
it was taken from them by Hinton
Forbes, an Egyptologist friend of
Aunt Amy's, and Keith's enemy.

The robot, which Rosalie and her
brother had hidden in the Cave of
Ka, mysteriously disappeared.

Back at Lotus House they were
wondering what had happened to
Archie when a native boy appeared
outside the window. He had brought
them a message from Keith.

NOTE from Keith!

Rosalie thrilled, and eagerly
her brother watched her open it.
After a cautious look round. to make
certain that none of the other occu-

ants of the room were looking, they

ent over the slip of paper. .

The message was quite shart, but it
set their pulses leaping.

“Don't worry ahout the robot.
He is safe. Meet me to-night at the
Grove of Hathor.—K."

“Gee!" exclaimed Robbie involun-
tarily, and at the sound Sammy
Forbes looked wup from his jigsaw
puzzle, .

‘Hallo, what are you reading?” he
asked, suspiclously regarding the slip
ol paper on Rosalie’s Knee.

Hurrledly Rosalle pocketed :t.

“Nothing of any interest to you,”
she replied and jumped to her feet
and yawned. " Goily, I feel tired,” she
declared. “I think I’ll go up to hed.”

“Same here,” said Robbie.

Aunt Amy looked up {rom her
knitting and smiled.
“Very well, my dears, An early

nllgctllt won't do you any harm,” she
sald.

“ Wait a minute " hegan Sammy,
but, anxious to aveid any of his
awkward questions, Rosalie and her
brother sald hurried *good-nights ™
and holted from the room.

Once upstairs, they went to Robbie’s
room and there excitedly they dis-
cussed the note which had come so
unexpectedly from their fugitive
chum. The mystery of the robot’s
strange disappearance from the cave
was now solved, Obvious it was that
in some way Keith had run across
Archie and taken him away.

“Won't it be spifing to meet Keith
again?”’ exclaimed Rohble,

Rosalie nodded.

GIRLS' CRYSTAL —24.12.49

“Rather! And what a lot he will
have to tell us! Soca all this strange
business will be cleared up. Keith
will be able to tell us the secret of
the scarab, and H

Breaking off, she darted across to
the door and opened it. No one was
outside, but she was just in time to
see a door farther along close, |

The door of Sammy's bed-room !

Had Hinton Forbes’ sneak of g son
ust retired for the night, or had he

een eavesdropping outside Robbie’s
room?

Rosalie went cold at the mere
thought,

“We'd better pretend to go to hed.”
she told her brother, “and lie low
until everyone's asleep. Then we'll
sliv away to meet Keith.”

Robble nodded, and Rosalie ieft
him, going to her own room.

During the next hour or so tlme
seemed to stand still, but at last
Rosalie heard footsteps on the stairs.
Evidently the rest of the household
was retiring for the night. She waited
half an hour longer, then she tip-
toed into the corridor and tapped
cau%ﬁusly on her broti:her's door.

i er

right, " she called
softly. *I think it's safe now.”
Carrying their shoes, they stole

along the passage and began to
descend the stalrs. Both of them
were thrilling at the thought of meet-
in% their old school chum again.
hey had just reached the bottom
of the stairs when

Click !

Suddenly, blindingly. the lights
were switched on, and they found
themselves confronted by the tall
sardonic figure of Hinton Forbes.

“So Sammy . was right!” he ob-
served. “He warned me vou intended
stealing out on some fishy busiress
to-night.”

Rosalle and Robble seemed rooted
to the floor with consternation, but
mixed with their dismay was a feel-
ing of anger

So once again Sammy had bhesn
eavesdropping ! .
“Well "—with another sardonic

smile Hinton Forbes regarded them-—
“what have you to say for your-
selves?'’

Rosalie tossed her head.

“Nothing—not to you, anyway," she
retorted, and turned to her brother.
“Come on, Robbie, let’'s go back to
bed. We’'ll have to give up our plans
for to-night.”

BB R R T R R AR S K
Rosalie And Robbie Are
Resolved That Nothing

Shall Stop Them Meeting
Their Fugitive Chum

By HAZEL ARMITAGE

Robbie seemed about to nrotest,
but, ecatching a warning look from his
sister, he bit back the exclamation on
his lips and meekly followed her up
the stairs,

At her door Rosalie paused.

* Good-night,” she said loudly, then
in a whisper: “I'll see you later.”

Robbie gave an understanding start
and quickly nodded

“*Night, sis,” he
to his own room.

For another half-hour Rosalie sat
on the edge of her bed, waiting. She
heard Hinton Forbes come upstairs,
heard his bedroom door slam, then
silence settled over the house. At
last Rosalie rose and, cautiously open-
ing her door an inch or so, peeped
out. But to her dismay it was to
see Sammy’s door open end a light
in his room.

“Oh, golly, he still suspects that
we may make another attempt to
slip out!” she groaned. *“He’s keep-
ing watch!"”

It seemed as if she and Robbie must
really abandon their plans to meet
Keith. But as she realised how
anxiously their fugitive chum would
he waiting at the Grove of Hathor,
Rosalie's eyes blazed rebelliously.

“Sammy shan't spoil thiugs,” she
told herself. ‘*There must be some
way of outwitting him, We've got to
think—hard.” ]

Silently shufting her door, she
racked her hrains for a moment or
two, then, crossing to the window.
she pecered out There was a narrow
balcony between her room ani
Robbie’s. Climbing out on to it, she
edged her way along until she could
tap on the window. The curtains
were drawn aside and Robbie's
astonished face peered out at her.
She signalled to him to open the
window. He did so, still regarding her
in amazement.

‘sald, and retived

“What the thump’'s the idea, sis?”
he asked. “We can’'t sgneak out.
That wora Sammy is still on the

wateh.”

Rosalie nodded and grinned at her
puzzled brother.

“I know, but he's not going to
keep us in,” she declared. “If we
can’t slip out through the door, then
we'll escape via the window. It's the
only way.”

“The—the window?" ejaculated har
brother, staring uneasily down at the
garden twenty feet below.

Rosalie gave another reckless nod.

“Yes, we'll make a rope out of
your sheets and shin down,” she said. -

The worried frown on the boy's faez
vanished and he gave her an admlir-
ing slap on the back.

*“Good girl! That's a real hrain-
wave.” he cried. " Come on, let's get
cracking.”
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_A JOYFUL RE-UNION

'"TRIPPING the sheets off his bed,
Rosalie and Robbie twisted them
into thick cords and tied them

together. One end of their improvised
rope they fastened to the bed-post,
the other they threw out of the
window. It just leached to the
ground.

“Only hope that sneak Sammy
doesn't twig,” muttered Robbie, as,
clambering out, he wound one leg
around the rope and went shinning
down at a reckless rate.

Reaching the path, he held the
rope steady for Rosalle to Iollow his
example, and in 8 moment or two she
stood beside him, breathless but
triumphant.

Robbie frowned rather worriedly at
the sheet rope.

* I say, what about that?” he asked.
“If anyone spots it, the game will he
up.”

Rozalie had been thinking of that,
too, visualising with apprehension the
conseguences that might {foliow
should it be found., In that event
nothing could save them. from being
sent hom= in disgrace by Aunt Amy.

But even that must be risked for

FEROAENNS

A A R R RCRR 7

Keith! Whatever happened, at what-
ever cost, they must Kkeep their
their fugitive

agpomtment. with
chum. :

“Leave it,” she said briefly. “Can't
do anything else, anyway. Apart
from that, we shall want it to climb
back by when we return.”

Robbie nodded, and stealthily they
crossed the grounds. Swiftly they
dived for the shrubbery, reached it,
and vanished over the wall, Robbie
mounting first, and then leaning

down to help his sister up.
“Good } e're away !"” he said glee-
fully, *“Now for old Keith!”

They hurried on down a pebbly
path which cut across the sandy
waste of the desert. They knew where
the Grove of Hathor was situated, and
in half an hour reached it.

The grove, semicircular fn shape,
stood at the foot of a towering cliff
which now gleamed white in the
bri%ht. moonlight. A high, erumbling
wall surrounded it, broken by a great
gap, through which they now entered,

The grove was composed of small

_copses of olives, tangerines, and other
semi-tropical. trees. All was silent,
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and anxiouslv Rosalic and Robbile
looked about them.

Suppose they had had their journey
for nothing ! Su‘,pﬁose something had

revented their chum from keeping

is appointment!

“Keith!” they called. “Keith!"”

At first there was no response, then
they heard a stealthy sound from thez
clump of trees just ahead.

“Keith |” they called again, and, to
their delight, a figure stepped 1100
gut of the dark snadows cast by the
rees.

It was the figure of a boy—thin-
faced, haggard, his clothes almost in
shreds. tor & moment both Rosalic
and Hobbie were shocked into distress
and wonder as they zaw him. And
then, with a cry, Rosaiie had hurled
herseif towards him.

“Keith!” she cried In shaken joy.

She cagught his thin hand, feelmg a
wave of pity sweep over her as sn:
gazed into those tired, red-rimmed
eyes of his. .

“Rosalle! Robbie! You bricks!™
Keith Nelson muttered *“Oh, gee,
thank goodness you've come at lest!’

For a few moments all they could
think of was of this glad reunion, but
once the first excitement was over
Rosalie and her brother regarded
their chum wonderingy.

* Keith, what's happened?”
Rosalie.

“You look all-in, old man,” declared
Robble. *“What have you becn doing?
How did you get here?”

Keith smiled » little wanly,

*71l tell you—in a minute,” he
promised. “I've been having a pretty
sticky time, as you might guess by the
look of me. But come here. Let's sit
on that stone, and don't talk too loud,
please, because volces carry in this
alr, But first tell me your news,
though I know some of it,” he added,
with another rather twisted smile.
“Have you got the scarab?”

“No,” Rosalle had to confess. *But

asked

we've t the Inscriptions, Keith.
Hinton Forbes——"

“That blackguard!” Keith sald,
and his dark cyes flashed. ‘“But

thank goodness for the inscriptions!
Now go on. Tell me all—from the
beginning.”

And Rosalie, her compassion for
their old chum deepening every time
she turned to look into those haggard
eves of hls, quickly and simply
sketched the story. Keith nodded.

“You've heen great!” he said
huskily. *“You've been wizard, both
of you! And Archie—bless him—I've
got him here.” He nodded towards a
clump of wild vines. “It was a bit
thick, burdening you with this job;
but what was L to do? I was just at
my wits' end, and except for Ali, the
little Arab boy, I hadn’t a friend in
the world. But now let me tell you
my end of the story.”

They listened in thrilled silence,
ha.ngin% breathlessli onn his every
word, ¢ described how, while work-
ing as Aunt Amy’s confidential
secretary, he had found some ancient
papers relating to the fabled Palace of
Is Where this place was, how it
could be found—and opened—was
c?rlveid. in the symbols on the Scarab
of Isis. :

Tt was a staggering discovery,”
Keith declared. *“For this ancient
palace Is supposed_to contain all the
secrets of ancient Egypt, though it is
looked upon as being as ]egendar%' as
Atlantis, I didn’t tell your aunt at
the time. I wanted first to be sure I
was right, But I did mention it—like
a fool—to Forbes, who is an expert on
such subjects.”

“and that,” Rosalle guessed,
“gstarted the ball rolling.”

It had. Keith scon had evidence
that Forbes was trying to steal the
searal., He had said as much to Forbes.
To disgrace Keith in Aunt Amy’s eyes,
Forbes had contrived several small
thefts which had been cunningly
planned to be traced to Keith. 1
consequence, Keith had been told by
a very distressed Aunt Amy to leave.

wand then,” Keith went on,
“PForbes did pinch the scarab., He
meant it to look as if I'd taken it
away with me—and did, There was a
hue and «ry after me. Determined to
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get the scarab back, I broke into
Forbes' house. And—well, as you
know, I did get it back. But I was
discovered by the police clembering
out of Fortes’ window, and so 1 ha-l
Lo scoot.”

