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STRANGEST CASETh

THE TELL-TALE MALLET

UNE GAYNOR, niece of Noel Ray-
mond, the famous detective, went
to Folkestone to meet her uncle,

who was returning after a long stay

abroad. )

While there she was amazed to see
a man closely resembl Noel break
into & museum and smash a porcelain
statuette of the Green Archer, a
legendary figure who was supposed to
haunt Knoll Castle whenever anyone
dared live there. : y
“When June met Noel he denied he
had been the person she had seen,
and she assumed her uncle had a
double.

Later, June was asked by Ronald
Garth, an author whose story about
the Green Archer was to be filmed at

g'xoll Castle, to go there under an -
S

umed name, as he believed an
attempt was to be made to prevent
the film being made.

June suspected that the threaten-
ing letters Mr. Garth had received
were connected with the smashing of
the Green Archer statuette.: |

And then she made a startling dis-
covery! In the pocket of Noels over-
coat she faund the mallet which had
been used to sma;sh the statuette!..

» L] . . .
DAZEDLY June stared at the mallet

she had found in Noel Ray-
maond’s overcoat.

Beyond question it was the weapon’

which had been used to shatter the
Green Archer statuette, and it seemed
equally certain that only Noel himself
could have put it in his pocket.

In caonsternation, June sank down
on to the nearest chair. .

It hadn’t been any double she had
seen in the Folkestone museum. It
had been Noel himself. And it must
have been he who had smashed the
lovely porcelain statuette.

The discovery overwhelmed her.
Mystified her, too.

She knew her uncle too well to
think that he would destroy anything
wantonly. He must have had  some
good—-—some overwhelming—reason for

is extraordinary act. But what could
it have been? And why, having com-
mitted it, had he gone out of his way
to deceive her?

Slowly the girl detective’s gaze
went to the two. pieces of paper
clutched in her other hand. One of
them was the threatening message
written by the unknown man who, for
some mysterious reason of his own,
was anxious to prevent the film about
the Green Archer being made.

Into June’s whirling mind came her
conviction that the statuette had
been smashed by the writer of the

anonymous letter in order to make it -

seem that the legend of the Green
Archer was coming true.
But if that were so
She gave a horrified gasp. It meant
that Noel himself had written that
threatening note! That he was the
person plotting against the film!
Violently June shook her head.
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She would never believe that.
Loving and adminr:f the famous
detective as she did, she had no
doubts, yet desperately her agitated
mind sought some way of putting the
question beyond all doubt. She gazed
again at the ink-blotted piece of
gape : then, as she noticed the inky

nger-print in one corner, she caught
in her breath.

_ “I'll soon prove it!” she cried, and
dashing out of the room, she entere
Noel’s study. :

In a steel filing cabinet standing in
one corner were cards be: g the
finger-prints of- all the noterious
ggople she and her uncle had helped
0 bring to justice. There, also, were
prints she and Noel had made of their
own hands. S

With quivering fingers, June ran
through the cards. At last she came
to the one with the name *“NO
RAYMOND ” ‘typewritten at the top.
Extracting it from the file, she carried
it to the desk, sat down, then picked
up a magnifying-glass.

With feverish intensity, she com-
pared the print on the card with that
on the threatening note.

There were a few moments of awful
suspense, then she sat back with a
gasp of relief.

“I knew it!” she exclaimed.

For the two prints_ bore no resems-
blance. Then it couldn’t, have been
Noel who had written that note!

That was satisfactory as far as it
went, but there was still Noel’s extra-

‘ordinary behaviour at Folkestone to

©

be explained. For_ that it had been
he who had smashed the statuette
seemed certain. '

What could have been his object?

June shook her head. She was
completely baffled. - But in_her heart
was no fear, only unbounding trust.
Her uncle must have had good reason
for acting as he had done. Sooner or
later he would explain—take her into
his confidence. Meanwhile——

“1'11 try to forget all about it,” she
whispered. *“I'll concentrate on this
other mystery. But wh» is this person
who’s plotting against the film? He
isn’t nunky’s double. I know that
now, f(’),r there isn’t any double;

but——
Breaking off, June picked up the -
other piece of paper Ronald arth

had given her. It was a letter asking
Simpson & Simpson, the theatrical
agents, to give the bearer a small part
in the film. )

The girl detective felt her pulses

Before June Could Start

Solving The Mystery Of

The Green Archer She

Had To Submit To A
. Film Test

By PETER LANGLEY

race as she remembered how urgently
Ronald Garth had wanted her to
travel to Knoll Castle, where the fllm
was to be produced. and to stay there’
under an assumed name.

The prospect had thrilled her at the
time, and now she felt more eager
than ever to accept the mission.

“I'm certain nunky won’t have any
objec!tion," she murmured, *so—here
goesi” - 3 ! .

Stuffing the letter into her pocket,
she jumped to her feet, but at the
door she paused irresolutely,

The author of the film had empha-
sised the importance of keeping her
real identity a secret, so—should she
don a disguise before going to
Simpson & Simpson?

She frowned thoughtfully, then
shook her head. -

No, a change of name would be
sufficient. Unlike Noel Raymond,
whose photograph was = constantly
appearing in the mnewspapers, her
feaéﬁres were unknown to the general
public.

“A different name—that’'ll be
sufficient,” she decided. *“Now, what
shall I call myself?”’ She wrinkled her
nose, then laughed. *Carolyn Stuart!
That sounds like a real film name,”
she told herself, and, with a chuckle,
set off. a

The agency was situated at the top
of a tall block of buildings near
Wardour Street, and when she entered
the waiting-room she found half. a
dozen other girls seated on forms
arranged around the walls.

They were older than June, and
looked glamorous enough to be film
stars themselves. It was a little pity-

gly that they regarded the new-

omer, and one of them, swinging a
nylon-clad leg, laughed outright.

. “You're wasting your time, dear,”
she drawled. “By the look of it,
there’s not much time for us, so you
won’t stand a dog’s chance.”

. June flushed, and her heart gave an
apprehensive leap.

Unless she got even-a small job in
the film, she would have to abandon
all hope of discovering the mystery
which surrounded the legend of the
Green Archer—a mystery which she
felt was in some way connected with
her uncle. -

So it was anxiously that she seated
herself. After a minute or two an
inner door opened, and a grey-haired,
wizened-looking clerk appeared. He
shook his head apologetically at the
crowd seated round the walls.

“Sorry, ladies, but there's nothing
doing,” he announced. *“Mr. Cron-
gtﬁrg says all the crowd parts are

Shrugging their shoulders, the girls

‘rose @to their feet, adjusted their

stylish coats, and sauntered to the
outer door. June, however, did not
move, though her .usual high spirits
had hegun to evaporate. ’
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‘taller - than herself.

If none of these experienced girls
were wanted, what chance had she?

Somewhat timidly, she held out
the letter Ronald Garth _had written:

“What’s this, my dear?” The clerk
took it, then frowned. *“Sorry, but
I'm afraid this won’t get you any-
where. Theodore Cronberg never
takes any notice of recommendations.
Geg dozens every week, you Know,
and——n )

“Stanton! ‘Stanton! Haven't you
got rid of those dames yet?” roared
a stentorisn voice which rumbled
alound the Waitlng-room like

June whirled, ex%ect:mlgl to see some
giant ‘of & man, but the owner of
that. reverberating voice was hardly
But  he was
nearly as broad as he was high, and
in one corner of his mouth was
tucked a cigar that jutted out like a
miniature flagstaff. . . B e

His horn-rimmed sgpectacles perched

thunder

- above his bushy eyebrows, he. glared

short - sightedly = around, to give
another stentorian roar-as dimly he
perceived June.

_“Stanton! Didn’t I tell iou to get
rid o’ the whole bag 0’ tricks?”

‘“Yes, Mr. Cronberg.”

“Then what’s this girl doin’ here?”
Striding forward on_ tiny feet, he
glowered at June. “Run along! All
the crowd parts are filled. Didn’'t
Stanton tell you, hey?” )

And the cigar wagged ferociously.
June nodded. .

“Yes, but I was _hoping you might
ﬁrﬁl‘ room for me, Mr. Cronberg,” she
said.
of recommendation from——’ £
. But the famous film ﬁroducer did
not let her finish. e gestured
irritably.

“Don’t care who it’s from! Never
read ’em, Guess Theodore Cronberg
relies entirely on his own judgment.
%o §cram, my girl—scram! I'm

usy!”

And, jerking down  his spectacles
with an impatient hand, Mr. Cron-
berg whirled round on the clerk.

“Now, Stanton, let me see the
photos of those .applicants for that
young girl part!” he ordered.

With difficutty, June swallowed her
disappointment and turned away. It
looked as if all her hopes of getting

-to Knoll Castle and solving the mys-

tery were shattered,

THE FILM TEST

S the girl detective walked slowly
across to the door, there came

exasperated grunts and exclama- .

tions from the film producer, who was

examining the photographs the clerk

had handed him

“Pah! No good at all! Utterly
useless! Jumpin’ Jehosophat, but
has your agency gone _ crackers,
Stanton? Most of these dames will

never see thirty again, let 'alone
seventeen! What I want is—— Hey!”

Once ‘again -that ' deafening roar
bellowed out, causing June nearly to
jump out of her shoes. Turning, she
saw that the film producer was
making jabbing motions in her direc-
tion with his cigar.

“That’s the kind o’ girl I want!”
Theodore Cronberg-declared. ‘“What
d’vou mean by wastin’ my time like
this, Stanton? If you'd already got a
suitable candidate., why did you show
me these tomfool photos?” .

“But that girl isn’t a candidate,
Mr. Cronberg., She came for a crowd
part. Besides, you've told her to go.”

“That was before I had my specs
on! How do you expect me to see
without my glasses?” roared the film
prodficer, and wagged. his cigar at
June once more. “_Heg, girl, have you
ever done any filming?” :

Regretfully June shook her head.

* Afraid not, Mr. Cronberg, but I've

doixée some amateur’ theatricals,” she
said.
“Amateur theatricals? Pah! What
good are they? The question is: Can
vou act? No, no, don't tell me.
You'fe bound to say ‘Yes.' The only
way to decide is to give you a test.
Be back here at two o’clock—and
sharp’s the word! Understand?”

“Yes, Mr. Cronberg. But what——"

Impatiently he waved his cigar.
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“You see, I've brought a letter .

“Come on,; stanton! - I want to sce
you about those contracts! Come on,
man! Time’s money!” . 1

And the film producer rushed back
into- theé inner office, dragging the
flustered clerk with him. . It was as if
a hwrricane had passed through the
room, and-June hardly knew whether
;hgl was standing on her head or her

eels. "

“CGolly, what a character!”. she
gasped. ‘“But I bet his bark’s worse
than his bite. But -what a bit of luck
—him not liking any:.of thdse photo-
graphs! And what & bit of luck he
a second look at me—with his
specs on thistime!”

Chuckling, she desceaded the steep
stairs and made for the nearest cafe
for lunch, but all the.time she was
walting for two o’clock, wondering

anxiously how she would measure up

to the test.” And what kind of a part
was it that the temperamental Mr.
Cronberg thought she might be suit-
able for? .

Promptly at two o’clock she re-
turned to the agency, to be ushered
into a small room fitted up as a dress-
ing-room. There a-motherly woman
took charge of her, making up her
hair and face, and telling her what
she would have to doin the film test.

“PDon’t be nervous, my dear,” she
urged. “Youwll find the arc-lights
trying at first, but——" .

{;

“Isn’t my acting any .good?” she
asked. : X

The producer shook his head.

“Not very. But don’t worry aboutb
that, my dear. Yowll be OK. in my
hands. Guess I could make a stuffed
rabbit act once I had it on-the set.
The ',main thing is—you look the

. part.’

June caught in her breath.

“You mean that—that I'm en-
gaged?” she gasped.

‘heodore Cronberg scowled.

“'Course I mean it. Don’t you
understand plain English?” he roared;
then unexpectedly that puckish grin
appeared on his fiery face, and he
patted her shoulder.. *“Now run away,
my dear! Stanton will fix you up.
I've got a thousand and one things
to do.” :

‘And, leaving clouds of cigar-smoke
trailing behind him, he rushed off as
if he had not a second to spare,

From the wizened clerk June learnt
that the small role she was to play
was_ that of the schoelgirl daughter
of the owner 6f the castle where the
film was to be produced. She also
learnt that all artistes and technicians
were to live at the castle, and, after
a contract had been signed, Stanton
told her to éatch the midday train
North next day. *

It was happily that the girl detec-
tive made her way home. It was only

¢ So you’re going to stay at the castle,”” said the taxi-man. * Well, better you than
© ., me, miss. T wouldn’t stay there if I was paid ten pounds a night.”

“Hey! Where’s that girl? Get a
move on, there! Guess time’s money,
and I haven’t all day to waste!”

The now familiar roar came from
the room &djoining,. and, hurriedly
stepping through the doorway, June
saw_ the little film producer sitting
astride a chair, his arms folded along
the back, and another big cigar jut-
ting pugnaciously out of the corner of
his puckish mouth.

Two dazzling arc-lamps threw two
beams of light on the floor, and as
June stood there, hesitating, Theodore
Cronberg actually grinned.

“Don’t get flurried. Just act natur-
ally, my dear. Now, you’ve been told
what to do.” :

The girl detective drew in a deep
breath. She had acted in many
amateur plays, but this was different,
and, for all his smile, she sensed that
the flery little film producer was
watching her like a mouse.

Desperately remembering her in-
structions, she walked across the

floor and picked up the scarf she"

found lying there. Then, with a,gasp
of dismay, she recoiled, letting ‘the
scarf flutter from apparently nerveless
fingers. s

There were other acting routines
she had to perform, and all the time
the arc-lamps beat down with .a suffo-
cating heat. But suddenly ' Theodore
Cronberg jabbed out with his cigar.

“That’s enough !’ -he declared.

June stared in dismay, e

as she let herself into the flat that
she remembered the mallet she
had found—remembered also how
strangely her uncle had behaved ever
since he had come ' back from the
South of France, But resolutely she
thrust away all those disturbing
thoughts. -~

“Nunky’s worried over that case
he's engaged on,” she told hetself.
“That’s what makes him act so
differently. But once he gets settled
down he’ll take me into his confidence
—explain everything.,”

As she closed the front door behind
her she heard the sound of movement
in Noel’s bedroom, Her uncle had
returned. If his investigations had
gone well he might agree to clear up
all the puzzling things which worried
her. Eagerly she ran forward.

“Nunky!” she cried. “Nunky!”

And then, in the bedroom doorway,
she stopped, staring in surprise. It
was not the famous detective who was
in the room, but Parker, his solemn-
faced manservant, and he was engage
in rolling up the mattress. .

“What ever have you stripped the
hed for?” June asked.

Parker swung round, his face as
grave as usual.

“Thought it best, Miss June, seeing
that the maste: won’t be using it for
a bit,” he said. .

“Not be using it!”  June stared
harder than ever. “You mean that—
that he’s going away?” she cried.

Parker shook his head.
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THE AUCTION SALE

o SALE!” announced Phil Oak-
leigh, with enthusiasm. “Take

. a look at this, girls!”

His sister, Cherry, raised expressive
blue eyes to the placard pasted on
the old brick wall. Unslingin
satchel, she winked at her chum,
Leila Soames.

“I ought to have warned you before
we came on this hike, Lella,” she
sighed, “that Phil would probably
stop at the first village we reached
to buy a steamroller or something.
He’s crackers about sales!”

“The trouble with %irls," snorted
Phil, ignoring hjs sister’s candour,
“is that they’ve no business acumen.
Now here’s a chance to pick up a
real bargain!” He cleared his throat,

and read aloud: “‘At the Old Barn,
Glynford, on Wednesday, twenty-
second '—that’s to-day—* Messrs. Pil-

beam, Clark & Pilbeam will sell” by
Public Action a collection of Valu-
able Furniture and other Effects—
including antique and modern china,
_a lawn-mower, a gas-cooker——' "

“And who,” interrupted Cherry
sweetly, “is going to carry the gas-
. cooker?”

Leila laughed ' outright at Phil's

withering stare.

“You two!” she said, settling her-
self more comfortably on-the fallen
tree-trunk, and glancing with appre-
ciation at the magnificent view. “Do
you ever agree about anything?”

“Phil, who was Cherry’s senior by
eleven months, chuckled good-
humouredly. .

“Well, how about it?" he asked.
“Why not let’s stop at Glynford for
lunch and look at the Old Barn?
There’s no telling—we might stumble
on something good——" :

“The doormat, dear—if I know

*“1I suppose that's
there in the hollow?

From the gorse-covered slopes they
could glimpse the red roofs and' chim-
neys of a picturesque old-world town,
intersected by a river. -

“‘ Glynford,’ ” Leila read from her

uide-book.

iver Glyn. Population :
Noted for its ancient castle.”

“Phil will probably end up by bid-~
ding for the castle,” murmured
Cherry. “It’s lueky I'm minding the
fifteen pounds holiday money we’ve
got between us!” ey

e we go to the sale—or don't
we?” intefrupted Phil; grinning.

It was another voice—a quite un-
expected voice—that answered him.

“.Oh, please!” it said breathlessly.
“ Please forgive my. interrupting. but
if you're going to the sale, will you
i——will gou buy the Harlequin Teapot

or me?”

In considerable amazement, the
three chums turned  to. stare at a
-dark-haired, -attractive. girl who had
emerged suddenly from the bushes.

nford, down

anything about youé'r’1 sald Cherry. ..
Y.
”

GIRLS’ CRYSTAL—11-2-50

‘“¢*Market town on the
5,000. -

Yol

She was pale and out of breath,
and the appeal in her eyes was

‘mingled with something like fear.

“Did you—did you say ‘Harlequin
Teapot ’?” asked Cherry, wondering if
she had heard aright. K

The girl nodded, glancing with
quick anxiety from one to the other.

“I—I know it must seem cheek for
me to ask you,” she breathed. *“But
it means so much to me, and—and I
daren’t 'go there myself. It's the
Harlequin Teapot, with the chipped
spout—Lot No. 7, think. You
couldn’t mistake it.. If you would
please bid for it, I'll pay you what-
ever it costs. I'll meet you at the
Mill House after the sale.
is ‘Maureen Dare, and——"

She broke off with a little gasg as
there came a sound of approaching
footsteps, With another look of
urgent appeal at the astounded
chums, sher dived among the bushes
and was lost to slﬁht.

