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SALLY & 0. LEND A HAND

a mervellous idea—this send-

ng fmd reels to Britain 1™ de-

y gs. “ There's

only one thmg I’d lather do more

1 a
“ And “wha f,?: that Johnny?” as d _

%Wamer. Fay - lizmneis. and

“Send oﬂ n wuple ot hundred!"
) imnued Joh

WaS 8 mttment wmeh had his
chums B who hearted agreement.
The eheery quartet—known as the

Merrymakers at the - Intervational
Gouesée on Waloorie Island, the
. A\fstxauan eoagt—were British them-

they had contributed
the “Gift Parcels for
campagﬂgg now being

organieed on
'R havjng the chance,

“Well, you'l
Johnny. smiled Sal “Here we f
Mrs.

ackin stat on,
ram‘ﬂg ¥ Good-mo

rning,
Holines! Four students reporting for
duty,” she added brightly.

They had entered a large barn
whieh stood back from a picturesque,
wh!m—painted house—the residencs

Mrs. Augusta Holmes, district
orianlsel of  the mft-parcels cam-

rs, Holies, middle-aged tall, and
dignified, sat at 8 table, checking B
Iou%vlist of figures.
hy, hallo!” she exclaimed, *“But
I wasn’t expecting you students until
this afternoon.’
* Praofessor Willard, our headmastex
gave us. permission t0 come along this
moming Mrs. Holmes,” Sally ex-

plained.

- S‘plendld"' Mrs Hplmes positively
beamed. *““Mon here are some
students to help us v ghe added, eall-
ing across to.a girl workmg at the far
end of the barn. “Isn’t it kind of
them to come early?” .

Monica  Reeves, Mrs. 'Holmes’
assistant, was a girl In her ear
twenties. She was attractive, thoug
there was a rather discontented droop
to her mmouth. ¥hat droop became
more pronounr'ed now,

“They needn't reall
early, Mrs, Holmes,” she said. "1
mean, 1 can easily ma.nage especially
as Wilkes can help me part of the

me.”

“But, Monica, my dear, we shall
now be able to get the next consign-
gent of parcels ready for dispatch
to-day instead of leaving it until
to-morrow,” Mrs. Holmes, said eagerly.

A_startled light appeared momen-
tarily in Monica’s brown eyes. Sally
saw the resentful look she flashed at

have come

the chums. Mrs. Holmes had wel-
comed their early arrival, but her
k! 7]

assistant certainly gave the impres-
eiog;d of being displeased. Sally won-

why

Tho bam had the appearance of
bei & warehouse. Tins of foed were
stagi -on shelves——frult jam,
various meats, ings, cakes and
a variety of other things And on the
floor were piles of empty cardb rd
boxes waiting to be filled and BP

“Well, I'll leave you in cni
expert hands,” said Mrs. Holmes, ﬁh
& smile for that glrl and another beam
for the chums, * ust hurry awey
;0—1 have so many things to attend

8he bustled off; and 1o soonér mu

she gone than Monica Reeves turned
Merrymakers,

“There was no need for you to have
come at all,” she said, making no
attempt now to hide her resentment.

SalIy flushed indignantly

**No: but now were here, would
ggg please show us what we have to

“Oh, very welll Just as you like.”

Monica Reeves demonstrated how a
parcel should be packed, the chums
inteptly taking a note of which items

ent in and where they were placed.
’?}len she, tao, went out of the barn
without another word.

“Wonder what's biting her?”
grinned Don
b s W{to cares?” asked Fay. “Let’s get

usy.

At first the chums were slow and
a little unsure of selves, but
gradually they quickened up, and the

pile of rcels steadil
"Gettimg on like a Kouu on fire!”
chuckled Sally “One ing coming

over, Johnny!” she called o that boy
who, with Fay, was doing the packing

At that moment Monica Reev:
returned to the barn. A scowl €rosse
her features as she saw the mounting
pile of finished parcels,

She hwrried forward, eutting across
Johnny’s viston just as Sally was in
the act of throwing him one of the
fruit puddings. Disconcerted, Johnny
made a frantic grab for the puddmg.
anisseddit, and down on the floor it

roppe

ere, look at that!” exclaimed
Monics in a loud voice. “Really, Mrs
Holmes, these studen shou ldut
skylark about like this should they?
The pudding’s squashed, and we

This Week Sally & Co.
Help To Pack Food Par-
cels For Britain—And Run
Inte A Queer Mystery!

~catch it,

to be reopened and repacked.”

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

c%%; 't 'ﬁon:l to have this happen too
often !

The organiser had entered the harn
just then, and she frowned rerl'ov-
ingly at Johnny.

“8orry !’ Johnny gulped and then
glared at Monica. “But you cut in
iront of me just as I was going to
It's the first accident, any-
way, and I pay for another puddlng,
of course.”

“That’s not really the point,” MlS

Holmes said quietly. “No, plesa
don’t throw the things about., nP And
then: her expression chang as she

saw the l‘;l)ne of parcels ready for dis-
patch, and she beamed again. “Oh,
splendid !” she exclaimed. * You have
been wmkmg hard. At this rate we
shall be able to send the consignment
to Sarneville to-day for a certainty.
I'll get in touch with our velunteer
van-driver and tell him to come over
this afternoon. I'm delighted. And
now, everybody, it’s time for lunch.”

They had lunch, and after the meal
Sally & Co. hurned back to the barn,
eager to carry on with thelr work.
Now' they were handlin the parcels
with even swifter icienrey, and
Monica and Wilkes, Mt‘s olmes’
gaﬁ'gener came in to help for a little

Mrs. Holmes watched with smiling
approval.

“My ‘word, you have become
expert!” she exclaimed. *The van-
driver has told me he will be here at
four o’clock.”

“We’'ll have them finished before
that, Mrs. Hoimes." said Johnny con-

fidently.

“1 believe you will—— Oh, my
goodness!” Mis. Holr_'? suddcniy
%ave a violent start. 'he peaches—
he peaches!” she ejaculated.

1 Peat:hes. Mrs. Holmes?” repeated

Sall{' puzzled
) ‘ot haven’ t put a tin of peaches
in that parcel !’
w it was the Merrymakers who
looked startled.
“But—but we weren’t told to,”
protested Pay. Monica said nothtng
about. peaches——'
“That I did!”
came hurrying across. *“ Mrs. Holmes,
don’t say they haven’t included the
peaches in the parcels—”
“They haven't, my dear!” Mrs.
“Oh, this is

Holmes looked horrified.
too bad! All these parcels will have

Monica Reeves

Sally - quivered with indignation.
Once ggain Monica Reeves had played
a trieck on .them—only this one was
gy, far more serious.:

* Monica, Fay ‘is right!” she cried
fiercely. “You said nothing abeut
including peaches, and there wasn't
a tin of peaches in the parcel you

. showed us how to pack.”
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“Of course there was!” Monica
flashed.  “And T distinctly remember.
telling you. Goodness me, I've packed’
thousands of these parcels As if 1
would forget one of the items——"

“You didn’t tell us”

“f did! Oh, Mrs, Holmeés, why did
you have these students here? I
could have managed on my own and.
had the parcels ready by to-morrow
morning. ' As it is, all that’s been
achieved is a lot of useless work-—
and extra work as a result, because
it’s got to be done all over again!”

“I'm afraid youre right, Monica,”
said Mrs. Holmes. *The parcels cer-
tainly “won’t go off to-day ust
phone the van-driver and tell hlm to
come to-morrow, after all.’

“But, Mrs. Holmes——"
Sally desperately

The organiser gave her a frigid loolﬁ

“I appreciate your offer to
here and help, but I'm fra,lcl the

Ay

result has been far from safisfactory,"

she said, as much in despair as -

come

“Mrs. Holmes told you to go"’ she-

cried furiously. ‘' Get out——"

‘“We prefer to stay,” Sally cut ln
“Perhaps you'd be wiser to
Monica, Joefore we show this to Mrs
Holmes.”

She held out the slip of paper they
had found. Monica gave & guilty start
as she recognised it, the colour drain-
ing from her cheeks. ‘Then suddenly
her hand flashed out, making a grab
at the piece of paper—so swiftly and
unexpectedly that she succeeded in
gainlnf possession of it.

Golly, get it back !” gasped Sally.

But they were behind the packing

bench and parcels impeded their.

In consternation, they saw

1& "0gress.
table

onica run to Mrs. Holmes’
snatch .u

apply a flame to the incrimlnatln .'
Sneerl gly, she fa.ced the chums as

they race
- “So what"” she asked tossing away
the burnt fragments. _“What were

anger. *I shall explain to your head-,’ym" going to show Mrs. Holmes? Get
out!” she ordered violently.
(I:r(l)?lsggg I suggest you return to the Sally fought down her dlsmay at

She walked out of the barn, accom-
panied by Monica and Wilkes, leaving
the chums scarlet-faced and furious.

“Gosh, that Monica girl didn't
want us here—and now she’s suc-’
ceeded in getting rid of us!” snorted
Johnny. “But why? What's she got
against us? We've never seen the girl
before——"

“I say, look at this! ILook at what
I've just found!” And Don, who h!
crossed over to a pile of packlng-cases
to get his blazer, excitedly rejoined
his chums, holding out a slip of
paper. “Read this!”

*“Consignment must catch ship,”
they read, * but delay dispatch until
Friday morning.”

There was no signature, but be-
neath the message was a small circle
enclosing two dots.

“Golly, there’s the answer to your
question, Johnny!” Sa.lly exclaimed
her blue eyes gleaming. ‘“That’s w
Monica didn’t want us here—because
she didn't want us to ge% those parcels
{ea&iy 1’n time to be sent to Sarneville

o-day !”

A SURPRISE IN SARNEVILLE

ALLY'’S right!” cried Fay..
‘“Monica kept on saying the
parcels could be sent to-
morrow, and that’s Friday!” Don put
in. “And she must have dropped this
note from somebody who signs him-
self with a circle and two dots. A
bit of luck for us—and bad luck for
her. Come on! We must show this

to Mrs. Holmes!”

The chums hurried out of the barn
—just in time to see that lady driving

out of the gateway in her car.

‘““We've  missed her!” groaned
Johnny in dismay. ‘“Gosh, what do
we do now?

“Get those parcels ready so that
they can be sent off to-day,” Sally
replied firmly. ‘“That’s going to
please Mrs. Holmes and get us back

in her good books—and nip Monica’s
%little scheme in the bud at the same
me.”

Back to the barn they went, eyes
bright with determination.

The big pile of parcels they had
already Dpacked confronted them.
Every one had to be opened and
everything inside- it re-arranged to
accommol ate the peaches which had
been left out.

Sally & Co. buckled to. Swiftly they

* worked, perspiring in the heay of the

barn, but never pausing. An hour
went by, an hour and a half, and by
that time all the faulty parcels had
been put right. Then on with the
rest of the consignment.

“Keep it up!” gasped Sally, hastily
dabbing at her moist brow. *“Not
many more now. I wonder when Mrs.
Holmes will be back——""

She broke off as footsteps sounded
outside the barn; but it was Monica,
not Mrs. Holmes, who came in.

Monica stoEped dead as she saw the
chums; a look of rage crossed her face
as she saw what they were doing.
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losing the. no

“We'll still stay," she said coolly
““Sorry to upset your plans, Monica,
but we've practically finished packlng
the whole consignment of parcels—-

)y vErY

[ﬁd

a cigarette-lighter, “and:

‘I'ne sneering expression faded from
Monica’s face, and now she was
clearly frlghtened :

‘“You shan’'t—you shan’t!”

“Who's golng to stop us?” grinned
Johnny. “Come on, Merrymakers!’

They went across to the garage,
only to discover it was padlocked.
Seeking another way in, they rushed
round the back and found there were
doors there

fxey ve locked—from the
ins1de'" Don groaned. ‘“‘We car’t get
“ Yes, can — through the

window !” Sally exclaimed in growing
excitement.

She said no more, but hurried to
the window. It was not quite closed,
and they soon succeeded in levering
it open. = A few moments later Don
was scrambling in through the aper-
ture. Johnny followed. him. There
came the sound of bolts being shot
back, and then a whir and a roar as
Johnny started up the engine of the

val
“ Hur‘tah 1" cheered Sally and Fay.
The rear doors swung open, and
Johnny drove out the van, steering it
round to the barn and pulling up
outside. There was no sign of Monica,
and in a matter of minutes the sacks
were loaded on to the van, and then,

72
2

N\

Sally & Co. were busy unloading the bags of parcels when an agitated girl in a

white overall came running on to the scene.

“Stop ! There’s been an awful

mistake ! >’ she cried.

complete with tins of peaches Back
to work, Merrymakers !’

In just over a quartel of an hour
the task was completed. Sally & Co.
surveyed their handiwork with justi-
fiable pride.

#They have to go into these sacks,

on’t they?” asked Don. Right!
b e’'ll do that while we wait for Mrs.

olm

Monica watched them fill the sacks

with the parcels, rage glittering in her
eyes, but saying nothing.

“Youwll have to wait a long time,”
she said now. ‘She’s not due back
until six, and the Sarneville depot
closes at five!”

Sally glanced at her watch., It was
now four o’clock

“Then we won’t wait for Mrs.
Holmes—we’ll get .the parcels to
Sarneville first!” Sally retorted

crisply. .

es?” Monica sneered again.
“How?” she wanted to know. “The
van-driver isn’t coming, and the van
itself is ]ocked away in the garage.”