“Oh, Kelth! Poor old Keith!"
Rosalie murmured, and a new indig-
nation flamed in her heart against

the treacherous Hinton Forbes. - And
—and then?”
“* Then " Keith shrugged. "“But

let me go back a bit. All this time
I'd been inventing Archie in secret. I
wanted 10 save him up as a surprise
for you_when you came here for your
hols. I knew, of course, when you
were coming and meant to meet you,
bui hunted right, left, and centre, I
didn’t dare risk going to the stetio4.
Apart from that, I felt & bout of the
old fever trouble coming on. So I
did the next best thing. I recorded it
all and sent Ali to meet you with that
message.”’

" And how jolly glad we were that
you did!"” Rosalle said. “But I'm
afraid we haven't helped much——"

“You've been tops!” Keithh =aid.
" Ch, gosh, if only you knew how
thankful I've been to find I had two
such pals!  Ali has bheen scouting
around in that silent way of his—Ali,
by the way, is the son of a desert
shcik for whom I did a good turn
some time ago, and with whom I have

bheen hiding. All knew you were
having difficulties, and he reported
them to me.”

Rosalic breathed deeply. She felt a
warm flush of gratitude to the absent
Arab boy.

" Yesterday the police got on my
track,” went on Keith. "I had to bolf.
I managed to get & boat. Thinking
ol the Cave of Ka, I determined to
lLide out there. And then 2

“ Yes?' Rosalie asked tensely.

“Then I saw Sammy snooping. I
saw him lock up the cave and scoot.
I knew something was up. Luckily,
I've got a couple of master keys. 1
looked into the cave while his back
was turned, and there was Archie.
Naturally, I made off with him. Now
—he’'s there.”

He nodded again to the clumps of
vines. Rosalie drew a deep breath.

" So that's it,” she said. * At last we
know. Poor old Keith! Oh golly, how
awful it all must have been for you !

ut now "—her cheeks glowed—'"now
we're tos{ether again—we can work
together | Forbes may have the
scarab, but Forbes is no better off
than we are., Ketth, you know where
Settak, the seer, ig?

“I know,” Keith nodded.

“And he is the man who can
decipher the writing on the scarab?”’

"“He is the only man in Egypt”
Eeith answered. *“The symbols are a
lost secret.”

“Then—then. " Rosalie gulped.
Her excitement was mounting a%ain.
"Then the first thing is to get to
Settak. Once we've got the secret,
Keith—once we know where this
Palace of Isis is—then Forbes is
beaten once and for all. Keith, where
is Settak to be found?”

“He is a hermit, and lives in a
place called the Grotto of Khemsu—
away there in the mountains of
Atlantia. Bu$ let me attend to him,
l)lea.se. If you'll only %ivg me the
1leroglyphics——" He stop , pull-
ing himself u(P short. * at was
thf.t?” he asked in a suddenly hunted
volee,

Robble had heard the sound at the
same time. While Rosalie stared, he
rose, and went tiptoeing towards the
trees. And suddenly there came a
gasp, a sculfle, then the sound of flee-
1&1 g?gtsteps. followed by a yell from

o N

“It's Samm;{! Sammy has followed
us here! e's been listening—
spying!"”

CHASING SAMMY

T once Rosalie, her heart thud-
ding, was on her feet, She 1put
a swift hand on Keith’s shoulder
as he, too, would have moved,
“No, stop herel!” she whispered,
and dashed away. :
Robbie was ahead of her. She saw
her brother, angrily chasing Sammy
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confronted by Hinton Forbes.

Suddenly the lights were clicked on and Rosalie
*“So Sammy was right,” he commented,

and her brother found themseives
** He

warned me you intended stealing out.”’

as that boy raced for the great gal
in the wall which, with the cliff,
encircled the grove,

Oh, what fools she and Robbie had
been nct to foresee that Sammy
might see them escn.gm% from their
aunt’'s house and might follow them!
Had they been less impatiently eager
to join up with Keith they might
have realised that anyone could have
discovered their secret meeting-place
with Keith by following their foot-
prints in the sand.

But it was useless to think of that
now. Sammy had listened-in, so he
must now know where Settak, the
seer, was to be found. At all costs
he must be prevented from passing on
that knowledge to his father.

Rosalie wondered dismally, as she
ran, what he had learned about the
robot; and then rememberin% that
they had referred to the robat only
as Archie, she was less worried. To
Sammy, * Archie” would be {ust the
name of some unknown fellow-con-
spirator. He would never associate
him with Keith’'s mechanical man.

“Catch  him-—grab him!” she
panted, as, with a desperate spurt,
she came abreast of the panting
Robbie, " We’ve got to get Keith clear
belore he's allowed to gol”

Sammy now was scudding through
the gap. Abruptly he disappeared,
swallowed up in one of the folds of
the sand-dunes. Frantically, remem-
bering that the fugitive Keith was in
the grove behind them, Rosalie and
Robbie sped after him,

“Hi!"” Rosalie shouted.

“Stop, you little blot!” roaved
Robbie.
" They reached the nearest sand-

dune, raced up one sloping side, and
saw Sammy, obviously out of breath,
stumbling up the other side of the
next dune.

“Quick, Robbje—there he is! After
him!” cried Rosalie.

They almost fell down the other
side oI the dune, and Robbie, putting
on a spurt, caught up with Sammy,
and grabbed at his shoulder.

With a cry Sammy swivelled round.

“Got you, you little sneak |” panted
Robbie. “TI've got him, sis!” he called
triumphantly.

But Sammy was cunning., Even as
Sammy turned towards his sister, one
foot came slyly out, curled itself
round Robbie’s ankle, and pulled,

Next moment Robbie had hit the
sand, and Sammy, wriggling free, was
dashing a ay.

Rosalie, rushing up, quickly stifled
Robbie’s abject apologies, and together
they ran after the disappearing
Sammy,

They raced up the next sand-dune,
and Rosalie gave a breathless gasp.

“There he is!”

Sammy was just disappeuaring over
another dune. They pounded after
him, but before they could cateh him
they got another shock.

Suddenly into sight came & posse of
horsemen, galloping towards them.
And at the head of the cavalcade was
Hinton Forbes!

And behind the horsemen came
clattering a carriage. They knew that
carriage, and they could giess who

was in it. Aunt Amy!

At the same wmoment Sammy
stopped and began wildly waving his
armas.

" Pater! Pater!” he shrieked.
“This way! This way! They've got

Keith Nelson—in the grove!”

Robbte locked at Rosalie. Rosaiie
threw a hunted glance around. She
realised immediately that all iurther
pursuit of mmy. was out of the
question; realised that Sammy must
have passed on the news of their
escape from Lotus House, and thag
Hinton Forbes, securing l‘.lelp, mustg
have immediately followed, meantime
having roused Aumt Amy to tell her
the news. But what were they to do?

Only one thing.

“Robbhie, get back. Get back to the
grove,” she whispered. " We've got to
save Keith.”

Robhie nodded. He, too, had seen
the peril of the situation. Together
they pelted back, rushing through the
gap in the wall, At the same time
there came a shout from Hinton
Forbes, galloping behind them :

“8top! Stop! You can't get away

now!”

Theﬁ fled on, plunging blindly
into the grove. Then Robbie tripped
and sprawled full length. Desper-
ately Rosalie jumped to his rescue
and heaved him up. But even as she
did s0——

“We've got ‘em!” came the
trilumphant voice of Hinton Forbes.
»They can’t possibly get away now'
Keep. this gap closed, men !"

Rosalie’s face paled, for she realised
that Hinton Forbes was right. Walls
and clifs hemmed them in. The
grove had become an absolute trap.
With the g&p sealed—as Forbes had
now sealed it—there could be no
escape,

It seemed that utter disaster
hemmed them in. That the discovery
and the arrest of Keith was certain.
Now, definitely, the disgrace they
dreaded fuced them.

But worse than that was the
realisation that nothing could help
Keith. What could they possibly dn
now—traf)ped in the grove, with the
only outlet guarded against them?

Next Friday's QIRLS’ CRYSTAL will
contain another grand instalment of this
thrilling serial. Make certain of reading
it by ordering your copy now.
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THE RESCUE FROM THE BONFIRE

HANKS to the help of Colin
Forrest, the uephew of the
headmistress and new languages

master of St. Gwynn's, Vicky Mar-
low and her chums were given per-
mission to begin rehearsals for an
historical play which they wanted to
enter for the local Schools Drama
Festival,

Vicky & Co. learned that Miss
Appleby, their tyrannical Form-mis-
tress, was plotting -against their play.
They also discovered that & mysteri-
ous blue and gold mantle held some
clue to the mystery.

One night the chums saw Miss
Appleby acting furtively, a bundle
under her arm. They saw her throw
the parcel on to a bonflie. Convinced
that it had something to do with
her plotting against their play, they
watched her go, and then made to
rescue the parcel.
“HURRY!“ gasped Vicky. “'We've

got to save that parcel. What-
ever is in it may be ol vital import-
ance to us!”

Across the moonlit clearing raced
the chums, everything else moment-
arily forgotten in the excitement of

the moment. What they had seen
was almost too incredible tgo he
believed.

For only a moment ago they had
watched Miss Appleby, the senior
mistress, guiltily thrust a bulky parcel
into the bonfire, covering it over with
teverish haste.

Gone from their minds was the
thought of the grave risk they were
running in breaking bouuds at this
hour of night. For the moment they
could think of nothing bul the
mysterious parcel their enemy was 50
anxious to destroy—the parcel which
they believed concerned themselves.

Would they be in time to save it
{from the flames?

The bonfire, that had been
smouldering dully before Miss
Appleby disturbed it, was now begin-
ning to glow more brightly, and a
whilf of smoke reached the chums—
the smell of scorching brown paper.

Karen selzed the pitch-fork that the
mistress had thirown aside, and franti-
cally raked over the bonfire, exposing
the parcel. The string had been
burnt, the stout brown paper was
singed and blackened, and ote corner
was alight.

vicky made a grab at it, careless of
scorching her fingers, Quickly she
volled the parcel in the grass, weL
from the night dew. The scorched
browll paver came away, revealing an
inner wrapper of thinner paper,
slightly singed in places and also tied
with string.

“Oh. goody—Iit's not been burnt!”

breathed Merle excitedly. *Open it,
Vicky -

Y Nos tow,” Karen intervened warp-
ingly, casting  an anxious elance
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towards the school.

“If Crabby pays

another visit to the dorm and finds

our beds empty—were for it!"”
Vicky nodded.
“Karen's right. Merle!

The sooner
we get back to school the better. Let's
hope Crabby will go straight to her
room, and then we can slip in through
the dispensary window and cut up te

+the dorm without being seen. We'll
examine the parcel later.”

She was leading the way through
the trees as she spoke, the bulky
parcel tucked under her arm, her
chums following closely.

As they came in sight of the ivy-
covered school buildings, peaceful-
looking and silent beneath the moon,
vicky raised a caution!ng hand.

“Any sign of Crabby?" she whis-
pered.

“Not & movement—not a sound!”
breathed Karen. “She must have
gone in through the staff entrance,
round the corner. The window’s still
open as we left it. Come on, giris!”

They made a dash across the moon-
lit lawn, diving into the shrubbery
beneath the dispensary window. But
suddenly Vicky pulled up. grabbing
at g{erle‘s arm to stop her onward
rush.

Footsteps were approaching from
beyond the lvy-grown . buttress that
concealed the staff entrance, then
they heard volces—Miss Appleby's
high-pitched voice, and the qulet,
rather worried tones of Miss Vernon,
the hendinistress.

“1 thought I heard movements
downstairs, and I came to investigatle,
Miss Appleby. I was surprised to find
the statl door open, and to meet you
in the quadrangle at this hour of
night.”