“ Sunday hiking-boots!” .com-

the bewildered
stares of the two girls. “What d’you
know about that?”
“8’sh!” breathed Cherry, with a
warning gesture. .
The footsteps were approaching
more rapidly. There now appeared
in view a lanky, sallow-faced youth,
who eyed the chums suspiciously as
he strode past them, descending the
steep footpath that led to the town.
They waited breathlessly till he
was out of sight. Then: |
“There’s something funny going on
here!” declared Phil. .
“Funny’s not the word for it!"
agreed Cherry, her blue eyes per-

My name

mented Phil, meetin

‘plexed. “I'm sure that girl was really

scared of something—and that lanky
boy_seemed in a dreadful hurry!”
“But has it anything to do with
us?”’ ventured Leila cautiously.
Cherry. nodded emphatically.
“Of course_it has! The girl asked
us to help. I say!”
impulsively, eyes sparkling. *“I vote
we go to the sale and bid for this
teapot—just for fun! It’ll only cost
a_few shillings, and—well, I'd rather
like to meet Maureen again !” :
Phil - chuckled. : .
“I should have.warned you, Leila,”

he said solemnly, .“ that Cherry would

find . someone ' or _something : she

wanted to befriend before we'd gone

a dozen miles! * Last hike we. had, it
was a lame dog; now it's a mysteri-
ous girl who wants a teapot——"
He broke off as Cherry neatly aimed
a clump of moss at him, . .- L
“Come on, let’'s go!'-she said, link-
ing her hand through Leila’s arm.

£

She started up -

~for his wallet.

i

i

i
M

T

| Ve

FCRET of the
ARLEQUIN
TEAPOT

By RHODA FLEMING

Animatedly discussing the mystery,
the cheery trio made their way into
the town. It was not curiosity alone
that caused Cherry’s pulses to quicken
as she approached the Old Barn—now
used as an auction-room. The haunt-
ing appeal in the young stranger’s
eyes had affected her deeply. Phil,
for all his assumed flippancy, was
obviously intrigued ; while Leila did
not. attempt to hide her excitement.

The auction was in- full swing as
they pushed open the door and
entered the lofty, oak-beamed room.

On a dais at the far end stood the

auctioneer, wielding a small hammer
with much aplomb.” Beside him stood
a mournful assistant in a green baize
apron, whose duty it was to exhibit
the various “Lots.”
. The onlookers—mostly local
farmers, with a few. stray visitors;
drawn there by curiosity—seemed
slow in making their bids. - Only one
rather high-pitched voice was raised
as the chums entered.

“Seven!” it called.

“Seven!” repeated the auctioneer,
beaming, ‘“Any advance on seven?
Come, this is a bargain, gentlemen !
A genuine hand-painted teapot, with
a unique Harlequin patternt”

Cherry started, nudging her chum.
and Phil - peered interestedly over
-their shoulders, They were just in
time! - The assistant was holding up
an old china teapot with a chipped
spout and a quaint pattern of figures
in a Harlequinade,

Seven 'shilllngs seemed a lot to.pay
for a damaged teapot, but Cherry
remembered the girl’s appealing eyes.

“Eight!” she exclaimed, almost
without thinking.

“Nine!"” snapped an unpleasant
voice.

Cherry glanced instinctively at the
speaker, and she caught in her
breath. The rival bidder was the
-lanky youth.of whom the girl had
seemed so scared!

' He was glaring in her . direction,
‘but. Cherry returned his stare boldly.

“Ten!” she called.

The auctioneer . transferred his
beam to:Cherry, : : :

“Ten!” he repeated. “The young
-lady. at:the back- of the hail offers
me ten for this unique teapot. Any
advance on ten?” .

“ Eleven!' rapped the lanky youth,
scowling at the chums and feeling

Phil nudged Cherry warningly..
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* Stead. on!” he muttered.

y .
“EBleven bob's eleveP" bob, and we -

don’t know that girl! 5
.But Cherry's ghtléuh spié'lt was

.aroused. She did not like the way .
the youth was ?tar e at_ her, as
"though trying to ini ate her into

silence, Besides, the mystery girl had
pro'x;nlsed to pay whatever the teapot
cos!

' rdom. i
wards the chums. The lanky
was fumbling with: his wallet, his
scowl  deepening. He caught the
auctioneer’s eye. . o
“1 say, I dian’t- expect the biddi
to go up to this,” he exmalm%g.
“Haven't got the ready cash on me.
If I could have credit—" ,
“Sorry, sir, this' is a - strictly cash
sale,” interrupted
“7The young lady over there has bid
me twelve, Any adyance on twelve?”
He looked round expectantly. * Once
—twice—three times!” The hammer
smote the desk,

beamed afably. %m‘l}geﬁhe‘ L

Harlequin Tea‘poc
Jady—a genuine bargain at -twelve
pounds!” .

The .flcor of the auction-room
seemed to rock under Cherry’s feet.
She heard Leila’s gasp—Phil’s stified

roan. i i
g., Twelve unds! And she had
imagined they had been bidding in
shillings! : o

“We'd better get out of this, Cherry
—gquick ! Phil muttered; “Tell ’em
there's been a mistake. 11} speak UD,
4f you iike, - That girl . never
refund all that money!” . . .

“T should say not!” put.in a sneer-

ing voice at Cherry’s side. ‘‘You kids
have got vourselves into & 'jam, but
I'm lling to help you out]” :
‘Cherry Wwhirled. . The lanky yout
stood there,  wallet open, rustling a
sheaf of notes. . His expression was
loftily ‘condescending, and there was
a glleamf of satisfaction i113;1 his eyes.
said; A

eIevegl:x'——and

deal?” . - : !
“Yowd better accept his offer!” ¢p

whispered Leila.. o P s

“Nothing else for if, 1. suppose,
wmuttered Phil, eyeing the youth with
some dislike, ¢ ;

. But Cherry’s hands were clenched,
ind her mind worked swiftly.- Why
outh O%Iiepnxed to pay eleven

pounds for & pped . teapot—unless
e was anxious to prevent it from
beix'l,g bought en behalf of the mystery
gir

irl?
e Maureen had been desperately eager
that they should buy it—at any cost.
And Cher felt convinced of the

1 can’t wait all day!”

cut in the lanky youth, flourishing

the notes in her face, while the

%uzzll emismng stood by with the
arle 'eapot.

Chgrry’s chin came up. While Phil
and Leila stared aghast, she opened
her handbag and carefully counted
out ‘twelve pound notes, handing
them to the assistant and receiving
the chipped téapot in exchange. \

“our giddy  holiday money !’
‘groaned Phil, *“Who's crackers now?”

‘The .lanky youth concealed his
chagrin with a sneer. o et

“T wish you joy of your teapot!”
he said unpleasantly, and strode out
-of the auction-room. m
- gilently, the three companions filed
out into the wintry sunlight, Cherry
hugging the precious teapot—the tea-
pot on which she had pledged their
slender resources.

_ Then Phil exploded. With brotherly
frankness he informed Cherry just
what he thought of her hare-brained

“action in risking so much for a com-

herry, unabashed by

half reproachful
outburst, maintained her faith in the

,mysterious Maureen. Leila, thou%h
obviously shaken, stood loyally by

her chum, . ;
His feelings relieved, Phil's good
nature reasserted itself.

“On, well, Cherry, maybe you're

right. The girl may be okay, but
twelve pounds—phew! The sooner
366

' conve

the_ auctioneer. -

and the a‘.uctlo%ggr'
T G e

‘pounds, four shmmgs‘-and

-week’s hikin

.lessly.

we get along to the Mill House and
hand over the Dblessed teapot, the
DofieEy set out cagerly, after askt

ex set out_eagerly, after asking
their = way. upled’ ‘with  their

ety to r eir money, was &
keen curlosity about the whole: baf-
fling - affair.”. And .  only Maureen
Dare, the mystery girl, could explain.

The Mill®

length reachedHoui?;e' %hen’."tteh'e o8
. . it, proved
piggur € ‘buiminz'p 4 %QOI styl

i 0]
into. a

-]

e,
guest-house.

( In one
g_r the windows was a notice : “ Room

‘he door was, opened to them by

a mo y woman, wearing an apron.
She ed at the young hikers
exggxtanmﬂyﬁm » said Cherry, stepping
forward abxiously and holding the
precious teapot. “We have called to
see 8 Dare.”

ureen .1 Y
? -I'm afraid you're too

“Miss Dal
late,” replied the woman. ° *She
for her and left here barely

an hour- ago. She sal
be coming back, and
an addressi™

ANOTHER MEETING WI@) MAUREEN

THREE- distinctly chastened young
hikers sat at a corner table in

she didn’t give

a small café overlooking Glyn-

ford’s eobbled High Street. They had
ordered coffee and buns, after care-
fully counting the money remaining
from their combined savings—three

vepence
exactly,

. On_the table between them stood
the Harlequin Teapot, = . -

Cherry forced an unsteady smile,
“Th-this is” all my fault—" she

began. - ) )
" “Rot!” .cut in Phil, .with - gruff

cheerfulness... ““We were all taken in
by.that girl.  Naturally you-thought
we'd “get the money back when we

-met her. How coiild we have guessed

that she'd walk out-on us like that?”
. “But .why did she do 1t?” Leila
asked. “She-seemed such a nice girl

.——not, the kind who'd go round piay-

ing foolish jokes on people she’d
never meti” y
Cherry looked up, her - éxpression

oubled. ; v
“T gtill think that.she meant to
meet us!” she declared.” “I'm certain
that something must have happened
—ta prevent her keeping her promise.
The whole thing’s a mystery!”
“Forget it!” grunted. Phil. “We'll
never see that girl again, Cherry, so
we.may as.well face the facts. H
we 8 us. twelve quid—and
a blessed teapot with &

re,
saddled with
chipped spout!. Question is, where
could

do we go from here?” ;
. “How—how much holida

we manageé on three pounds, four and
fivepence?” asked Leila, in a small
voice, )

Phil took out a stump. of pencil
and made a rapid calculation on a
corner of the menu card. - -

“With care, we might last out two
days,” he announced at A

“Pwo days!” Cherry whispered un-
steadily. “And this was to be a
‘holiday!” :

Phil thrust out his jaw.

“I'm not takhe& this lying down!”
he declared.. “We paid twelve crisp
gounds for that piece of old junk!
urely we might get a few bob back

on it?”

The girl stared at him.

% vyou mean, sell it?” asked Cherry.

“Why ' not?”
“At a pinch, we might auc-
tion it in the market-square. - All you
need -is a hammer and a loud voice.
Ladies and gents —he picked up the
teapot in one hand and a spoon in
the other—*“here’s a very fine piece
of old y chinaware! Useful for
watering the aspidistra, or sending to
Aunt Jane wi an Easter egg!”

Both girls laughed despite them-
selves, and Cherry felt fonder of her
brother than ever, Knowi how_he
must really be feeling aboﬁ% the lost
money.
~ “Pardon my interrupting!’” boomed
a pleasant voice from the next table.

Phil nearly dropped the teapot,
grabbi in the nick- of time.
Cherry turned.
Seated at the.adjoining table was

ere.

a dapper, middle-aged man with keen
eyes and a poin beard. He might
have been. an artist, Cherry surmised.
He certainly did not fit in with this
sleepy old market-town.

* Forgive m% bu&tlng in,” he went
on affably, “but could mot help
overhearing of your conversa-
tion. Though I'm no authority my-
self, that teapot looks uncommonly

like _genuine Worcester - pottery—
probably quite valuable!”

The . chums' faces 1lit up; they
regarded the Harlequin Teapot with
more respect. o

-“I say, sir, d'you really’ think so?”
Phil asked eagerlg. 4

The other nodded,:

“Why don’t

you take it along to
an expert for valuation?"” he asked

Cherry’s: pulses quickened as she
squeezed Lella’s arm. Things were
to look up! -

beginning .
“I'm afraid we're strangers round
here, sir,” said Phil, “Do. you hap-
pen ROoW-——"" . °

“Of a reliable dealer? Certainly!”
He 'waved a hand towards the cobbled
street ;visible from the window. *“Go

to the top of the High Street, - turn
left, and you'll -find the sh%g on: the
right-ha; side, close to e river.

Ye - Olde - Antiqusry, I Dbelieve it's
called: The owner’s quite a charac-
ter,. but you -can rely on his judg-

t. And-the best'of luck to you.”

,f)aymg their bill, they hurried out
nto the . sunlit  street.

taken charge of the teapot—no

longer a -piece of *“old junk,” but
a potentm money-spinner! i
“1 . say, girls, how: much d’you

think I could ask?” he demanded, as
they hurried up the street.

“Five ~pounds,” Leila suggested
cautiously. g #

“Make it ten,” said Cherry, with
returning . optimism. “We'll get our
week’s holiday yet!”

The trio hurried through the
quaint old town. A weight of self-
reproach- had been lifted from
Cherry’s mind.- The -only remaining
cloud was the thought of the mysteri-
ous Maureen Dare., Phil and Leila
had forgotten her already, but- Cherry
could not banish the. girl’s haunting
eyes: entirely .from her thoughts.

“This must the shop!t”
nounced Phil suddenly.

They halted, %azmg with excited
anticipation at the bow windew of &
quaint old sho? backing on the
river. . In the dim interior suits of
armour and antique furniture were
flanked by shelves of dusty glass and

pottery.

They entered.boldly, and & tinkling
bell behind the door brought the
presiding geni_of the shop from an
inner room. He was old and hent,
and he peered at them shrewdly over
his spectacles.

“We want to sell.a teapot,” Phil
said, coming straight to the point.
“ A  valuable—er—Worgester teapot,
almost as good as new except for
the spout!”

He placed his fragile burden gently
The dealer adjusted

an-

on the counter.

.his..spectacles and examined the tea-

Phil grinned reck--

pot _critically. . .
uch?” he asked,

“How m .
“Ten pounds,” prompted Cherry, as
Phil hesitated. *“We paid more than

that for it!”

The dealer grunted non-commit-
tally, and carried the teapot into the
room behind the. counter, switching
on a bright light. The chums waited
in- suspense for his return. He
shuffled back a moment later, the

apot in his hand.

“T1l give you thirty bob for it,”
he said. ¢ .

“Thirty shillings? But it's genuine

Worcester!” exclaimed Cherry, her
hopes. sinking.
“wWorcester Sauce!” retorted the

dealer. “Who ever told you that

Dismayed,
one another, their high expectations
collapsing like a pack of cards.

“Don’t take it, Phil,” breathed

Cherry. “We'll try somewhere else.”
“ Just as you please,” grunted the
dealer, = overhearing her whisper.

“Take it away!”
GIRLS’ CRYSTAL—11-2-50



. Phil held out his hand for the tea-
pot. The dealer fumbled short--

¥ook out!” gasped Cherry.
ere was a spunt.e’rlng crash' as
the ill-fated teapot hit the edge. of.
the counter, falling to the floor in a
dozen pieces. v
In stunned dismay, the. trio of
chums stared at the remains of their
twelve pound “bargain.” :
“That’'s done it!1” oaned Phil.
He turned to the dealer. “You
dropped it!” he accused. .
‘“You flustered me!"” mbled the
old man. “Look here, I'll be generous.
It’s a dead loss to me, but I'll give
you a pound to compesate you for
the damage. That’s my last word.” -
The chums held a hurried consul-
tation. In the end they decided rue-
Ifully that even a pound was better
than nothing, and Cherry insisted on
taking the broken fragméhts with
her, wrapped in her scarf.
“We might mend it for an orna-
ment,” she explained, smiling
pluckily ! .
i,.'They all made an effort to treat
the accident lightheartedly, but the
rospect of their - hiking holiday
‘looked suddenly very bleak. Even if
ithey found the mystery ﬁirl now
ithey could” hardly déman
‘pounds for a broken teapot!

‘“Never mind,” said Cherry, with a
gulp. “We'll—we’ll just have to go
carefully. There are plenty of ways
we can enjoy ourselves - without
spending money. We've still got the
sandwiches we packed this morning,
and a flask of coffee. I vote we picnic
in the castle ruins.” s ;

“Oh, yes, let’s!” Leila agreed

- eagerly. “I love ruins!”

Phil assumed enthusiasm at the
prospect. They were all acting a part
to cheer one another up. But as they
set out along the winding path that
led to the ruins, the crisp air and
bright sunshine helped to banish_
their depression. By the time they
came in.sight of the anctent castle

twelve .

“He’s hateful! He tried to bully me
into revealing my grandfather's
secret—the secret of the Harlequin
‘Teapot!” " ’ e :
Cherry started, exchangirg; a quick
glance with her brother and chum.,
“Go on!” she breathed as the girl
hesitated. :
* Unsteadily Maureen explained. Her
grandfather, an eccentric recluse, had
died in" apparent poverty; but in his
will he had bequeathed her his col-
lection of old pottery. One piece had

stolen—a Harlequin Teaﬁot/

been
—about which he had written ,to er
before his death. 4

“He said there. was a secret con-
nected with it,” whispered Maureen,
“and he urged me to search for it. I
had a little money of my own, and I
meant to buy back the teapot if ever
I could find it. But- my guardian
came across granddad’s letter, and he
and Basil—that's-my foster-brother—
planned to get hold of the teapot
themselves!”

. “The lanky boy,” said Cherry, nod-
ding quickly. *“So that’s why he bid
against me at the sale!”

A look of despair crossed the girl’s
attractive face. . :

“Then—then they've won. He out~
bid you!” i

=
[T
m

they had practically recovered- their . 'y

b\{?ya}r‘lt' spirits. -

a . gorgeous place!”  ex-’

] at
. claimed Cherry, looking round at the -

ivy-grown Dbattlements that ' cast
mysterious shadows across the grass.
“Isn’t everything -quiet?” Leila
whispered, her imagination stirred.
“You could almost fancy that it was
haunted!” !
; “Hark!” breathed Cherry, catching
at_her brother’s arm. b 5
They all listened, and Cherry’s
- heart beat more quickly. From some-
where close at hand
.nervi'ng sound—a girl’s broken sob-

vbin%. )
Cherry was the first to break the
spell

~7%Oh, come on!” she breathed.
“That isn’t a ghost!” e

!’ She hurried “beneath a cl'umblihg

stone arch, -the others at her heels. -

iThen, as her eyes became accustomed
[to_the gloom, she gave a little cry.

Why, it’s Maureen! :

Undoubtedly it was the mystery
girl—a bedraggled, = tearful figure-
|seated - on a moss-grown flight  of
steps. Her face lit up as she recog-
inised them, and she tried to speak.
¢ “I say, what's the big idea?” de-
imanded Phil gruffly, for he was still
;sm’arting from the. memory of the
way the% had been let down.
i~ But Cherry intervened, impulsively
1dropping to her knees beside the girl.
{All thought of their own dilemma
Iwas momentarily hanished.

' “What is it?” she asked gently.
'““Are you hurt?” ’

| The girl nodded, and broke down
completel%‘ sobbin% out a disjointed
story. She had intended to meet
‘them at the Mill House, though she
‘had given up her  room there—but
.she had been forced -$0 hide from
someone, and had taken refuge in
the old castle.

“1—1 slipped on the steps,” 'she
gulped, “and sprained my ankle, "I
.thought of my appointment with you
‘and . tried to walk, but—but I
couldn't.” . ,

. “Who were you hiding from?”
asked Cherry, her mind in a whirl..

The girl clenched her hands. .