“It is? ood !” broke in Johnny
exciteddy. “Then we’ll
Sa: neville!”

“Good old Johnny !” whooped Don.
“Where there’s a van there’s a way,
even if we do have to break -down the
garage doors to get it out! Mrs,
Holmes won’t mind our taking the
van as long as we get the parcels to
Sarneville.”

drive to

with all the chums on board as well,
Jvi)lllmny was speeding towards Sarne-
ville.

He was a good driver. At ‘thirteen
minutes to five he had reached the
outskirts of the little seaport from
where the ferry crossed to the main-
land; at ten minutes to he was
braking to a_ skidding halt outside

the gi t-parcels depot in Sarneville’'s ' .

main street.
‘The chums hu111ed into the depot.
“We've just brought in Mrs.
Holmes’ consignment of parcels,”
Sally said to the nearest person.

“Good-ho!” The man looked
pleased. “Been trying to et in
touch* with Mrs. Holmes—thought
her consignment was going to be late.
‘The ship has advanced its sailing-
time by five hours. Going to be a
rush. Unload the parcels, will you,
and T’ll be out in a few minutes to
check up.’

A telephone-bell rang as the chums
returned to the street.

*Gosh, we’ve done the right thing

gettmg the pa,rcels here!” Johnny
sal jubilantly. *“They'd have missed
the boat otherwise. I think we're
going to be popular with Mrs. Holmes
after this.

Feeling elated, Sally & Co. began
unloading the sacks from the van. As
they did so a girl ca.me hurrying
agltatedly out of the depot

“Stop ! she cried. 2 There’s been
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an -,wtui mystake!
been the

st. H.olmes has

THE EEEHUMS STAGE A 'HOLD-UP
the wrong ones?”  gasped
T in horrosr, and then shook
%r “But we ¢an’t have -
done., e pecked these parcels our-
lvee-——

we'll soon see,” sald the: gm. to—
);eMomea vlng‘ Mrs. Holmes beside

o\, Sauy—you )mow :

and’ uickly took' out’ of the
parcels. opening it up. &

as Mrs. Holmes said, tins-of jam
tni{lrs onnee ‘says-all tlie parcels are

M rrymakers were staring 1n-
creduloﬁs at the ogened parcel, |
Sally’s blue eyes b z? :

.+ Monlca she cried ﬂercely

- Monlca m’ust ‘have switched over thé'

el 9 ﬁnz the: van

e girl “from " the e mea
you_ are. referrm to Mi
Monica o il

“*We are,” Don seid in a grim voice
“She was the cause of it, and it
was dogxe denberately to deley the

parcels ¥’

“How ridlculous!” exclaimed the
girl angrily. *“ You should be ashamed
of yourself saying such a thingt
Monica is one of our keeneést volun-
teers. As if she would want to delay
the parcels! Why, she is now tryin
to put ﬂgm your own stupid ‘mis-

e is ging over ‘the
parcels—- e t ones——m another
van,  She her uncle and Mrs.
Holmes are loadins them as quickly

ance- &t Sally &

away.
mkmﬁ at each

ne

at the open

had left on top: of the sack. *

all that rush and ar, Momca. swops

parcels and we b h ! ad of jam
ng

that jams eve)

“Butww]ga.%s ote ay{n that th

y. “We find a note si a 6
parcels must cat¢h Ehl but
mustnt reach here until to-morrow.
Why? the difference
whether they t here to-da,
morrow? ats the dﬂerenoe
whether we pack them or Monica
racks them? And now,. a.fter all this,
she s bringing them to-day-

“Because the ship's. se.mng-time
has been advanced,’ n Sally.
“Monica didn't know 1 t anv more -
than we did when we Jeft the house.

t I'm the same as you are,
Fay. At ﬁrst I thought it was just
spite against us on Monica’s part.

ut now I. can’t help feeling that
there’s something much  bigger
behind it all. And her uncle has sud-
denly appeared on the scene,” Sally -
went on thoughtfully.. “That note -
was written by & man—one could tell
that from the writing——

She ‘broke off, fazmg fascinatedly
at the carton containing the tlns of

“Golly 1" she breathed.

“What's the matter, Sally'»‘" Don
asked in surpriseé.

For a moment Sally did not repl;lr
She was gazing around her now,
aware of the street and its bustling
crowds.

“No, not, here,” she muttered.
“we'd never be believed we'd just
e hustled away——

“What are you talklng about?”
Don demanded.

“7 was going to suggest,” saxd Sally,
a reckless gleam in her eyes, “ that we
Jumé) in that gan and drive away.”

What? |

“And find the quietest loneliest
£pot on Lhat road,” Sal v added.

“Gosh! Why——

“Because,’ said Sally, “we're gomg
to stage a hold-up. We're goin
hold up Mrs, Holmes and the o h
van. Tell you all about it on the way
chk now—before anyone can stop
us!

@ 'I‘HERE’S a van coming nowl!”.
Sally’s voice was tense; brows
were puckered as she strained her eyes
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8
yowve brought the wrong pamele :”y v
'am;t

g cry as she recognised the stud%?xts

-to-stare. along the dusty road, “ Can’t

see Sal ;)’s in it yet ol
4 x are u.zeelly g thwugh
?“ {o %a an

u It’
dre di‘uny
a ‘fond- little hug
How gshte her ie,ir~haired chum wast
b 3 r g Wlth» it she
“But know aEirou don't have

em 1 15 xcitedly. -

“ We're with 3
that!" -breath
- ggu bet!"! nodded Don.

Johnn 86t - behind: the steeri
wheel ofythe van, the engine of - h?c%
?ea% 1 cking over.- Now:

'I;h m wh(ch it- ﬁ?& been s
by Jn, wnich b bs

hnny dro
then pu ed up dead,

The main road into Sarn vule, -3
its narréwest loneliest: point, was
now completely blocked ! ,

There was. a -screech of brakes as
the appr Qaching van checked speed,
slowly nosed its: way .towards that
barrier, and then stopped. :

Sally & up :
Holmes, st
mterruptlon to the Jjo

e—and

“Sally!” she, exclaimed in a scan-
dalised voiC° “What is the meaning

“Mrs, Hojmes, we want, to. examine

some of thé parcels—' began Sally.

“You want to do what? - This is

outrageous!” E

“We have a very special reason:

© “Certainly not! . How_dare. ul

Your headmaster shall- hear  about

everythmg else 1 : yanted

Mrs olmes; ca, get irito the
other van while I drive this one.”

“We. have taken the -ignition I ey
so _the o van cannot be moved
Sally: said stea.dn uy Mrs,
Holmes, but the van s tays there until
we have searched——-""

“Indeed, you will be sorry for this
disgraceful affair! 1 forbid you to
tnter!ere with those parcels!

ready Don and . Johnny had
ged out. one of the sacks from the
bac of the van.

x Mrs Holmes. we suspect that some

have been tampered

‘of this?

with !" Sal d desperatEIY. and did
not miss vielent start Monica.
Reeves gave at her words.

“Tampered Wwith? Preposterous!”
exclaimed Mrs. Holmes. ‘“How could
they have been tampered with when
Monica and hér uncle were there?”

“Were you there?” questioned Sally.

“I? No, no; I was too busy phoning

‘Yping companies and other de)g)

oodness knOWS What ‘else ! ut
listen!” ~ Mrs, Holmes
became almost inconere nt. “This.is
unlawful} This is a hold-up" on the
highway——"

“They’re opening the narcels!"
came a shrill cry from Monica. . * Stop
them, Mrs., Holmes—stop them !”

Now Sally’s heart was beating wzith
agonising intensity. Mrs. Holmes had
refused to- listen to her, and so th
boys were acting., d if they did

ot find what they were looking for

Sany shuddered at_the thought of
the consequences. Unlaw. high-
way hold-up! It was true. but they
had been driven to it!

More desperate, more. fnghtening
the situatton develo hen. The
boys were still searching, but with no
1esult Mrs. Holmes and Monica had
leapt down from the-van with the
obvious intention of grappling with
Don and Johnny. And then -a loud
hooting was heard as another car was
held up by the road block.

What’s going on here?” ‘goared
man’s voice. “Is this.a hol "

“A hold-up—yes!”’ Mrs. Holmes
panted. “A hold-up by four students
of the international College. Help me
deal with the young villdins!”

“Stone a -crow!” came 8 startled
yet eager shout from the man in the
car. “I'm a reporter on the ‘ Courier.

a Toar,
g Risht-—now!" excla.imed %a1§¥ the

2 Yes, yes

H up . by four students, eh? -This
make

et

pE M o e
= T e S el
sﬁ};yﬁon uppre%reenm o .
nich Was truggling. Wildly - with :
¥D ”!' i ny!n

« on she cried.
Haven‘t o r ¥
as the re orter

ra forward w zrap plé with the
oys, Johnny gave a shout. .

e with s f°‘f£“ oot aota)

a -circle an o ‘dots

Its the v%mt 4 !

‘ve seen (dn six
parcels——:
yelled -as. the
“We know

4 Mrs, Hohnea §
nstenwyou ‘must listen}..
n that tin

ve been p anted
the paroels for a al reasqn

believe the tins hayve. been opened
th ething conceeled in them, and

uel Vs ridiculous—impos-
8ib)] é !" M%ca almost screamed.
ut t Mrs, Holmes di
“We have no tins marke with a
circle and two dots, Monica, sne sald.
00d gracious, this is most strange !
be t@t the students are right?
t - Open: the tin!”
But Don-was already doing that
with an opener purchased in Sarne-
sville. The jam was turned out on the
_ground onica fought to get to the
spot, but now the reporter was hold-
back., Sally & Co. hardly
dared to look.
But there, amid that quivering blob
£, jam, somethmg sparkled 1n the
.ca’imeon Tays.0f the setting sul
“A diamond !’ gasped the reponer
“Concealed in- a food parcel!
Smugglhngl And these four students
e
“Yes, BO ;s would seem !” Mrs.
Holmes® voice had dropped a,lmest to
a whisper as she regar Sal 1§1
ry . that 1 did not

u I_I
ders%gld and b,eed ou hefore,” she
begin to realise many

We nt o
‘things now. You have been marvel-
lous, all -four of y
"f’ll say they Havel” whooped the
reporter. ‘“‘And what a marvellous
story for the ‘ Courier’! Here, let me
1.;119.?;;l your names——and all the
e
nd the Merrymakers’ names and
all the detalls were emblazoned in
- the “W loorie Courler » the followin
mornin Monica Reeves’ uncle ha
hit on the ideg of smugglmg precious
stones out of the country in the food
arcels.” And - would.have succeeded
g.ad not Selly & Co. turned up at the
pac t eaxrlier than expected.
ad intended . substituting
the eA)eclel parcels containing th
seal f jam that night;
the arrival ot the chums had upset
her plans, for she had realised that all
he pg.tcels could he sent off that
'I‘hen the advance sailing-time of
the. ship had caused another compli-
catggn, but her uncle had been able
%rcels conta.imng the
cled and

© :]l lliElL 1] !
Iesbo%&l

e consignment unknown to

B t agam Sally & Co. had haulked
them—after Sa11¥nhed spotted one ot
the marked tins in the carton, and sc
tumbled to what was happening.

It was all in the newspapér report,
and, thrilled, the chums.read that
account of. their own exploits.

“But, golly, I never want to expari-
Lher scene like that one last
gasped Sally. “I thought
oked for expulslon, prlson,
ing else!’
is,” grinned Don, “I behevo
we re due to share a .very useful

And Fay and Johnny nodded con-
tentedly. :
C(End of this week’s story.)
There will be another grand compl-/e

story featuring the popular Merrymakers
in nyext Friday’s QIRL8' CRYSTAL.

ence ano
evening!”
we were b
and every
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A DIEFICULT DECISION

“Y’VE dcne it at last,” Pamela Carr
sald as she dropped her much
nibbled pen on the study table.

“I've made out the team for to-

morrow’s match.”

There was & smucdge of ink on her
cheek, and her fair curls were in dis-
order for she had been running her
fingers through them For a fuli
hour she had sat poring over the
team list, and.all the time.she had
been trying to decide on the eleventh

name.

She had decided at last.

Audrey Brent looked up from the
book she had been studying.

“Good!”’ she exclaimed. “Am I
down to play?”

Pam bit her lip. She had only
been appointed Sports Captain at the
beginning of term, and she had
quickly
sponsible post was no bed of roses.
Some of the decisions she had to
make were very hatd ones. But a
captain must show no favouritism—
only the good of the school must
count with her. The decision she had
just made had been more than
difficult.

For she was Audrey’s closest chum.
‘To an extent they had been rivals, for
Audrey had been in the running for
the captaincy as well, In fact. Pam
had made up her mind that Audrey
was bound tc be appointed for she
was so much cleverer in the class-
room than she was. Yet she—Pamela
‘Carr—-had been appointed.

How would Audrey take the news?

“I'm sorry, Audrey,” Pam said
quietly, “but I've had to put you
down as first reserve.”

She saw th2 quick disappointment
that showed in Audrey’s eyes for a
moment, but she had been prepared
for that. Any member of the junior
hockey team was bound to feel dis-
-appointment at being dropped for an
important match.

" Then Audrey shmgged slightly,
and at once she was smiling.

“I more or less expected it, Pam,”
she answered. ‘“I've been s0 badly
off form these last few weeks.”