Miss Appleby cleared her throat,
and the chums listened tensely as
they crouched in the shrubbery below
the window.

It was plain that the Form-mistress
had been taken off her guard by Miss
Vvernon's unexpected appearance Ol
the scene: but only for a second did
she hesitate.

“As duty mistress, Miss Vernon,”
she replied calmly, “I, t00o, was -
vestigating those sounds that dis-
iurbed you. I had just made a tour of
the guadrangle and was returning
when you met me,”

Vicky drew in her breath. marvel-
{ing at the cool way Miss Appleby was
ying.

What A Shock For Vicky
& Co. When They Opened
The Mystery Parcel Miss
Appleby Had Tried To
Destroy!

It was more clear than ever that the
mistress wished to keep her nocturnal
errand o secret—hoping that, by the
morning, the mysterious parcel woulel
he well and truly burnt,

It was a strahge position for the
chums. They alone Kknew Miss
Appleby's secret——or would know it, as
soon as they had an opportunity to
open the parcel. But they could never
accuse her without betraying the fact
that they had been guilty of breaking
bounds.

At that moment there came a sur-
prised exclamation from Miss Vernon.

“Miss Appleby—the window of the
dispensary is open! Yet I aimn posi-
tive that matron fastencd it hefore we
retired.” '

Vicky could have groaned aloud,
and she felt Karen's hand tighten on
her sleeve. Their way of escape had
been discovered.

From the shadows they heard Miss
Appleby's hissing Intake of breath as
that mistress crossed to the open
window. They could not see her ex-
pression, but Vicky could guess the
thoughts that must be chasing
through her mind.

The open window could only mean
one thing to her. Someone had left
the school without her knowledge:;
someone who might have witnessed
her midnight activities,

" Yery—very strange, Miss Vernon|”
they heard her say. "I had better
investigate. But you will catch your
death of cold if you remain out herc.
I shall make a thorough search of the
grounds, and report to you——"

“I wouldn't dream of it, Miss
Appleby,” said the headmistress
firmly. *If there is anyone hiding in
the grounds we must find them.
Come along, Miss Appleby.”

“Very well, Miss Vernon."

Miss Appleby, lips tightly set,
turned, and together she and the
headmistress began the search. And
they were walking straight towards
the bushes where the chums were
crouched in hiding.

They tried to shrink back out of the
betraying moonlight.

The two mistresses drew nearer and
nearer.

Vicky's blood ran cold as she caught
a glimpse of Miss Appleby’'s vindictive
scowl. In another moment

The mistress was within a few feet
of them when a sound reached her
ears that.caused her to halt. At the
same moment there came & gasp from

Miss Vernon.
Did—did you hear

“ Miss Appleby!
that?"’

The chums had heard it, too—a
startlingly unexpected sound that
came from the open window of the
dispensary.

It was a
groan !

hollow, blood-chilling
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THE CONTENTS OF THE PARCEL

WICE the groan was repeated,

more loudly on each occasion.

It was unnerving, coming as it

did from the presumably empty room.

The two mistresses, as well as the con-

ceali‘d chums, stared in frozen amsaze-
ment,

“Bless—bless my soul!" exclaimed
Miss Vernon at last, *“I suggest,” she
added, bracing herself, “that we go
in together and investigate, Miss
Appleby.” .

The two mistresses hurried round
the corner, and the chums stared at
one another in mingled bewilderment
and relief,

“ Who—who ever can be in the dis-
pensary at this time of night?” whis-
pered Merle. .,

‘“Someone in pain by the sound of
it,” breathed Karen pityingly. "I say,
ought we to offer to hel '

“Hist|" breathed a voice from the
open window.

They started violently as a head and
shoulders were dimly perceived in the
dark opening.

" 8tay where you are, girls, till the
coast is clear!"” came the terse order.
“When I say ‘Shoot,” scram for all
you're worth!”

“Mr. Forrest!” pgasped Vicky, her
heart leaping.

“Qulet! Leave this to me!”

Trembling with excited amazement,
the chums huddled together. They
realised that Colin Forrest, too, must
have been on the prowl. Finding the
window of the dispensary open, he
had climbed in to investigate. He
must have seen their frantic dash
across the lawn, and heard the
mistreases talking.

His realistic groan had simply been
a ruse to divert attention, but how
did he hope to cover himself and
explain his actions to the head-
mistress?

They were not left long in doubt.
They heard a door open, and the
lights in the dispensary blazed wup
suddenly.

In the doorway stood Miss Vernon
aﬁd Miss Appleby, blinking in the
glare.

Vicky clapped a hand to her mouth
to stifle an involuntary gasp.

Standing in the middle of the dis-
pensary, a medicine bottle in one
hand and a spoon in the other, was
Colin Forrest. Vicky had dimcult¥ in
recognising him at first, for his face
was swathed in a scarf, knotted at the

side.

“C-Colin!"” cried the amazed head-
nistress.

“ Mr,—~Mr. Forrest!” exclaimed Miss
Appleby. Her eyes narrowed, and she
looked quickly from the young master
to the open window.

Colin gave a hollow groan.

“ Oh—hallo, aunt!” he said huskily.
“Hope I didn’t disturb you. Touch
of jolly old toothache, y'kKnow.
lThlought a spot of oil of cloves might
help.”

My poor boy!" exclaimed the head-
mistress anxiously. “1s there any-
thing we can do?”

“Don't worry yourseif, aunt,” said
Colin. “I'll be okay in a jifly. But
you might close that door., Miss
Appleby—the draught, y'know.”

Miss Appleby complied rather
sourly.

“I notice you opened the window,
Mr. Forrest,” she pointed out.

**Ah—yes. The room was a bit
stufily when I first came in. I say, is
this oil of cloves?”

“No, Colin; it is cough mixture.”

“Stuptd of me!” sald Mr. Forrest.
* 1 should have put on the light, but I
didn’t want to attract attention,
Would you mind fetching me the
toothache mixture, Miss Appleby?”

Miss Appleby darted him a sus-
pictous glance, but she had no option
but to oblige. She crossed to the cup-
board in the far corner where she was
hidden from the window,

“8hoot!"” exclaimed Mr. Forrest in
muilled tones.

Miss Appleby almost dropped the
hottle in her surprise, and the head-
mistress looked at her nephew in
quick concern,
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“My tooth,” explained Colin, with
an urgent wave of his hand. *“Shoot-
ing like billy-01”

The chums, swift to take their cue,
were aiready stealing out from among
the bushes and round the corner of
the si:nool, Vicky clutching the vital
parcel.

In through the staff entrance they
sped, as noiselessly as possible creep-
ing past the closed door of the
dispensary.

From inside they could hear mufiled
voices.

"If Mr, Forrest is quite recovered,”
Miss Appleby was saying unpleasantly,
I shall continue my round of inspec-
tion, Miss Vernon. I feel convinced
that I heard footsteps just now, and I
am uneasy about leaving doors and
windows unfastened while the money
for the school sports fund is in my
possession.”

Miss Appleby’s footsteps were cross-
ing the room, and the chums sped for
thelr lives, \

Upstalrs and into the
they silently raced.

Closing the door softly behind
them, Vicky leaned against it, gasp-
ing for breath and almest choked with
laughter, despite their narrow escape.

dormitory

and contrived with some dificwty to
slip it over the parcel.

A few moments later she was in
bed, her head resting on the fatelul
parcel, the real pillow tucked awuy
at the foot.

And only just in time.

Even as she snuggled under the
clothes, she heard the ominous creai
of the door, followed by the sicalthy
sound of footsteps in the dormitory.
Then the curtains of the cubicle weie
drawn back.

Vicky closed her eyes quick!y, feel-
ing Miss Appleby's presence, sensing
lt.:hat the mistress was staring down at

er,

For a moment Miss Appleby waiilcd,
then softly she entered the cukicle.-

It was one of the most agonising
moments In Vicky's life, Somrhow
she managed to breathe steadily, and
not let her eyelids tremble.

She heard the faint click of a tor-h
as Miss Appleby bent down to loa:
under the bed. Next came a siight
creaking as Miss Appleby opened hoer
bedside locker,

Vicky almost gave hersclf away, so
great was her anger then.

She could hear the mistress's heavy
breathing; could hear her muttesring

Vicky & Co. stared in wonderment through the window.

What new daring role

was Colin Forrest playing ?

* Oh, goodness,” she gurgled, “ what
a wizard actor he is, girls! If he
hadn't put us wise, I'd have thought
that he really had goit toothache.
Miss Vernon was gquite taken in—bhless
her. But what about Crabby?™ )

“She suspected,” declared Merle,
“She knows that Mr. Forrest is our
secret helper, and she's just waiting
hier chance to expose him. I bet she'’s
feeling bad now, wondering if he
knows anything ahout that parcel.”

“Bhe’ll feel worse when she dis-
covers that it's vanished!” chuckled
Karen.

Vicky stiffened.

“Golly, we're wasting time,” she
exclaimed. “She's almost bound to
suspect us, even though she won't
dare to say anything. We've got to
hide the parcel,”

“But we haven't looked in it yet,”
protested Merle, agog with curicsity,

“That'll have to wait!” Vicky told
her firmly. ' We daren't take risks. I
bet she'll be round any minute
now £

"Listen!"” broke in Karen, *“Some-
onec on the lower landing!”

They exchanged anxious glances,
and Vicky clutched the parcel more
tightly.

*If she searches the dormitory 5
she began, and then her eyes lit up.
“I'll chance it,” she whispered. “Back
to your cubicles, girls—quickiy!”

Her chums slipped away, and Vicky,
hugging the bulky parcel, dived into
her own cubicle, pulling the curtains
behind her. Whisking her pillow from
the hed, she removed the pillow-case,

something, so softly, however, that
although she strained her ecars, she
could only catch one word—" parcel,”

But at last came a click as her
locker was closed, and then hushed
footsteps as the mistress crept away.
Vicky waited, guessing that Miss
Appleby would pay a similar visit to
her chums’ cubicles. But after a
seeming eternity, the door creaked

again, and there came the welcome
click of the latch. )

Miss Appleby had departed,
momentarily  frustrated in  her
errand.

Vicky gave a deep sigh of relief, her
tense figure relaxing. However much
the mistress might suspect the juniors
or their secret helper, she had no
proof; and her hands were tied by
reason of her own guilty activities.

What counter-plans might he taking
shape in the mistress’ cunning brain,
Vicky could not surmise, hut foi the
tu%le being, at any rate, they were
safe.

She waited another quarter of an
hour, then, slipping cautiously cut of

she peeped in at her chums.
Both were very wide awake and agog
with suppressed excitement. All thiee
foregathered in Vicky's cubicle, and
Merle and Karen watched with hated
breath as Vicky pulled the mysterious
parcel out of the pilllow-case and cut
the string.

With trembling fingers she removed
the inper paper wrapping, disclosing
yet another layer of tissue-paper.

As this was removed a simultancous
gasp escaped the lips of the chums—
a gasp of amazement and delight.
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THE HEADMISTRESS'
ANNOUNCEMENT

’I‘HE contents of the pareel lay on
the bedspread, revealed in’ the
soft light of the moon,

“The missing costumes!” breathed
Merle, her voice shaking with wonder,
“The costumes that were: pictured in
thie book Mr. Forrest gave us!"

“They're marvellous!” whispered
Karen. " A hundred times better than
the illustrations.”

“But why,” burst out Vicky, her
thoughts racing, “ should Miss
Appleby have actually tried to burn
such  beautiful things? It coesn’t
make sense!"

In silent awe they gazed ab the
exquisite garments of silk and satin
—some a little frayed, others slightly
moth-eaten—but most of them in
almost perfect condition.

- Vicky bent forward suddeniy, pick-
ng one up.

“The blue and gold manutle,” she
whispered.