“My—my guardian,” she whispered.
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‘came an un-

i

“He didn’t!” grunted Phil, with &
wry glance at his sister.

the teapot for twelve quid, but——

He hesitated.. “I suppose we’d better:

tell her;, girls!” . .
“It's broken!” blurted out Cherry
remorsefully, and described what had

happened. . - . T
- - To -her -surprise the girl’s face lit
_up with delighted relief. - )

. “You’ve, still got the pieces?” she
exclaimed

“Yes,” admitted Cherry. . But——"

“Then everything’s all right!” de-
clared the girl eagerly. “The secret’s
in the Harlequin pattern.just under
the spout. Quickly! Let me seel”

Plecing the teapot together was a
thrilling task in which they all joined.
It was like a .game, Cherry thought,
but for the vital issues depending in
its success. This time it was not
their hiking holiday that was upper-
most in their minds—but the happi-
ness of this young stranger whose
very future was at stake! :

At length they had the front half: What

of the teapot completed, together
with the spout. Maureen: bent for-

ward eagerly; then a little cry of dis- -

a,ppointment escaped her lips. ;
‘But—but there’s no pattern here,”

she faltered. - “It can’t be the

Harl'equin Teapot—not the right
el

one! . .
Cherry caught in_her breath. .
“Phil, 1look, - the spout isn’t

chipped!” . she exclaimed. “This

isn’t the same teapot that we handed

“Twelve pounds ! ”'gayspodvén‘y, staring in cotemaﬁon at the cracked old tea-
pot which had been knocked down tohi?l::gs §he ‘th
s !

“ Cherry go,t;r

to the curio dealer! He must have
exchanged it when he went into the

inner room—and broken the fake one

" purposely, so-that we shouldn't find

out till ‘it was too late!
tricked!”

ON THE TRAIL OF THE TEAPOT

TUNNED silence settled on the
little group in the shadow of the
old castle ruins. i "

“But why should he #trick. us?
burst out Leila at last. * We’'d never
seen him-before in our lives.”

“I bet - he was expecting us!” Phil
said -darkly. - “Someone must have
tipped- him the wink.” : .

“I've got it!” exclaimed Cherry.
“The stranger in the cafe—the max
with the pointed beard!” o

Maureen started, her face turning
even paler,

“Who?” she breathed.

Cherry described their
with _ the affable stranger,
Maureen’s lips trembled.

“That was Uncle Norman—Normait -
Foster—my guardian !” she whispered.
«“Basil must have told him about you
—and he followed you to the cafe.”

“And he’s hand-in-glove with that

I'H?HHH!{M” Sl

We've been

encounter
and

t
|

)

ought she had been bidding in

dealer!” Cherry burst out,
taken ‘in properly, Phil.”
“But he’s not going to get away
with 'it!” her "brother sa grimly,
“We'll go straight back to the curios
shop. and make that man give us back
the right teapot!” : :
-Maureen’s attractive face lit up with
sudden hope as ‘she looked from one
determined face to the other. .
“If only that were possible!” she
whispered. “I know that everything
would be cleared up if I could de-
cipher the pattern on the real teapot.
‘You see "—she lowered her voice, 100k-
ing ..round anxiously—*“I've an idea
that the secret is somehow connected
with the castle ruins. Granddad used
to spend a lot of time here, and he
mentioned the castle in his last letter
—only luckily they didn't see that
age.” .

Cherry’s pulses quickened.
.. “That -settles it!” she ,declared.
“Back we go to the curio-shop. But
at about you, Maureen?”
“I’ll be all right here till you come
back,” said the girl quickly.

But Cherry insisted on treating the
young stranger’s sprained ankle before
they departed, leaving -her their flask
of coffee and.some sandwiches, and
promising solemnly to keep her secret.

A quarter of an hour later they

“We were

-marched up to the curio-shop, Phil

leading. Then they halted, staring in
dismay. - -
For the shutters were up at the
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. wmdow, and a heavy -grille barred the

. door. The shop was shut.

. Just then C gave a little gasp,
grabbing her brother’s ar!

) * Phil—look—oOVer there!" she
breathed,
The others turned, and pnn hasmy
checked an excited whist

lanky figure carrying a parcel
< wrapped in green paper had emerged
- from a gate at the rear of the

premises, and was g down the
slope that led to the ri y
© “Iv’s him—it's B vqmspered

And that par

Cherry.
“¥t looks Iike the teapot 1” declared"
t_to make e

Phil eagerly. “But we've got

.. Come on, let's follow him.

. They waited till the youth was out’
of sight, and then hurried atr.er him,
stepping cautiously from t.he ushes
thai bordered the tow-path
i ‘;He s taking out.a boat 1 breathed

eila,

Sure . enough, the lanky youth was
m the act of launching a = green-

- painted skiff. They saw him place his -
parcel carefully in the bows and climb
In after it.

The chums crouched behind the
bushes, watching their quarry row"
% rom the bank, heading . up-

- strea

# Phu there's another boat moored
to the landmg-snase"‘ Cherry whis~

pered excitedl
~ They hm-ried down to the landing-
stage. The boat moored to the steps

was a roomy, tub-like vessel, not built
-for speed; but it was that or nothing,

Phil
g the heavy oars. e Cherry
cast off the mooring-nne
“Hil" bellowed a voice from the
ww-path and & burly man in a blue
y came hurrying down the steps.
Obviously he was ¢t

PHil had to pun back to. the land-
lng—szaﬁe, d precious minutes went
e ehdeavoured to explain

_they only wanted to hire the

In the end und note was pro-
duced tiwirpgwmd ling rmeces,
and the. boatman. only. martly molli-
ﬁedwwatc m‘ up wun that bo,

Y
; Paiﬁ espairingly. * He’

,.out of mind!” flashed .

ekly, P —let me take

Two palrs of arms are better

hlggg! one. Letla, grab the steering-
I8

The rowlocks creaked as the un-
wieldly © boat churned - upstréam,
. Cherry striving to k? u? up with her
brother’s more power. st.rok.es. W lle
Leila psered ously - ahead

All ‘three chums were on _their
niettle now. They had been hood-
- winked- by the lanky youth and his -~
plausible father. Harlequin Tea-
Po t—on w.ich they pledged their

rd-earned savings—had been stolen
(rom them by a cunning trick; and

‘wait here. - I’'m going to mvestmate!"
bunga.l A

‘of the

owner of the ':o some 1rench—wmdows that steod’

'for soms?leung T 8

cut off by a burly. policeman.
;accompgnying him was ‘- the man

Maureen, the girl they had befriended,
sw00d 1o’ lose everything to a pair of

unscrupulouam
5 eur quarx'y. Leila?"

el PR o

t%m goese—gumns mbo the
rushes {‘u

trees!” Leila re; lled ;

- Suddenly, a8 the stream broadened.
out they e in sight of the green
skift moored to the bank under the
trees. But-there was no sign of their
quarry—or the vital parcel

here the d
2" muttered Phil, resting on his.
\a‘i‘ It ghat lanky bllghter gives us
p after a
herry,; wno'ha started to her feet

they scra.mbled on to the bs:

Fos

man with the pointed beard—whom

now knew to be Mr. Norman
er, Maureen’s rascally guardian.
“1 thought as much, constable!”
declared ~Mr. Foster, whne the girls

th

stared speecmeesl “These are the.
same young hikers ‘who've been going
round the ‘town- trying to swindle

aismf money on a worth-
teanot ooks as hough they
came here on_a simi game—-—a na
ha.ve broken into my bungalow to do

EXCITEMENT AT THE CASTLE

[ER thoughts numbed, Cherry felt
X Leila’s hand tighten on her arm
A as ktt;e policeman took out his

- sol
dxcken; can he ha.ve'

1n the king boat,.gave a sudden n’oteboo
ke it “ Anything to say?" he dema,nded
Look! There’s a bungalow beyond‘ eyeing them
those trees. And.1 think I saw some-" . Che gul she had & lot to
one_gol round the -back!” ,"but the words refused to come.
“8 irls 1™ warned Pml a» Too latg, she realised that they had
“'geu® pl to the er’xemy's han

He went towatds the

tha
w- and his-father- -had

¢ was belng followed—and he

long time cé '%hstlly contx'lved
anxious as her brother fail.ed t,o a8 neat little trap. e . parcel
revurn. been deliberately - placed where lt

“Come on, Leila” she breathed. would attract their attention, the con-
“Let’s see if . we can find out wha.ts tents havln ﬁrst been changed. Now
“happening. 1 can’t understand why she and had beem ecaught
Phul hasn’t come back.” trespass

The two girls approached the silent-
‘bungalow. Most of the

windows had
the curtains drawn, as tho the
occupants were away. Cherry man-
aged to peep into one or two of the
rooms, without eobtaining any satis-
faction. Theén suddenly she gripped:
Lella’s arm,
“Lookl" she wmspered her. voice
shakmg with_excitement.

They had come round to the ‘side:
housé, and she was pointing

They see clearly inte a
%gsartly tumished lounge. And there,
table near the window, stood a
? arcel—the parcel. - Cherry récognised
t by its shape, and the unusual green.

pass
o It—lt’s ‘not true"’ she burst out,
as the constable repeated his %1;
tion.” “ We—we came. here to get
a teapot that was stolen from us——

thing_and try to concoct some story
_ their own}” interrupted Mr.

ter.
He smiled, fingering his- beard, and
then calmly.gave his own vérsion of
the encmm er in the teas| og

did my best to help them, con-
tabie——-quessmg that they’d run short
of cash,’ he explained. “It was only
later that I learnt from Wilkins, of
the curio-shop, that they were going
round demanding an. exorbltant price
for; glxlelh supposed curio

< asped Che rry, her eyes
oo e p@”fnust have l6ft 1 ihere, Dlazing indignantly.  ~Of all the
she whi one out_again. B

is our chance,

Leua was_ close bemna ‘her _chum
as Cherry entered the room.. In the
excitement .of the moment, th
that they were trespass:
“little account eom

ing seemed of
pared with the vltal-

importa.noe of that parcel. o
! s hands trembled eagerly a..
tlﬁe pti; . Irg it npviand t%%suly I\)}gt;ied
e string, removing wrappings.
The’g Lexla gasped—and Cherry's heart

She was holdmgoin her hands a
gagggt; ugly flower-bowl, shaped like a
£

As they stood there, looking at each’

other In stunned dismay, footSteps
sounded on the terrace outside. The‘
chums whirleq, to find their esc:pde
N
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- policeman sternly.

- happened to her brother?

“That 11 do, miss!” put in the
‘“ Are you ma.king
a-charge a.galns’c ‘these youn ple.
sir—-Ior entering {lour bunga ow?’
Mr. Foster laughed easil
‘“Oh, no, constable—I don’t think
that will be necessary. They had no
right to trespass, of course, but I'm
ling to make allowances. I sug-
est. warn them off from this
distrihcit—before they get into further

~misel

“That I will, sir,” said the eon-
stable, and then eyed the two girls.
“You hear?” he went on grimly. “If
I see you in this dlstuct again you
can_expect trouble. Now be off with
you—and keep moving.” )

The ¢hums were speechless at the
cunning way. in which Mr. Foster had
twisted the facts to put them in the
wrong, and -to cover himself. Cherry’s

lood was boiling, but  there was
othing she coul "do or say. They
had not a scrap of proof to back up
their amazing story
Qnly the evldence of the girl they
ad - befriended; and they pro-
mised to keep Maureen’s secret !

Dejectedly followed by the stern
%aze of the constable, theé two chums

ft the bungalow. Outside there
was still no sign of Phil. That
still nuzzled Cherry. -What had
And she
was also wondering how they. could
break .the news to Maureen—anxi-
ously awaiting their return ia the
ruined castle.  They would have to
tell her that they had failed in their
quest; that all hope was gone——

“Hist|” breathed a voice, seeming
to come from the rushes bordering
the river bank.

The girls started violently as. the
reeds parted. Then Phil’s head
appeared ‘in -view, and warningly he
raised a finger to his lips.

“Come on!” he breathed.
“ Quickly !”

They jomed him on the bank.

“Phil. it’s no use’”’ Cherry said

umly. ¢ They—-—they tricked us and

rought in the police. We've been
ordered out of the district——" -

(Please turn to the back page.)
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THEY MUST WARN COLIN

ICKY MARLOW and her chums of
the Junior Dramatic Society of

St. Gwynn’'s were anxious to
enter their play in the Local Schools
Drama Festival. S :

They learnt that Miss Appleby,
their tyrannical Form-mistress. was
plott1n§ against them. .
: Despite. the help given them by
Colin 'Forrest, the new languages
master, and nephew of the head-

mistress, Miss Appleby succeeded in‘:

perstiading’ the headmistress to ban
- the play and confiscated all costumes
and grease-paints.™ . . {
. i Colin Forrest provided the  girls
- with nhew costtumes and grease-paints
. and arranged with them to carry on
with their rehearsing in secret.
- He also discovered that the mystery
of Miss Appleby’s scheming could be
solved if he found a certain package
hidden in her study. Believing Miss
Appleby had gone out, Mr. Forrest left
the chums, intending to_search her
study. But a little later Vicky & Co.
. were horrified to see the Fourth Porm
mistress approaching the school.

. . . .

THEIR faces white, the chums ex-
changed dismayed glances .S
the realisation of the young master’'s
peril dawned on them.

“@Girls, we've got to save Mr.
Forrest!” gasped Vicky. *He's dared

ryth for us—and now it’s our -
O ip ) he’s caught,

turn’ to help him. If
searching in Crabby’s study, after
that interview with the headmistress,
he —he’ll be dismissed from the
school—"

Her voice ‘broke, and her hands
were clenched ' desperately as she
stared out of the window, watching
Miss Appleby’s tall figure hurrying up
the drive .

Karen i)rcssed her chum’s arm re-
assuringly.

“ Steai‘d.v, Vicky! We know why he’s
gone to the study. :
package with the green seals, he'll
have enough proof to bowl out
Miss Appleby and her confederate—
and save our play ” ]

“But suppose she. discovers :him
before he finds -the packet?” Vicky
interrupted unsteadily.  He’s already
in the headmistress’ bad books—
thanks to Crabby—and it would look
as though he were trying to get ‘his
revenge. I—I'm going to stop him!

She made for the door, her chums
at her heels. Out of breath, they
reached the senior mistress’ study-—-
to find the door locked, and the room
in darkness.

Vicky gave a little gulp of relief.

“He's not here yet,” she panted.
“Listen, girls "—there was a sudden,
reckless gleam in her grey eyes—
“Mr. Forrest beileves that package is
vital ta, us and our play. It’s so im-

ortant that he was willing to stake
gis good name and. position in this
school to get it for us. -But we can’y
let him run such a risk on our
account.”
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.and Mr.

If he finds that

“If - I know anything of M.
Forrest,” Karen said dryly, ‘“it’ll take
move than wild horses to stop him-—
once his mind is made up.” .

“ But supposing someone else gets

‘the packet first?” asked Vicky softly.

“Then Crabby will ‘be beaten, just
the same—our play will be saved—
V Forrest won’t be in dny
danger!” . : '
They both stared at her, and en-
lightenment dawned in Karen's eyes.
-“Vicky, you don’'t’ mean——"

“I mean I'm going to get it!"”

Vicky faced them determinedly, her -

pulses racing. ‘‘After all, this mys-
tery concerns me more than anyone
else—and it's only fair I' should take
the risk. I know. where there's a

duplicate -Key, in the. porter’s

office.” n =l o
“But Crabby will be here any

minute,” gasped Merle. “If she

catches you——""_
“Vicky made an impatient gesture.
“It- would be worse if she caught.
Mr. Forrest! = And in any case she
won’t .come straight to her study.
She always goes up to her room xrst
to change.  I've Drobably got five,
mirutes—and a package with green
seals ought not to be hard to find.”
“Then weé're going to help!” de-
clared Karen, and Merle nodded em-
phatically, - “We're all in this with
you, Vicky!” . 1
Vicky smiled unsteadily.

“Thanks, girls!* I néed your help

.—but it'll be safer for one of us.to

search. I want you, Karen, to find
Mr. Forrest—warn _him that Crabby's

.come - back, and keep him talking.

Whatever “happens, you mustn't le
him come to the study!” :

“But, Vicky!” |

* Please—bplease do as I say!
minute’s precious now. I ~promise
you I won't take any needless
chances. Merle, will you wait at the
foot of the stairs near the dining-
hall? . If you see anyone coming,
knoc¢k  accidentally against the-
gong!”’ .

Merle nodded.

‘““Good luck, Vicky!” breathed
Karen, touching her chum's hand.
‘“And we’ll meet. you——"

“In the vault, as we arranged!”
Vicky whispered. *Now—hurry!”

The. chums patrted, Karen and

Every

‘Merle hurrying to carry out their re-

spective tasks, while Vicky made her
way quickly the porter’s small

-room at the corner of the passage.

To her relief, he was absent on his
duties, and the keys hung in orderly
rows on- the board inside, .

A moment sufficed for Vicky to find

Théir Secret Rehearsal
Room Discovered By.
Miss Appleby!

| That dAmazing
New Master

By RENEE FRAZER

the duplicate key of Study:9—Miss
Appleby’s room.

Her heart thumping, she returned
to the study. : 5

All was quiet. At.that hour .in the
evening most of the mistresses were
either out or engaged on their various
tasks in the school. - - |

Her hand trembling slightly, Vicky
unlocked the study door and entered.
~ The moon had’ risen,” and its pale
light shone through the window, re-

‘vealing Miss - Appleby’s specklessly,

tidy desk—and her gown and mortar-
board hanging on a peg, looking for
all the world as though the senior

“mistress herself was standing there,

‘motionless .'and - watchful in the
gloem. : B 3

Vicky gulped, gripped by a sudden
panicky sense of guilt. Impatiently
she fought against the feeling.

She had come here, not as a thiel.
but to obtain proof of a dastardly
plot aimed at herself and her chums.

Defiant'y she stared at the slightly
swaying gown, and gently closed and
locked .the door. ¢

Now—to work! !

Every second ‘was vital. The moon-
light gave her ‘all the light  she

i

. needed for her search, for to use a

torch would have been far too risky.
.The desk, first. But a rapid searclh
among the orderly pile of papers and
exercise. books revealed no trace of an
oblong package with green seals.
The drawers in the desk were un-
locked, and, banishing her scruples,
Vicky inspected them in turn. But
they contained nothing except

stationery and writing materials.
Vicky’s anxiety increased.
Time was ying, and at any

moment Miss Appleby might return
to her study. Thank goodness, Merle
was on the look-out by. the stairs.
The warning gong would allow at
least a few preclous seconds in which
to_escape.

Vicky stared round her,

Supposing Mr. Forrest had ' been
mistaken about that package? O
supposing Miss. Appleby had taken it

. to_her bedroom?

Impatiently Vicky dismissed . the
thought. ' The young master had been
certain that the packet. was here—-
and it was up to her to find it!

There still - remained the book-
shelves—and a small cupboard set
above the coat-pegs near the door. .,

The cupboard seemed a likely place,'
It was well out of reach, and hardiy,
noticeable behind the door. Vicky:
pulled up a chair and climbed on it.
The -cupboard was fastened, but the
key had been left in the lock..

Vicky turned it, and opened
cupboard door. .