“1 dcn't like dropping you,” Pam
said quickly. “On form you're the
-best forward in the team, But Janet
Brewar of the Lower Fourth has
come on so much I simply must give
her a trial.” .

“I'm glad of that,” Audrey isaid
quietly. “The Lower Fourth won't
be able to talk so much about favour-
itism now.”

. Pam's heart warmed to her chum.
She had known all along that Audrey
would be decent about it—that she
‘would understand. And the Lower
Fourth would be more than pleased
that Janet Brewer was down to play.
Selbury was such a big school that
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learned that such a re-’

ery Message-Weiter 51, Fom

the Fourth had been divided into two
groups—the Upper and the Lower.
As the girls were so much of an age
the rivalry between the two Forms
was intense.

“I've been working too hard,”
Audrey went on. “I can’t expect to
keep my form if I don’t turn up for
practice games. But the scholarship
exam. will be over in a fortnight’s
time, and after that you won't be able
};1_0 léieep me way from the hockey
ield.”

Pam Kknew her chum spoke the
truth in stating that her loss of form
was due to too much study. For
Audrey was working desperately hard
for the Fairbank Scholarship, and
only Pam knew how much her future
depended upon winning it. Her
father’s business had failed and, if
Audrey failed to get the scholarship
she would have to leave Melbury at
the end of term.

Pam picked uF the team list.

“I'll go and pin this on the board,”
she declared.

“¥'ll come along, too,” Audrey said
gathering up a few books. “I need
some fresh eair before afternoon
lessons.” C e

They went down into the hall, and
they found a crowd of girls gathered
excitedly around the notice board.

It was Celia Mason—the gossip of
the Upper Fourth—who first saw Pam
and Audrey.

“There’s another beastly notice on
the board, Pam,” she called. “Come
and look at it.” :

Instantly Pam’s eyes became rather
bleak: Another anonymous notice!
Ever since the beginning of term they
had been appearing, and all of them
had been directed against her. \

The excited girls made a path for
the Sports Captain. )

The notice was pinned in the very
centre of the board. It was printed
as always in straggling capital letters
end in vivid green ink. = And again
the notice was directed against Pam.

“THE HOCKEY TEAM WILL DO NO

0D
CAPTAIN. SHE WORKS
OURITES INTO T

HE . HY
DON'T WE GET RID OF HER?—X.”

Pam reached out and tore down the
notice. It was yet another to add to
her collection. ' .

“I'll keep this,” she said grimly.
“But ‘what nonsende’it all is! I
can’t understand - what satisfaction

1 WONDER WHY PAM
I8 AFRAID TO TELL
YOU MY NAME ?

—X

v , % ';//{¢’//////4/4’2

—

[Ntk

By JANE PRESTON

| i 11

anyone would get out of writing
anonymous notes.”

“It isn’t nonsense-—it’s serious!”
Audrey broke in hotly. * Already the
writer has made trouble between the
two Fourth Forms. The Lower would
never have accused you of favouritism
but for these notes——" .

She broke off abruptly, and Pam
was amazed to see the startled look
that came into her chum’s eyes. .

“I—I must run!” Audrey gasped.
“There—there’s something I've for-
gotten!”

She darted away.

“I think these snonymous notes
are beastly,” said slightly built Lilah
Jupp, the most studious girl in the
Upper Fourth. ‘“Whoever is writing
them must have a dreadful grudge
against Pam.”

Pam scarcely heard her. As in a
daze she pinned up the team list. In-
stantly there were excited comments.

‘“Janet’s in! Janet Brewer is down
to play." :

“And Audrey Brent 'has been
dropped!” :

Lilah Jupp made her voice heard
ain

gain.

“That doesn’'t look muchk like
favouritism, dces it?” she demanded.
“ Audrey is Pam’s best friend.”

As far as Pam was concerned the
comments fell on deaf ears. Still
with that dazed look in her eyes she
walked away.

She remembered again the abrupt
way in which Audrey had broken off,
Her chum had been pointing at the
anonymous letter and—suddenly—she
had jerked her hand behind her back.
But not before Pam had seen the
smear of green ink on Audrey’s
fingers.

Pam’s mind went back to the begin-
ning of term. Audrey had been the
favourite for the captaincy. Yet she
had taken her defeat so sportingly.

Could it be that her smiling. face
had been a mask—that all the time
she had been nursing a grudge? Was
she writing anonymous notes in the
hope Pam would be forced to resign.
If that happened Audrey was almost
bound -to be appointed to the
vacancy—-—

“I don’t believe it,” Pam told her-
self firmly. *“Ill never believe it. I
know Audrey as well as I know my-

This Week’s Long. Complete Story Features An
.Unknown Enemy Who Chose A Startling Way
-Of Stirring Up Trouble In The School
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self.
anonymous letters,’
For once the bell for afterfoon

lessons came as a welcome relief. 'I'he .

first lesson was Latm——-an optg
. subject—and as only a of
each Form took it this was one of the

and Upper
Fourth Formers shared the same
classroom.

The lesson- was taken by Miss
Delmont of the Lower Fourth. And
nohody envied the Lower Fourth their

mistress, for Miss Delmont was a
strict disctplinarian.

Pam was one of the first to enter
the room, but she saw that Audrey
was already at her desk. And for
once Audrey did not look -up to greet

her.
Miss Delmont swept in, ca.ll for

few oecasions when Lower

silence, and then opened & bool on.

her desk. A sheet of er fluttered
Stoopmg 1ss Delmont
p, and Pam saw .the
her brows knitted,
“ Janet rewer!" snapped the mis-
trese. ‘" Stand
Jan2t was a rather wild, im ulsive
girl whom everybody liked'
come. into the ciasst,oom ookin
though she was on top of the wor ld———
the result of having been chosen for
the hockey team. But now, as she
stood up to face Miss Delmont, her ex-
pression became a little scare ed.
“Where were you on Thursday
afternoon?” Miss Delmont demanded.
Janet looked even more scared..
B | went for a walk along. the
river,” she answered
go did - you .not go’ to”
Selbury Fair2” M%?s Delmont rapped.’

. Yes or no,

: ght rer breath. Janet had

been to - t aiﬁ—Au rey. had

-hen crossi. azf the fields. out of bounds.
\.drey h seen And there had heen

‘sométhin am‘f)agu wel
‘was why Miss ont was guestion-
- ing her. ‘That papex must be another
anopymous note!"
“Yeé ‘0 no, Janet!" repeated the

mistr
The Lower Fourth glrl bit her l!p
“Yes—Miss Delmon ," she ad-
mitted, '
“Why?
of bounds to &ll girls.’
Reluctantly- Janet a.nswered
“I—1 went 1o see some performlng

t was the answer they might have
expected, for Janet was crazy about
animalg of every description. But i
was no excuse as far as the mi,sness
was_concerned.

“If I dld my duty I’ shnuld report

to the headm fs * she
snapped. “But 1 will.be lenient.
As a punishment you. will spend to-
morrow afternoon in detention.” -

Gasps of consternation went up.
Then a chorus of protest.

“Not detention, Miss Delmont!

you

Janet’s. playing in the match_ to-
morrow !’ Its her blg chance, Miss
Delmont*

“ silencel”

The protests died down.

* Missing:. the match is part of
Janet’s punishmment »” Miss Delmont

snapped. The matter is closed.
Now—to w

Pam made iittle proiress in Latin:
that lesson. All the her mind

was in a whirl There had been
%reen ink on Audrey’s fingers! ‘Miss

elmon* had received an anonymous
letter. Because of it Janet Brewer
was out of the team, and that meant
Audrey would play in her place. Had
she written an anonymous note be-
cause she wanted to play?

“I won’t believe it1” Pa.m told her-
self, “ Audrey couldn’t do such a
thing. But—somehow or other—I'm
going to bowl out this poison nen
_writer.”

The lesson came to an end and the
girls filed out of the room. As they
did so0 Celia Mason’s rather shrill

voice came to Pam, and she saw the
Fourth Form gossip was speaking to
Audrey.

*Somebody saw you wa.shmg green
ink off your hands, Audrey,” Celia
Mason sa:d. - “ You're not thé notson
pen writer, are you?”
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She’s too honest ever to write

You knew the tair was -out .

The question was asked in 'a ban-
ering vzxay. but gam sa.w her chums

duk

MY was ng some green ‘ink off’
. my fingers,” she answered “but I
don’t write anonymous letters.”

“ Of course she doesn't . 1ittle Lilah’
Jupp  chipped in. “ What a sflly
queetion to ask a %rl like Audrey.”

Sh arm  inside
Audrey

Pam blt her nn So Audrey had
been see¢n. waskhing her hands.
would be sufficient to set tongues

i ‘Ang when it was realised
tha udrey weuld = take Janet
Brewer's place the suspiclon against
Audrey would dee

Pam stayed bemnd for it was her

to set out the books for the
next lesson. And t.here, on the. mis-
esk, was the sheet . of paﬁfr

gﬂss Delmont had plcked up from

It was an anonymous note, written
in in| straggiing
Pam S lips tlghtened as she.

GHT BE WORTH YOUB

T ASK JANET BREWER IF
}% MELBURY PAIR
TTHURSDAY —X

To think that Miss Delmont had
lowered herself .to. act upon such in-
formation ! Any other mistress in
‘the school would : have 1gnored such
a communication

Then Pam had \El)icked the note up

and was staring at it wide-eyed. - She
recognised the aperi only too* Well
It cameé from Audrey’s writing-
the pad she kKept for her mos
polx\}a -y ng'gg?magm' ¢ Audrey]

by

“And I:still 'Won’t believe it,” Pam
sald fercely, “A,nyo ne. could have

a _sheet mer drom

gree:
capitals
ead :

S

1m-

e was alone in the room..
liberately .she tore note - into
mall- pteces and let them ﬁutterinto
tshe wastepaper ba.sket
This was a note she ‘had 1o inten-
tlon of wddlng to her ‘eollection..

- AUDREY AOCUSED

AM was very busy that evenmg
‘She had managed g

numbe¥ ~af forms dupl cated

‘and she wsmted eVerir member of the
Lowey . School to fill one in -The
form asked for. each girl’'s name,. the
names -0f  the sports” and. games in
which she wds interested ‘and the
number of sporting-prizes won if any.

Pam knew she would find this mass
of .information useful. But. that
wasn’t her ' real’ 'Ip‘urpose fvutting
out the forms. The main thing was
they were all to be filled in in lock
ca.plta S.

‘was & certain way to obtain a
specimen of'each girl’s printmg Pam
intended to compare each form with
all the anonymous ‘notes she had
collected, and to try to find out som
similarity of pﬁntmg With luck she
would obtain a clue that would lead
hﬁ'tedirectr to the mystery message-
w.

When she 1eturned to the stuly

had an armful of forms with her.

she
She expected to find Audrey busy at .

her . books, but found her. seated
moodily e armchair.
1 You're about the last one,” Pam
smiled. “Youd better fill in a form
even though I know all about you.”
- Audrey émlled up a chair to the
table,. for. & while her pen
scrat,ched away. Sudden!y she
locked up at Pam.
“I suppose you know what some of
the girls are saying,” she said, with a
sharp note in_her voice. * ‘They're
hintt;,m ., that I'm the poison pen
write
Pam looked a4t the concerned face
of her chum, and all her faith in her
came bubbling up to the surface,
‘hat’s the most absurd thing I've
ever ttilgard *  she ansWwered—and
mean
Audrey's face cleared a little. -
‘“Thanks, Pam,” she said quietly.
“I know I.didn’t "hayve -tc worry about
you. I think it o.ll started because

That *

to be blamed

er ‘then co

Poyr
-appeared -to switch oﬁ‘ the ights.
The door: :had

.on.the wall.above the door.

someone saw me washing green ink
omogﬂ 50 u%ngergs‘;r!:gsbeé %’ve no ideIa
a8 1v%

gn r;he ink came. to be on my

hat was. a big wint m Audrey’s
favour—that oewn' up
‘about. the gree. mk

“There’l ptobably quito 8 lot of
n ink school,” Pam

answered i ht

But Audrey mn Irowned

'I'he Lower ' Fourth ' are upset

out Janet Brewer she went on.

"They re: hint.ln ah anonymous note
was sent Delmont in order
that: Janet - should et detained to-
morrow. They. ha.ven’t logt any time
in polnt!n ‘the’ giﬂ who
takes Jan t e team.” -

“They’'d better not, let” me hear
them,” Pam’ eai The 1l get a
plece of my mind if 0.

Audrey push.ed her form across the

ta

¢ I’ve tried not to worry about it,”
she sald disconsolately, *“‘but I can’t
help but worry. I wanted to. study
go-xtught but I just can’t concen-
rate.

Pam was on the point of replying
when she suddenly caught her breath.
She was 10oking at the prmted words
on the form Audrey had in,
and one letter seemed to sta.nd out
from .all the rest. It was the letter y
which Audrey had printed with
rather elaborate flourish. And that
« same flourish was & canspicuous
feattuxie of the y's in the anonym.,us
notes

1t was yet another pomter
Audrey’s

i stm don't belteve it,” Pam told
herself. “The mystery message-writer
is clever—»‘perha she. wants Audrey

he could easily have
how Aum'ey prints a.nd

er g
kslhoul thie ‘anonymous

to

found, . out.—
But why

- writer- Want to blame- Audx;??
+ ;Pam. kn sg a. pronounc sinking
feenng e een 80 sure the

printed forms woul

gwq her a real
clue. Already she La

studled every

.one carefully., And the omlstrl elue she

had found pointed to h um—rthe

- girl she trusted above al ot.hers

She was:-glad when the dormitory
bell sounded: - Going up the stair-
case with Audrey 5he was quick to
see the glances that were cast_at her
chum. = .Some of the Lower Fourth
made{ 1no attempt to disguise their

cions,
he sound of Celia Masons voice

came to Pam.
be .the c¢ne to beneﬁt if

Pam restgned’ it raid to someone,
knew. that- Celia was gossip—

'm% about Audrey.

t seemed to Pam: the dormy was
quieter than -usual,- and for once
everyhody was -.in. f)ed when  Miss
Carstairs, the Upper th mistress

. scarcely closed
behind - her .when ‘& sharp excited
voice disturbed the- silence.