Her chums caught in their breaths,
gazing in admiration at the lovely
cloak, shimmering in the moonlight.
All three were thinking of the same
thing. Of that harsh, threatening
voice they had overheard the other
day—the voice of Miss Appleby's
accomplice.

“ Whatever happens, Vicky Marlow
must net succeed in her ambition,"”
he had said to the mistress. * Re-
member the blue and gold
mantle—-—"

"It doesn't make sense!"™ repeated
Vicky, though this time there was a
tinge of uneasiness behind her state-
ment. " Why should Crabby have
held on to the costumes all this time,
and then tried to destroy them?”

Merle shook her dark head, but
Karen's dreamy eyes held a thought-
ful look.

“She must have thought that it
was safe enough to keep them hidden.
But when Mr. Forrest suggested there
shiould be g search, it forced her hand.
She was afrald they might be dis-
covered, so0 she decided to burn them.”

" But—why?" Vicky persisted.
“What possible harm could it do to
her if we wore them for our play?”

It was a question that none of them
could answer. The mystery surround-
ing Miss Appleby's enmity towards
them and their play had taken an
even more bafling turn.

Impatiently Vicky shook off her
uneasiness, and commenced eagerly to
examine the other costumes.

“We must show these to My
Forrest,” she whispered. “Theyre the
very things for our play. We can trust
him to persuade Miss Vernon to let us
wear then.”

“But where are we supposed to
have found them?" put in Karen.
" Youre forgetting that we Dbroke
bounds to-night—and Miss Vernon's
not likely to take a light view of that.
She’s already warned us that vhe next
fime we defy school rules she'll ban

our play.”

For the Vicky was
stumped: eyes sparkled
daringly.

“We'll tell the truth—we found
them in the grounds. We needn't say
thal it was at night."

“But Crabby knows!" said Merle.

“And she won't dare say a word.”
Vicky countered. *She’ll just have to
keep quiet, even if she's boiling with
rage. This time. girls, we've got her
in a cleft stick!"

Smillngly they exchanged glances
across the shimmering costumes. The
tyrant for once had played into their
hands. Though they had not suffici-
ent proof to denounce her to the
headmistress, neither had  Miss
Appleby any means of pinning guilt
on to them or the daring young
master who was aiding them.

Quickly they made their plans.
First thing in the morning they would
smuggle the parcel of costumes dowt
to Mr. Forrest's study, and ask the
young master's advice,

They felt confident that theyv could
safely leave the vest in his hands.
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moment
then lher

Immediately after breakfast next
nmorning, as the bell was ringing for
morning Assembly, Vicky slipped
upstairs to collect the nrecious parcel,
while Merle and Karen kept a sharp
look-out for Miss Appleby.

She waited for her chums to signal
*“All clear,” then, the parcel tucked
under her arm, she hurried to My,
Forrest's study, hoping to catch him
before he joined the rest of the staft
for Assembly,

She tapped on the door and opened
it; then her face fell, My, Forrest
was not in his room.

For a moment she hesitated. The
second bell was ringing now, nnd she
heard footsteps hurrying along the
corridor.

She was more than anxious not to
bhe seen with the parcel; it was vital
to their plans that Miss Appleby
should be kept in the dark till Colin
had spoken to the headmistress on
their behalf,

There was ounly one thing to do.
Stepping qulckly into the room, she
placed the parcel on Mr. Forrest's
desk, and looked round for a piece of
paper on which to scribble a note.

Then her heart gave a little jump.
She could not help seeing a printed
document on the desk—an euntry
form for the local Drama Pestival.

And it had heen filled in with the
name of their play—*The Gay Pre-
tender,” and other details, in Colin
Forrest's clear hand,

Vicky looked away quickly, her eyes
shining, her face slightly flushed. She
had not been intended to sce that.
Colin had been keeping it as a secret.
making all arrangements on their
behalf, pending the headmistress’
final approval.

“Oh, he's a sport!" she whispered,
her lips trembling. *“A master in a
million. ' I—I'd do anything for him,
and 8o would the other girls.” _

On second thoughts she decided not
to leave a note. The parcel would
speak for itself, and they would be
seeing him immediately after
Assembly.

She left the room, locking the door
and taking the key. Mr. Forrest, she
knew, had another key, just in case
they were unable to contact him.

Just in time she reached Big Hall,
and took her place with the rest of
the Form as the staff filed on to the
platform, *

Mr. Forrest, a twinkle in his eye,
was looking none the worse for his
“toothache,” but Miss Appleby's face
was set and grim as she marched on to
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Vernons expression

the plaiform, followed by the head-
mistress.

There was a respectful hush. It
might have been Vicky's imagination,
but it seemed to her that Miss
was unusually
grave,

The headmistress came to the front
of the platform,

" Girls.” she said, “a certain grave
matter has been brought to my atten-
tion—something which I should like
to think was due simply to a mls-
guided youthful prank."

There was a hush. The girls stared
at her wonderingly, and Vicky felt
suddenly uneasy.

Colin Forrest and the rest of the
staff were listening curiously, obvi-
ously quite unprepared for the
announcement.

“Last night or this morning.” went
on the headmistress quietly, *a parcel
was taken from Miss Appleby's study.”
Vicky started, flashing a hewildered,
questioning glance at her chums.
“This parcel,” continued the head-
mistress, * contained some old
theatrical costumes that have been
missing for some time. Miss Appleby
hunted them up at my request, and
locked them in her study overnight.,
intending to hand them to me in the
morning. Somenne "—her voice grew
stern—" someone had the audacity to
enter her study and remove that
parcel without permission!"

Vicky's pulses quickened,

What new trick of their enemy's
was this? What did she hope to gain
by her astounding fib?

“That in itsell,” continued Miss
Vernon, raising her voice slightly,
“was very reprehensible, though it
might have been some sort of
practical joke. TUnfortunately the
matter turns out to be far more seri-
ous. For with this parcel—tucked
under the string, In fact—Miss
Appleby left an envelope containing
money entrusted to her for the school
sports fund—twenty pounds in notes
—that were to have been handed to
me this morning. And that money
has disappeared with the parcel!”

A low buzz of horror went up from
the assembled school. White-faced.
Vicky stared at her chums. At lasc
she was beginning to understand Miss
Appleby's dastardly plot. :

The mistress did not know who had
taken the parcel, though she had her
suspicions, and with unscrypulous
cunning she hoped to pin the sup-
posed disappearance of the sports
fund on to the present holder of the
costumes.

"“Oh—oh, my golly!” Vicky whis-
pered. For suddenly she remembered
where she had left that fatal parcel,
and now, unmistakably, she saw Miss
Appleby’s vindictive gaze regarding
Colin Forrest.

“In the circumstances, Miss
Vernon,” said the mistress in her
high-pitched voice, "I understand
that you intend to carry out an in-
spection of all studies while the girls
are assembled here, I am certain
that, in all fairness "-—she spoke with
a thin-lipped smile—" the staff would
wish to be included in that inspection
—Just as a matter of form, of course.”

There came a murmur of agreement
from the masters and mistresses
assembled on the platform.

The blood drained from Vicky's
face, The headmistress, followed by
Miss Appleby, was already leaving the
platform. The rest of the staff were
engaged in grave conversation.

Colin Forrest, she could see, was
apparently quite unaware of the tlow
that awaited him.

Desperately Vicky tried to catch his
eye, but in vain. She locked round at
the prefects guarding the doors,

“Vicky, where did you leave that
parcel?” hissed Merle in her ear.

“In—in Colin’s study,” gulped
Vicky desperately, “and I've just got
to get it back before it's too late!™

Wiil Vicky succeed In regaining the
costumes before Miss Vernon finds
them ? You wiil find the answer to that
question in next Friday's instalmont of
this enthralling serial.
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PREPARATIONS FOR THE PARTY

a ERE'S Mollie?"”
That wrathful question
was hurled at Helen Hursg
by her grandfather as he lcoked into
the large barn of her Aunt Jane's
farm, where they were staying for
Christmas.

It was Christmas Eve, and Helen
was_busy rehearsing her three pets—
Mollie, the chimp, Jinx, the pup, and
Popsy, the talking parrot,

They were taking part in the chil-
dren’s party which Helen had organ-
ised and which was being held on
Christinas Day in the village hall.

Grandfather  was to be Sanila
Claus, and was now attired in rubber
hoots and a long red robe. He should
have been wearing a flowihg white
beard to complete his outfit, but at
the moment it was lacking.

“Isn't Mollie here?” he demanded,
looking abcout him. “She's just
taken my beard again!”

Helen managed to suppress o
laugh, because she could sec that
aranddad was really cross. The antics
oi her comical pets were often a
source of amusement to her, but
granddad did not always see things
in the same light.

At that moment Mollie peeped
round the door. The chimp was
wearing a .red jacket and a flounced
red skirt—and a long white beard.
Mollte was chattering with glee be-
ct.use she thought wearing the heard
was great fun, Granddad, however,
did not share her sense of humour.

“Give me that beard at once!" he

stormed. .
“Hush, don't he cross with her,
granddad!” said Helen hastily,

“ Mollie doesn't like it!”

“And I don't like having my beard
snatched off every time I wear it!”
retorted granddad. *“Mollle doesn't
like it, indeed!” he scoffed. * Cha!
I hope she doesn't behave like this
at the party to-morrow!”

“8he'll be as good as gold,” said
Helen confidently, coaxing the chimp
into the barn and gently removing
Lthz beard. *Here you are, granddad.
Of course she’ll be good!”

“Um! Well, I hope so, because
My. Marriott will be there—that is,
if he lets us have the hall!”

Helen gave a start of surprise.
Mr. Marriott was the owner of the
hall where the children’s party was
to be held.

“But, granddad, I thought it head
all been fixed up,” she said.

“So did I1,” frowned her grand-
father * Especially as he'd agreed to
a rehearsal being held at the  hail
this evening. But now I hear from
his young nephew, Francis Marriott,
that there’s some doubt. It scems
this Mr. Marriott is worried about
having animals there!”

*Oh, how unfair, when he's never
seenn them!™ protested Helen, always
ready to flv to the defence of her
pets when there was the slightest
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suggestion of criticism °levelled
against them.

“That's what I said.
he's coming here this
added granddad.

“Mr. Marriott?”

“No; I've never seen him. The
nephew is coming,” said granddad.
“He's due here in about twenty
minutes’ time, so let’s get on with
the rehearsal!”

Helen nodded, somewhat disturbed
to hear now that the use of the hall
was in doubt, because there was no-
where else large enough to hold the
party, to which all the kiddies in the
district had been invited.

However, she temporarily dismissed
the matter from her mind as she
proceeded to %ut her pets through
their paces. his was a preliminary
rehearsal to get them ready for the
full rehearsal due to take place at
the hall that evening.

Jinx wore a quaint clown's cap
with a sprig of holly on it, and =a red
harness with which he pulled a sled,
loaded with Christmas presents.

The difficulty was to persuade
Mollie that she must not tip out the
contents. Her task was to drive the
sled into the hall, where the gifis
would then be placed in a large,
decorated tub, ready for Father
Christmas to distribute them to the
kiddies. )

But at last Mollie obeyed her in-
structions, and Jinx pulled the sled
véry nicely indeed.

“Merry New Christmas! Soppy
New Year!” squawked Popsy irom
her perch on the sled.

_“Popsy!” laughed Helen. “I be-
lieve you're getting mixed up on
purpose! But think everything
ghcéuld "be all right now, grand-

Anyway,
morning,"”

ad——

She broke off, for at that moment
her Aunt Jane called out to say that
& Mr. Francis Marriott had jarrived
and was waiting to see granpfidad.

Granddad hurried away, while
Helen undressed Mollie and removed
Jinx's harness. By the time she had
done that her grandfather came
hurrylng hack. .

“Well, what's the news?” Helen
asked eagerly, “Is everything settled
about the hall now, granddad?”

‘‘Yes, Helen. We can have the hall
because the mnephew had told his
uncle that he can be Santa Claus at
the party.”