The pale light of the moon threw
the interior into shadow, but Vicky

the

-glimpsed several bundles of papers

obviously
safety.

stowed away there for
She pulled them ~ut one by,
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. trapped!
- «ghe made to.leap to

one—faded leétters and old news-
papers that seemed to have no con-
nection with her question,

Her hopes were sinking when,
maoving a pile of dusty books, she saw
the corner of a package protruding——
u package bearing a green seal.

The next moment Vieky was hold-
ing the vital packet in her. hands,
her pulses racing with excitement.

" She could see that it was addressed
to Miss Appleby, but she had no
gualms about taking it. If Colin
Forrest was right, its contents wouid
reveal the c¢ause of the senior

_ mistress’ enmity—and clear up the
had

mystery that for so long
threaténed the girls’ happiness and

the success” of _their all-important

play.- : § o

< Ragerly, Vicky held up the package
in the moonlight; then her bloed
seemed to freeze. s

Qutside the door she heard foot-
steps pause, and the rattle of a bunch
o} keys! )

For an instant her mind felt
numbed. There had been no warning
—and Merle, she knew, would not
have let her down.

Then, with a stifled groan, she re-

membered that there - was another
way into the staff corridor—from the
private enfrance opening into -the
neadmistress’ " ;
Miss Apbpleby, instead of going
straight to her room, as usual, must

hiave paid a visit to the headmistress:

before making her way to the study.
'And Vicky realised that. she was

turned in the lock, even.as
the floor. The
thudding back
against the chair. She heard Miss
Appleby's .stiflea ejaculation as the
mistress groped for the electric-light

The key

switch, « e L
In that spHt secgnd Vicky's _para--

lysed- thoughts ecame sudden:y
clear; and she aeted with a swiftness
born of desperation. .

Almgst  without thinking, she
suatched Miss Appleby’s gown from
the peg behind her and flung it over
the mistress' h before -the other's

.fingers could discover. the switch.

Taken completely off her guard
Miss Appleby gave a startled, mufied
cry, attempting to
veloping material from her face. For=
tunately, the gown had become en-
tangled about her figure, and in those
precious seconds Vicky darted to the
casement window, flung it open and
climbed out on to the sill.

She heard Miss Appleby’s shout,
and saw the light blaze up suddenly
as the mistress found the switch.

“ Stop—thief!”

vicky, heedless of the angry cry,
took a desperate fiying leap into the
shrubbery. sprawling to her hands
and knees.

Shaken, but unhurt, she groped for

- the precious packet that had fallen

to the ground, and finally grasped it.
She knew that -Miss Appleby would
see the open cupboard, and probably
guess what had been taken.

But would she raise the alarm? .

Vicky was not left long in doubt.
Even as she rose unsteadily to her
feet, sheltered by the dense bushes,
she heard the clatter of the window

PIP THE PUP

snatch the en-.

-.removed his hand.

as it was thrown wide; then a
scrambling sound, and a thud on the
flower-bed. . , i
The mistress intended -to catch the
intruder herself! :
Vicky ducked down,
menced to run along the grass verze.
keeping in the shadows. But_she
knew that Miss Appleby must have
heard her; and y enough the
mistress’ footsteps were coming in
pursuit, hurrying along the path.
It was plain that Miss Appleby had
no intention of raising the alarm, for
~fear that the vital package might fail
into the wrong hands. = Suspecting
that she had a schoolgirl to deal with,
she intended to regain the packet by

force. »
““She would then be at liberty to tell
any story she
.the daring girl punished

.

Vicky's heart was pounding as she-

guickened her steps, heading towards
the gate-tower, If on}%éshe could
gain the secret vault, she would be
able to take refuge till Colin Forrast
and the other girls arrived.

With the contents of the packet in
the . young master’s s, Miss
Appleby- ‘would  be cornered — and
finally .beaten! ;

Pausing for breath, Vicky listened.
But now she could not hear any
sounds of pursuit. She breathed
more freely, hoping that she had
thrown the mistress off the frack.

Emboldened, she stepped out from
the shrubbery—and then her heart
gave a sickening jump.

_ For she heard Miss Appleby’s foot-
steDs mﬁain——commg towards her.
‘The ress had made a defour to
cut off her retreat. -

Desperately, Vicky turned, plunging
pack - into the bushes—running
blindly now without any attempt at
stealth. -And-then her foot caught in
a trailing creeper. She tried to regain

her balance, -put fell heavily, a
despairing sob_torn from her lips,
hind her she heard . Miss

ehin

Appleby’s triumphant ejaculation as
the  mistress uicken her steps.
And at the same instant Vicky felt
. her arm caught in a werful grip,

and she was dragged down into the
undergrowth. .
A hand closed swiftly over her

mouth, stifling her cry of alarm.

AN UNEXPECTED ENCOUNTER

“NTOT a sound, Vicky!”.whispered
a voice close to her ear. “Lie
still. I'll .deal with this!”

Vicky's heart -gave an incredulous
bound. There could be no mistaking
that voice. She could not see its
owner, but she was aware of Colin
Forrest’s reassuring presence.-

The young master, warned by
Karen of Vicky's purpose, had arrived
on the scene in the nick of time.

He held her firmly, though gently,
as though afraid she might betray
herself by an. unwary movement.
Miss Appieby’s footsteps came closer.
and the light of a torch shone among
the bushes. k

Then, apparently baffled by the
complete silence, the mistress hurried
on, her footsteps receding.

Vicky gave a choking gulp of relief
and gratitude as_ the young master
She could hardly
make out his broad-shouldered figure
in the darkness, but she heard his
boyish chuckle.

J
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and com- -

hed, in order to have 1

‘ breathed.

“A near thing, Vicky! I say, that
was a jolly plucky act of yours.” His
tone changed. “If you'd been caught
in Miss Appleby’s study, it would
have been pretty serious for you.”

“No more serious than if you'd
been caught, Mr, Forress,” retorted
Vicky, “We " —her volce shook
sligntly—"ye can't afford to lose our
best friend!” . ‘

The young master was silent for an
instant

“Thanks, Vicky,” he -said grufily.
«“1 appreciate_that—more than you

can guess. You girls have been
ports, and it's been & pleasure to
elp you.. t mgtters are coming to
a head now. Miss Appleby knows
that I'm on thﬂf track of her secret—
and she’s terrified that you girls may
earn truth before s

opening of the Drama Fes

do anything to recover that package
—by the way, you've got it safely?”
he added, a note of anxiety in his

voice.

" “sRather!” Vicky nodded, clutching
the greclous fae et. *“ What—what
exactly is-in it, Mr. Forrest? You
didn’t tell me.”

The young master appeared to be
listening, his head partly turned. It
was not till ‘Vicky repea her ques-
tion that. he repled.

“Papers and letters concerning the
ayne—and her

he

“They came b ent
into Miss Appleby’s hands—and .there
may be enough evidence there .to
prove how she hoped to gain by
wrecking your play, and getting you
into disgrace. I suggest we meet the
other girls at the vault, and examine
the papers together——" ;

He broke off, his hana tightening
warningly on her arm. -

Miss Appleby’'s footsteps were re-
turning. he was approaching more
stealthily, the iﬂeam from her torch
probing the bushes.

Vicky’s rising hopes were suddenly
chilled. Her hand tightened on Mr.
Forrest's arm in mute dismay.

““All right,” whispered: the young
master. “Stay where you are till the
coast i8 clear—and then cut along to
1;1*I vault. I'll join you later.”

e pressed her shoulder reassur-
ingly; " and suddenly . Vicky became
aware tHat he was no longer with her.
He had depar in almost un-
canny silence. She waited in cold
suspense, watching Miss Appleby’'s
approach. .

he mistress flashed her torch on
the bush behind which Vicky was
crouching.

Then suddenly there came a crash-
ing in the shrubbery, and Miss
Appleby turned with a cry as a tall
ghgure‘ sprang into view, seizing her by

e arm.
“Thank goodness I'm in timel”
gasped Mr. Forrest. “I was afraid 1
might be too late!”

Vicky held her breath, and Miss
Appleby gasped as she attempted to
shake off the young master’s hald.

“Mr. Forrest, have you—have you
taken leave of your senses?” she ex-

claimed. .
“Rather mnot,” declared. Colin
breathlessly. “I was returning from

a walk when I heard your cry for
help. I'd never have forgiven myself
if any harm had come to you.”
“What are you talking about?” de-
manded the mistress, recovering from.
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her first surprise, her voice taking on
a-sharp edge. - “1I did not call lor
help—o-7" :
. ““Come, come!” said Mr. Forrest.

« We've had our little differences, Miss |

Appleby, but I_have never doubted
your courage. From

heard your cry of ‘Stop, thieﬂ’—b

and I caugglt a glimpse of you as you
climbed

window. Some miscreant had e
dently broken into your room-—and
you were giving chase.”

Miss Appleby gulped, eyeing the
young master with venomous. sus-
picion.

“No doubt, Mr. Forrest, you are

aware of—of the miscreant’s pur- 33 he

pose d

“19” echoed Mr. Forrest. “How
should I know, Miss Appieby, what
private treasures you keep in your
room? But.-now that I am here, you
must permit me to escort you. ou
take the torch, and I will arm myself

He snatched a stick from the under-
growth, and waved it as though en-
gaging an _unseem 3 &
Vicky, watching breathlessly, realised

that he was signalling to her to beab .

an instant retreat!

“Mr. Forrest, I believe this is a sub-
terfuge!” snapped Miss Appleby.
ruse to distract my attention. Once
I might have been taken in by suci a
trick—but now I am able to see you

in your true colours. Kindly let me

80—
“If you insist, of course,” said the
_young master gallantly. “ Should ¥
catch the miscreant, and discover the
. stolen ogject. I will take it to my

aun .

“No! No!” rejoined the mistress
hastily. . “ On_second 3 g
Forrest, we will go together.”

“ Come, then,” said Mr,
« Those footprints on the fallen leaves
sugglest that our quarry went this
way 1" ; )

And he led Miss Appleby off to-
wards the trees, and as he went he

looked-back and grinned at the bush -

behind which Vicky was crouching.

Vicky gave a little zu%g of relief,
with mingled |

brimming

.her eyes N
admiration and laughier. . Even

though - under a .cloud himself, ‘the

young master could stii handle a

dangerous situation with unsurpassed

- gatety and sureness of touch.

But there was no time to lose. Her
first care was to safeguard the vitai
packet—the packet for which she

- knew Miss Appleby would risk so

much. s
Making her way quickly across the
moonlit grounds, Vicky reached the
secret vault and rolled back the
. stone that guarded the entrance.
The other giris had not yet arrived,
but the costumes were laid out in
readiness for their final rehearsal.
Mr. Forrest had left nothing to

chance.

Vicky thrust the precious packet
under the costumes, and went back
to the entrance to the vault to watch
for her ¢chums. Ten minutes passed
—a quarter of an hour—and she
began to grow anxious. Could any-
thing have happened to upset their
arrangements? )

Rolling the stone back into g!ace,
she set out in search of her chums.
she had nearly reached the school
when she saw: Merle and Karen run-
ning towards her, out of breath and
obviously excited. B

“Vicky—thank goodness you're zll
right!” gasped Merle, catching her Ly
the arm. ‘“We heard the commotion
in Crabby’s study, and we were
‘afratd-—-" ¢

Swiftly Vicky reassured thqm, ex-
plaining what had happened.

“The packet is safe,” she declared,

«“and Mr. Forrest is going to join us
- later in -the vault, to make final
. arrangements. But what’s happened
to the other girls?” i
- “«They've been detained by one ot
the prefects—on Miss Appleby’s  in-
structions,” ~said. Karen - grimly.
“There's  something in the . wind,
Vicky! -Crabby came back with Mr.
Forrest, and she was in a flaring
temper. Then the headmistress sent
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the distance I - pal

oldly fromm your stuf,liy‘
e -

YA

thoughts, Mr.-

Forrest.”

for him—and Crabby went out again,
on her own, after leaving orders that
the juniors were to be Kept at their
prep., Merle and I managed to slip
out to loek for you.”

Vicky’s face had turned rather

e.

“It sounds as though our plans are
she murmured. “We

know that Crabby’s been spying on-us

—and now that she's lost that packet

she’ll be more determined than ever

to discover what we're up to.”

down, girls. Everything depends o
our plans to-night. The three of us
will join him, and if those papers
prove what he imagines, we'll be able
to sngge our fingers at Crabby=and
have ban 1 from our play in
time to enter for the Drama Festiv.
to-morrow.” :

Vicky's determination revived her
chums’ enthusiasm.  Together they
hurried back to their secret place of
rehearsal, keeping in the shadows for
fear of attracting attention.

The little clearing behind the gate- harshl
house was silent and deserted in the
moonlight.

Vicky gave a sigh of

. e i 1Y \ 3

relief, and rolled back the stone from
the entrancé to the secret vault.

Pollowed. by her chums, she de-
scended the narrow stairs, and
opened the massive door.

Then her heart chilled. She and
her chums stood rigid with horror.

The vaulted room was lit by
flickering yellow glow. And standing
by the pile of costumes, lantern in
hand, a gleam of vindictive triumph
in her eyes—was Miss Appleby!

A LAST BID

ETRIFIED, the cliums stared at
the mistress—and Miss Appleby
stared back, her lips parted in

a malicious smile, k
“YT've been walting for you girls!”

she said.
“Vicky tried to speak, but no words

came. She felt as though she were
in a dreadful nightmare, brought on
by the fears and excitements of the
past eventful weeks.

“But this was no dream. Miss
Appleby, their enemy, had discovered
thelr secret—at the eleventh hour!

And not only that. By the dis-
arrayed costumes, Vicky realised that
the mistress had removed the vital
package she had hidlen there—the
packet, containing the only proof that
¢ould have helped them now,

“I've been waiting for you girls,”
she repeated raspingly. “A most in-
triguing little hiding-place you've

.found here—or was it you who dis-

covered it?”

no the proof
al 'wm—; Juistress’

Peirified, the chums stased at the mistress and Miss Appleby stared back, her lips
‘parted in a malieious smile. ** I’ve been waiting for you girls,” she said.

a away with this

There was a silence, in which the
speechless chums could hear the
pounding of their own hearts. -

“Not that it matiers,” went on the
mistress, ‘her voice. hardening.
“Whether you found it—or your
audacious helper—the fact remains
that you have flagrantly defied the
hi ress’ orders, and rehearsed
here in secret. I suppose you realise ”

spoke with a triumph in her
tone there could be no mistaking—
*“that this ma;; mean expulston!”
Then Vicky found her voice, a grow-
ing anger ‘mastering the chill of fear
%l;args pped her heart at the other's

“What if we: have rehearsed in
secret?’ she exclaimed unsteadily.
“For weeks past you've tried to ruin
our play—and we know why? You
discovered & secret connected witi
Hester Wayne, who wrote thé play—-
and you've got the proof with you

of your plot!”
face changed colour.
An unpleasant expression crept into
her eyes. . , :

Her fingers closed on the handbag
she carried slung over one shoulder.

“Vicky Marlow, have you taken
leave of your senses?” she demanded

y. “Your wild charges will
matters

merely i make

worse  for
you——r : .

S % [ o (f

But Vicky had seen that quick,
almost apprehensive movement; she
knew now that in the handbag was
the vital package. A reckless gleam
flashed into her eyes.

“ Girls, are we %omg to let her get
“We're three agal "t one exc(:ilai :

ree against one—and every-
thing’s at stake!” v

Her chums stared at her, momen-
tarily aghast at her daring. _ Then
Karen stepped quickly to Vicky's
side, and Merle joined her.

Miss Appleby’s face bad turned
white.

“Stop!” she exclaimed. “I warn
you, girls 4

‘“Come on, girls!” exclaimed Vicky.

And_ she sprang _towards the
scheming mistress who had made
their lives a misery for so long, seizing
her by the arm.

“The handpag, girls—but quickly!”
she gasped.

Merle and Karen darted to her aid
gs Miifss Appleby “attempted to fling

er off.

And at that instant a scandalised
voice spoke from the doorway of the

Veiling! What—what is th

“ Girls! at—what is the mean-

ing of this?” . !
On_the threshold, her face pale

with horrified amazement, stood Miss

Vernon, the headmistress.

This poputar stary r hes an exciting
climax next week. Be sure to read the
concluding chapters—and look for details
of a new sohool serial by Dorothy Page.

i




THE CLOG-SHAPED TULIP-BOWL

HIRLEY BLYTHE and her chuims,

- Tess and Dick Foley, were staying

h in Bootendorp, in Holland, as the

guests of their Dutch chum, Jan. . .

. They were intrigued by a mysterious

girl named Zella van Deen, the ward
of a wealthy bhulb grower.

Zella asked the chums to find'a

tulip-bowl, shaped like a clog. which
was of vital importance to her.

The Dutch girl was afraid of her

guardian, Mr, van Hagel, and the
chums learnt that for some mys-
terlous reason he was also after the

tuvlli'.g-bowl. P
ey /found the bowl, and paid a
secret Visit to Zella’s house, .where
.they found her confined in a school-
room. Shirley handed her the bowl
with a smile. e

“Now, Zella, what's the secret of
this tulip-bowl?” she asked.

“QHIRLEY! . You have found it for
.me! The tulip-bowl!”"

" Zella’s eyes shone, her hands were

trembling with ‘excitement as she
held that quaint little glass bowl in
the light of the desk-lamp.

a_homely touch to this austere, shut-
tered room and - the schoolbooks
spread open on the desk.

“What does it mean, Zella? What

is the seeret of the tulip-bowl?”
Shirley asked again, {
‘Dick and Jan waited with bated
breath. . : %

Zella was examining the bowl,
inside and out, with feverish in-
tensity. All watched her in thrilled
suspense. Why didn’t she speak?

Why had her guardian dogged them

" so persistently in their quest for the

bowl, even trying to steal it from-

them to-day?

And then Zella answered at last in
a baffled little whisper :- )

“1 do not know.”

“You don't know?” Dick echoed
faintly.

*“1 do not know the secret—yet.
That is why I so much need your
help!” Zella pleaded, as mystified as
themselves. “It- was my brother
Anton who bade me search for this
bowl. He left me a note before he
ran away to England. Just a note
scribbled in great haste; but with it,
Shirley. were those six windmill
postcards I gave to you on the boat.
You have them still?”

“Yes; but—but what did the note
say, Zella?” :

#Only that T must seek at all costs
for this tulip-bowl,” Zella went on.
“It would mean everything for me,
my brother said. Everything for my
happiness!” .

- “Did your guardian—did Mr. van
Ha{{geé see that note, Zella?” Shirley
asked.

“Yes—but not the postcards. I
hid them from him Jfust in time.
You soe, he was very bitter to me.

372

t Shaped”
like a clog with upturned toe, it lent-

very distrustful, after my brother
had gone,” Zella whispered shakily.
‘“He came spying-:up here. in my
room.” . o

“Just as he came spyink after us,
ever since we started searching for
the bowl. . Gee!” Dick  said - ex-
citedly. ‘“‘'There must be some secret
in it, if only we could find it .
“PDick’s right!” exclaimed -Shirley.

“Let me have a look at ft.”