1t exclaimed © “On the

-« LooK 1"
Goll¥ %
Every. girl sat up in bed Pam
looked and saw some words g%ow%rﬁg
n
darkness they could be easily read.

.4 WHO IS PAMELA CARR SHIELD-
ING? ASK HER WH SHE TORE
UP MY LE’I"I‘ER TO DEL-
MONT -

“This is something new for the
poison pen writer!” Celia Ma.son ex-

claimed.

“I—I. wish she hedn’t done it 1
Lilah Jupp . complained.  “I—I'm
beginning to feel ra.ther seared.”

Pam slid out of bed and switched
on the lights. At once the messa.se

gpeared
he’s used some kind of lumm-
ous paint,” she declared. “I'm going
to sponge it 'off.”

Her sensation at that moment was
one of relief.. Surely this was proof
that the mystery message-writer
wasn’'t Audrey. If Audrey was, then
she -‘wouldn’t want to be shown u

lief. All the notes—or most of them
——ha.d been directed against Pam her-
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self. This notice was likely to turn
the girls against her. Did the writer
of these mischief-making notes want
her to resign the captaincy? If so,
then Audrey would be appointed. If
the writer wasn’t Audrey, then was
]sohg, ﬁrc;meone working on Audrey’s
ehalf?

Lgah Jupp dragged a8 chair for-
ar

ward.

“I'll hold it while you scrub that
message off,” she said.: “I—I'll
newl/fr g0 to sleep if it’s left on the
wall.”

At that moment there was a patter-
ing of feet in the corridor, and then
a crowd of dressing-gown clad girls
were swarming .in. Instantly there
was a cry of alarm.

“’Ware Lower Fourth!”

Janet Brewer spoke up. -

“This isn't a raid,” she said.
“We've come for an explanation.”
And she turned to Pam. ‘“Some-
body’s stuck up a notice in our
dorm,” she stated angrily. “It says
you know the writer of these anony-
mous messages and that your shield-
ing her. Whoever it is has landed
me in detention to-morrow. We’'ve
come here to find out who she is.”

Celia Mason spoke up with a very
malicious note in her voice. X

“W. did you tear wup Miss
Delmont’s note, Pam?” :

Pam bit her lip. Then someone
must have seen her tear up the note
—the mystery message-writer herself,

Defiantly she faced the Lower
Fourth. .

“Miss Delmont did get an anony-
mous note,” she answered, “and I
did tear it up. It made me so angry
that it should be the cause of Janet
missing the match. But I'm not
shielding anyone—I know no. more
gbout the poison pen writer than you

o

Was that the truth? Of course it
was the truth. Nothing could make
her “bhelieve that Audrey was re-
sponsible. : :

Celia Mason spoke again.

“You wouldn’t be shielding Audrey,
would you, Pam?” she demanded.
‘“She was seen washing green ink off
her fingers this afternoon.”

Pam turned angrily towards her,
but Mabel Webb, of the Lower
Fourth, pushed her way forward.

“I think you are shielding some-
one, Pam,” she said. “I've talked it
over with the others. If you won't
tell us who you’re shielding then
none of the Lower Fourth players will
turn out for you to-morrow.”

That would mean three vacancies
in the team. If three reserves were
played  there would be no hope of
beating St. Ann’s——

Audrey came to Pam’s side.

“I think I'd better scratch from the
team,” she said.” “All this trouble
seems to be about me. And I'm not

' going to deny anything—if they be-
lieve I'm the poison pen writer then
they can go on thinking so.”

Pam fought to keep calm. She
had to strike a firm line or the whole
situation would get out of hand.

“I'm the captain and I pick the
team,” she said. “You are down to
play to-morrow, Audrey, and I expect
you tc_play. And I'm telling the
Lower Fourth once again that I know
nothing about -the. writer of these
horrid messages.”

Janet Brewer suddenly smiled at

er. ;

“That’s good enough for all of us,”
she remarked. “If Pam says she
doesn’t know—then she doesn’t. If
you ask me the mystery writer is out

" to cause nothing but trouble, and
now we're all playing into her hands.
Mabel and the others will turn out
for the team to-morrow, Pam—if they
donl’t I'll never speak to any of them

- again.”

Pam's heart warmed to her. Janet
might be wild and impulsive but that
was all. When the Lower Fourth
became the Upper Fourth Janet was
almost bound to be made sports cap-
tain, and a very fine captain she
would make. g :

At that moment there came a warn-
ing hiss from the corridor.

“Cave! Miss Delmont!” :

In a flash the Lower Fourth had

GIRLS’ CRYSTAL—18-2-50

‘gone. The lights were switched out,

and Pam and the others tumbled back

into bed. But it was a false alarm;

Miss Delmont did not come into the

dormitory, so Pam climbed on a chair

and sponged out the notice over the
oor.

Before sleep came to her Pam won-
dered about Celia Mason. The girl
always had a jealous nature, and she
had. been in the running for the cap-
taincy, too. Was Celia the writer of
these anonymous notes? She had
been among the first to throw sus-
picion on Audrey.

Poor Audrey! How all this mystery
must worry her, She had beea, un-
able to work that night, and the
scholarship meant so much to her.
With all this suspicion hanging over
her she would never be able to give
of her best in the examination.

“I must bowl out the mystery
writer,” Pam vowed, “and I must do
it before the exam. If only I could
find a real clue!” )

But all the clues so far pointed to
Audrey.

There was no further troubls about
the hockey team. It was not a very

long journey to St. Ann’s, but there
was a delay in starting, for the motor
coach turned up late.

Ty

“If you don’tll us who

-

you’re shielding,”” Mabel Webb said to Pam,

‘Celia Mason who pulled up, to point

excitedly at the wall.

“Look!” she gasped.
happening here!”

The others were already staring. A
message had been written in chalk on
the wall of the dressing-room—
written in the straggling capitals they
had come to know so well.

“I WONDER WHY PAM IS AFRAID
TO TELL YOU MY. NAME?—X.”

The first ejaculation came from
Mabel Webb., .
“Golly!” she gasped. *This proves
scmething. ~ We're the only Selbury
girlis here. That means that the writer
znust lbe one of us—one of the hockey
eam!"”
Immediately Celia Mason turned on
Audrey.

“It's even

‘“You're the only one who came in
here during the match,” she accuseq,
“And I ngticed that long smear of
chalk on your skirt'the moment you
came back to the field. Are you going
to deny now that you haven’t been
writing these beastly messages?”

Audrey stared at her for one long
moment. Then with a quick catch of
her breath rhe turned on her heels
and went blindly from the room.

S = \

“ then

none of.the Lower Fourth players will turn out to-morrow.””

“Had trouble with the engine,” the
driver excused himself.

And when they were nearing St.
Ann’s the speed of the coach dropped
to a crawl. )

“Do please hurry, driver!” Pam im-
plored. ‘“We're late already.”

The driver. shrugged his shoulders.

“Can’t help it, miss,” he ansyered.
“I'm trying to save my paintwork.
This road has been freshly tarred. If
they Imd any sense they’d .close the
road until the tar was dry.”

However, they were only a few
minutes late in starting the match,
and the unexpected happened,
Audrey, who had been so rhuch off
form, suddenly found herself right on
top again. he was easily the most
thrustful forward on the field, and
};lhe St. Ann’s defence could not hold

er.
ing three—one, and all three goals
had been scored by Audrey.

She scored another goal immedi-
ately after the interval. Then, fall-
ing awkwardly, she twisted her ankle.

“I—I think I'll have to go off for a
while,” she gasped painfully to Pam.

She was back at the end of quarter
of . an hour; but she still limped a
little, and the fire had gone from her
play, 80 that it was all Selbury could
do to hang on to their lead. But they
did succeed, and they ran off the field
worthy winners by four goals to two.
- Hot and breathless they crowded
into the dressing-room. And it was

At half time Selbury were lead--

“That proves it, I think,” Celia
Mason said with satisfaction.

But Pam didn’t hear her, for she
was already hurrying after her. chum.

PAM SETS A TRAP,

AM persuaded Audrey to'go into
tea with the rest of the team—
it would not do for St. Ann’s to

suspect there was anything wrong.
“1 knew that message was in the
dressing-room,” Audrey explained.
“It was already on the wall when I
went in. I started to rub it offi—
that’s how I got chalk on my skirt.
Then one of the St. Ann’s giris came
in to look at my ankle and I hurried
her out again so that she shouldn't
see the message. I didn't get a chance
to explain when we left the field.”

She looked at Pam,

“You believe me, don’t you?”

Pam answered without any hesita-
tion at all.

“Of course I believe you,” she said
positively. ‘It doesn’t make sense you
should be writing these notes. If you
were you wouldn't be urging me to
betray you. For that must be-the
meaning behind these last messages.”

“But who -could have chalked up
the message?” asked Audrey in dis-
tress. “ 0 else had the chance to
go into the dressing-room besides
me o

“One of the team might have left
the field at half time,” Pam answered.
“They could have slipped away quite
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" ing blazed into life.

gsst,;yén _That's - probably. what did
a 'n A

t was a very silent journey back. to
Selbury.  Audrey hed nothing.to say
at all, anad it says much for Pam's per-
sonality that she obtained a pramiss

from the team t{o make no mention in
the school of the last message. .~

That evenln&lmdrey 'went with
Lilah Jupp to Miss Carstairs’ study.
As both girls were entered for the

scholarshi? they were being ven
extra tuition. Pam was ggad, or it
kept Audrey away from Celia Mason

and the rest ¢f the team
That mﬁht Pam deci
another She had failed with
her form —now she must try
more divect action.
- The U‘?per Fourth went to bed at
the usual time, gnd everybody stared
at the walls when the lights were
switched out. But na luminous writ=

Evidently  ithe
mystery message-writer was lying low
for a whil ] A

e. et
“All her Arst me es’ were found

her.” . .
The whole school was asleep when
Pam slipped out of the dormitory.
She went down to her study, collected
several strange objects, and
quite a while she was busy in the
dormitorgedpassage. Then she went
back to and to sleep.
It needed an hour to rising bell
}‘vhend thel;:or was & sudden 315&& in
e dormitory. passage an en a
thud as though a bogy had fallen.
‘Pam_heard the noise and she was
up, and out of bed In a flash. ... S

Come on!” she called.

heels,
and she saw half & dozen old tin

cans scattered over the floor and the

back view of a girl sitting here. = -

i 4 ed up a booby trap,” Pam
exclaim in excitement. ‘Those
cans were hel!d suspended by a thin
Tength of thread. The moment any-
one left the dorm the. thread would
be sna%ped and——"

She broke off, and sheer disbelief
came into her eyes. For the girl
seated on the flogr, who had been
; gmssagmg her ankle, had turned her

And the girl was Audrey!

Pam had set & trap to catch the
mystery message-writéer and she had
caught her own chum! Did this
mean they were one and the same?

“These .cans tumbled ¢
head,” Audrey said. “I tripped over
one of them and my ankle gave again.
I—"  She broke off, and dull colour
flooded her cheeks. “ Why are you all
staring at me?” she demanded.

Celia Mason gave an excited shout.

“Look!” she exclaimed. “There’s a
sheet of paper on the floor,
have dropped it when she fell.”

She swooped upon it and snatched

t up.

* R’s another anonymous note,” she
cried, her voice sharper than ever.
“She must have been going to stick
it on the notice board. - Just look at
it;tl;o’s proof that Audrey Brent is the
writer.”

They crowded about her, and as
Pam saw the note her heart sank.

“YOU'RE ALL CRAZY IF_ Y
THINK AUBREY BRENT- WRITES
THESE NOTES.—X.”

“It's proof!’” Celia Mason declared.
“It’s proof that she’s the writer. She
knows we suspeeted her, so she wrot?
this note in an attempt to put us of
the track!” ’

Pam looked at Audrey and saw the
horror in her eyes. But it was not a
Fuﬂt horror—it was & kind of hope-
ess horror. Just as though Audrey
knew she was the victim of a plot—
as, of course, she was,

Pam knew then that nothing wouls
shake her faith in her chum. Cir-
cumstancial evidence could so often
be proved wrong. There and- then
Pam made up  her mind that some-
ggw gsshe would prove this evidence

ong.
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ecided to try out’

_seen.”

then for .

on my

.An unexpected voice masade itself

eard. o
“What is the meaning of this com-
motion?”. i} demanded. ~ “ Why are
you girts out of your dormitory?”
-~ Miss Delmoni had appeared upon
the scene. Somebody spoke up from
the back of the crowd. .
“We've caught the girl whos heen
writing these snonymous notes, Miss
Delmont ! y
- The mistress of the Lower Fourth
read the note Ceila' Mason had picker

up. . . :
“You had better

n, s
Reluctantly Pa
she had set, As she exply
ing Miss Delmont {ook Audrey’s arm.
“1 think we hagd better see the
headmistress,” she said icily. :
Audrey was-led away. o
- Before breakfast Pam was called
before Miss Mortimer, the - head-
mistress.-She was compelled to give &
full account of every message she had

give me 8 full ex-
e

snapped then.

vince Miss Mortimer that Audrey was’
innocent—that her chum could not

possibly have written the letters.