“Oh dear!” exclaimed Helen, with
a sympathetic glance at her grand-
father. “You were so looking forward
0 doinf that, weren't you?”

“As long as the Kkiddies have n
good time, that's all that matters,”
said granddad, with a brave smile.
“He'll probably make a better Santa

=z

than I would. There's one tihing,
though, Mr, Marriott is coming along
to the rehearsal this evening so that
he can see the animals.”

Helen's eyes sparkled. This was a
chance to0 show off her pets—a chance
to impress Mr. Marriott with their
cleverness and remove all his doubts
about their being at the party. How
could anyone not be amused by their
quaint antics?

“That sults us, granddad,’’ she said.
“We'll be only too pleased to have
Mr. Marriott at the rehearsal!”

Back went her grandfather to tell
Francis Marriott that everything was

in hand for the rehearsal.

“ Good!” said that tall young man,
and then prepared to take his de-
arture, " We'll see you at the re-
earsal, then, Make sure the animals
play up and are safe. That's the
great thing to please my uncle.”

He hurried off to his car, accom-
panied by Jinx, who was jumping up
and down, biting at the snowfiakes
which were now beginning to fiutter
from a leaden sky. It looked like
being & real old-fashioned Christmas,

Granddad went back into the
house, thinking that Jinx would
want to be with Helen in the barn,
But, in fact, Jinx went out into the
roadway. -

The pup liked cars, and he looked
disappointed when he found he weas
nat _to have a ride in this one,

“ Here, you'd hetter go back before
vou get lost in the snow!™ grinned
young Marriott.

Jinx retreated as the engine started.
Then suddenly the young man called
to him. . i

“ Gosh, I nearly forgot! Something
your mistress ought to know. Here,
can you take a message, old chap?”

Jinx wagged his tall. .

The young man tore the two centre
pages from a notebook, scribbied a
message, and gave it to Jinx.

“Definitely no Christmas carols
outslde his house,” he had written,
" Importang;?li‘; M." 2

- “Now, good-dog, take-it to mis-
tress,” sald the young:man.

FProudly Jinx took the note beiween
his teeth and dashed off to find
Helen. But Mollie, prancing in the
snow, suddenly saw him, spotied the
message, and tried to seize it. .

Jinx held on tightly, however, with
the result that the small double page
tore in half. The pup fgrowrlen:l, indig-
aant with the chimp for intevfering,
and then ran on into the bam and
barked excitedly as he saw Helen.

This Week Helen And Her Pets Go Carol-Singing
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“Hallo, what have you gof{ there?”
asked Helen, as she saw the slip of
paper held in his mouth, *“Why, it's
a message. ‘F. M'—it's from Francis
Marriott!"

“What does it say?"” asked grand-
dad, coming in at that moment.

*' Christmas_carols outside house—
important,” " Helen read aloud. ‘' He
wants us to sing carols to please his
uncle. What a lovely idea, granddad.
We could sing on our way to the
rehearsal. And if Mollie beats & gong
or someihing and Jinx does his tricks,
Mr, Marriott will love th2 animals
right away!"

“ A nice touch, Helen,” agreed her
grandfather enthuslastically.

And Helen, unaware that the most
important part of the message was
lying in the snow where Mollie, the
chimp, had dropped it, made prepara-
tions to do just the very thing that
M. Marriott disliked most!

THE PETS BARRED

v RE we all ready?” asked grand-
dad. “I'm glad I thought of
this portable radio!"

“Yes, it was very clever of you,
granddad,” said Helen, with a smile.

They haqd arrived at the Marriotts'
home, on their way to the rehearsal
at the hall, and had now paused for
their carol-singing session to please
old Mr. Marriott. They were standing
in the porch of a large Georgian
house, from which lights streamed
out into the dusk and made the
falling snowflakes sparkle,

Granddad had brought the portable
radio because carols were being
broadcast, and the choir would make
a suitable background to his own
and Helen's vocal efforts.

Mollie, too, was going to help. She
was the percussion section, Helen
held a gong. which Mollle would beat
with a gong stick at the appropriatge
moments,

“Right!" sald granddad.

He switched on the portable radlo
and turned it up to full volume.

* - Good KlngH Wenceslas looked
out—-'"" sang Helen.
Dong! went Mollie on the gong.

“On the reast of Stephen——""'

Dong, dong!

Helen thought it wvery efTective.
But suddenly the door was flung
open, and there stood a tall, bald-
headed man with a long white beard,
alinost speechless with rage, a fire
bucket in his hands.

* You—you impudent—you " he
bellowed furiously *“How dare vou
dely my notice!"’

The carol singing ended abiruptly.

“Your —-your notice——" began
Helen in bewilderment.
~ “Be offt with you!" shouted the
irascible Mr, Marriott. and suddenly
swung the fire bucket, which was
full of waver.

Swooosih !

Mollie was the unlucky one. The
vold water swamped over her, and
never before had the chimp been so
startled.

Chattering with anger, she leapt
forward and made a grab at M.
Marriott’s beard. Mollie, of course,
thought it was a false one, like
granddad s, and her idea was Lo run
away with it and show this man how
cross she was with him

She tugged as she ran; and where
the beard went, Mr, Marriott had to
0. The beard was parl of him.

“OwWwWWWWWW ! he velled

“Stop!"” cried Helen in consterna-
tion. “ Mollie—great goodness, stop!”

Whenever Helen used that violently
siern  tone, Mollie obeyed instantly.
She released the beard.

“Oh dear, I'm so _ sorry, Mr. Mar-
viott!"  faltered Helen. “ Mollie
thought it was a Santa Claus beard
like grandfather's!"

“I trust you arven't badly hurt”
said granddad. * Although even a
chimpanzee can't be expected to en-
joy having water flung over it!"

*A—a chimpanzee!"™ M. Marriott,
spluttering with fury as he rubbed
his_face and chin, suddenly goggled
st Mollie. - Good gracious, 80 it is!
1 didn't realise it in the half light—
A chimpauzee!™ he repeated, and
DAty recceated. Yakoe it awav! 1
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don't like the way it's looking at me.
It's dangerous!"”

“Oh, Mollie’'s quite safe,” Helen
reassured him. “The children love
her, They're awfully thrilled bacause
she's going to be at the party—the
Christmas party in vour hall, Mr.
Marriott! ™

Mr. Marriott glared ferociously,

" The Christmas party?” he echoed.
“Then you are giving the entertain-
ment, are you? Preposterous! 1 had
my doubts about the animals, and
now I am convinced. I've given my
perniission for the hall to be used,
ut I absolutely refuse to allow this
dangerous creature—or _any other
animals—to be there! I forbid it!
You understand?”

And without another word he
stalked inside the house and slammed
the door.

A MERRY CHRISTMAS AFTER ALL

ELEN looked blankly at her
grandfather., They had thought
they would be pleasing My,

Marriott by singing carols—and this
was the result. Only too obviously it
was the worst thing they could have

done.
“But —but that message from
Francis: " she began.

“Could it have said no Christmas
carols?” asked granddad with g start.
“Did Jinx bite a bit off?"

“Goodness  knows,” said Helen
dismelly. “This is dreadful—the pets
not to be at the party! The children
will be awfully disappointed.”

She turned fto dry down Mollie,
who might easily catch a chill if she
were allowed to go into the snow wet
through. For the first time she be-
came aware that the chimp was hold-

ing a big piece of cardboard.
‘She didn't et as wet as I
thought,"” said elen. “This card

acted as a sort of shield.”

She took it from Mollie and shook
offl the water. Mollie tried to snatch
it back, for it served as & hat and
umbrella against the snow. As she
did so, Helen turned the piece of
cardboard and 50 saw the notice
printed on it

“NO CAROLS WANTED.
AT YOUR RIS

“1 suppose this was hung at the
gate, hut Mollie took it and so we
didn't see it,” said Helen with a
sigh. *“Weill, it's too late now, I'm
afraid!™

They went out into the lane and
trudged through the deqpemn% snow
to tha village hall. Lights blazed,
and Francis Marriott was already
there, helping to hang the decora-
tions for the party and getting every-
thing ready for the rehearsal.

“My uncle will be along at any
minute now,” he sald to Helen and
her grandfather. “I'm sure he'll like
the idea of your pets driving in the
sled. He doesn't know how clever
are, never having seen them!"

“I'm afraid he has seen them—
especially Mollie,” Helen confessed,
and told young Marriott what had
happéned.

*Gosh, I bei uncle was furious!”
he said knowingly. “You only re-
ceived half of my message. 1 warned
you not {o sing carols. We can explain
vhat part of it, of course, but he

SING ONLY

won't forgive having his beard
tugged !

elen looked dismally at her
grandfather,

“If only we could think of some

way of proving how sweet DMollie
veally is,” she said, thinking
desperately.

*“It's our only hope of getting uncie
to change his mind,” young Marrioti
saild. “The party's not going to be
the same without your pets, Th.
kiddies will be dreadfully Aisap-
pointed. Is uncle still coming to th:
renearsal ?"

"He didn't say,” Helen replied.

“1 think he will, He's very keen oa
being Santa Claus. But he ought to

be here by now. Uncle is always
punctual
Francis Marrioit looked at his

watch again and then said he woul-d
iil;u-‘e bflmk to the house and fetch
N unele

“I'll explain to him that the carol
singing was a mistake and try to
make him change his mind about the
pets,” he added as he climbed iato
his car.

Helen thanked him, and she and
granddad waltted eagerly for him to
return. A number of kiddies had
gathered round outside the hall,
excitedly discussing the party, and
great was their delight when they
“]viere given rides in the sled drawn by

nx.

Ten minutes passed, fifteen minutes
—then Francis Marriott drove up,

his car covered with snow. He
stepped out, locking very worried
indeed.

1 say, hasn't uncle arrived yet?"”
he asked. " He started out half an
hour ago, walking. Apparently he
intended coming through the wood.”

“In all this snow—and in the
darkness, too!™ exclaimed granddard,
lootlfing concerned. “I hope he's all
right.”

‘They all looked towards the near-
by wood. Suddenly Jinx cocked his
head to one side, listening intently.

i‘He's heard something,” Helen
said.

Jinx had—a faint, high-pitched
cry, He started running to and fro,
whining in his throat. Hclen at
cnce knew what that meant.

“¥es, he's heard someone calling,”
she said, My goodness, perhaps it's
vour uncle, Francis. We'd better go
into the wood and search!”

They plunged among the trees.
Ahead of them they saw the glow of
a torch, and then heard a shout.

“I'm all right. I've slipped intn a
drift-—finding it hard to get out!"

It was Mr. Marriott senior, and
Mollie at once recognised the voice.
Before Helen had_a chance to catch
hold of her pet, Mollie went loping
forward, .

“Oh goodness!” gasped Helen.
“8he knows who it is, and she won't
have forgotten that he threw a bucket
of water over her!"

“She wouldn’t attack
asked the nephew in alarm.

“No, no! But she might try to pull
his beard again!" Helen breathacd
worriedly,

Well ahead of them, having
travelled at a speed they could not
equal, crossing difficult patches by
means of swinging [rom branch to
branch, Mellie reached the spot
where Mr. Marriott was floundering
helplessly in a deep drift of snow.

Now, as he siruggled to Fet back
on the path, he slipped again. This
time he landed on a ledge—and just
below was an icy stream.

“I'll be all right,” he said, hearing
the sound of someone apvroaching,
and waved his torch through the
darkness.

Then he saw Mollie. The chimp
was hurryving towards him, and Mr.
Marriott stared in mingled anger and

alarm.
Keep back!

“That chimpanzee!
Keep back!"”

Gathering some snow in his hands.
he made a snowball and hurled it.
His aim was better than even he had
hoped, for Mollie stopped th? snow-
ball with her face.