She thrust her hand into the toe
of the bowl, examining it minutely,

groping for some slot or mark whicn -’

might reveal a ‘hidden cavity in the
metal. But there was nothing.

S

!
)

|

URPRISES

By ELISE PROBYN
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“Wait!” It was their Duteh chum
Jan who spoke. His gyes were eager.
“There - are times, joost now and
again, when. the Kasteel is open to
the public ”?

“When, Jan?” .

“There is the annyal ball—the
big fancy dress ball given by the
tulip-growers. It is this week, on

iday. There is joost a chance we
could get tickets——" - .

Jan suddenly stopped,

swinging

Despairingly she gazed at the rust- round towards the shuttered window.

and tarnish which had collected on -Wh

it while it lay in the loft of the wind-
mill, hen, thoughtfully, she
reached for a penknife ‘on Zella’s
desk, and began scraping away the
rust. on the inner side. - .

““Gee! Isn’t “that 1like a- girl!
She’s giving it a, clean up!” Dick
gasped. *There isn’t time. for that
now, Shirley!”

But Shirley was = still scr?lng
away—and suddenly she: started.

“I say! There’'s something
scratched here—under the rust. I
can  see 'a word ‘that lodks  like
—like ‘Kasteel’ ” =~ Shirley held the

bowl brehthlessly under. the light.:
‘ Amsterdam.’,
There’s an-

‘“After that it says
Yes—it’s an address.
other word in front ‘B-L-O-E——'"

“Bloemen Kasteel, Amsterdam!”

. Zella 'burst out excitedly.

“Is it an address? A place that
you Know, Zella?” the chums asked
in one breath.

“Yes, It is what you would call in
Engnsh the Castle of Flowers. But”
—Zella’s voice shook—*but why I(%otis

5
I cannot go into -the

my brother direct me there?
impossible.
Kasteel!”
“You mean your guardian won't
let you? Never mind, Zella! We'll
go_there for you,” Shirley offered.
But Zella was shaking her head

‘tragically.

“You do not understand, Shirley.
The Xasteel is the tulip-growers’
club, their headquarters in Amster-
dam. It is not open to the public.
No one can go in there—only the
bulb-growers and merchants!”

The chums stared aghast. Had
they hit upon the clue of the tulip-
bﬁwl,oonly to find the way barred to
them? .

It Was Vital Zella Should
Attend The Exclusive
Fancy Dress Ball — But
How Could Shirley & Co.
Secure A Ticket For Her?

eels sounded. in the drive helow.
The purr of a car pulling up at the

front door.

“My guardian! He is back!"” Zella
‘whispered. “If he finds you
here——" - .

“He won’'t! Leave 1t to us,
Zella!” Shirley’s hand flew to the
tulip bowl on the desk. “He won’'t

find this little joker, anyway!”
.Dick whisked the bowl from her,
wrapped it up in paper, and thrust it
deep into his pocket. Jan drew the
door open an inch and stood there,
listening, = Shirley and Tess sped
noiselessly to the window, peering
télown through the slats of the shut-
ers. . .
~There was no hope of escape that
way—no creeper, no  pipes, nothing
but. the smooth brickwork reaching
sheer to_the ground three storeys
below. 'What were they. to do?
Shirley’s heart beat painfully fast.
They were  intruders in Mr. van
Hagel’s house. They had stolen into

- his house, meeting Zella in defiance

of his wishes after already tricking
him once to-day—and now they were
trapped here!

Down below she could see Mr, van
Hagel stepping out of his car, carry-
ing al carefully wrapped brown-paper
parcel.

“You know what that is, Shirley?”
whispered Tess.

“Yes, but he doesn’t! It’s that
piedish I packed up for him, and he
thinks it’s the tulip-bowl!”

Sheer nervousness, in their present
?ight,.made both girls giggle pain-
ully.

Then Mr. van_Hagel vanished from
their vision, and they heard his voice
in the hall, speaking to the maid.

“J shall not be wantm% dinner
yet, Anna, I shall be busy. ou may
take some soup up to Zella, and some
chocolate cake as a special treat, if
she has finished her lessons.”

“He sounds in good humour to-
day!” breathed Zella in surprise.

“yes, but I don’t think it’ll last
1?ngl,” murmured Shirley apprehen-
sively. :

Then the chums_ heard Mr. van
Hagel hurry into the front room,
closing the door after him.

“Now’s-our chance—off we go!”
whispered Dick.

Saying good-bye to 2Zella, the
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“If you're going to tau{ about
thieving. ‘sir,” Dick  sald eyes
g ting, “wé were robbed ourse]ves

M van Habel bt his Up furiously,
van Hage Y.

-3 muscle twitching in his lean face.
_“1 thought, when you apolog: ‘to
me this momm that you” were

g honour, he
lustered to
dignit

chums . erept irom the room, 'Less
- leading the way on tiptoe down the
stalrs. %hu'}ey following, ‘then Jan
- and :
'rhe beautu’ul Dutch—India carpet
soft -@s- thistledown under
thelr !eet. Not a-sound ‘di@ they
make. ' So comglete was their silence
that they could hear every movement
from the front room as . van Hagel
struck a match for his cigar reache
for scissors, cut the his
parcel, and then, wlmudib e excite-

recover his
“I thought you. would
respec ¥ wishes when I told yi

clearly, that I did not wlsh you to

ment, began UNWIa) the paper. associa, with Zella But it is not

By that time the chums had I must insist that
reached the ) ¥ou;r Bogiish aticks have nothin

Tess cre; ss Mr. van Hagel’s urther to do with Zella. I deman
room: to.- t ront_ door, it I regard them as the worst
noiselessly, and stole out. She held. klnd ot influence for my wards

the door open r. van

lle Shirle followed
her, then .Jan ‘EM g

he rear, was

Hagel—— .
h Jan’s parents statted up in

gggds brlghter company than his,
r
Jans fat.her stood up, bmng
heavily on his pipe.

“If I vos Shirley or Dick or Tess I
vould Bay tc him=——" He broke off
with a groan. “But vot can I say?
H(:_d ilS Mr van Hagel, he is my land-

lo

-And he stamped out into the yard,
and the chums heard him chopplng
" wood-—hard.

‘They ' looked at each other in
troubled concern.. It was as thou h
Mr. van Ha; gel's visit had sudde:
destroyed - the cheerfulness of this
kindly home, and they felt them-
selves to blame for it.

- “We're-sorry. this happened, Mrs.
de Voort. Sorry he came h,ere up-
+ setting you—--—" shirley began con-

lf-way across the hall when sud- shocked protest. tritel
denly—-. . hen  it’s . our influence ydu e Yan 1.is 8 hard » Jan'

Crash! A shattermg .din came ob:geet t0?” flashed ~ s yan A marfz dgesg
from Mr. van Hagel's r “We thought it was the other way. f,n° o sai but bi ?Is_‘no Lt

It sounded like a piedish being about!” challe . Dick. a" e bR th s
hurled into, the-grate hat’s the real reason, Mr. van - 5 °lel;°a°h aeé! ar elvege“s‘tﬂh-

Dick bounded .forward _violently, Hagel?” Shirley askeri, him steadﬂv peeler, “she as| .curiously : 4

‘we

and in doing so he overbalanced. His
hand struck a Dutch gong hanging
in_the hall..

Boom!! It sounded all over the
house, as if in mecking echo of the
crashed piedish.

There was a_roar from the room,
_and Mr. van Hagel came storming

out.

“Who’s that? Who .is it?
Who——"

Dick dived out .through the door
and’ joined his chums a’ hectic
rush to the gate.

A VISIT FROM VAN HAGEL

AD luck, Dick}t Did he -see.
you? Tess pante
He heard = me, anyway'"
. gasped D,

‘“He'’s s.t the door . now, but he
‘needs cat's eyes to see us -in the.
dark,” breathed Jan “Come—we |
scoot across Poppa’s field}” !

He led a swiit sprint through the
path of the bulb-fields, offsetting any -
danger of Mr. van Ha.gel pursuing
~them by car and their being sx,tted
in the ‘headlights,

It was a cheerful scene that met
them in the farmhouse Kkitchen.
- Jan’s father -sat smoking his pipe by
the cosy Dutch stove. - Jan's mother

& was chopping vegetables into an
enormous earthenware bowl for the

. evening. hot-<pot. Both
prised. when Jan and the chums
came in, Aushed and out of breath.

“Mine tness, why you -hurry so

. TY .
. fast? Din%%?‘ is not ready yet,” smiled

Mrs. de Voort.
Farmer de Voort was gazing closely
at the chums.

“You look like you have big adven-
ture, l}a. 2%

“I we 'have—ja!”  Shirtey
laughed," bu’c she had-a premonition
that the adventure hadn't yet ended.
“Can’t we do some of these vege-

taples for Jyou, Mrs. de Voort?
let’s help!”

- Off came their coats Quic
Te put on an apron. Dick and Jan
rolled up their sleeves. Al four pre-
sented a most innocent picture; peel-
ing potatoes and dicing cerrats, when
a heavy knock sounded at the.front

oor.
“Come in!” called Jans mother
brightly.

Next moment tall, dark shadow
loomed in the kitchen doorway The
chums knew without looking that it
was ‘Mr. van Hagel. And they knew,
even before he spoke, that he wasn't
deceived.

He ignored the polite greetin 11%1 from
Jan’'s paremnts, and said
Engush
Mrs. de Voort, -even I, your own
landlord, do not enter your house

ithout ding. I expect these
;:)ung En% h visitors of yours fto
observe the same courtesy before

entering my house !’

“We meant no discourtesy, Mr. van
Bagel,” Shirle:{&sald qulck'ly realising
that any den was_usel sless. “You
were out when we called.

“Is that any reason for stealing
into my house lke thieves?” he
rapped back.
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logked sur-

-Jan’s

. almost

'ha.s serious
amends to make to me for the dis-.

Angrily van Hagel glared

did you go into his house, Shirley?”

“To give something to Zella—some-
* thing that he tri to steal from
us!” Shirley answered, her tone so

around. Mrs. de Voort,” he said, ‘I must insist thai

your English visitors have nothing further to do with Zella,””

His lean face gave her a look that
reminded her of a wolf, and she

Anoticed that he did not answer her

questions; he was not to be traj
into any admissions,
and her chums, too

dehbelately, he addreSsed hlmself to
arents inst

“Zella is like her brother—idle,

.»pleasure—loving, crazy on money and

You know the worry
he used. me, you know there are
limits to my patience!™ He aused
—and during that pause Shirley de-
tected a queer ﬁe&m in- his ¢
like a threat, an umspoken
threat, to Jan’s parents,

“These young English visitors of
yours—they are here to enjoy a holi-
day, to find pleasure,” he went on.

1nter¥ere with their pleasures. . Nor
must they interfere with Zella—who
tasks to- do,

good time.

grace that she shares with her
brother. I hope that in future your
young strangers will respect m
wishes, Farmer and Mrs. de Voo
otherwise”—he paused again
sombrely—“I may have to take
sterner measures. That is alll”

There was an uneasy silence in the
room when he was gone

Then -Jan, who had not once
spokeﬁ suddenly burst out ;
beast—a bully! And
wicked!"

“I am sorry he would bresk your
friendshlp with Zella, mine children,”
Mrs, de Voort said shakily. * She

noredp ?ler :

No one would wish to -

impressive that Jans mother dropped
the peeler,

“Steal from you?’ ' She gazed
incredulously from one to the other,
but even Jan for once was serious.

“Vot vos it?” she gasped, wmle
:Shirley went to_the door and opened
it, in case van Hagel should be loiter-
ing outside.

Dick’s hand went to his pocket.
While Jan’s mother ‘watched in ex-
cited curlosity, he unwrapped the
clog-like bowl and dramatically held

it
this tulip-bowl he was
declared.

« was
after,” he

Jan’s mother gazed at it in aston-
ish n'ent then laughed
“So solemn you look I did not
thlnl; you vos jokin

“But we’re not Jokmg, Mrs, de
Voort,” Shirley assured her earnestly.
“There’s a mystery about this tulip-
bowl—a secret that's frant!cany im—
portant to Zella. That's - why Mr.
van Hagel’'s trying to keep us away
from her, He’s been foxing us every
day, spylng on us, ever since we
started searching for it!»

And then, echoed by Tess and Dick,
she ured out the whole story, be-
v}ﬂnn ng with their ﬂeetmg encounter

on the_boat, the sly at-
tempt Mr van Hagel to steal the
windmill postcards from them, and
.then the sinister behaviour yesterday
of Mr. van Hagel when he haad
shadowed them on the river in their
quest for the tulip-bow,

Jan’s mother Ilsbened in astonish-

interrupting from . time to
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time, put she was vastly intrigued.

Her eyes were bright, and she was as

thrilled - and as excited as the

mystery-loving chums,

H“Yf“% l{irel sure. it %vasd Mr. g

agel following you yesterday, spying

from the launcﬁ? A white launch,
you say? Yes, dot is his! But even

80 "—she gazed incredulously at the

tulip-bowl—* why do you think he

wanted this- funny little clog?” ’

- “Because he gave. himself away to-

day—he. followed us to Edam, and he

snooped inte the restaurant_ where
we'd. taken the bowl!” And breath-
lessly Shirley described the dummy
parcel she had.prepared.
., thing. we Kknew—he’d sneaked off

with the parcel!” .

. “And vot he found in it vos a
piédish!” Jan's mother sat back in
ner chair, her plump sides shaking
with laughter,

“We've won the first round, any-
hogv. We’ve got the bowl!” grinned
Di¢k, and put it back in his pocket.
©“But vot can its secret be?” Mrs.
de Voort asked. *I
to know, Shirley. I puzzle mine head
- till you find out.”

“Our next clue’s somewhere in
Amsterdam, at the tulip-growers’
chateau—the Kasteel,” Shirley began
thoughtfully, *but we’ve got to find
a way, of getting in there.”

gans mother jumped up, beaming.

The ' Kasteel? You are coming
there on Friday?” she asked. “We
are all coming. I have tickets for
the fancy dress ball”” And she

bustled happily from the room to

fetch the tickets.

Shirley & Co. executed a dance
there and then on the kitchen floor.
Only one thing was needed to make
their luck complete,

“Jan,” sald Shirley, “not a word
to_anyone, but—can't we - bring
Zella? e’ll sm\lggle her along
someéhow—we’ll fix her up in fancy
%Il'xe:s 1531 t;xati no one will knoxg her.

thin, S—can we 't her g
ticket?” i ol

The audacity of the plan thrilled

Jan; but the ticket was the problem,

The tickets cannot be bought.
They are invitations. So many are
given to each village, and the mayor
distributes them,” he murmured, his
. wits  working eagerly. *“*Here in
Bootendorp all the -invitations will
now have been sent, that is why
Momma has ours. But there is one

chance—-" .

He paused, his eyes suddenly
glistening. i

“What .is 1it, Jan?” breathed the
chums.

‘In Breukelen, where my school is,
the mayor has offered tickets to those
who are his best helpers. Our boys
and girls, they go. and work for him
in the_Town Hall before school be-
gins. You_ are on holiday, you'have

all day to help, and if you come with
me to-morrow—-—"" 3

“Jan! Will it make any differ-
ence, our beipg English?” Shirley
burst in.

“Perhaps yes, perhaps no—but to-
morrow you will not be ,English,”
Jan said, laughing. *I will lend you
clothes and pass you off with ‘my
schoolmates—and you will be Dutch
the same as vot we are!”

“Gee! We're on!” laughed
Shirley. “1 don’'t care if we're
double-Dutch as long as we can get
that ticket for Zella!”

WORKING FOR THE MAYOR

o URN round from that glass and

let’s look at you, Tess!”

. “Talk about a Dutch gretchen,
ﬁhirlley——you look as if you were born
ere!”

Both girls stood in their room next
morning, surveying each other.
Their Dutch garbs, borrowed from
the dairymaids on the farm, were
complete. in- every detail—puffy-
sleeved blue smocks, wide leated
skirts that reached almost ddwn to
their yellow clogs, and whit&§ fan-
shaped, headdresses, immaculately
starched, with tinkling bri@ss
curlicues peeping beneath them.

Then a thump soundéd at the door,
and in came Dick, wearing Jan’s
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“The next -

wish so mooch -

baggiest trousers, short jacket, large
clogs, and a little round -cap

“O.K.! You'll do, girls!” Lo ap-
proved. ‘“How' do I look?”
“Like a Dutch cheese,” laughed

Tess, ducking out of his reach. _

“What I want to know is, how can
we cycle in these clogs?”’ puzzled
Shirley. C

“Clogs is best for cycling,” said
Jan, quite seriously. “Me, even when
I am racing I always wear clogs.”

The chums were willing to.try any-
thing once—but their hazards hegan
when they: mounted their bikes.
What with the high saddles, the
frosty road, and the unaccustomed
clogs, they felt as. if they were riding
on the edgg of a glacier, without con-
trol of either feet or pedals. i

A car tooted Iimpatiently behind
them. All three wobbled precari-
ously, Dick crashed into the hedge,

-and Tess and Shirley went piling on

top of him.

The car went snorting by, but not
before Shirley had recognised it and
recognised Mr. van Hagel - glaring
back sharply from the wheel.

“Did you see how he gaped when
he saw us in these togs?” Tess said,
shaking with mirth as she extricated
herself from the hedge.

Shirley’s smile was slightly uneasy.
She had observed the look of sharp
suspicion on Mr. van Hagel’s face.

“It's a pity he saw us,” she mut-
tered. ‘“He could be a nuisance if he
should suspect we're after a ticket
for Zella——" < .

“How could : he suspect? Never
mind old Hagel. He’s gone now!”
And Dick. mirthfully helped her to
mount again, and off- they went to
catch up with Jan.

It was surprising how soon they
learnt the knack of riding in clogs.
Once they were off the Bootendorp
road, on the cycle track to Breukelen,
all was plain sailing. . They rode
triumphantly into th€ village. square,
just as the cafés were opening and
the early-morning .housewives .clean-
ing their steps. . E

They . parked 1
market enclosure,. then Jan led the
way across to a clock-towered build-

* ing, pretty as a doll’s house, which

was plainly the pride of the square.

“This is where we help the mayor.
It is vot we call the civic hall,' Jan
said with a touch of awe. “Come,
we see if my school. friends are here
yet before we'go in.”

The chums followed him a little
cautiously, and peeped in through
the main door, then the side
door. It seemed that the civic
hall was also the village fire-
station, the Jaw court, and everything
else. But there was no sign of any-
one else here at the moment. .

- Jan led them round the side of

the building, and they peered surrep-- j

titiously through the windows. . -

“It is no goot unless we join my
school party,” he whispered. *“They
‘will not give away .that you are
strangers. They will help us get a
ﬁﬁ“rfet for Zella, but—where are they
all?”.

,*“Here they come!” breathed Dick,
and drew back eagerly from. the
window.

A column of Dutch schoolboys and

girls came clogging along the cobbles, -

carrying forms and chairs and other
pieces of school furniture which were
obviously being loaned
worship the mayor. -

.“Goot! We help! You come fo
my school with me!” beamed Jan.