‘“Your belief does you credit, Pam,”
Miss Mortimer said cotdly. ~ I only
wish I could share your faith in
Audrey. Unfortunately I cannot close
mg eyes to proof.” " o

reakfast was a very dismal meal
for Pam. By that time the whole
school was buzzing with excitement.
Seniors- and juniors alike were dis-
cussing the sensational news—the un-
masking of Audrey as the ‘writer of
the anonymous notes, ?

After breaktast the Lower Fourth
staged a demonstration in the guad.
It.was headed by Mabel Webb, -Some
of the girls carried crudely written
placards : e g

“PA CARR: MUST RESIGN—

MELA ]
SHE TRIED TQ SHIELD AUDREY
: BRENT.” :

“NO CO-OPERATION -_BETWEEN
LOWER  FOURTH _ AND - UFPER

FOURTH UNTIL PAMELA <CARR
. ~ BRESIGNS.Y - e

It seemed that the poison pen

writer had worn gll along the lne.
Audrey .was in disgrace and Pam
would naw have to resign. She could
not stand out against opular
demand. Celia Mason _woul rob-
ably become captain in her stead...

as Celig Mason writer of ail the

gnonyrgous notes? Over and over
again: Pam asked herself that ques-

tion.

It was Miss Carstairs who told Pam
that - Audrey had been sent to the
unishment room. Just before first
esson she spoke to Audrey through
the locked doos.

“How did you come to fall into my
trap?” she inquired. o

“Ive tried to explaih,” came
Audrey’s hopeless voice, “but nobody
will listen to me. I Kknew the
message-writer must get up early, so
I got up early hoping to catoh her at
,work——%nd 1 walked into your booby
trap. onestly, Pam, I know nothing
about the note that was picked up—
it must have been thrown down by
one of the other girls after they had
appeared on_ the scene.”

“"4F guessed that’s the way it bap-
ened,” Pam said, and her voice
ecame charged with anxiety. “But

what’s going to happen now?”
Audrey’s voice broke for a moment.
“Ym being sent home ;g disgrace
for the rest of the term,” she replied.
“That means I won’t be able to sit
for the scholarship. As my father
can't afford the fees .any more it
means I won't be coming back at all.”
Pam caught her breath. Selbury
would be & dismal place without
Audrey. And her chum had done
nothing wrong—of that Pam was soO
positive, . Some unknown enemy had
deliberately - worked disgrace
Audrey—to drive her away from the
school. " >
But Audrey hag never had a real
enemy—she was far too kind hearted-
a girl to make an en of anyone.
Yet somebody had worked¥ against
her. ' But—who? Who?

At the end she tried to con- |

So little time was left now to solve
the mystery. e

“Keep your pecker up, Audrey,”
Pam sald, and she tried to speak with
confidence. “You haven’t le: &Selbury
yer. I'm. not going to know a
moment’s peace now until I''get to
the bottom of this.” T

But unless - she _di something
quickly,  Audrey. would  have left
Selbury. fpr ever!

'THE VITAL CLUE

AM went into the classroom, but

- Miss Carstairs nright never have
; - appeared for all the netice she
took of her. And the mistress left
her severely alone-—perhaps because
she could guess at Pam's heart ache.

Who was the mystery message-
writer? What had been the real
reason behind the notes? They had
been " strange noteés—they had even
made Pam unpogular by insisting she
was shielding the writer.

Pam tried remember when every
note had appeared and the circum-

stances of its discovery. The biggest
mystery of all was the chalk writing
on the wall of the St. Amn’s

dressing-room. Only & member of
the hockey team could. have been re-
sponsible. for that. Au.drﬁr was inno-
cent, but what of Cella Mason? Yet
Pam  was almost positive Celia had
remained on the field. the whole of
half time, -
What other member of the team?
Pam suddenly sat bolt upright.
Need it have n a member of the
team? St. Ann’s wasn't so ¥ery far
away, and_it had been a half day at
Selpbury. Suppose the mystery writer
had eﬁed over to St. Ann’s? She
could have done. it easily in the time
—could have started back long before
the end. of the match. .
Thinking ¢f a cycle, Pam remem-
bered something else. In her excite-
ment she suddenly darted out of the
room without the formality of asking
Miss Carstairs for permission.

The: = Upper Fqurth stared In

surprise, - - X .
- “let her go,” Miss Carstairs re-
marked. “I think Pam is very much

upset this morning.”

Pam_ went straight to the cycle
ined
machine,
attention to the underside of the
mudguards. She found one cycle
whose mudguards were thick with
tar—tiny speckS were even clinging

to. the spokes of the wheels..

And the road leading to St, Ann's
had been  freshly turred ‘on the day
of the match .

- And it was Celia Mason’s bl}ée.

Then Celia Mason had written the
anonymous notes.

Pam half started to the door, and
suddenly all the animation left her
face. For Celia Mason had not
needed to cycle to St. Ann’s—she had
been a member of the team and she
had travelled by the coach.

Then someone else- had used her

cycle.

“But its stil! a clue,” Pam told

herself. “It’s the only real clue yet,

and I'm going to use it to find out

the truth.”
IS‘hca went hurrying back to the

sc

ool.

It was little over half an hour later

that the bell rang summoning the
whole school to Big Hall. Witn the
sound of the bell Selbury lost mosu
of its excitement. The summons
probablg meagt that Audrey Brent
was to be publicly expelled.
_ Silently the girls lined up, and
there was a stir of interest when Miss
Mortimer appeared upon the plat-
form followed by Miss Carstairs and
Pam. Where was Audrey Brent?
And what was Pam doing on the
platform?

Miss Mortimer’s opening announce-
ment created another stir of surprise.
“Lilah Jupp!” she called. “1 want
you up here. :

The slightly built %lrl gazed &t her
in stark surprise’ for a moment.
Then slowly she obeyed the summons.

“Lilah,” Miss Mortimer said, “I

(Please turn to the back page.)
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VAN HAGEL IS SURPRISED

HIRLEY BLYTHE and her chums,
Tess and Dick Foley, were stay-
ing 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 bulb grower.

Zella asked the chums to find a
_tulip bowl, shaped like a clog, which
was_of vital importance to her..

The chums found the clog, and
from it learnt that Zella must visit
_the Castle of Flowers, the tulip
growers’ club in Amsterdam.

They had tickets for the ball which
was to be held there, and in an
attempt to obtain a ticket for Zella
they went to help the Mayor at the
Town Hall in- Breukelen. Just as
Jan had obtained the ticket, how-
ever, Zella’s guardian arrived on the
scene, and demanded to know what
Jan had handed to Shirley.

. . . .

o “ZHA’I‘ is it you have found?
Give it to me, Shirley!” There
was & note of menace in Mr. van
Hag!el’s voice. “Give it to me, I
sayl”
But Shirley’s wrist flashed behind
her back before he could snatch the
ticket or even see it. He did not
know what if was Jan had given her.
He must not know!
She ducked as he made another
lunge at her. Then, with the ticket
smothered desperately in her hand,

she took to her heels across the
mayoral hall.
“Give it to me—— Ah!” Mr.

van Hagel sprang after her, and she
heard him gasp as he stumbled on
the highly waxed floor.

“Careful, Shirley!” came a warning
cry from Jan. )

She nearly came to grief herself,
hampered by the wooden clogs and
voluminous Dutch skirt she wore.
Somehow she saved herself, recover-
ing her balance quicker than van
Hagel recovered his own,

She fled back through the side
sage, back to the miniature
station, where Tess and Dick were
hovering, alarmed, in the doorway.

“Shirley, what’s happening?”

But there was no time to answer

their questions.

Shirley saw the polished fire-
helmets hanging on their pegs.

uicker than thought, she thrust the
ticket into the nearest of ‘these
helmets.

Next second Mr. van Hagel burst
into the room. He was breathing
fast with excitement as he cornered
her there, seizing her hands.

“You have saved me a _ lot of
trouble, Shirley. You have found a
clue concerning a certain little tulip
bowl that Zella mentioned to you.

as-
re-

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—18-2-50

what is it? I must have Iit.
Where——" . '
He stopped abruptly -as’ he dis-
covered that her hands were empty.
“1 don’t know what you mean, M

r,
van Hagel. Clue? Tulip bowl?”
Shirley began_ in blank tones.

“Don’t fool with me! I must have
it!  You've passed it to the boy!”
And his hands leapt at Dick, clutch-
ing at.the pockets: of thes.baggy Dutch
trousers borrowed from Jan.

“Not me, sir. You can search me!"”
Dick said, looking astonished. £ ¢
haven’t got anything!” .

“Or me!l” ~echoed Tess, whose
demure headdress and costume made
her look as innocent as a Dutch

doll. - “What is it you’re looking for,

Mr. van Hagel?”

He did not answer, but began to
search round, groping in every pos-
sible hiding-place. Peering into the
fire-buckets, c¢raning his ‘lean neck
under the wheels of the quaint old
fire-engine, combing .every corner of
the little stone shed.

“What is it youdve found? Where
have you hidden it?” he hissed at
Shirley. “I will give you one last
chance—before T denounce you to the
mayor,” he threatened furiously.
“ Quick—there is someone coming
now. Tell me what you have hidden,
and where——" 3 "

The chums whirled round with a
jump as they heard steps in the pas-
sage.” The mayor’s plumg figure ap-
peared in the doorway, beaming at
them from under

“Now, my young scholars, have you
not finished?”

“your worship, they are not
scholars, they are impostors!” Mr.
van Hagel cried. “Three young

English scamps masquerading here
under false pretences!”

“English?” The mayor gaped in-
credulously at the trio in their
Dutch garb.

“If you please, your worship, we
came with- a chum of -ours in the
school party, because we wanted to
help you,” Shirley said in breathless
English. “We’ve been polishing up
these firemen’s helmets!”

The mayor turned.

“You have polish zem most beau-
ful!” The mayor was delighted. “I
am indeed honoured——"

“Jt is false—she is deceiving you,

HIDDEN INSIDE THE

FIREMAN’S HELMET—

The Vital Ticket For The
Fancy Dress Ball!

his porkpie hat,.
‘and_ speaking in Dutch,

your worship! These 'young im-
postors did not come here for any
honest purpose!” broke in Van Hagel
harshly. *1 was watching them from
the calé across the way, and my sus-
picions were aroused when I saw- how
Turtively they were behaving. I am
certain they came here .to Bteal!”

The mayor’s face went as red as
his robes. A

“You insult our young  English
visitors!” he protested: “1 will vouch
for their honour. You were in the
;:afé——but I have been here all morn-
g E
“That does not_alter my
picions——" began Van Hagel.
- “What _ are your suspicions?”
Shirley challenged him.

“What are we supposed to have
stolen?” questioned Dick.

*That is what I mean to find out.”
There was a very crafty gleam in Van
Hagel’s eyes. *“His worship has been
too busy to watch you. But I am
not busy. I shall stay here and make
a thorough investigation. And I shall
not leave until I am proved either
right or wrong——"

“You will leave instantly!” The
mayor’s cemmand was like the bark
of a gun.  Then he turned apolo-
getically to the chums. “I must ask
you all to go, mine young friends. A
meeting begins now at which I am
to preside. Thank you for your
help, and please accept my apologies -
for this Dutchman who 1is not a
Dutch gentleman!” .

Shirley & Co. looked a. little dis-
mayed. How could they retrieve the
precious ticket in front of Mr. van
Hagel without giving the truth away?
They could only file meekly out
through the passage, leaving their
trophy in the fireman’s helmet.

Jan was anxiously waiting for them
outside. His face cleared with relief
when he heard what had hap-
pened.

“Dot, is fine. The ticket is safe—
Van Hagel does not suspect. You
will get it as soon as the meeting
ends—then I see you outside my
school at dinner-time. Goot! Now
I must fly!” And he sprinted off
across the square.

The chums did not linger outside
the civic hall. Tt was a safe bet that
the meeting would last an hour or
two, judging by the earnest-looking
villagers who were streaming in; and
it would be reckless folly to be seen
dawdling there by Van Hagel, who
would most certainly shadow themr
again. )

They wended their way through
the quaint little side streets leading
off the square, seeking a cosy café.

“Hagel hasn’t wasted much time,’
Shirley remarked. *“We only founc
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o

big warm stove,

the tulip bowl yestelda.y and now
_he's like a cat on hot brick
“pid you notice how he gave him-
self away?" asked Tess. “It’s the
first time he’s ever blurted out one
word a.bnut the tulip bowl.”
“I'd like to know what he thought
he was lookmg for!" said Dick
on Priday, ‘when

we go to tne 1§1)41c3¥ dress ball at the
Flower Castle in Amstemam," Shirle;
replied excited “Gee, aren’t
glad we've got ma.t tlcket for Zella
so that she can be there!”