She chattered indignaatly. Heleis,
hurrying on to the scene and a wit-
ness of the incident, gave a little
gasp of dismay.

"Goodness, he shouldn't have done
that!” she cried. “That will only
make Mollie all the more cross!
Mollie, comc here L

She hroke off, staring in constern-
ation. For Mr. Marriott, in hurling
that snowball, had lost his  footing.
With a wild yell he went siithering
downwards into the stream, his legs
breaking the ice,

“Help! Help!"

He was an old man. and tminersion
in th2 icy water migh? have sarious
conseguences, Desperately h? clung
to an overhanging branch. dengling
there with half his body in th-2
stream,.

Helen ard Francis plunged into the
drift, but the snow was deep and they
made little progress,

uncle?”

(Pleqse hurn To the back page.)
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A SHOCK FOR HAZEL

AZEL RITCHIE, on a winter
sports holiday in Switzerland,
daringly agreed to assume the

identity of a member of a skating
troupe named Kay Rivers.

A mysterious man, who called
himself the Domino, was after some
rake *“‘diamonds” which Kay had
hidden in a pair of skates.

ay, in ospital at  Wulheim,

learned that the Domino was plan-
ning & great coup for which he
meant her brother, Clff, to get the
hlame.

Hazel, in order to save Cliff, won
4 place in a skating trio to visit
Schloss Konigen, where Kay's brother
was secretary to Ernst Grafen, the
owner. She meant to give Cliff the
diamonds in the hope they would be
@ clue to the Domino’s plans.

With the fake diamonds hidden in
ner skates, Hazel crossed the horder
with the rest of the party into
Germany, -

But a few minutes later a sleigh
with uniformed Customs men stopped
them. They searched the luﬁage
and found the ‘“‘diamonds.” azel
was denounced as an impostor and
told that she was under arrest,

.

,&RRESTEDI
“ Hazel's face tuwrned suddenly
white,

She was disgraced—denounced as
ull impostor and smuggler. Not only
had she failed to take the mysterious
stones to Kay Rivers’ brother, but her
own hopes and ambitions seemed
smashed. The sense of failure was
the most bitter of all.

"Come, Fraulein Ritchie!” the
erim-faced Customs official  inter-
ripted her thoughts. “It will be

necessary for you to accompany us to
police headquarters for (}uestloning.”

Hazel nodded, and as if in a dream
saw her baggage being loaded on to
the officer’s sieigh. iss Hardcastle,
tight-lipped an contemptuous, was
as pale as the staring Pat Kerry.
Elaine Daly remained flushed and
triumphant.

" An impostor ! she sald sneeringly.
" Didn't always say she wasn't to
be kept in the troupe—that there was
something peculiar about her? Hazel
Ritchie, a smuggler i

“8top it!" Pat Kerry sprang to her
feet. “‘Shure, there's still a mistake,
Elaine,” she blazed. ‘*Hazel will he
abhle to explain it.” "

Hazel, a sudden lump in her throat,
looked towards Pat and shook her
heacl wamlng]z, Whatever happened
she would not see her loyal friend
intolved further.

" That's right, Pat. Trust you to
stick up for her,” Elaine sneered. ' Of
course, I forgot you were a smuggtler's
Iriend—perhaps you know something
ibout the diamonds as well.”

“Be quiet, Elaine. You will please
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leave me fo deal with things,” Miss
Hardcastle rapped. “It—it’s all been
a terrible shock to me.”

. "My apologies, fraulein,” the wait-
ing officer interrupted, saluting,
“There will be no need to trouble
you further.”

Only Hazel’s courage helped her to
keep her head high when she half
stumbled aboard the officials’ horse-
sleigh, the men
each side of her

sharp order from the senior
official made the driver of the sleigh
crack his whip, and the horse-team
began to surge forward.

Hazel had a last vivid impression
of Pat gazing miserably after her,
whilst Miss Hardcastle deliberately
turned away. She saw the mocking
smile on Elaine’s lips—then every-
thing ‘was di ed by the tears that
weiled into her'eyes,  In a matter of
seconds the scene was hidden irom
view, and only its memory remained.

“And now I'm to be taken to the
Jbolice!” Hazel murmured.

She clenched her hands and stared
straight ahead. The invigorating
keenness of the breeze, the glittering
snow which hissed from beneath the
sleigh’s runners, had a soothin and
qt}teé;ening effect upon her wh rling
mind. -

She was aware that the silent officer
at her side still held the hollow-
bladed skates and glass “dizmonds 1
the stones winked in the sunlight
accﬁsingly. For the first time she
spoke.

“How much longer will it take to
the-—you know?” ~ For some reascn
slixe gas unable to speak the word out
aloud.

“The police headquarters? About
twenty-five minutes.”

The officer wheeled on Hazel and
regarded her queerly, but she was too
weary to pay much attention; the
minutes dragged on. After what
seemed an age the speeding sleigh
slowed to a halt before a lone chalet
on the side of a slope.

We have arrived, fraulein,” the
officer rapped. *“You come with us,
please [’

Escorted by the grim-faced officials
Hazel entered the chalet, to recoil
with a startled, incredulous cry. For
the gloomy, shadowed room bore no
resemblance to a g)oltce headquarters
at alll It was bare, deserted, and
smelled faintly of miidew.

The Domino Thought He

Had Got Rid Of Hazel—

But The Winter Sports

Girl Refused To Admit
Defeat

sternly climbing in on

AT THE

INTER

SPORTS

“Where am I?
stand !”

Hazel tried to back to the door, hut
the men had locked it and now barred
her way. Her first bewllderment
changed to alarm, and her heart
began pounding. What was happen-
ing? Where were the police?

“ Answer mée—say something!" She
twrned on the men. “I thought you
were going to——"

“Yes, my dear Hazel. What did
you think?' a soft, whisnering voice
ca;pghr{gm behind her,

I—I don't under-

Haze] swung round with a gasp, for
an interior door had just opened. and
framed on the threshold stood a tall,
broad-shouldered figure: a figure

"whose voice she recognised only toq
well.

“The Domino!" she murmured,
aghast. "'It's you _l, Then you escaped

from the ski-hut.
Hazel's senses reeled—the Domino
had been released after all. She re-

called the green light she had seen
flickering from the ski-hut when first
the party set out from St. Cheville.
It had evidently been a signal to
waiting accomplices.

Without a word the Domino strode
to the men by the door and took from
them the “diamonds " <,
Hazel, who watched him in horror,
suddenly understood the full truth.

. “These men—they're your hire-
lings,” she cried. “‘Thev're not the
real Customs officials. You had this
all planned!”

Despair and utter defeat over-
whelmed her. The Domino had re-
covered the vital ?lass stones on
which the success of his great coup
depended—that  mysterious  coup
for which Kay's elder brothelr, Cliff
Rivers, would be blamed.

“I've falled Kay—failed them hoth.”
Hazel breathed, “The *diamonds’
were the one clue we had. ¥ can
never take the stones to Cliff at
Schloss Konigen now.” .

She looked up at the Domino as he
spoke again.

“I must thank you, my dear; I'm
very grateful for vour smuggling,”
he’ wled. ‘By safely bringing the
stones over the frontier yvou allawed
me _to kill two birds with one stone.”

Hazel sald nothing,

The Doming was right, she thought.
She had helped him—unwittingly
played into his hands! Not only had
she saved him from the risk of
smuggling the fake diamonds him-
self, she had given the Domino the
cxcellent means of bringing about her
own disgrace from the troupe.

*And you hoped to outwit me.” the
Domino mocked. *You had the im-
pertinence to think you might
sticceed.”
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His amusement suddenly vanished,
and the cold eyes narrowed danger-
ously.

“What ezactly did Koy Rivers tell
vou?” he rasped.

And it was with those words that
Hazel understood why she had been
ibrought to the chalet. The Domino
wished to find out whether anything
was known of his plans.. Perhaps she
could outwit him yet!

“You know already-—know as well
as I do,” Hazel broke out in feigned
vecklessness. “The papers  are
burned, you've lost the hold you had
over Kay. There's nothing you can
do to her now.”

She had twisted the answer to
avoid mentioning what she knew or
the coup.

“Isee! Then what made you bring
the stones over the frontier? Why
were you taking them to Schloss
Konigen?"

This time Hazel had to think
quickly, for she dare not let the
Eamiuo suspect what her mission had

eell.

“Of course I took the stones with
me,” Hazel flashed. *“1 had been
chosen to go to Schloss Konigen. Did
vou expect me to leave my equipment
Fehind?"

 Her heart gave a leap when she saw
him relax, The Domino was satisfied

she knew nothing of his intentions at .

. 3ehloss Konlgen, the mysterious coup
ne was planning,

“Thank you, my dear. So it
appears I have rather spoiled y
tfuture,” the Domino drawled. *“But
fortunately for you I'm inclined to be

. generous. I quite understand you
can never return to the troupe.”

Hazel fushed, for she realised the
bitter truth of those words—her dis-
grace agpeared final and complete.
Once the story of her imposture
leaked out, it would even be im-
;lj_osslble to compete for the Adrien

rophy.

But_what was the Domino getting
ot? What did he intend to do now?

With a_qgueer smile on his face, the
Domino brought from his pocket a

-roll of banknotes aind one or two
napers. .

“I sald I'm inclined to he gener-
ous.” he added,. “generous enough to
know what it must feel like to be
disgraced, without money or friends.
I am arranging for you to catch the
Continental Express into France, and
irom there to take the next boat back
to England. Catch!”

The Domino, his lips quirked con-
temptuously, threw the bundle of
notes in Hazel's direction. She drew
lrack to let them fall on the floor.

“What! I wouldn't touch anything
of yours,” Hazel blazed. She re-
garded the Domino and the money
with loathing. “I think you too
despicable even to——"'

She broke off as & wild thrill of
cxcitement set her pulses tingling,
‘'he Domino was trying to get her
out of the way, so—supposing she did
appear to go back to England—ocould
trick the Domino into thinking she
had? After that the Domino would
he off his guard: he would expect no
further interference from her,

“I could use the Domino’s own
moncy to get to Schloss Konigen—
warn CLfT Rilvers after wsll,” Hazel
thought with growing excitement.
“1 can tell Clift what the glass
cdiamonds' are like, describe . them
in detail. There's a chance we might
smash the Domino yet.”

The very daring of the idea
appealed to her, She g;ave no thought
to the dangers and risks—she would
be able to help Kay as she had pro-
milsed. Determination and courage
rose together.

in a superb piece of acting Hazel
appeared to conquer her pride, Slowly
siie stooped to recover the wad of
notes from the floor.

“You've changed your mind then?"
the Domino sneered. “I had a feeling
vour big talk might be bluff.”

Hazel nodded and made her lips
guiver. But she was not prepared
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for what happened next. ‘The Domino
whirled to his hirelings. R

“You will take Fraulein Ritchie to
the rallway station at Walberg," he
rapped. “Buy her a ticket to France
and see her luggage on to the train.”

And as Hazel stifled a cry of dismay
the Domino looked towards her and
added more grimly :

“And make sure Fraulein Ritchie
hoards the express—it doesn’t stop
till it's well into France. My French
agents will meet her and escort her on
to the boat.”

Once aboard the non-stop express.
Hazel Kknew she had no chance of
escape—an escort would await her
arrival.

How couid she possibly take her
message to CUff Rivers at Schloss
Konigen now? How could she get
there to warn him?

A SHOCK AT SCHLOSS KONIGEN

“ OUR escort is waiting, my dear!”

i Hazel started as the Domino

saluted her mockingly. Pale-

faced and silent, she saw the door of

the chalet unlocked and the Domina's
two_hirelings awaiting her outside,

"Hurry, fraulein, you have to catch
the express,” the leader of the fake
Customs men rapped.

With a feeling which was close to
despair, Hazel left the chalet and
climbed aboard the horse-sleigh again,
The walting team finally sped on its
way.