It was just at that moment, as
they hurried out along the pavement,
that Shirley saw eyes watching her
frg% a café window.

ee! We're being spied on!” she
gasped. “Van Hagel’s here!”
‘“ Where?”

“In that café! Don’t look—don't
let on that you know.” .

“Perhaps he thinks we're here on
a clue connected with the tulip
bowl,” suggested Dick.

“That’s our only hope—as long as
he sticks where he is,” muttered
Shirley. “But if he comes in and
gives us away to the mavor, we're
sunk, and we won't get that ticket
for Zella!”

_their. bikes in the .

to his,

“1 will get it for you somehow, you

) 1e%§re it to me!” vowed Jan

hey followed him into his school,
into the classroom -that was _ being
dentuded of its furniture, and Jan
introduced them to his astonished
school chums. There was no need
to -plead for their -co-operation.
Those jolly Dutch boys and girls were
thrilled to meet Shirley & Co., and
they “adopted ” them into the party
with the greatest glee. p

Tess and Shirley carried bowls of
flowers. Dick shouldered a couple of
chairs. And they followed Jan and
his chums in ‘crocodile to the village
square. They couldn’t help feeling
uncomfortably self-conscious as they
passed the café window, under the
sharp scrutiny of those eyés peering
through the curtains. It was &
thankful Telief to escape into the
civic hall. -

“Jan, can you get us a special job
to do? We don’t care what it is, as
long as we earn that ticket,”
breathed Shirley, as ‘they carried
their burdens through the hall.

The mayor himself was now there
—a plump, jovial gentleman, wearing
the red robes and large porkpile hat
of his office. He was keeping his
young helpers busy and finding
plenty for them all to do. Jan spoke
to him and came back, beaming.

“We have to polish the firemen’s
helmets. It is very important; it is
a very special day for the village fire-
men,” he told thg chums, ‘“Come—
we have four pair of hands, we win
one ticket easily.,”

Shirley & Co. scampered with him
through a passage into the miniature
fire-station. = The fire-engine looked
no bigger than a toy. But on the
wall hung seven brass helmets, the
largest they had ever seen. -

. “Gee, they're the size of coal-
scuttles!” gasped Dick. -

During the next. half-hour Jan and
the: chums polished away at those.
helmets as if their lives depended on
it. From time to time Shirley took
a furtive peep through the window,
She could see the café, and she could
plainly see Mr. van Hagel’'s tall,
seated figure behind the net curtain.
His gaze was fixed towards the clvic

all.

“We will finish this polishing,”
said Jan, perspiring with exertion.
“Then I will get the ticket before B
go to school, ja!” :

-The chums redoubled their ener-
gies. Those enormous helmets had
hung for many years on their hooks
—ornaments of State, worn only by
their proud owners on civic occa-
sions such as to-day. . : S

They had grown somewhat tar-
nished sincé their last public appear-
ance. But they were gleaming now
like burnished gold, when there came
sounds of Jan’s -schoolmates depart-

ng. )
*I1 speak to the mayor now!” ex-
claimed Jan. ) §
- “Bring him here, Jan,” suggested
Shirley. “Let him see the polish
we’'ve put on those heélmets. Tell
him it’s only one ticket we want.”
Jan went hurrying across the hall.
Shirley followed him to the end of
the passage, walting there. breath-
lessly, while Jan’s school chums went
crowding past her out into the street.
She had only a few moments to
wait. Then out burst Jan-—alone—
his eyes gleaming excitedly.
“Shirley,. I've got it!” he cried,
and she felt the crinkle of a ticket
as he pressed it into her hand.
There was a swift step at her side,
and then a tall figure swept between
them, flinging Jan aside,
“What is it you have got? . Give it
to me, Shirley!” a voice saild sdftly.
In wild dismay she gazed up into
the facer of Mr. van Hagel. He
thought he had pounced on a vital
clue—but it would be disaster to
their plan if he discovered that it was
mezl'ely a_ticket for the fancy dress

all. :
He would know that it could only
be for Zella! What could she do—

‘how could she outwit him?

More exciting chapters of this in-
triguing story in next Friday’s QIRLS’
CRYSTAL.
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A TASK FOR MOLLIE

2 , granddad, Mollie has been as
- good: as gold.”

Helen Hurst spoke with a
ring of enthusiasm in her ‘voice, for
she was proud to be-able to report
to her grandfather that Mollie, her
pet chimp, had been so well behaved.

Helen and her pets— including
Jinx, the pup, and Popsy, the parrot—

were -away on holiday, staying with tw

Helen’s cousin, Mrs. Johnson, at the
seaside. o
Granddad had been left in ch

of 'the Honeydew ' Cafe in ' tHeir
absence, but he- had now come to
visit them. ’

“I'm glad to hear it, Helen,” he
sald, and beamed his relief. “IIl
admit I've been worried. I know what
tricks that chimp can get up to——”"

“Mollie’s absolutely on her best
behaviour,” Helen assured
“She’ll be awfully pleased to see
granddad. Why, here she is}”, -

Helen knew the sound of Mollie’s
rather shuffiing steps, and she was
right. Sure enough, round the corner
of the seaslde -house came the chim-

anzee, dresséd in her sun top and
lue beach trousers.
“Wow!” said granddad,
back in sudden alarm. . .
“'“Gug-good gracious!” exclaimed
Helen. . s i ;

Chattering amiably, Mollie came
forward, swinging an axe.

“Keep her off I gasped granddad.

Helen let out a merry laugh,

“Oh, granddad,” she said, “ just as
if Mollie would hit you with an axe!
I dare say Billy gave it to her. But
I'll soon get it away from her.”

'Billy was Mrs. Johnson's six-year-
old son, and he and Mollie were great
pals. - He had given the chimp the
axe, and Mollie, reluctant to part with
it, scuttled back round the house as
she saw Helen approaching.

Granddad, smiling faintly - and
stroking his chin, was about to hurry
after them when he heard a step on
the gravel drive behind him. Twrn-

starting

ing, he stiffened with amazement
when he found himself confronted by
a policeman. o
“@Good - morning, sir!” said the
policeman sternly.
“ Er—gig-good-morning !” answered

anddad, wondering if he had parked

§ car wrongly, shot past a traffic
light, or exceeded the speed limit.

“I've come  about a chimpanzee.
Does one live here?” asked the police-
man. i

Granddad’s heart skipped a beat
with anxiety. N
" “Oh dear! A—a chimp, eh? Yes,
there is a_chimp here. I've only just
arrived.. Don’t tell me it’'s done any
damage?”’ .

The policeman smiled grimly.

‘“Damage

! It's broken three .

windows, torn u

and scared an old lady!
Granddad groaned. And !

Helen came back into- view with
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some rose-bushes, .
then -
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Mollie, who laoked as though Iice
cream couldn't .melt her mouth.
Helen had heard what the policeman
had said, -and she hurrik forward

‘agitatedly.

“Granddad, .there must be some
mistake!” she gasped. .-
. _The policeman was staring at Mollie
in surprise. :
“ Why, miss, how did the chimp get
bacl;)'{" e .asked. “Or—or have you
P

““Two? No, this is the only one,”
said Helen quickly. “And she’s been
here all the time.”
. The policeman smiled and gave
granddad a reassuring look.

“Breathe again, sir,” he said. “I
knew there was & chimp kept here,
and I came to see the owner. But,
obviously, it isn’t your chimp doing
all the damage. There’s another one.
I left it on a roof only a few minutes
ago, throwing tiles at the inspector!”
Just then anather police car drew
up, and an’inspector—sporting a large
bruise on his forehead—strode past
the constable without even seeing the
salute he gave. C

“Miss Hurst,” 'he :said, “do you
think you could help us? We feared
it was Mollie at large, and I sent the
constable to make sure. As it isn't,
I think we could use her as a decoy.”

Helen took a quick breath and
looked at granddad.

‘““You think the other chimp might
pal up to her?” she asked.

“Well, it's our only hope. This
creature seems wild, and we can't
Eraca its owner. It’s got to be cap-

ured.” .

“We'll come, inspector,” decided
Helen.
Pll join you. Come on, granddad,”
‘she. added, a twinkle in her eye.
“You know how: you've lectured
Mollie to lead a wuseful, noble life.
Well, now’s the chance for her to be
on the side of law and order.”

HUNT THE CHIMP

LARGE crowd had gathered out-
side the house where the chimp
was at bay. There were photo-
graphers, news reéporters, mere on-
lookers, police, a fire-engine, and a
television camera was on its way.
Owing to the presence of near-by
trees, the chimp had  been djle to
swing briskly away from any would-be
capturers. Pinally, it had taken
refuge on the roof of a house, Hom-

barding anybody whe approached with.

tiles and bricks. :
Mollie, dressed in a bright red-and-
gold jacket, with a pill-box hat, cut

Mollie Changes Clothes
With Her Fellow Chimp—
With Unexpected Results

_“Give me five minutes, and -

By IDA MELBOURNE

a dashing arnd romantic figure, and

there was little doubt thaf the other

chimp _would want to find out who

gezé- tailor was and where she got that
a

In addition, as a Iure, Mollie carried
three bananas. One ‘she could -eat;
the other two were bait, one being
tied behind her back where her rela-
tion could see it.. = .

At first Mollie was startled by the
crowd. Then she saw her relation on
the roof and strained ‘at her harness.

“Goodness knows whose. chimp it
is!” said Helen.- “I'm most surprised
the owner hasn't missed it, though.
It’s really rather & dear.”.

“Dear? I should call it fabulously
expensive,” said granddad. “Or will
be when the owner has to pay for all
the damage done!” S

A ladder had beéen erected against
the house for Mollie to mount, and
the renegade chimp was looking over
the parapet of the house curiously,
but ready to evade. any would-be
captors. ) O

Mollie -swarmed up the ladder ex-
citedly, but the other chimp moved
back. ' She was wary and a little
suspicious.

On_the roof-top, in view of the
crowd, Mollie and her new friend met.
What exchanged hetween them no
one knew, but.there was evidently o
short qhai;. -

- Mollie, somewhat critical of other
chimps, rather took this one, com-~
plete stranger though she was. The
Qther chix;xg wore a police-inspector’s
cap she had borrowed, and as-a show
of friendliness the two exchanged

ats.
-Then, out of si&ht of the madding
crowd, Mollie offered her red-and-
gold jacket in exchange faor an apple,
and-- after that the other chimp
showed her a few interesting tricks.
Putting pricks down a chimney was
amusing, and so was swinging on
telegraph wires. ;

The plan was for Mollie to lure the
other chimp into. a trap, which she
would do by answering a food call.
There would be no one in sight, a
space having. been .cleared, and both
chimps would rush for the food,

- Mollie ' imparting 1_1er confidence to

her friend. ) .

Probably  the plan would have
worked but for the unforeseen ifact
that Mollie would swap clothes—-and
the - arrival of Professor Peskings,
owrer of the truant chimp.

e other chimp knew that the
rofessor had ‘arrived, for she heard
im call her name : 3
“Sonial” - ;

Sonia retired discreetly. But Mollie,
too, heard the human voice quite
near, and. she waddled "forward, sur-
prised to see a man clad in a dark
cloak, bearded, and with a banana
held out enticingly.
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It was an unusual banana. When
Mollie pulled it a bell rang.

Mollie went nearer to_investigate,
and then was suddenly seized. ‘A rope
went over her head and upper arms,
imprisoning them, and she was swur®
across the garden, the other end of
the rope, having been flung over a
tree-branch.

It all happened too &uickly for
Mollie to. understand. Within two
minutes she was in a sack inside a
car, which drove quickly away from
the' scene.

“Got you, Sonia !” said a soft voice.
“ A niee bill'T should have had to pay

if I'd let them know you were mine!

When I let you esc%pe did I say you
could. ‘cause danger was a
scientific experiment. You were ‘to
come home at feeding-time. But you
did not.”

Unaware that he had got the wrong
chimp, the professor drove on; and
when at last Mollie was freed fxom
the : sack’ she found herself in
large, white-painted room fitted with
au manner of gadgets.

A man in white overalls stood there
talk ng to the x;lofessor

es, I got her back by a ruse,”
said . the professor triimphantly.
“She’s unreliable, I'm afraid. The
experiment failled. However, test her,
Jenkins, and see how many of her
tricks she remembers. No fdod until
she does.” .

The door closed, and Mollie biinked
at Jenkins suspiciousl

“H'm! Changed a bit ”” he frowned.
“Had a nice, expensive lark, eh?”

Moliie was sn ffing round "the room.
She recognised Sonia’s scent and
lénew that this was the other chimp’s

She pulled a lever—and a rubber

ball hit her on the back of the head.
‘“Forgotten, eh?” sai d Jenkins
sharply. “That won't do.”

Mollie 1ashed out at the rubber ball,
which swung round in a circle and hit
her on the back of the

Jenkins guffawed. Molne hit the
hall again, harder than ever; but this
tlmc she dodged back, and the swing-

%1 ball caught the grlnnlng Jenkins

no longer

jn the face.

he attendant was
amueed With a scowl, he. led Mollie
across, to a cabinet on which were a
number of: levers and butto:

Mollie examined it With interest
Inside the cabinet, as she could see,
was food—chocolates, pears; apples.

“Now feel these two buttons,” said
Jenkins. “One is warm and the other
cold., If you push the -cold one, a jet
of water will spray out. If you push

the warm one, a tm.y will swing out .

with chocolate on it.”

He stood back to watch, and Mollie
blinked at the cabinet.

This was indeed an lntellxgence test.
Sonia, carefully trained by the pro-
fessor, had learned the trick, and
could push the warm button instead
of the cold one, even when they were
changed round as regards position.

But Mollie, of course, knew nothing
about this. .All she knew was that she
could see some food. The food was in
the cablnet the cabinet was on the
wall. Hah'!

As Molile prepared to act, the door
of the room opened and the professor
entered, followed by a sleek and shiny
man, dapper in appearance and quite
excited.

“There she ig,” said the professor.
“There is m%wonder chimp. You are
paying a high price for her, but she is
\vorth every penny, as yow’ll see.”

He nodded aeross to Jenkins.

“She ' will' now press the right
button to get her food,” said the
attendant, turning Molhe so that she
faced the cabinet.

‘“Now,” said the professor.

Mollie sprang. -She took the cabinet
in her paws, put‘one foot against the
wall, and heaved. Away from the wall
came the cabinet, and a shrewd blow
from one of Mollie’s paws soon burst
it open.

A jet of water from a {ractured pipe
shot out at the professor, and a cloud
of black smoke showed where some
‘electric wiring had fused. 'But Mollie
lco%ug not, be bothered with technical
hitches.
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From tne South American. huyer
came a hoot of laughter He was
delighted. A i

“Ah, but she is wonderful this
Sonia!” she said. “I take her. I give
you cheque.. My car is outside, . I
have tickets We_can catch the plane
that leaves in an _hour’s tim

The professor heaved:a sigh §

“Thank goodrness I got her back in
time!” he breathed:  “‘Sonia,” he said
aloud, “get ready for South America!”

Mollie, eating a_ pear and wlth
chocolate clutched fn her paws, gave
him a cheery nod. Life was good.

HELEN IN A HURRY

RUST Mollie to let us down!”
muttered granddad. ‘“She’s
chased that other chimp away

completely.

It really ‘did seem as though Mollie
had failed utterly. There was .only
one chimp in sight on the roof now,
and no one could get near her. Every
now and then her gay outfit was seen,
and not even Helen suspected that it

-was worn_ by Sonias and not  Mollie.

Helen couldn’t get near enough to see.

The - crowd was enjoying every
moment; but although the photo-
graphele and newsmen were sharing

the enjoyment, the pohce were becom-

ing rattled.

“Your Mollie is as bad as the
other,” said the inspector crossly.
“T'd rather you got her back; she’s
doing no good.”

Granddad did not say that that was
what they had been trying to do. For
the last few minutes he had been call-
ing Jinx, the pup, to help. But even
Jinx had disappeared.

«Jinx! Fetch Mollie! Jinx!” called
Helen a moment -later. *“Oh dear!
Where is he, granddad?”

“Goodness knows! These animals
are plumb. stupid, that’s my belief!”
granddad answered &rossly.

But Jinx was anythlng but stupid.
He knew that the chimp they were all
hunting was not Mollie. He had_ a
dog’s good sense. The reason why
Jinx was not there was because he

‘had followed Mollie’s trail.

When Mollie had been snatched by
the professor, Jinx had heen a spec-
tator. There was nothing he could do,
because it had happened t.oo quickly,
but he had fotiowed the trai

The professor lived a mile from the
scene of excitement, and because the
lease of his house prevented his keep-
ing animals, he had carefully guarded
the secret that Sonia was there. Bui
ghe secret could not be kept from

inx..

Jinx reached the professor’s house
and hurried up the short drive. He
saw & cal standing there, and a group
of figures. One of those figures was
Mollie. He knew that, even though
she was disguised for the benefit of
the neighbours. -

Mollie now wore a too-large duffle
coat with hood as she climbed into

the rear of the ¢ S
‘“Good as gold" said * the South
American.
He handed the professor a che
as he spoke, but he referred to Mol le
Mollie was good only because she
thought that she was homeward

bound, and- that happy feeling was
suddenly encomaged by the glad-

sight of J
Yowp! Yowp' barked Jinx.
“Keep away!” snapped the bpro-

fessor. “Get' a stick and keep the

dog off, Jenkins.”

“Come on, Sonia!” said the South
American to Mollie.© “Look, here are
your air-travel tickets! Nice?”

Mollie looked at the tickets, and
then, as the man turned aside to say
something to _his chauffeur, she
sneaked . one. It didn’t taste' nice,
», so she tossed it out of the
car window.

Then she chattered to Jinx, ux ging
him to come into the car.

“Stand away !” cried the professor.

‘A moment later the car door was
slammed, and, while Jinx was held by
his collar away  the car went, with
Mollie loungmg back and -still chat- -
tering excitedly.

Mollie was thrmed Soon she would
sée Helen and granddad. A car had

»put it on his lips.

{,akeg hé:r away; the car would take
her

The journey seemed quite a long -
one to Mollie, and she dozed- ofl.
When she woke.up it was to’ find
herself at an airfield and then she
was being led into a build

Strange roaring noises 1eached her
ears from somewhere outside, and
Mollie was not at all sure that she
liked it. It was with growing reluct-
ance that she let her new master lead
her to the reception desk.

And now Mollie began to drag
behind. She was looking around for
Helen. Where was she? Why wasn't
Helen here?

Meanwhile, her new master was
having an argument about the tickets.
An officlal was’ telling him there
wasn’t one for the chimp

“There was, and it had ‘Chimp ’
marked on it,” sald the South
American.

‘ Well, it’s not here now,” said. the
man, ‘“Hallol What’s she getting
excited about?”

Mt%llle was dancmg with exclte-

“I don’t know., But no. matter
about ticket. I get another,” said the
South American, “Hurry, please!
We are late.”

- Then, as'Mollie continued to dance
and chatter, on to the scene rushed
Jinx, barking wildly.