“'The more I see of Van Hagel
Tess said earm ﬂy. “the more
certain that Zeua.s happmeu, a8 r
brother said, depends on solving the
gxz:{ery of that queer little tulip

0

They found a snug café overlnok-
ing a tiny harbour where the
boats berthed. ' The nal

lads made room fos them round t! e

at shall 'we wear on
Tha. kept g he girls busily talking

for the next hour, and it gave Dick
a chance to improve his Du ch, with

the axd rase—book and the
ﬂailﬂ -ngh three were

warméd and
bi thev Left the café
gh civic " S

to b

e'll nacs Zeila'a tk:ket now,
and mxt problem,” m&
said - thoughtiull iﬁ Bow z;e

ing - to smu
gxgusg e. on Fﬂday'?" :
'u tackxet that probl
“Yes, - byt 'how? ‘Hagel
loc| 'h'ez!ufn her. rooim, remember !”
“And 111 b& our jab to sneak her

her
when

inside one of those helmets re-
poeed Zella's  precious dance-ticket!

GETTING BACK THE TICKET

HIRLEY! Our ticket!”
88,
“Tt's in—it’s in one of those
helmets!”

“1 know! Den’t tell me, 1 know!
But *—Tess swa;red on her Ifeet—
“what do we do?”

“Do? Join the procession, of
oourse ! Come on!” Dick said frantie-
a.ng “ We mustn't let those helme‘ts
of our sight!”

A d professor followed tne

ﬂnmen down the steps, lead!

solemn-=f. of girls a.nd
4 ln mortar-boards and gowns-——

i ¢ collegians. rley & C©
dashed uhrough e crowds and ta,lled
on behind them.
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We .
.w

looked dainty- enou% in mau 1
skirts and clogs-—but . %
s were

gasped

The policeman gaped—thenﬂ he
concluded that they must be dis-
tinguished young scholars from some
other village, invited here g the
mayor. He saluted Shirley and Tess
and Dick, and hurriedly cleared a
ath for thexn. Two gold-braided

unted on horseback
j?med 'in £he Year of the chums and
sed them effectively in the ranks
of the procéssion.

To tne beat of the drum and the
blare of the : band, Bhtrley & Co.

marched off across the squa

- Where are we going:” wmspered.

ess,
“We're where those helmets

g ust a few yards forward of

n the procession. But they

dn't get any nearer to them.

hey could: ‘voice their anxious
questionsto

of them ‘danece-

m helmet and w at he had done

it.
’I'hat ticket might ha.ve been lost,
thrown away, - estroy
might have happeae o T —buy they
couldn't know They could only
trail. behind, painful suspense,
watching’ those nelmets bobbing - t.o
the swing of the band.
Out through the square they
marehed, and along & broad ave
of elegant houses. Evidently
the village nved
m. ne*hcame out rom their
OV Ways mayor

and his slderman. and th ﬁm?ﬁep,

and tne colieg ms o ln
9, on|
theh‘Tg)armwed Dutc%m i)

¥ e ?de

t
us,” saxd Diek out:ot %ge

mou
p\wzlemenu.rof ”fme w%ﬂey

ated
early
ing  resi-
addresses they

y ghters
ents, because the:
n faet, pea.sa.nts’

had berrowed we;re.

craamg round to logk at them.

1 three were hot the ears, and
chk was perspiring when at last the
g‘rocession stopped at the city

ney formed & semiwgcle rou

stone archway, and

y
“Hes going to unvell a plagune—
now’s our chance!” breathed Dick
“T1l go and talk to the firemen!”
And he darted forward towards those
brass helmets.

nothhe mayor m n; ‘ged

mit

8]

“ 1’ as D ck moved and he had
o shrink back inte his place beside
Shtrley and Tess.

There they a.d to stand, with those
helmets almost within their reach—
so near and yet so far

The mayor's speech ‘went on for a

hic]
e-ticket.

-ticket

very long time. Then he unveiled
the plague. Then all the aldermen
made speeches. Then, at last, t
band struck up again,

“Now we can ask for our ticket.”
And Shailrley made
towa;rds the firemen.

t it wasn’t all evert
wheelec\ round, on the march, and
%w{er one teil aolemmy intq step be-

n

The chums %?lum on:ly stifie their

0"
all right, we're gp!nx back to

brass helmets. Them just as they
entered the viliage equare, within
sight civic hall at last, all
those he met.s uddenly went bobbing
away in dmerent; directiqns.

h ssion’ had broken up.
The ﬂt&“ were dispersing In

eparate
- Sto tn Dick }

of tnem, Tesal"
she ew to the neares a,n she
coul e. ‘‘Excuse me—pardon!
Soe cmtohed at the ﬂremans belt.
_you, please—did you find ‘a
ticket in your helmet? dance-

ticke
had_ to repea.t the

2 PELE

quest.ion
him
wme

Isngodse

a8 gasted
asm wt some
, should a fancy dress dance-
be. found in thelr fire helmets?
Desperately the chums sgreaked
after a group of three more firemen
d rting acress the square.

gni

To their one of them under-
stood 4 littte glish.
A ch heime you t the ticket

in®” he asged with d ty “V'tch

hang on?’
;&r'll‘g; s&?&t bggt—ﬁnearest the door.”
g sy he pandeved, “An!

» headdresses. Dot vould be—w nelmet? Let me
admit%ed ey, b B I m@ “Dick was still meore of a puzzle 10 gee—ja!  The hel of s the
it somenow—-— broke aff, ‘h“e 3“"1’““4 5"&‘5’;5 He . window-cleaner.”
staring, aangg entexed ﬂf!fg village 15» "“"fﬁ rmmm W uj;n nev Wm you ngm nim
S 9, what's going on?' eamtwo%!s/m ahdtue‘ o five o ey abait
oulhere was a large crodid RtUCTCC - livgle round cap on his hesd was 100 qp :“.mm-m : VFT X
gendarme was clearing a space at the O comm iuslﬁ as the chumsth or I nege is Fr ns? He pol!nteﬁt(i; 5

“'rhe meeting’s over! "Phey're b es now! .. O
‘coming out!” Te ea e rennd bfcy ie, see? Dot 58 Frans!”
ﬁ%ndf-look tbme’s!: W el what w‘“fm mgfl th% Guioalty, e “‘m’ Guent o8 of.2

“Geel s going to he & pro- - nigd Th e r] ‘553 brass ttvanishedasits
cession|” whooped Dick. “I'm glad Di¢ en they lod 1 Qxi‘de-s
we didn't miss Who 18 1t We h‘“" ‘hi mnour of Get our kes—%utc gg.nted
iz In brigdht scgrligt u;xiuermst the gri:lé {E}gg&?_gv if g!m n§‘“ intel- ghirley a wild rush

e stoo a ring ou side ¥
e,s,cmha“n AS the pudhs gazed,, the 880 nwrw-boam, asked them, M o tme e{ﬁ‘em
bass drummer raised his baton. courteous eh. " edlybvthei:bik«wa&ﬂnfor
Boom! The band struck up with Wi t does she say, Shirley?” whis- to
dammi prass and clanging cymbals, Persd i " 50 you come &% Ml 1 wonder
Down the steps came Ul the portly, red- I—1 “think she's asked us Who We what had bs) to you—->"

.- cloaked -mayer. mump, are?’ stammereqd Shif] “It's what pmed to our ticket
blue-cloake: aldermon Then the  Dick feit that an answer was due.  that ma tters mdx
elders of the vislgi.ze. bearing scrolls b{lu—;ter;g.ﬁtm deagzmteii spec . It’s ?el'x:e na !t's stuln?n e it
And ’%,‘Q:f._‘ white beards. mP %1 for the ezercise, you % 's gone. A% ? '

o o?: my stars!” Shirley sald w Jan alemd the sto them
famtxy “Look !” hat answer fairg eturgeﬂ in jerks as they wa s cycnng

eps came seven portly cole at e chums frantica}ly down that. sidte~street, in

ﬂremen Eac;g wore upon his head Soul SC”CEIY e of Fr the window-eleaner.
of those huge brass helm so helmets for 'ehe tounded raues It was a , wisttng street,
br tly pohsh‘é% by the ¢ uma. under the tar-beards, wh!ch kept He

and Frans w!
3( the distance when
they sl m ngain——hmt 3 dwa.rt

figure on ‘
msmmg rasn nelmet 'I'he chums
aave a feverish shou

ere he goes!®
But no soomr did they

limpse him
than %ono aga! jashing
rounsd the next
Three tim.es they tted - him.
'I‘hey cycled on ally, scorch-
ing round r%%c wists. :
s and cafl
en all at

once the road 5 aighm—

ened to a line of cottages and the
eountryside, and this time their

helnwbed guarry had vanished com-

plete
An Honmd z deserteu
before t.hem No a so
“ach, here wmewhere!”
gasped Jan.
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“Then he’s gone invxsible I can’t
see him!” Tess panted, swaying over
her handlebars.

But Jan was swivelling his gaze
left and right at_the cottag:s they

passed. S0 was Shirley ddenl;

she spotted one with windows tha

were dazzlingly polished, even for
H land. Over the r

nted slgn ,a W, daw-eleanet’s sign,
‘ans Hofwe

ang %

ch ums spra.ng from their bikes

and knocked the door. It

8" url) ﬁgure gﬁff'mmemm
eman’s nic,

minus his helme t

had seen through the mirn
- suspended outside the door for the
purpose of spotting callers in
vance -according to Dutch custem.
“Come in!” he said haspitably, and
held open the door.
The first thing Shirley spotted, in

that speckless kitchen, wa.s the in front °f the mirror, wearing
shining brasg helmet. It hung by Deautliu wum{&m Hastern Tobe,
its strap on the back of a ’fha . Her spgng ; L
steps sidled wards it as awn by Shirley—Tess! You think I lodk
magnet. zxd . 9 .she asked hesitantly.
over her shou m sheé 3k ohe ou .leok lovely, Mrs. de Voort,”
paldpltfgting 1001& lnsicle tha.tth:ﬁmet—ﬁ Sh!rley assured her. Doesnt she,
r went throu .
Hhem. ¥l kemer 8 s pertect, said ' Tess. “The"
There ‘was nothing inside it except colours a.re Orgeous and that lue

its black leather lining! Nothing
else—no sign of the meeioua ticket !

Jan was talking in Duteb to the
fireman. A sm le sm‘ead over- Frans
Hofweg’s lar,

“English he aam, and turned in
laughins astenishment to the chums.
“7 think someone play littlé joke on
v But this is wnarc you leok for—
yes

drew _out the dance-ticket.
heers! We've found iti”
Shirle;

hugged

ugmeﬁ Frana

unders tand t«ﬁe homwuﬁw g:rw;ts
true

uring out coﬂ'ee tor them trom the

steami! the stove
1&{: staygxg at Bootendorp?" he

“ J& mt p
is my Eﬂembs
him

with
ﬁ“ Me, I —k;mwmn there sam& to
ans. "

clean the vindows for B&

el.” He grimaced with d&slike as
he uttered tghat “He vants
me to go this ws&k But I think ¥
not go. is mean skinfiint, is Heer
van

‘s nothing to m;é"'é‘
of ¥ th ie it, agshmedey;” srinne&
an en
W 2 ;ﬁu 1ookin|

1&

's farm. They
land,” Jan told

vou? Frans. My ladders is
g}onty long, and 1 do, not mmd ze
windows,

t—
was tmnkms. Bhirle-y sald
X @ thrilled voiceﬁc;;m wou!d

us ve if
ma Mr. van Hagel’ wln-
dows—on Friday!

DANGER THREATENS

EE!” Diek looked at her in
awed admiration., “Our
Shirley’s got something here!”

“It's a4 brainwave!” exclaimed Tess.
‘f‘I do l')elteve she’s aolved our lem
or_us

Frans beamed, deciding this must
be some sort of joke a.gamst Van
Hagel whom he disliked, there-
fore only too ‘willing to ebuge the

f*ﬂday?" " e noddoi,d “
could come to Haﬁ on ay
—but it vould have early.
o'clock in ze mom ng

“AS it s itﬂ you,

long
Hofweg, that’u suit us fine” S,hirley
smmﬁg “Well look forward to
ing ly ou in Bootendorp. I knnw Jan
would love youy to eall in at t.hc cg.gn
before - you , and
with us.

She whispered her plan to Jan, and
CIRLS’ CRYSTAL—18-2:50

His hand went to his pocket and he

&nd Teﬁcwld Imost have .
tement. de- .

though he dig net

hatted

he added a few more words to Frans,
in tch, arranging certain im-
porta.nt details of that plan. It was
all s m thsmeothly and happily, by

“1 smell goot coffee,” said Frans,
winklng at them all.

“Sorry we can't stay to enjoy it
with you, Mr. Hoftweg—but Jan will

the their host good- look after you,” Shirley told him,

bye—until !'ti “Sit down and make yourself at
“It was " chasing_that Jolly me.”

old helmee all over Breukeien Then breathlessly she sped out

laughed Shirle: ¥ they unted through the. back door, a.ceom anied
 bikes, ~We've fonnd the ticke ess and Dick. took the
—and it's brought us luck. If omy gatzh througn tha buIb slds  until

our luck holds out on Friday——" hey reach h edge ind Mr.