“I must warn Cliff—I must !" Hazel

murmured. “If only there was a
chance of escape.”
But how? There seemed ho way

of escaping, the Domino’s hirelings.
She could picture the Domino’s sneer-
ing smile, sense the triwumph he felt
at the moment. -

At last they arrived at the small
Walberg Station, to find it teeming
with people. Anxious tourists and
travellers fussed and argued with
statlon officials, whilst bags and
sports gear littered the platform. The
Continental Express was now due.

" You stay with Karl, fraulein. And
if I were you I shouldn’t try any-
thing foolish,” one of the men toid
her seftly. “TI'll get your ticket,”

He returned with it a few moments
later, then the %leamin express thun-
dered in. Hazel stood helpless whilst
her luggage was loaded on the train.
She retained only her light case,
which contained the most important
of her personal equipment,

“Get aboard, fraulein!” Karl
ordered. .

Sheer desperation gave Hazel the

ower to think fast, and an excited

ush mantled her cheek, She caught
her breath at the idea which sud-
denly occurred te her. There was a
chance of escape—wildly reckless,
perhaps—but a chance.

“Get in, fraulein—quickly!”
man hissed.

" All right. I—I'm going.”

By a supreme effort Hazel kKept her
tones normal. Slowly she entered the
sleek, streamlined coach and made
her way into the corridor. The men
stepped back in grim satisfaction
when they heard the piercing blast of
the whistle.

With a hiss of released vacuum
brakes the non-stop express began to
roll forward, and Hazel saw the men
turn away. Swiftly she darted to one
of the doors on the farther side of the
t{ain. opened it, and poised on the
step.

The train was gradually gathering
speed as Hazel drew a deep breath.

‘"Now!" she murmured.

She closed her eyes, launched her-
sell away from the train and jumped
for the stalned, heaped-up snow
which had been swept in between the
two tracks The snow 10se two feet
high before her.

There was g rush of wind, followed
by the sudden jolt of striking the
track. Hazel, her light case in one
hand, landed feet first on a cushion
ol snow, pitched forward, and finally
fell sprawling. She was screened hy
the carriages going past.

In a twinkling she was on her feet
and running in the direction of the
station. Mounting the slope of the

the

plattorm she made for the ladies’
walting-room, and entered.

"*Gosh, made it!" Hawel brushed
herself down. *I had a bit of a fall,”
she smiled ruefully to the wuaiting-
room's one other occupant.

Only then did Huz2l wonder
whether the Dominc's men might
have witnessed her daring leap from
the train. She waited on tenter-
hooks for a while. Doubts and lears
were replaced by triumphant delight.

“Seems they didn’t,” she decided,
and laughed. It was funny how
ridiculously eesy it had been after all.

With a coolness which rather sur-
prised her, Hazel first had a wash and
brush-up, then started her journey
to Schloss Konigen. She made in-
quiries, took the Alpine Railway to a
neighbouring village, and_completed
the journey by sleigh. Her spirits
soared with each passing minute,

She had outwitted the Domino!
She chucklei at the thought that she
‘\:lvasi t_,a!c:tualiy using his own money to

o

It was late afternoon by the time
Schless Konigen, grey-stoned and
twrreted, rose Into view against a
purple-white background of moun-
tains. It was approached by a long
drive which ran through snow-covered
pines.

All at once Hazel's coolness de-
serted her; her pulses commenced
racing again. She recollected all the
dangers and difficulties. Supposing
Miss Hardcastle or Elaine Daly should
see¢ her? How could she gain her
interview with Kay's elder bhrother,
ClT Rivers?

Hazel realised that Cliff Rivers,
secretary to the dgreat producer,
Ernst Grafen, would know nothing
about her or her mission. Should
Elaine Daly or Miss Hardcastle set
eyes on her, she might never have a
chance to speak with Clifi Rivers at
all. They would have her discredited
as 1 impostor and smuggler,

“Whatever happens, I must speak
with CIff !"' Hazel determined.

She paid off the driver of the sleigh,
and, Keeping well in the cover of the
pines, hurried towards the looming
outline of the castle. In the shadow
of some bushes she paused, weighing
up the situation.

“1t'11 be safer to find the sarvants’

entrance—go in that way,” she
murmured.
She moved on. Everything was

quiet, only the shivering sigh of the
pines disturbed the silent air as Haz -l
cautiously felt her way along the side
of the castle and reached a smaller
?orch with a single oak door. A metal
pell pull swung suspended from tha
woodwork.

Hazel rang the hell. The door
opened at once to reveal g warm,
cosy-looking kitchen and two or thrae
servants apparently finishing a meal.
A kindly housekeeper smiled at Hazal
inqguiringly.

“Please, may I see Herr Rivers—it's
most  terribly important,” Haz:l
pleaded. “I have a very urgent
message from his sister,”

“Come in, my dear. You are lucky,”
the old lady said. “Herr Rivers has
only this moment returned. I will
tell him you wish to see him.”

She left the room, to return within
a few minutes and beckon Hazel to
follow. Hazel sighed with relietf when
she was ushered intp 4 panelled study
where a broad-shouldered figurc sat
writing, The old housekeeper closed
the door after her.

“Herr Rivers, I'm from Kay,” Hazel
blurted. In her excitement the words
tumbled over each other. 'You're in
danger—someone called the Domino
is planning to 2L

She broke off as the figure at the
desk suddenly raised his head.

Hazel glimpsed hronzed {eatures
surmounted by a mass of coppery-red
halr, Pale eyes regarded her [rom
behind horn-rimmed spectacles. Yet
despite his freckles and rather broad
nose, there was something uncannily
familiar about CIliff Rivers.

Where could she have seen him

before? Hazel wondered. Of whom
did CIliff Rivers remind her?
She was startled to find herself
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shivering, Then the chill feeling In-
creased {0 stark herror. Hazel couid
feel the blood drain from her lips,
No, it couldn’s he! Yet——

“How very interesting,” came the
Domine's voice, and he removed his
spectacles, “I must eongratulate you
on your remarkahle astuteness. TI:
a}lmears I have taken CHIf Rivers’
place barely in time!”

THE DOMINO’S SUPREME BLUFF

OR a moment the room seemed to
be spinning about Hazel, This
was fantastic—it just couldn't

he true. But the Domino’s voice still
rang in her ears; the pale eyes behind
the glasses gleamed mockingly.

The Domino had taken Chff Kivers'
place! The terrible 1act began to
sink in, )

“What have you Jou= with the real
Cliff Rivers? What have you done with

him?" She answered her own gques-
tion in a low, accusing voice, “You've
kidnapped him. You »

“I've taken his place, my dear,” the
Domino drawled, “though I suppose
¥ou might call it kidnapping., I have
taken the liberty of assuming the
ahsent Herr Rivers' identity—and, of
course, his appearance as well.”

Hazel stood very still; now she
could understand what was happen-
ing. The success of the great coup
the Domino planned must depend
upon his taking Cliff Rivers’ place.
And she had arrived too late to pre-
vent it. Kay's clder brother had heen
kidnapped !

All at once Hazel recovered herself.
Anger and determination swept aside
all other emotions,

“You won't get away with this,”
she cried. * You can’t stop me telling
the truth. I'm not too late to do
that !

She raced to the door, only to pull
up in  utter hewilderment. ‘The
Domino, unperturbed, was actually
smiling.

“Very praiseworthy, my dear,” he
sald coolly. *"Allow mec to save you
the trouble. Since yvou wish to raise
an alarnn, I suppose I might as well
do it for you.”

“ What do you mean?” Hazel gasped,
and felt suddenly afraid.

sh$ saW the Domino unhook an
old-{dshioned speakine-tube, which
connected with the servants' guarters
elow. He sounded the whistle and
calmly lifted the mouthpiece,

“Is that you, Magda? Herr Rivers
speaking. Would you be good enough
to ask Frauleln Hardcastle and any
of her troupe to step up? T will
explain to Baron Grafen mysell.”

“You—you've sent for Miss Hard-
castle?” Hazel echoed ixicredulousty.

Excitement and uncasiness mingled
together, Hazel's heart leapt when
she recalled she would shortly see Pat
Kerry again. Pat, who knew most of
the story already, would he able to
confirm every word Hazel said. This
time the Doming had made a
mistake.

“You won't bluff this out,” Hazel
flashed. " I'm not the oiily one who
suspects. Even your disguise can’t
save you when any sort ol investiga-
tion is made."’

A matter of opinion,
ihe Domino shrugged.

He 1lit a cigarette and sat down
again at the desk. Hazel's uneasi-
ness grew to a definite dismay, Why
wis the Doming so unperturbed?

Hazel wheeled with delicht and
reliel when the dool opened to admit
Miss Hardcastle, Elaine Daly and
But the third person was not her
loyal Irish chum, It was Madge
Brenner, not Pat Kerry at all!

Hazel's heart sank, She realised
now it would have to he the Domino's
word against her own: she could look
to no one else for support.

But hefore Harzel or the startled
newcometrs could utter a word the
Domino was already speaking, And
his volce was totally unlike the one
he used normally.

“Fraulein Hardcastle, T have a very
painful duty to perform. 1 know my
sister has given you a great deal of
trouble—and now she has come here
tu see me.”

my dear,”
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Too late, Hazel saw the Domino's
intentions. How, in his guise of Cliff
Rivers, he was 'Fretending to mistake
her for Kay. he note of regret in
his voice was superb.

“I have just had a long talk with
Kay,” the Domino went on  very
gravely, “but I'm afraid she treats
the smugeling episode rather lightly.
Perhaps il you £

“Don't listea to him. It's all an
act!” Hazel cried. Despair and anger
stung tears to her eyes. *“He isn't
Herr Rivers at all—he's disguised.
Please believe me—you must- "

“Kay! What are you saying?” the
Domino bursy out in horror.

“It’s ail right, Herr Rivers,” Miss
Hardcastle hastened to exclaim. “I'm
afrald I've a terrible shock for you.
This girl is not your sister. She is
an impostor by the name of Hazel
Ritchie.”

And Miss Hardcas{le looked scormn-

fully towards Hagzel.

“Yes, she's the smuggler, Herr
Rivers,” Elaine Daly echoed with
spite. “It was this girl—mot your

sister, Kay Rivers.”

The Domino appeared to start bhack
with shock.

“I—I don't understand,” he fal-
tered. '“There must be some mistake,
I heard that my sister had been
arrested for smuggling.”

celf, Fraulem Hardceastle, T assure
you I attach no blame to you."

He sniiled at Miss Hardeastle, whose
anxiety was pitifully chvious, then
used the speaking-tube to order a
sleigh. Five minutes later Hurel was
being escorted into the kitchen whilst
a Immanservant prepared the horse-
sleigh,

“So it's good-bye, Hazel," Elaine
Daly said spitefully. “I think I ought
to tell you Miss Hardcastle sent Pat
back to the treupe, Madge came on
here to replace her.”

Hazel did not answer, for she haidiy
needed to guess what had happened.
Pat had been punished for apparently
being involved in the *smugeling.”

“But the Domino hasn’t beatenn me
yet,” Hazel murmured. *“When I
leave lere I will go to the police.”

Her very anger and determination
made her anxious to leave. The
situation was far too serizus now for
Hazel to do anything else—only one
move remained. She would go to the
nearest ?olice headquarters and tell
thﬁ whole story from beginning to
end,

“The sleigh is hetre, Hazel!" Misa
Hardcastle snapped.

The manservant driver, his heavy
Turs powdered with snow, entered the

Suddenly Hazel realised why the secretary lookeﬁ so familiar.

It was the Domino—

in disguise !

“You mean her inipostor had.”
Madge Brenner said bitterly. * This
girl, Haxel Ritchie. I suppose she

came here to fool you, like she tried
to Iool all of us.”

The white-faced Hazel turned to
Miss Hardecastle imploringly.