Dogs were pxohibxted but Jinx did

not know that. He had found Mojlie

agal
“ Keep that dog away!” shouted an

‘attendant.

But through the barrler came
Helen breathless and gasping.

“Stop !” she cried wildly. “That's
my chimp! Stop!’

The South American wheeled.

'Il\{lollle rushed to Helen and clung to

er

“Your chimp? Impossible! T've
just bought her from Professor Posk-
ings. She s Sonia——"

“She’s Molne, and she’s mine!”
panted Helen
“Rubbish! I'm just taking her to

South America—— Ow—ow !” howled
the man, as Jinx nipped his leg.

Taking gdvantage of the diversion
Helen clung to Mollie’s paw and
began hurryin% away. After them,
watched by e - astounded airfleld
staff, went the South American, shout-:
1ng frenziedly.

{f you want Sonia,” ‘gasped Helen,
“she’s in the police station. I cau ght
ber, thinking she was Mollle—-then I

found out the truth.”

The South American looked dazed,
then gazed inquiringly at Helen.

“But if this is 50, how did you know
I was here?’

“Because,” said Helen, giving him a
wet, screwed-up piece of paper, “here
is your aircraft ticket marked
‘Chimp.’ Jinx brought it to me.
Either Mollie gave it to him or he
found it. But thank goodness 1 was
in time to save Mollie being whisked

way to South America!”

he South American set his jaw.

“I'll go and see that professor right
now. He must have known it wasn't
his chimp.”

Helen, however was not concerned
with that. She had Mollie hack, that
was what mattered, and she shared
hex"i %at;s and petting between Mollie

and Jinx.

“And granddad thinks youre
stupid,” she said. *“But he couldn’t
have found you, Mollie, and he argued
that that other chimp was you. But
I knew it wasn’'t, and Jinx knew it
wasn’t.”
~“Huh!” snorted granddad, when
they rejoined him

But he was dellghted to have Mollle
back all the same; and because she
knew it, -Mollie offered him a piece
of chocolate she -had been ho ding
tightly for over an hour. And, as he
was driving and couldn t take it him-
self, she scraped it _off her paw and
It was a generous
impulse — but that wasn’t what
granddad called it!

CEnd of this week’s story.)

Read about Helen and her amusing

pets

in another delightful story next
week. : ' : -
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THE DAMAGED PAINTINGS
“ 'LL fix the large mural up this

afternoon," sald Sally Warner
brightly. ‘“Then the club-
house will be ready, except for the
flowers and other decoration
“It’s going to look lovely,” enthused
Fay Manners, her falr-haired friend.
“I'm gettm :

“I'm feeling
myselr ” admitted D
ing at the two dancing-eyed
“Our very own club having an official
opening, a fancg-dress danhce and a
cabaret is enougl to make anyone feel
on top of the world

“You don’t want to get all worked
up ” sald Johnny Briggs, the fourth
member of .the little group known as
the Merrymakers. “You.want to kee
cool and calm like me, otherwise you’ll
only go messing t mgs up an
getting things a

He broke off, g'r pin m his trousers
Pocket with one ile a pecu-

1arly shee dp!sh expressfon crept across
is tanne

Sally, sensing that something had
gone amiss, winked at her chums,

“Yes, hnny?" she asked sweetly.
“You Were sayin;

Jghnny flushe slightly, swallowed

“I—T've forgotten the key of the
club-room,” he admitted guiltily. )

There was 'a loud augh Irom his
three chums.

“The cool and calm one’s slipped
up,” chuckled Don. “Looks as if
you'll have to run back to college at
the double, my lad, and get that key.”
quite a,
Intema,tion
College, where he and his chums we!
studenés, from the riverside pungalow
which had beeén lent to them in-
definitely for use as a clubhouse. A
hot walk, too, for on Waloorie Island,
in Australia, where the college was
situated, it was the height of summer,

But since he had been in charge of
the key, there was no help for it.
Back he would have to ge.

“Tell Linda. and Tubby and the
others to buck-up when you get
back,” sald Don. *“We'll need some
more help with that mural. And—
1 say, wait!” he called, as Johnny

began to turn away. “Jo ¥
door’s open. 'rhere s somebody In the
club-room already.”

Surprised, the chums ascended the
steps to the veranda, which ran atl
round the clubhouse, and peered in
at the open door. ‘Then. their eyes
opened even wid:

For standinga’on a chailf, pressing
firmly against Sally’s large painting of
an- Australian scene, which had been
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ror-

. ﬁxed to the.

panellea wall and edged
und with narrow woaoden beading,
stood a slight, fair-halred figure, in
the smart green-and-white unlfotm of
the Intemational College staff.
Muriel!” cried Sally in a
Pz “What ever are you
oin;

Muriel Bennett, a fairly recent new—
comer to the college -stafl, gave
startled gasp and swung round so
violently that she almost lost her
footing and fell,

Miss Sally!” she panted. “I—
I didn't hear you come in. Qh, good-
ness, how you startled me !

“Sorry, Muriel,” said Sally, “but "—
she ‘was iookmg towards the gainting
but- couldn’t cause er eyes

were still dazzled from the strong
sunshine qutside — “is anything
wrong?”

-*“Wrong?” - For a second. panic

shewed in Muriel’s eyes, then she gave .

a rather forced -little laugh.

“Oh—oh no!” she said hastily. I
—I just noticed that the bewdmg
come loose round your pg. fg'
—and you wouldn't hke to fall off
the wall, would you?”?

agreed Don.
ned to-morrow:

‘“ Especially
evening, w.
of our school %overnors. will
oﬂiciauy openm he club. Glad y
noticed it, M .though it’s
that it should ha.ve come loose,
added reflectively. .“It was well and
truly fixed when we left i

* Probably a nau come out of
the corner sai still screwing
up her eyes in an e ort_to see, the
painting. " Then she smiled, But °
never mind that for the moment. Did
you want to see us about anythmg,
Muriel?" she a.sked pleasantly..

® ou——"_bhegan Muriel,  still
rather agit&ted Then suddenly her
face cleared.. She turned, indicating
a_ bowl on one of the smalil tables
which had been xeu'raa,ugedi round the
sides of the room. filled with
a mass of breathtakmgly beautiful
flowers. . -“I—I heard you saymg you

wanted some flowers,” she said;
ls)r%ught some along for you, ss
a
“Muriel }” The painting was for-

gotten as Sally, her eyes sparklmg

‘ her.

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

with joy and delight, stared entxanced
at the glowing ¢! uster *“Oh, Mur:
how sweet of you!”

Though Muriel was a newcomer to
the college staff, her ynassuming
ways, her eagerness to be of hel
especially in the preparation of the
clubhouse—had aiready won her a
firm place in ‘the hearts of Sally and
hel"’f?rlenj sll d of Muriel

“Yes, oysoo of you uriel,”
said Johnny. “But how the dickens
did you get m here? 1 mean, how did
you open the door?’

For a moment the girl stood rigid,
onli her eyes moving as she looke:
with peculiar wariness at the chums.

“I—I didn’t open the door,” she
replied almost inm a whisper. *It—it
l\;ms already open when I came over

ere.”

“Open?” ejaculated Johnny blankly,
and “glanced towards the open door,
through which several motre club

members were alréady entering the
clubhouse. “That’s queer, I know I
gulled the door shut after we left

his morning. Gosh! I even came
back and pushed it hard to make sure
that the snap lock had clicked home

-properly.”

He gave Muriel .a penetratin look,
a.nd the maid started towards the

o2 I—I must go! I have work to do.”

e
q;ueer .Murlel gave a nervous, fluttering smile

ut as her eyes came to rest
on Sallys face it seemed to that girl
that in their bm&n depths lurked
bitter . & queerly

an ppeal.

nly for & second was it there, so
fleetingly = that Sally wondered
whether she had imagined the look.
Next moment Muriel was hwrying out
of -the clubhouse. -

“I still think it’s jolly queer!" ex-
postulated Johnny. “I"did lock the
‘door—you others saw me do it! ‘And,
anyway, if Muriel just found the door
o en and walked. in in the usual way,
y dld?ahe look so agitated when we

n she went out "

came
‘“And whe: said
Tubby Winwood, significantly.
For a moment Sally f?t the
strangest little qualm shoot through
riel been startled,
agitat.ed—no doubt about that. And

Sally & Co, Worked Hard To Make The Ofﬂcual Open-
ing Of Their Clubhouse A Success—But A Series Of
Mysterious Occurrences Threatened AII Their Efforts
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that gueer look in her eyes—— Then
she shrugged.

“Of course she was startled,” she
said, with a laugh. *“Who wouldn’t
lbe when they imagine themselves
alone and suddenly find four people
staring at them? ~We’ll have to be
quite sure about the door in future,
of course—can’t have any odd hods
. . But since it was only
Muriel, well at least we know ' no
harm’s been done. So let’s forget the
whole thing, and just take = look at
that beading—" B

With a smile, Sally - turned once
again towards the painting before
which Muriel had been standing when
the: chums had come upon her so
-unexpectedly. But as she stared up-
wards, the smile froze on her lips, she
gave a gasp of dismay.

- For it was not just a corner of the
beading which had come loose as she
had imagined. The beadin
‘battom and half-way up each side of
the painting had been levered away,
not too carefully, and the wrinkled
look of the canvas indicated that it
had been pulled roughly away from
the panelling behind it. Moreover,
part of the painting was scratched
and torn. .

- A feeling of resentment filled Sally.
She. had put a great deal of work into
that painting, wishing to please Mr,
‘Lambert and to impress upon him
;that the Merrymakers’ Club had a
cultural as well as a social side. Don
and Johnny had fixed it with such
care, painting the beading and arrang-
ing it so that it formed a frame for
the picture.

And now.this! That the damage
had been done deliberately was
obvious—and done by some person
who had no right to be in the club-
house. " Though - for what purpose,
other than senseless spite, Sally could
not imagine. ) i

“Oh, my gosh!” Linda Powell’s
voice broke in on Sally’s bewildered
‘thoughts. “You think that’s bad?
Just take a look at this!” |

In agx alcove farther down the room
had been arranged another picture—a
.beautifully executed line drawing by
Kitty Reld of the International
: College—iframed in the same way as
:Sally’s. But that picture had been
slit ruthlessly across.and across from
corner to corner and the panelling
behind it damaged. . - '

“It’s ruined!” cried Fay angrily. -

“Who could have done it?”

“None of us, that's for sure,” said
Linda. “And as far as I know, there’s
only been one other person in here.
And that person was messing about
with your picture when you came in—
remember, Sally?"”

Sally swung round, staring incredu-
lously at Linda.

“QOh, no!” she gasped.
think that—that Muriel-—-
r “Can’t we?” asked Johnny rather
unhappily. *“Well, what about this?’y

And from the narrow ledge which
ran. around the wall just beneath
Kitty’s picture, - he picked . up a
familiar object. A pair of red-handled
utility scissors. e kind of scissors
which  Muriel always carried in her
apron pocket. 'And, as was_ obvious
from the tiny broken threads adher-
ing to the tip, those scissors had been
used to slash Kitty's drawing!

MURIEL IS BLAMED

OR a moment Sally stared aghast!
Was Muriel responsible for' this
vandalism? Could she be the

perpetrator of this spiteful act?

ext moment Sally shook her head

in vigorous denial of her unspoken
question. She liked Muriel, trusted
her. Muriel had taken such pleasure
in helping the chums; she had de-
lighted in any task, no matter how
hard or unpleasant, merely, it seemed,
for the pleasure of being in their gay
company.

Then suddenly & wave of relief
flooded over Sally. ,}

‘“Why, of course!” she cried. “That

was what Muriel meant when she said
the beading had come loose around
the painting. She must have found
it like this when she came in!”

“And the scissors?” asked Tubby

sceptically.
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‘banned from the clubhouse.

feeling she would rather do -it -than
leave it to someone else; Sally slowly

“ Maybe she was using them -to try
to get the beading back in place,”
suggested Fay. “Or she may have left
them behind and the real-culprit used-
them. -But who,” she added puzzledly,
‘““could that possibly he?” S s

“The same person who mysteriously "
opened the door!” said Don,

“Then who was that?”’ demanded
Johnny. “It certainly doesn’t seem
like Muriel to do such a spiteful thing.
But somehow I can’t help remember-

‘ing how startled she seemed when we

came in and caught her. Oh, I don’t.
know what to think,”” he finished
bewilderedly. :
That seemed to be the state of mind
of most of the club members.
‘“The only thing I can think is that
in trying to be helpful she made a

aess of things,” said Linda at length,

*“And_she was too scared to ‘tell us
what happened.” - )
There was a murmur of assent at

at. .

“But,” continued Lirﬁia her.
pleasant face looking unusually stern,
“if it’s happened once it could happen

again. And we don’t want anything
to go amiss with the mural we’re aim-
ing to fix up this afternoon——"

i . m{' goodness, no!” said Fay
in quick alarm. .

But the huge mural, over which
the club members hadl spent so many
long and painstaking hours, was still
perfect. - : .

It had been worked in raised papiez-
mache, depicting an Australian bush -
scene, and it was to hang in a place
of honour over the huge old-fashioned
fireplace at the end of the clubhouse
—a, fireplace put in for effect, not for

se. .

“So, in the circumstances,” con-
tinued. Linda_ firmly, “I guess yowll
all agree with me that it would be
better if. we refuse to. allow_ anyone
l(o)ulté ;}I},embers to enter the clubhouse!

11y started.
“You—you  mean Muriel mustn’t
come to the clubhouse any more?” she
asked. And then, as the American

-girl nodded : “But, Linda, you kuow
-how she’s loved coming. You know

how helpful she:§ <been—and those

“Gee, I know all that, Sally,”
admitted Linda ' unhappily, “but I
still think my suggestion is the right
o te'"Anywscy,- let’s put it to the
ote !

They did, and by a majority of four
it was decided that Muriel and every
other non-club member should be

-lovely flowers——

Sally’s pretty face looked troubled,
though she made no attempt to argue
further with the decision that had

made. .

you don’'t mind,”. she . sald
quietly, “I think I'd like to -tell
Muriel myself.” s

There were willing nods-at’ that.
And, hating the job she'had todo, yet

made her way back to college.
Muriel was just coming out of the

‘housekeeper’s. room as_Sally reached

the staff_quarters, and her face lit up
in a smile of delight as she saw that

girl, . 1

“Oh, " Miss Sally!” she cried.
“Youre just the person I wanted to
see! TI've managed- to.borrow some
lovely vases for you. _I'll bring them
over straight away, and perhaps you’ll
let me help arrange the flowers?” she
finished with eager appeal.

Sally flushed uncomfortably; hating
herself for having to quench the light
in those warm brown eyes. .

“Tt—it’s very nice of you, Muriel,”
she sald haltingly. “But—but we
mustn’t take up any more of your
time, I'll take the vases over myself.”

“It’s no trouble—really it isn’t,”
Muriel ‘said_eagerly. “I.love helping
you. You don’t know what it means
to me.” She paused, becoming aware
of Sally’s trombled expression. ‘ Miss
Sally,” she went on in a low voice, “is
—is something wrong?” .

Sally reached out a hand and gave
the girl’s arm a reassuring squeeze.

“Not really, ‘Muriel,” she said. “It .

‘—it’s'just that some damage has been

done in the clubhouse, and so it’s
been decided to ban all but members

entering it. I'm awfully sorry, Muriel,
but I must abide by the wish of the
majority—"
~She broke off, startled by the effect
of her words on the maid. = Muriel’s
face had drained of colour, her lips
quivered, and she looked as if she had
received some awful shock.
“They—they think I caused that
damage—but I didn’t! Really I
didn’t, Miss Sally.” A frantic note
crept into her volce. “Oh, you don't

understand. I must g0 to the club-
house. I——" She stop({)ed abruptly,
catching Sally’s surprised and puzzled

stare.
- But once again Sally had become
aware of a flashing glimpse' of that
unhappiness, that bitterness in the
maid’s eyes. : ' .
“Muriel, is there something wrong?’’
] quickly, “Can 1 elg{ —*
“Wrong?” For just a second Muriel
hesitated, She took a &tep towards
Sally, as if 'about to blurt out some-
thing to her. Then, hearing approach-
ing footsteps, she forced a smile to
her lips: “N-no, of course not,” she
said in rather a choked voice. ‘“It—
it’s only that I—I'm disappointed and
rather hurt. But I'll get over it!”
She turned and walked off, leaving
Sally to make her way back to the

clubhouse where the others were im-.

patiently awaiting her. .
But somehow, for Sally at any rate,

a lot of the joy and excitement at

decorating the clubhouse had evapor-

ated. Even when fixing the mural

she could still see Muriel's pretty..
d still hear the.

stricken face; coul 1
frantic. note in her voice. And the
more Sally thought, the more puzzled
she became.

Was there some special reason,
other than wanting to
chums, which had made Muriel so
anxious to enter the clubhouse? Her
reaction on learning that she had

‘been banned from it had surely been

mor% 'than one of mere disappoint-
ment! . .

Still wondering, and rather silent,
Sally watched as Johnny locked up
for-the night, heard Tubby suggest,

‘half in jest, that someone ought to

stay on guard to make sure no’ more
mischief was done.

And then, with her chums, she
went along to - the - dining-hall for
supper. Muriel was among the maids
on duty, and though still rather pale,
the smile she gave the Merrymakers

‘bore no trace of animosjty.

She disappeared with rather sur-

prising suddenness, . however, before

the chums had finished their meal,
and though Sally hung back, looking
around- for her, Muriel did not re-

appear. X
Still feeling vaguely troubled, Sally
agreed to Don’s suggestion that they

-should make up a table-tennis four-

some in the recreation-room. But

.before thay could do so, Tubby Win-

wood, - his - plump face scarlet. with

.exertion and excitement, came puffing

up to‘them. <
“You've got to come
clubhouse straight away,” he’

anted.
“There’s .something -

fishy going on.

Quickly!” .
Sally & Co. needed no urging. They
dashed - across the moon-bathed

grounds towards the clubhouse. And
on the way Tubby told them how he
and Linda and Slick Kaplan had gone
along to the clubhouse after supper to
make sure everything was all right.
From some distance away they had
heard the crash of breaking glass, and,

sending Tubby back for the chums,
Linda and Slick had crept closer to

the clubhouse to see what
happening. :

Startled as she was at the news,
Sally realised that here was a chance,
with Linda and Slick keeping watch,
of discovering the identity of the
mysterious intruder,

They were in sight of the clubhouse
now, and there on the veranda they
saw three struggling figures; saw, too,
a broken window swinging wide,

“Hang on!” yelled Don. ‘“We're
coming!” .

~“They raced up to the veranda and
then Sally- gave a cry of incredulous
dismay. ’

For the figure struggling in the grip

was

‘of Linda and. Slick was none other
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than Muriel!l  Johnny had gone
charging into the clubhouse to switch
on tae lights, and now his head
cppeared through the broken window.