“Then wé’ll have geua. away with
us before Van Hagel got the sleen
t 01 his ews’“ bzeat Dick.
preparations were in
full swingathat evening when they
returned the farmhouse with Jan.
The three aairyma.lds were breath-
less}y tum ieout trunkfuls of cos-
tumes itchen, - and- Jan’s
mothm' pesing a litile mxousiy

sash is 'n outshine
Shiriev and me a’hsoiut

Climbing in ‘th:ousk the window, smmy smiled at the surprised Zella,
Amsterdam,*

coming with us to
g'omx to wear, you

uw
and éﬁrley?" asked . de Voort.
Tesa left maw 1;0 a.nswer that
"Wen we thoughs ‘we'd g0 lnto
Amsterdam early on Fi
cheose SOmMe! mi there. You see
Mys., de Vi oort ere’s just a l—
bility that we shall be bringin
friend alang ‘with us to the ball.’
mm“ £ adeed, it And Jans ros
er was as meased as the chums
themselves
Duri

energias on enjoymg themselvea.
They made eral memorable trips
10 near-by historlc glaees. and mever
had they enjoyed lves more.
The: more they saw of Holland the
mo;e ‘they liked i
was on Fr!:day meming. soon
atmr ;311 that & cheerful knock
sound at the kitchen door.
and the chums had the
themselves, and thez
very ea erfy nock.
“Ah, it is Heer Hotwe )
© Jan opened the door, and inte the
kitchen stepged Fireman Frans, wear-
ing his window-cleaning -overalls.

_not yes ha
the next day or two Shirley Ssurprise,
thy dress

van Haeel's cg There they
ed, crouching down in lndm&
wh le they spied out the land.

A tall red ladder. with a window-
cleaner's bucket awabs attached
to- it, stretched rlgbs up bo the sill
of one { the er windo 'rans

made no ta.ke. It was the
wlndow of Zella’s room

Temenwudemred. There
was no sound :l’rmu th,e se

be

“Bu Shme "

ehh'? yau’d better let me = i y

3 u stay W e

mmed Shirley

And silent as shadow ? g ed in

through the way, Strajght across
the lawn to the lacdder.

“Y‘ouro
she said. “We’ve got everything fixed.”

‘Her limbs trembled, her feet
m iver beneath her as she
rungs. t

at
ong

n
tly

no'

t00 aal a few seconds to reach
pper window, but it was nk.e a
rnity. She drew the

without 8 sound, cl red a

et the sil and Inte the room.

“ghirley!” came an incredulons

Ze{ia stood in the midd:le of the

She had s that window
myateriousl openmg an

she Bad
time to recover from her

“Zella, you're coming with us to
Amsterda.m———yo 'r e commg NOW—
we've got ev ing fixed!” Shirley

d her breat l.esslv “We've got ‘a
ticket for ou tbe fancy dress ban
to-night a F er Castle. We

xP tecetnar-—we'll find tbat
tu lp bowl clug——m—-"

he broke off, smothering the rest
of the sentence as she he%ﬁ: heavy,
ominous steps coming up stzlrs

“It’'s my guardtan o

ﬁ.ﬂey. tts

in stifled pan
van Ha.gel—he's coming here nowl”

Does this maan wh will be unable to
go with the chums to the fancy dréss
ball 2 Look out for surprising- cvlj.p-
ments in next week's exsiting chapter:

1



A SURPRISE FOR JUNE

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

who was returning after a long stay
abroad. :

While there she was amazed to see

a man closely resembling Noel break
into a museum and smash ‘'a porce-~
lain statuette of the Green Archer, a
legendary figure who was supposed. to
Haunt. Knol
dared live there. -
_‘When June met Noel he denied
he had been the person she had seen,
fﬁnd'blshe assumed . her ‘uncle had - a
‘ggouble. 3

. . Later, June was @sked by Ronald
Garth, an author.whose storY about
~the Green Archerwas to be filmed at
Knoll Castle, t0°go .there under an
-assumed name, -as. -he. believed an
‘attempt was to be made to prevent
‘the film being made. ' i

June managed to secure a part in
the film and travelled .t6 lonely Knoll
Castle. On arriving there, she heard
a scream and, looking up, saw on
‘the battlements a figure dressed as
~the Green Archer.
Green Archer!

. . L]
THE
The legendary figure whose
appearance at Knoll' Castle was
always supposed to be the fore-
runner of disaster!

Though June was not supersti-
tious, she could not suppress a
shiver as she gazed up at the
battlements.

There was something very ghostly
about that green-clad form sil-
houetted against the black, stormy
clouds of night, and the. moment
was made all the more awe-inspiring
because of the memory of that girl-
ish scream which had shrilled out.

A long bow clutched in one hand,
the Green Arche» leapt on to the
flat roof of a_tower at the back of
the castle. For a moment he re-
mained poised there, and the girl
detective caught in her breath.

She was thinking of that statuette
she had seen in the Folkestone
museum—the statuette which for
some mysterious reason had been
deliberately smashed by Noel Ray-
mond, . .

It was just as if that fragile porce-
lain figure had come to life.

Even as the fanciful thought came,
the Green Archer disappeared down
a winding flight of stone steps. A
moment, later the great double doors
of the castle were flung open and

ocut into the courtyard came stream-

ing a motley crowd of people—film
actors and actresses, technicians
and servants. ’

“Where is he?”

“Where's that Green Archer?”

‘; We'll teach him to try and scare
us!”
The air thn‘bbed with shouts,
some gngry, some frightened, and,
leaving the more nervous girls
huddled by the doorway, the rest of
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the crowd split up and went dashing
off in every direction. .

What exactly had happened?

June did not know, and for the
moment did not attempt to find out.
The excitement was infectious, She
felt the same burning eagerness to
track down the spectral visitor whose

had created such alarm.
Imp&x_lsively she went running for-
war g d

Some of thé men had made for
the arched . entrance to the road—
they evidently believed ‘the eerie in-
truder had- made  his “escape that
way. Others were searching the out-
.buﬁdmgs at the .foot :of the stone
walls. s e

:But June made “straight for the
rear of “the ancien{ castle. The
battlements were high, and it would
take the Green Archer ‘quite a time
to descend. those winding steps.
With luck, she’ might cateh .him
before "he could make good his
escape. e <

Heart thumping, she sprinted
recklessly ~on—through a narrow
archway, down 8 stone-flagged pas-
sage, eventually to find herself in a
dark, gloomy courtyard, smaller than
the one she had left and enclosed
by walls. which seemed to tower
right to the sky.

She stared around her, then stiff-
ened as she saw a tall tower jutting
out from the main building, a flight
of stone stairs winding round it.
And on the bottom step stood a tall,
shadowy figure—a figure whose right
hand grasped a long, curved bow.

“The reen Archer!” the girl
detective whispered - and recklessly
leapt forward, - fumbling for her
torch as she ran,

“Got,  you!” she panted, seizing
the unknown by the arm. “Caught
you red-handed!”

And swiftly she switched on the
torch. But as its beam cleaved
through the darkness she got the
shock. of her life. .

The first thing the torchlight
revealed was that her captive was
not clad in the green costume of
the Green Archer. He wore ordinary,
modern clothes. But for the six-
foot bow he had there was nothing
different about him from any of the
other male occupants of the castle.

But it was not his clothes—not
the great, deadly looking bow—that
made the girl detective gasp.

t was his face. )

Incredulously June stared, ~hardly
able to believe her own eyes.

June Believed The Man

With The Bow Was The

Green Archer—But What

A Shock Was In Store
For Her!

i
Rl
J,‘
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i
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JUNE’s

STRANGEST CASE

'By PETER LANGLEY

Surely there must be some mis-
take. This couldn’t possibly be——

But it was,

Illumined by the dazzling torch,
there could be no denying those sun-
bronzed, handsome features. :

“Nunky!” she exclaimed.
Noel!”

And Noel Raymond it was who
stood there on the bottom step,
grasping the bow.

“June!” came an equally as-
tounded ejaculation, but the girl
detective was too dazed to hear it.
Her brain was in a whirl,

What diii it mean?

Her uncle was supposed to be in
the South of France. He had left
by the boat train yesterday, stating
‘he would' be away for an indefinite
period. What then could he be
doing here, hundreds of miles from
his declared destination? And how
had he come into possession of that
sinister-looking bow? :

Involuntarily June found herself
shivering,

She could not help remembering
how strangely the famous detective
had acted -ever since that never-to-
be-forgotten morning when she had
*seen him smash the statuette of the
Green Archer in the Folkestone
museum., :

Suddenly she felt her hand seized,
and the torch was pushed round so
that the light fell on her face.

“June! So it really is you! But
how amazing! What ever has
brought you to Knoll Castle?”

At the sound of that familiar
voice all her troubled thoughts
evaporated like magic. How grand
it was. to see again the uncle she
admired so much! Her eyes danced
with delight and her pent-up
feelings found relief in a laugh.

“That’s just what I was going to
ask you, Nunky!” she eclared.
“Actually, I'm up here to work.”

“To—to work?” he exclaimed, in
surprise.

She nodded.

“Yes; I'm
You see——"

And eagerly she related all about
her interview with Ronald Garth,
the_ screen writer, now on his way
to Hollywood, and how at his sug-
gestion she had obtained a job with
the film unit, under the assumed
name of Carolyn Stuart.

“I'd just arrived when the alarm
went up, so——" She stopped, un-
‘able to Keep her curiosity bottled up
any longer. “But what are you
doing here, Nunky?” she asked.

He smiled..

“Uncle

a budding film star.

“Like you, I'm up here to work.
This film Cronberg is producing is
a thriller, and when I.learnt they
wanted someone to advise them
regarding the crime and police
technicalities—well, I jumped at the
chance!”

Junz gasped.
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* But, Nunky, youre suppbsed to
oe on the Rivi era"’ ,She protested.
“You told Par

He flushed, 11 suddenly con-
“scious of his’ decepton
- "1 feel rather guilty - about that,
Iy dear, tg,i {)ologemcally
1t Wasnt tan‘ deceive you and
other way.

, but—well, tbere was Jjust no
It was imperative that
certain_ people m London should
think I was going abroad. I Knew,
Kha.t }f 1 was to catch the Green
r e
“The Green Archer?” cut in- June
excitedly. 7
He nodded,
“Y It was that scoundrel who
was really responslble for me taking
on this job technical adviser.
And I knew I'd stand a better chance’
of unmasking him if my real destin-
ation was kept a secret, if only for
a few hours. 'Actua.lly. 1 nea,rly did
nab him just now, d
i June caught in. ﬁer
“You saw him racins down the
steps?” she. asked.
grmned trifie ruefully.
‘“Yes., But I am afrald he was too
smart for me.- He managed to wriggle
free and escape just before you
turned up on_ the ne, my de
though he did leave a rather inter-
souvenir behind him!"’
he held up the six-foot bow.
o that was it! June gave a sigh
of relief As she had expecteqd, there
was a_simple expianat on for her
uncle being here in such mysterious
circumstances. Then, as she remem-
bered what he had told her, her eyes
began to dance again.

cried. “The fact that we are part-
ners aln—working on_ the same
case ! olly, but aren‘t I glad that
I decided to—— She paused, her

heart leaping uneasily as she saw the .
strange look face. ‘Why,

on
Nunky, what ever’s the matter?” she v

asked.
He did not reply at once but stood
regarding her stl Then slowly
he hegan to s a.k

“No, June, this time we re not
partners,” he' s

She gave a startled cry

“Not partners, Nunky! Why,
what ever do you mean?” ’

“I mean that you must leave this
case to me, my ear—that you must
return to London!”

IMPORTANT DISCOVERIES

T was the biggest shock June had
ever received,

The news that Noel Raymond
had also come to Knoll Castle in
order to mvesti ate the strange
milstely of reen Archer had

d her wihh delmous delight, and
she had been certain that he would
be just as pleased as she was at .the
prospect of them resuming their old
pa}i‘tnershlp Instead of which—

he tears gathered in her eyes,
and it was almost 1ncredulously at
she stared up at
* Give up my ﬂl b-go back to
London!” she g pedt0 clutched
agitatedly at his arm “Oh, Nunky,
you can’t mean g
He gave her a.n understand!ng
s%ueeze, but his mood did not
change

e afraia I do, June,” he said.
“But why must 0?"” she gulped.

He shook his h
“Sorry, hut I <an’s explain, my
I ¢an only say that our ha})&ﬂ
as min

dear.
ness—yours as well

g ends on us parting for a while.
here is more involved in t.ms
Green Archer mys! than

get to the
bottom t—well, it’s essential

that I should work entirely on my
wn

It was impossible not to be im-

pressed v is _grave, earnest
manner, and the girl detective’s eyes -

filled w t W

What ol%oel’s cryptie words
mean? How could his—and her
—future happiness ssibly be at

stake? And w y was he so reluctant
about taking her into his confidence?
Never before had she known him to
be so secretive.
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"“Oh, isn'% it grand, Nunky?” she - ff
C

‘T'm connected with Nun

Nonczgg how wan and unhappy
‘she look: he gave her hand ano er
-fond. squeeze.

o

“I EKnow st how .you i’ee
dear,” he. sagu softly, * d
love you stay at the cd.stle,
but - there’s notmng you ean do to
help, and *—he shook_his head sadly
—“for both our sakes you must
leave at ence!”
Despite the fa.ct that she was b
ginning to_accept the inevitable, his

‘bagm to tell you how

words startled her.

“At—at once, Nunky?” she
faltered.

“Yes. No one knows you've

arrived, so the simplest way is for

to ‘collect your bags and steal off .

ou
gefore anyone -sees you. In the

morning w)l(ou can easily send Cron-.

berg a re, statin tha.t. you have
changed your mind—

He broke off, and his whole body
tensed as from the far side of the
dark courtyard came the gound: of
voices and approaching footsteps.