" Miss Hardcastle, please fetch th
police—please ! she pleaded. " Don't
let this man get away.”

“It'1l be unfortunuate for you if we
do.” Elaine sneered.

“It's heen rather unlucky for Hazel
that Pat Kerry isn't here to back her
up.” added Madge Brenner. "I sup-
pose she depended on that. I expect
Huzel came here to trick Herr Rivers
into giving her mouey.”

“I had already done that!"
Domino rapped.

In a final masterpiece of acting he
turned to Miss Hardcastle and
added :

“Fraulein. T beg you not to be too
hard on the girl—il only hecause she
is so like my sister. She is welcome
to the money.”

“Get out! Get out before we do
call the police,” Miss Hardeastle said
grimly to Hazel. "I've no words to
describe what I think of you.”

“I'll order a =leigh to take her to
the station,” the Domino said in mock
Kindness. *'Please don't upset your-

the

kitchen and nodded for Hawzel 1o
follow. But bhefore Hazel left she and
the driver had a hot drink to keep out
the cold.

“Herr Rivers spolls you, girl,” Miss
Hardcastle said, and turned away with
a shrug ol distaste.

Unshed tears stinging her eyes,
Havel boarded the sleigh and watched
the driver urge the team into motion,
Her lips tightened when she thought
of the klidnapped Cliff Rivers.

“I must get to the police at once,”
she determined, * as soon as the sleigh
reaches the village.” E

Hazel's hopes rose, and the carlier
despair started to fade. Flakes of
snow drifted down on her whilst the
Jingling bells of the sleigh quietened
her nerves; she felt very tired.

"The police—that’s it, the police!”
she whispered. "1 can still wreck the
Domtno’s plans. "

The words echoed queerly in her
mind and a terrible giddiness made
her sway in the seat. Then, without
any warning, darkness seemed o rush
in on her.

At the next heavy lurch of the
sleigh Hazel fell forward limply, for

-unconsciousness claimed her com-
pletely.

" What has happened ? What is behind
this dramatic development ? Be sure to
read next week’s chapters of this exciting
story.
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THE SECRET OF THE
CHRISTMAS CAKE

(Continned from poage 225,

The  oth~r nodded, and Oshert
=rmrk a malch, applving it to the
a suddenn flash, but

* hlie spirit flame
d md all expected, there rose from
{he bowl A dense clou® of grev smoke
tival rapicd.y fillcd  the toom  and
searied r'v--;"onc coughing aud rub-
bing Lheir eye

But Juane,

tlmu{:h her  eves were
streaminge, wRs o her guard. e

UhLook  our!™ shv crled suddenlyv’
sarigging forward. " Guard the door,
oy -b Dol Jed Saaia Claus cseape!”

Osvert made.a dasly {or ihe coor.
with several others, while June flung

herselio ay the red-robed figure. spiz-
ing his svel
The othér turihed with o snarly and

& breken ory went up from Lhe voung
Lueshs as; through 1he eotling smoke,
thev could rec a lovolvers in Sanla
Clais” hand, X
“het ko that saek™ he grated. a-
done civng oL ploekily, *And
froswe enat deor, vou hoys,
or L't be the worse for— " wd
e gol uo farther, AL Lhat instont,
witlt n Adspitse 0 rusts hinges, a
opiped m Lhe wall above tho
sideboard, rovea! mg a dusiy, disused
servling-haweh. . Aad {rom the dim
cavity A dall Pirare, lpaped across the,
ToOM, Seiy m" the vobed sconndrel.

‘Nw'ki' cricd Juue, recoghising
Her uncle, ;! -,

“Sln'u' work., my  dear.”  panted
Noecl, " And yoii, 100, ho Sm,..\
an the light, someond ——— Ah. that
peltor!t” :

As' th~ lights fh\-hM o1, Nopl
.&‘atch?d o Santa CGlats” whire beard,
revealing  the glaring race of Fred
‘Ixegallus the hall-porter!

‘Her~'s Lhe- scoindrsl who's hoen
spoiling yoir Christmas.” said Noel

grimle, “Yowll find ihe last thres
cakes in hig sack!™

“BuL why dicl he do it nunky?”

“Ouc ihiug at a time” sald Noel,
with » prim smile, “Pirst - let me
I diseovered th.al. ld
serving-hateh | hidden  behipnd. the
lefter-rack in thHe reception desk iu

Tdesk locked for

the day, as a sefe-

guard, Tregellis was forced to adopt
aiother method of entering the roowm,
Qnd Ie hit on this Santa Claus plan,

cunningly  putting  the idea into
2 -.u\x]l') m'md Leforehand.”
‘Bui  where—where 15 Frank?”
asiied Hilary anxiotusly.
“Shut in the store-room in  the
soment,” said Nocl. " Mr, Penhain
gong. down  to  reseue  him.

egellis bad no intention of letting
L m take’ the part of Santa.”

YA Amv faltered  June, her
mind in a w 1)'11 " How did she come
invo this?

“8he is here now, w.th her fiance.”
Jophed MNoel with a smile, and opened
tae door to admiit the maid and a
good-looking young = man S wearing
fisherman's attire. And here's M
Penhale- with -Frank, - Now that tie

complete, we'll try a little
wnt!” S5

While My, Pennnle kept the scowl-
ing porter covered with his own re-
volver. Nool felt in the man's pockets
and took out two surprising objects— -
o osteel knittlog-needle, together with
n phial of silver cake decorations!
. 'The others, walehed brenthlessly s
ihe  vounyg  detective demonstrated
bow the porter hnd probed the stolen
cakes with the kmtumg needle=
then, to avold arousing suspicion
his motives, had ¢ uningty [itted the
holes-with siiver bails,

“Now 1o clear ubp . few more

poiuts,” went ot Noel. " The frst
car® dirst—tha the one June and I
tound. l"w 5 had taken it. o
courss, but he reci ddenzaily dropuad
Hu' hoy over Juie il as he was @poen-
ing it. For obvisus reasons he Wits
a.rid to show himself and elaim ir.

" Bul while we were looking fur the
owner,” Nocl continved, ™he' r-u;mg'ci
down 1o the beoach. He found -~
wasn’l the enke he wanted a.\L
wrodding it with this peedie, and
tnen added the skull and crosshones
desizn o throw suspicion on to Ay,

who wins Lnowne fo have been con-
nected with the Jolly Roger Caks
Shoppe, Tregeilis himsel{

antious at all costs 1o prevent o
one examining the wmauling ca
beiots he cod'd gei at them.”

“ Bt why, Mr, Qag 'Pond"
O<CELL'd chorus.

came Qe

For repiv, Nosl picked. up the laag "

scraped away the iging-sugar and
marzipan laver beneath,
A gasy went up as, from the

remants of the cake, he 1)rodu(-(‘d Wit
cxquisite golden salt-cellar, studded
with gems

exclaimed Mr,

“ Great Scott!” Pen-

hale. "'That is one of the priceicss
curios — stolen  irom  the Graham
collection—tha  robbery in which

young Norton was supposed Lo be

implicated.”

“And of which he was innocent!”
declared Nocl., as he met the maid's
smiling  glance, “'Tregellls was the
ringleader in  that theft—apd his
accamplice, who took the salb-cellar,
happened to be emploved at Heskell's
Bukeries.  Realising that the pelice
were after him, he hid the treasure
In the cake mixture, intending to
smugele 1t out later. But he was
‘arrested and sent to gaol. He man-
wged Lo get a messag? through to his
accomplicc—and it was Tregellis wbo
persuaded Mr. Penhale to order that
div's hatch of cakes from Heskeil's,
They would not be delivered till
Christmas Eve, but t.hc f,couudxel w-\:.
t:mtc willing to wait."”

“I'm l)egmninsx to ‘-f‘(‘ it ali lmw"
hreathed June * Amy suspected what
he was after, and managed Lo get hotd
ol one of the cahvs——thf' sccond uss.
ing eake. She hid it ou the brachi 1'.!
a apot previously arranged with,
tiance. and-she added that w;m n.mg

message  because  she was cafiada
I'Tw"clh; Kuoew that they blnspt‘ct!.‘d
Aim &

“ Right!” nodded Noel- nh‘mg.

way hock to bhe ouse,
Trogellis caughs her—and ihycatoned
her fianee's saicty if she dared” to
speak. It was hor sereain that™wernlt
heard. "But pluckily she made 4t
atiempt to fnd the. mmmﬁ bijesy
would provd Bars Naftoiw's. inno-
cencr—that was '=wle,n ‘:h("qu C ught
with the chocolgle cakes' v 7o
“And nowr— u_r).v Ber lmucen(‘c
reaily is proved.” whispered Amv, her
volee shaking as she hcld Lteh.,u 1o
her ~fhanee’s arm, and smiled toar-
fully irom Noel to June. * Thanks to
veu, Migs Gavror-—and to Mr. 13ay-
mrmﬁﬁn s Koing to be a hatpy
Chr.stmas for s, alter ali!”

(End of this week's story;i'_
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fingers beginning Lo sip under the bacd, and sull vasily surprised Sania Claus for Liae rest-of dile patpy,
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Desperately Helen  and  Francis
piunged on Lhrough fthe drifl, but
they guessed they would not be abic
10 reach the spol in time.

Somcone  else, however; w:\s_ 'ala.o
hurevice to Lhe sune E
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The (mmp wis 1ot !hm'{m'r 50
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Il fascinated hv

- Bhe coulds nol uudr»mmd why it
did not puli off like granddad’s ! )
¢ Swingiag from bough.to bough, the
chimp al last reached the hranch to
which Mr. Ma 4 wos clinging.

she -

- Wonderingly gazsd  at  that
agitated [oce with  ils . long white
‘beard. * ’

“Help!™ he gmp"d I'm—I'm slip-
ping, Save met g A .
COMotlie frowamd, © ihen,  as Mr,

DMarsiott gave another despairing ery,
somethlng seemed to stir Lo her ;chlm;x
brain, - Swarmiie uluna. the overaaiz-

rinted in l<.nr-|:u:d aml mishii
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cause it did not come away. as il

:;.,:aur:dad s false ong

tPallrt M Maumir was. s
with a smile. Jli 11 1L pleas
“Oh, veu .cley chimp!” ¢r v"d
Ilﬂlﬂn r-'(uredlv
“Clever nideed!” agreed Mr. M:n--
rigtt, patting Mollics head.,  * And
fOIE;I\'l'”' too. This is a lesson to e,
T throw a bucket ol water over her,
‘hit her with a snowball, and she
saves my life.- Your pets shall be ag
the party, aller all!”

He endoed with a lond sneeze wihich
made Mollir jump—and filled Helea
mr'l conesrn,

“¥ou ‘must get back home. Mr
Marriott, or ¥ou'll be in bed il
Christmast™ she axclaimed,

r.” Marriott nodded
U ¥eg, I must ook after mysell to-
nignt so that [ dow't miss the

approval.
Mollie was onlv {oo wil
Chattering with glee, s

n;.
sLood I)y

the Big, decordted tub, I mdm:: alib
(,lni.';,tmas prescnts _‘10 th: cxciied
giddies” >

The  children woere hilariously

happy, and s was evervone, ol
And after the party Mr. Marriatt
n.ade a point of presenting Mollie
with a special false beard wiich was
to he her very own.

Mollie wus deiighted, dnd signified
her apprecialion by giving Mr. Mav-
riott's beard a geunileg tuz  befoce
donning her own.

Y Mollie, that's not the right Christ-
mas spirit.” reproved Helen.

“T'm getting used 1o it—and this
is lhe happiest Christmas I've c.n.r
had!" laughed Mr, Marrioti.

“* Happy Christmas ' Hnmw (_mh.t,-
mas ! squawked Popsy.

(End of this week’s storv)
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Lo-InOrrow. C.‘(l':‘f.’ on with your re-
hearsal, voung lady. And be sury
Lthat your pr'ta are at the party!”
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