‘Two of your stunning white vases
have been smashed, -Sally!” he re-
ported, with an angry glare at the
maid. *“Flowers and water trampled
all over the floor—" :

“Please listen!” cried Muriel fran-
tically. “I haven’t heen in the club-
Rouse——7

ous

“What’s more,” added Johnny,
“there’s no sign of anyone else in the
clubhouse, and no one could have
sneaked out or Linda and Slick would
have seen them. Sorry, Sally, but
there’s no doubt that Muriel is the
one who messed up your painting;
she’s the one who broke the winidow to
get into the clubhouse to-night, and
she’s the one who’s broken your
vases.” ‘

“Then in that case,” said the coldly
disapproving voice of Mr. Manston,
the college bursar, who had been
attracted to the scene by the outcry,
“I suggest that you, Muriel, return to
your apartment immediately., I shall
ask ‘the housekeeper to see that you
remain there. To-morrow we will go
into this matter fully, and {f° you
really have caused this damage, then
I'm afraid we shall have to ask you
to leave the college. Come!”

And taking hold of the half-dazed,
sobbing girl’'s arm, he led her firmly
away. :

THE SECRET OF THE CLUBHOUSE

“ URIEL!” Sally, gazing cauti-
ously up and down the passage
in the staff quarters, tapped

softly but urgently on the door in

front of her. “Murlel!”

The sound of mufiled sobs from
beyond the door increased. And,
hearing them, Sally’s heart felt a pang
of pity,

Despite all the evidence, despite all
she had seen and heard, still Sally
could not feel comgletely convinced
that Muriel was to blame.
she had come to try to find out what
la behind the girl's mysterious
be! {ng'iour, and help her if she possibly
could.

With compassion in her blue eyes,
she entere the room. With an
cxclamation of pity she had crossed to
the chair in which Muriel lay huddled,
had put a comforting arm around
the shaking shoulders.

“ Muriel—Muriel, dear,” she said
softly. “Don’t cry like that—please !
You’ll make yourself il11”

“*Miss Sally! Oh, Miss Sally!”
Muriel raise a tear-ravaged face,
groped around for a handkerchief.
With a little smile, Sally produced a
clean one from her own pocket, thrust
it into the girl’s hand.

“There!” she said, with an attempt
at galety.  “Let’s have some mopping-
up operations. And after that, sup-

osing ou tell me what really
ga pened this evening? I might be
able to help you, you know!”

‘“You—you mean you don’t think
I caused that damage?” asked Muriel,
hope springing into her unhaP y eyes.
“Oh, Miss Sally, you're right! I
didn’t—really I didn’t! I found that

over to the clubhouse. I was climb-
ing in, not out, when Miss Linda
caught me. The damage had already
been done—by someone else!”

There was such bitterness in her
voice as she uttered that last state-
ment that Sally could not fail to
notice it. But she merely gave a
little nod: and Muriel, as if encour-
aged, suddenly straightened up. —

**Miss Sally, I know I can trust you.
You see, I have a reason for wanting
to go_over the clubhouse. A very
special reason.” Her eyes clouded
with pain. “It's to do with my
brother.”

She drew in her breath as there
came a_loud rap on the door. It was
Sally who opened it, to stare with sur-

rise into the rather hard. face of
genson, the head page-boy.

“Sorry, miss,” he said curtly. “No
one is allowed to see Muriel to-night—
housekeeper’s orders!”
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And now .

“But " began Sally.

“Sorry!” said Jenson, and stood by
lthe open door, waiting for Sally to
eave,

Fuming, but realising she would
only-cause further trouble for Muriel
if she resisted, Sally turned to go,
resolving, if at all_possible, to return
later on to hear wHat Muriel had been
about to tell her. Something to do
with her brother! But how could her
brother link up with the new Merry-
makers’ Ciub? .

The more Sally ‘thought about it,
the more puzzled she became. And
the more annoyed she felt with
Jenson for having interfered. Then,
as she was crossing the campus, an
idea suddenl% came into her mind.
She twrned back towards the staff
quarters, knocked on
inside the entrance.

a door just

In a few moments she was out

again, a strangely puzzled look on her
face, an excited gleam in her eyes.
She turned to go down the passage,
but before she.could do so there was
a shout from outside.

“Sally!”

It was her chums calling and
beckoning to her. °

‘“Have you been over to the club-

house and left a light on, Sally?”
asked Johnny.

Wy

RN £

“ Muriel ! >’ gasped Sally,

"swear I haven't!

house—and then they all pulled up,
cries of anger on their lips.

The only illumination was the
bright moonlight streamin in
through the shutters and an electric
cycle lamp on one of the tables. But
it was more thah enough to show
them that scene of destruction. '

The mural—the showpiece of which
they were so Yroud—had been ripped
from the wall and lay crushed and
scattered on the floor. And in the

anelling beside the fireplace was a
iagge(%hhole, revealing a small cavity
eneath.- - :

But it was not that wanton damage
at which the students stared so much
as at the white-faced, frightened girl
who stood close to the fireplace.

“Muyriel!” gas) Sally."

‘“You've done this!” declared Don.

“No!” panted Muriel. ‘“No, no!” I
Oh, I know it looks
bad, but I found Miss Sally’s key and
I—I had to come back here. I heard
a noise in here. When I uniocked the
door and came in I found this already
done (I : ‘

“Oh, yeah?" Linda sounded frankly
dishelieving. *“The shutters are all

fastened from the outside, so nobody
came in that way. You say yourself
you unlocked the door, so how could
anybody else have got in here?”

g

0

staring in consternation at the young maid. It looked as

if the girl she had befriended had been responsible for the damage in the clubhouse.

“No, of course not! But what e

“Then someone has! Come on—in
case there’s some more damage being
done!” said Don firmly,

“Well, it can’t be Muriel. - I left
her in her room only about ten
minutes ago,” said Sally, running
alongside — her chums. “ Besides,
there’s something else——"

“Save it,” advised Linda Powell,
who, with Tubby Winwood and a

window smashed to-night when I went, JampPer of other students. had now

oined in the dash across to the club-
ouse. ‘““Have you got the key, Sally?”
Sally put & hand in her pocket and
then gave a start. The key had been
there, but now it had gone. Then she
remembered pulling a handkerchief
out of her pocket to give to Muriel.
She must have pulled out the key at
the same time. "‘Muriel might have
found it, but surely she would not
have entered the clubhouse again !
* “I haven’t got it with me——"" Sally

began. R

“It- doesn’t matter—no time to go
back for it,” puffed Johnny. “Any-
way, the clubhouse must be open for
someone to be in there—and we're
going to find out who it is!”

They reached the clubhouse,
through the shutters of which still
shone a glow of light. Even as Sally
raced up the veranda steps she
noticed a key in the lock of the door,
which stood slightly ajar.

The students rushed into the club-

Muriel stood there trembling.

“I can't blame you for what you
think—I can’t prove I'm innocent,”
she said dully. . “But I tell you some-
one had been here before me. I was
too late to find-out who. And, what
is worse,” she added on a note of
despair, “I was too late to help my
brother- r A -

“Listen!” broke in Sally suddenly.

They all heard it—a slight scramb-
ling sound. Then a tiny shower of
brick-dust fell into the fireplace.

Sally’s eyes gleamed excitedly, and
next moment she had grabbed up the
bicycle torch, had leai)t across to the
fireplace, and was shining the torch
ug the wide, old-fashioned chimney.
Then, with a triumphant cry, she shot
an arm upwards, grabbed at some-
thing, and pulled.

There was a startled yell, followed
by ‘a_scuffling sound. Even as Don
and Johnny sprang forward in amaze-
ment, a struggling, squirming figure
landed in the hearth—a figure clutch-
ing a large envelope in one hand.

“Jenson!” cried Muriel. “Then he’s
the rascal behind all this. And he's
got them-—He’s got the bonds.”

Swiftly she caught hold of the
envelope, clasping it to her. Then,
her face flushed now with happiness,
she turned to Sally & Co.

*“This is what I've been looking for,”
she said radiantly. “This envelope
means more to me than anything elsz
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in the world and, thanks to you, Sallv
;’3 lneans the heedom of an mnoccnt

IT was later, after Jenson h'ud been
handed over to ' the  proper
-althority, that Muuel told. her story
to_the chums.
Her brother was a junior partner ln
a _bank.  Some securities had beer
mlssed he had been accused of theft
«.'But Teafm a conversation Muriel had
overheard after his arrest, she realised
that the janitor of the bank was the
guilty one.

. +He had hidden, the. sq
whnt he thoxtglxtwhs an.e g bunga—
low byf,the lake~—now th T1Y:
makers’,clubhouse When lye 1galiqeu
if. ©ad Wecome occupied, he; hi

tacted bis bxothcr—-—Jensor;, the head’

m '
T Thotgh I  didn't know hig'
rother, i Muriel explained,

“1I did
know thathe worked at:tife TInter-
nahxonaL College. - That’'s, why I took

a job ‘here as a maid—to try-to find
that hrother and thlough hxm .the,
- decurities.” -

“I suppose Jenson knew thev were
hxdden beh!nd a panul but didnt

N e

- the m
oi - course; it ‘suited his purpose Tor. hi
. 8a¥,’

ntiES in r.‘I realise

know:which one.” said Don thought-
‘fully.: “That’s why.our paintings and
ural have been tdamaged—and,

Muriel to be blamed. - But,
Sally,” he added, “ what made you s0
sure -to-night . that Muriel wa.sn’t
1esponslble‘>” ;

Sally gave a lime laugh.

“Simply because I was annoyed
when Jenson: said Muriel was not
allowed visitqr; So I went along to
see the house epar to try to wheedle

er into lettin me alk to Muriel, and
he told me she” given no ‘such
dexs A §ally sm ed a liftle grimly.
then that: Jenson had been

~wanted Muriel

“lying—that he hadn}
as really at the

t to_tell me.why she
‘collegé.” .
“But- ﬁhaﬂ; 5 asked
ingly, ‘.made you t
up th chmmey"
Sally’s eyes twmkled happxly
“If I believed in Muriel’s innocence,
then. I'd gat to think of some way for
a person to enter and lea®e the club-
Jouse without: using: either ;the.do
or avindows, It seemed:impossible
th{g;lxl kI) eard that scrampling nois
e br.

ohnny ‘wonder-
he was hiding

-dust 1e11 mto thé heax th. o

“1 saw it all then,” went on Sally.
“ That . wile chimney; the big gum-
’tree outside: with. the branch: over-

nging the Toof. -Simple! - So simple

that I think, in future, 1'll come in
that way instead of by the door ! - Now
—bed, everyone! We’'ve got a blg day
to-morrow, and a lot of ‘apologising to
do to Mr. Lambert

“I'm sure he’ll understand " sald
Muriel softly, fixing her gmtetul gaze
on Sally and the chums..” “Your
paintings—your mural—they were
wond arful, but they car be done again.
But you could never again. bring such
happiness to my brother and myself
as you have brought us to-night.” .

A sentiment with! which Mr. "Miles
Lambert,; when- he ‘heard the whole
sto,ry the fouowmg day, heal%ﬂy
agy

Tle op°ning ceremonv was a gregt
sudcess, - as -were, also_the. -entertaln-
ment and.  dance ,which followed.
_And, needless to say, Muriel and ner
“ptother ‘were both present.

(End of this W@ek’ ,etory.) 5w

Another grand 2t ry featuring Sally
“th errymjkors next

i3

THE SECRET "OF THE
-“HARLEQUIN TEAPOT

(Continued from page 368 )

¢ She broke off, for her brother was
- grinning broadly.

3 “Flddlestlcks to their 01de1"’ he
écua. ~T've got 1t

B % Got what?” asked Cherry. )

: he teapot, fathcad!® replied
Phﬂ with . bro%lexly politeness, and
pointed to the
: ¢ Cherny's -heart leapcd wh‘le Leila
Cgave 8 Ilttle gasp of “delig

‘Thér in the bows, mrefully wrapped

+in P{%i's ‘'scarf, was . the Harlequin
I.E} D0 i
““wBut~—but how: ~—-” Chexry gulpcd
hex mind m,a whh,l
i “Tell: yoy abgut ition t,h\, way,’
Jerked Phil, " *“Into.the. boat-—qmckly
—before. t y fifid out, that it"s gone ™
i Eagerly “t‘he.élrla sefambled into the
boat, Cherry tfi ing * charge of the
precious teapot. :Phil seéjzed the. oars,
})ushmg away-Iromi the bank., Travel-.
ing . downstream - was child’s “play

. ‘compared with .a,‘nelr previous, desper-
.ate chase, ‘though -Cherry Kept an
' anxious’: eye’ on the fs.st xecedmg
bunﬂalow :

As he 1owed Phil’ bleathlegsly ex-

malned ‘how he ”had seen ‘Bas i dom=

‘ha

invesﬁggted ag 'sdorn 25 the lanky boy-

- was out of sight—and had 1ounqbthe
3??01; 1n thc dxcky seat at the back

Onice: again excitement grxpped the
tmeb of theém. -+ And. -how thrilled
Maureen would bel But - suddenly
Cheny ‘gave a gasp of alarm
~They've . found out—they after
us"“ she ‘exclaimed. -

Phil . .and. .. Leila - followed the
jréction -of her ‘glance.” . The lanky
asil,”_followed by . his., father, were

racing; along the bank, waving their

“arms -and shouting angrily. B

1ickly, Phill” gaapcd Cherry

an’t ‘go - any-: quicker,” panted

Phﬂ‘ rowing-like a Trojan. * But they

“ won't cateh -up with us—even if they
get out the sKiff.”

‘The girls breathcd mme freely, as
the pursuers were. hidden from them
by a hend in the stream. But their
relief was ‘Short-lived..

'y “Listen!” falteréd Leila suddenly.
< They all - listened, -and Cherry’s
heart misséd a beat::” 'Unmistakably to
theit. ears came an ominous chugging
sound. cee A .
R - St motor-boat'" groaned Phil.
o Gosh, thats torn it!”:
: He ‘commenced. to- row again, the
%exsprration ‘streaming. from his face,
he current , aided - :them.. but, the

Chel ry,h clutchlng"the p; emous té:a-
W=

pot felt "her' heart-sink Ipwer: .
ever ‘hard they rowed; they wolld . be

ovértaken long before f:hey resachéd

the landing:stage. And the man and
youth—an unscxupulous palr  of
scoundrels, and desperate to get

ossession of the teapot, would not
esitate to wrench theh
from-them by for

If th e‘;m
the police; ‘they
the. chums. had tr ed to rob

“Just then, glancing despelately
towards the bank Cherry had a blam-

wave.

‘“Phil, the castle lies over there,”
she ga.sped ting “eagerly..
there’s ridge -we
way back Lef.s pull

ite bank and moor the boat there—

3 Cé.me 1o the gars of

to decoy them. Then we'll double" box.

back’and croess the bridge.”

‘A grin of hope crossed Phil’s tense .

psrsblrlng face.

-*“Good for you; Cheu‘y "’ he panted

admixingly “We'l

The desperate llt:tle manoeuvxe WaSs
[0 gle.téd in the ni¢k of time. Even
as the chums moored their boat and
dived among ‘the - bushes, the pur-
suing motor-boat swung round the
bend, “Mr.
and the lanky Basil ctouched in the
bows, boathook in hand.

The : breathless trio raoed back
along the tow-path, crossing the rustic
hridge.and setting off over a ploughed
field towards the distant castle. -

They - were; -alnrost - at  their. last

gasp when they reached it—to find. w

Maureen -waiting for- them, pale and
tearful with anxlety.

A broken cry of delight cscaped her
lips as Cherry, unable to speak, held
out the Harleguin Teapot

Eagerly she examined 1t while the
chums gathered rcund.

. “It—it’s the right one!” she
gulped, “Oh, I don’t know—I can's
thmk how to thank you——""
Forget. it!” cut in Phil
“What about the secret?”

“It's here—in this pattern under
the spout,” breathed Maureen, her
voice shaklng “From the- postscupt
in granddad’s letter there should be
some . identical’ ﬁgmes carved -on_the
walls of the castle. - There may be a
movable block ‘of stone or—or some-
thing like. that!”.

Excitedly the chums aided her in
her - search.- - Every - minute was

yrecious. The

und to dlseover the trick that had
been played- on them, and - would
probably trace them to. "the castle.

It was  Cheérry’s™ sharp .eyes that
spotted the quaint c Arvings on a slab

tersely.

treasure
-Bomieonie -
K

ould declare. tnettf

“And,
assed a little
n.at. the oppo- '

ster. was at_ the. helm,

pursuers would,_ be

the . . moss: aw‘ay svith h - and
théy.set to work txytxlng "to pitég lodse
the massive st 5
Just then thev heald a shcut——a._
sound of rTunning footsteps. Leila,
peering through an embnsuxe in the

wall gave a houiﬁed g‘
“Tt's th an’ and- the

hem~-that
"boy!” she gasped 9‘ And '}c{heylgg 2ot

eép”. je
despemte‘ly y
At that moment Cheny g8
tnumphant cry. SE
¢ The stone—it’s moving ™

«. Surely enough, the Mmassive. stone

was ‘swinging ‘out* from “the: wall;: m-
vealing g dark ‘cavity. Maureen thrust

a trembling hand irito the opening and
bmught into view a black-japanned )

g “lid- with his - clasp-kn .. The
ums gasped. . The: cash-box Wak:
filled with quaint old Jewellery—
obviously of considerable worth-—and
a letter addressed to Maureen, con-
taining a codicil -to her gxandfather’
will, bequeathing the .jewels" to “her,

“and’ denouncing ;Mr,. Foster "and - hls

son as a pair of scheming rogues.
Phil was reading. thi$“aloud with

considerable relish] .as  .the' .two

scoundrels burst -on to the scepé,

accompanied by the- custodian of ths
castle. o
Mr. Fostel blusteled “and

threatened, :but in the  face.of the
evldence hxs blustexing was of llttle

: 'I‘he keepel had known MaLueens
grandfather—an.. eccentric, » harmless
old gentleman who had spent- much
of his time in exploring the. Luins

The Fosters, departed at ledgth, in
.a rage, and . chums excitedly
‘examined the treasule with their new
friend. Mameen insisted that as soon
as the jewellery: could be:sold they
must have thelr, ‘tiyelve pounds re-
funded ‘and receive' a- shane of the
fortune.

Though they WaIme refused hex
genercus = offer, théy consentéd: at
length to a,ccept a small mesent eac‘-x
as a memento:

®. What will you do w1th ¥ou ligtie
windfall, Cheny 2" "askecl
gunning

Cherry’s blue eyes twmkled b
“Let’s go to an. auction sale,.dear

she said.. “Theré’s ‘no 'tenmg&-wa
mlght plcl». up anothex bargam‘”
<+ THE END,. : E

_ .4 Mystery Message-w”ur of the
Fourth **—that is the title of next weokx
magnificent long complete story.” Make

h ere was no key, but P 11 Iorced‘,_

sure of reading it by ordering your copy

n;gtor-boat Was coming nemﬂ: ~and in thé ruined walls, almost hidden. by
; N of the QIRLS’ CRYSTAL now.

nearer. , . the .moss and uchen Phil scraped
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