“The rest of the search-partyl"

he exclaimed. *“And they’re heading
this way. Quick Nip up the stairs
out of sight. We mustn’t be seen
to| etherl”

wiftly June obeyed, and lt ‘Was

Excitedly June turned to Noel Baymond
the test?** she asked.

two theories to

not until she was round.a bend in
the stairs that she- realised they
not sald effood-t)ye to one another
P but it was
. Noe] Raymomi still gx‘a.sp-
ing the Green Archers bow, was al-
ready stnding meet the oncoming
film crowd
Hux‘riedly the girl detective darted

back out of sight, and - there she
stood, unha py and troubled. For
Noel's crypt hints about their

being personany involved in the case
had deepened the sense of uneasi-
ness which, on and off, nagged
at her brain ever since that day
n the statuette had been broken.
She‘ hated the idea of returning to
London—of leaving Noel to grapple
with the mysterioug- Green Archer
on his own
“I'm certaln there’s sometmn I
could do,” she told herself, nd
there’s no need for anyone to know
unky. I'm here
under an assumed nsme, 50—
She ﬁmshed with surprised
g e had begun to climb ‘more
oI he wmdmg stairs, and suddenly
one foot had become entangled in
something that lay on one of the

stone steps.
Stooping, she picked it up and
eeréd a e objeet was a

ol
xolled-up bundle’ Cloth, as slip-

. per silk,

“ It looks like a garment!" she
exclaimed, then cried out again as
she unrolled the bundle. “Why
therg are two of them! . But what

Once again she hroke off, for at
that moment & watery mobn emerged

_from behind the clouds
_garments were
she guessed what
-, The Gr

.been much

‘one. which. made

na 1ts fite
light - disclosed that the two
yed green

e 8 oolé ‘them out

ful -
n before
reen Arcl:xeresy ghosfly cos-

tume!

‘He must have d it off and
flung 1t down on t e stairs when
escaping .from Noel Raymond.

With that thought came another
and June’s heart gave an
excited leap.

Why should the mystexar man have
wasted time in taki legen-
dary costume? : Surely it would. have
simpler to -have escaped
still wearing it?  Unl ess—-—-

. June caugh$ in her breath.

“Unless he’s staying. here at the
castle,” she w spered. “Unless he’s”

one of the film .
It was a star passibﬂi.w, and
e . mystery. seem
all w%ae more stra.n

ﬁy should - ge try to ruin
im m whlch he h*mself was

taking part

June shook hgr head, end again
stared down at the silken garments
which glowed in tl'}% moonlight with
a ghostly sheen. ey were so thin -

hat t,hey could be screwed up into

“ Nunky, are you game to put our

a ball small enough to go into. one’s
ocket and she was about to stow
hem away in her coat when sud-

ge§uy ;.he crackle of paper caught
er e

“There’s something hidden in the

{acketl” she cried, and with quiver-

nE' fingers explored.
rom one of the pockets she drew

a folded strip of parchment. Eagerly

she smoothed it out, then again she

caught in her breath, for written in
green ink were two words :

“RAINBOW, CAVE.”
Wha.t did they mean? Why

‘the Green Archerfso carefully hldden

away a pl?ece of paper containing

that nam

June did not attempt to answer
the e(é‘uestlon. for suddenly she
realis that she had seen that ill-

ed, scrawling writing before.
On the threatening note which
had been sent to Ronald Garth, the
screen writer,
Then this was proof that the
Green Archer and the writer of that

.anonymous letter were one and the

same person!

She straightened up, fushin
she remembered what Uncle Noel
had sald a few minutes earlier.

nothing I a9 to
s{xe breathed.

sees
ears my tl:\ that

the C:I;'een Archer may nve n the
Slippmg the piece of parchment
into pocket of her mae, June
bundled up the two flimsy garments
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and pushed them into the other
pocket.

She must find some means of get~
ting into touch with Noel. £ When
he learnt of her discoveries he might
alter his mind and let her stay on.

“Oh, if only he would!” she mur-
mured with a wistful sigh. . “It
would be simply wizard if——"

A sudden clatter of feet cut her
short. She whirled, just in time to
see three or four excited figures dash
round a bend in the stairs. Though
she did not know it, they were
youthful members of the film unit
who had banded themselves into a
search-party of their own.

“There he is!” arose the shout.
“There’s the Green Archer!”

Next moment the rl detective
found herself surrounded. One of
the group seized her by the arms,
while another switched on a power-
ful torch. :

“Why, it's a_ girl!” declared the
snub-nosed, curly-headed youth- who
held June by the arms.

One of his companions—a slender,
elegantly dressed girl with black
hair brushed straight back—gave a

14}

sniff.

“What of it?” she said. “For all
we know the. Green Archer may be
a girl.” With suspicious eyes she
regarded June.
up here?” she demanded. “What
have you been up to?”

THE GREEN ARCHER’S. WARNING

T was a novel experience for the
girl detective to be an object of
suspicion, but the knowledge

amused rather than worried her.
She laughed.

“1 expect I came here for the same

reason as you did—to look for the
Green Archer,” she -said.
. “What do you' know about the
Green Archer?’ demanded the black-
haired girl. ‘‘You don't belong here,
so why——"

“Hey, pipe down, Rose!’” chipped
in the curly headed youth. “You
don’t give her a chance to. explain.
She looks all right to me!” .

June flashed him a grateful smile,
though she could not help wonder-
i?%whether he would stjll think so

e knew what she had stuffed in
his coat pocket.
“Actually, I do belong here,” she
said. “You see, I am——"

But the curly headed youth held
up an interrupting hand,

“Don’t tell me. Let me guess,” he
bade. For a moment he stared at
her hard, then he chuckled. “Yowll
be Carolyn Stuart—the Ilast of. the
Tweenies,” he declared. “Does that
ring the bell?”

June echoed his laugh.

“It does as far as the name is -

concerned,” she admitted: “but 1
don't know about being the last of
the Tweenies.”

‘“Ah, of course, you haven't heard

our nickname,” sald the boy.

.. “Tweenies is what everyone calls us

youngsters. = We're all to play parts
in the fllm, you know. At least,
that’s ' Cronberg’s idea at the
moment, but when he sees us on
the set——" )

“Stop talking so much, Bob,” cut
in one of the girls, “and let’s intro-
duce ourselves!” She flashed pearly
teeth in a friendly smile. “I'm Kaye
Turner,” she added.

“And I'm Bob Staines,” put in the
curly headed youth. “And that”—
pointing to the black-haired girl who
was_still regarding June a little
doubtfully — “is Rose Summers,
Those other two chumps over there
are Vera March and her brother
Dick, while the fat girl is Tilly
Norton.

June smiled around.

;‘dPleased to meet you all,” she
said.

She gﬁnuinely meant it, for the
young m players seemed to be a
jolly, crowd. Nevertheless, she sighed
as she .spoke, for suddenly she re-
membered she was not. to become
one of them after all.

“But what was all the excitement
about?” she asRed. “I only just
arrived when thh scream went up,
and, though I joined in the general
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“What are you doing’

"he snorted.

search, I ' don’t know exactly what
happened !”

“It was our own private ghost,”
said Dick March.

“The Green Archer,” added his
sisber, and gave a little shiver.

‘“He suddenly appeared at one of
the windows and shot an arrow into
the Banqueting Hall—just as_we
were having supper,” explained Bob.
‘“Come along. I'll tell you all .about
it on the way down.” :

And he linked his arm with June’s,
but the girl detective resisted his
cheery pull, and she flushed with
embarrassment as .she remembered
her uncle’s order. - .

“I'm afraid I'm not staying,” she
stammered.

‘“Not staying?”

They all regarded her in astonish-

ment. June’s flush became more
pronounced,
“No. ‘I may have to give up my

ob here,” she added awkwardly. “In
act, I ought to be on my way to the
station now!”

‘“But there aré¢ no trains to-night
-—and none to-morrow, as it’s Sun-
day!” protested Dick March.

‘‘Besides, you can’'t give up your
Job before you've even started it!”
cried Bob, and then laughed. * Gee,
but you must be pulling our legs!
Come along, my girl, and no more
sprucing!”

And once again he gave her arin
a friendly pull.

This time June allowed herself to

be half-led, half-dragged forward, .

Now that her presence here had
been discovered, she felt she could
hardly leave the castle without
making some excuse to the film pro-
ducer hetself. - Besides, it was vital
that she should see Noel Raymond
and ‘tell him what she had dis-
cdvered. . ) P e

“I'm sure Nunky will understand,”
she  told herself; and, when her
luggage had been collected, she fol-
lowed the laughing, joking Tweenies
through the great doorway into the
Banqueting Hall. no

Around the huge  fireplace, in
which two oak logs crackled and
burnt, other members of the film
unit stood discussing the evening’s
excitement, b#t Noel Raymond was
not_amongst them. .

“Look, that’s the jolly old me-
mento the Green Archer left behind,”
saild Bob Staines suddenly, and he
pointed to a panelled wall, opposite
a high, mullioned window. :

Wonderingly June looked at it, and
she gasped as she saw an arrow
sticking in the woodwork. Tied to
it was a sheet of parchment paper,
similar to the strip she had found
in the pocket of the Green Archer’s
jacket.

-In glaring-.red capital letters a
message had been: printed on it, and
though they had seen it before, Vera
March and the other girls exchanged
uneasy glances at sight of it.

“THIS IS MY LAST WARNING.
NEXT TIME I SHALL ACT. CLEAR
OUT OF MY CASTLE WHILE YET
THERE IS TIME. e

“ (Signed) THE GREEN ARCHER.”

Dick March glowered across at the
threatening notice. X

‘“His castle! Of all the cheek!”
“I only wish I could lay
hands on him! TI'd soon teach him
that that kind of a practical joke
isn’t appreciated!*

“But do you really think it is a
practical joke?” asked June.

They all stared

“What else can it be?” demanded .

Bob Staines. .

Before the girl detective could
attempt a reply, she was hailed by a
grey-haired, dignified man whom she
discovered to be James Weatherly,
the business manager of the unit.

;:i must -be Miss Stuart,” he
said.

Come and be introduced, then w¢
must see about getting you some
supper.”

June’s head whirled with the
names which were tossed at her—
teere were so many of them. But

shé had no difficultv in recognising
Cecilia Selwyn, the glamorous blonde

‘“We've been expecting you,

star—Cecilia had long been her
favourite flm actress—and Lionel
Kerr, the suave, thin-lipped villain
who in private life was modest and
friendly, .

A quick supper by the fire, then

.a plump, smiling housekeeper took

charge vof her. On the way upstalrs, '
the housekeeper explained that
though the stars and other im-
portant people had rooms to them-

‘selves,- ‘the majority of the unit
-would sleep in dormitories.

When the housekeeper had guided
her to the long dormitory which she
was to share with five other girls
and had departed, June's first task
was to lock the. Green Archer’s cos-
tume in one of her suitcases. Then

- she undressed and got into bed, for

the long jeurney up from London
had tired her out. -

She was fast asleep before Rose,
Kaye, Vera, and the other girls came
upstairs; and the following morning
she was up long before her fellow
occupants of the dormitory were
awake.

Noel was an early riser, so now
was her chance to have a private
word with him.

Going downstairs, she found the
Banqueting Hall deserted, and she
was_about to set off in search of her
uncle when her attention was
attracted by neat piles of manuscript
arranged on an oak refectory table.

Crossing over, she saw that they
were film scripts, ready for distribu-
tion to the various members of the
caste, and at sight of them her
heart leapt.

Here was another reason for wish-
ing to stay on. It would be a big
thrill to take part in a film.

And then, as she picked up the
script which bere the name “ Carolyn
Stuart,” she gave an excited gasp,
for as ,she fingered the paper she
made "8 ‘startling discovery-—a dis-
covery which made her feel more
certain than ever that the Green
Archer really was a resident in the
castle. . '

‘“ Golly, this proves——" she began,
only to- break off as- & surprised,
shocked voice rang out from behind

er,

“June! What does this mean? I
thought it was agreed that you
should return to London last night.”

And there -was Noel Raymond
descending the stairs.

June flushed at the look of stern
disapproval on his face.

“I'm sorry, Nunky, but I didn’t
mean to disobey you!" she -cried.
“For one thing, there wasn’t a train,
For another, the Tweenies discovered
me on the stairs® after we’d parted.
Besides, I couldn’t leave until I'd
told you about the big discoveries
I've made!”

‘“Discoveries!” exclaimed the
famous detective. “What dis-
coveries?”

“Well, first of all, the fact that
the Green Archer is a member of
the film unit.” 3

“What!” Noel Raymornd stared at
her in amazement. “You really
think the rascal is living here—in
the castle?” he ejaculated. *“But
it’s impossible!”

“It isn’t, Nunky. I'm certain I'm
right!” June paused, her heart
leaping as a thrilling idea occurred
to her. *“Are you game to put our
two ' theories to the test, Nunky?”
she asked.

“What exactly do you mean, my
dear?” hé asked.

Her cheeks flushed, her pulses
racing, June regarded him earnestly.

“You know I want to stay on here
and help you with this case!” she
gulped. “Well if I can prove hp-
yond all doubt that I'm righo*-
prove that the Green Archer really
does live in the castle—will you let
me_stay?”

He did not reply,
to survey her

but continued
ngly.
“Will __you,

frowni
Nunky?”

y
she crieg.

- “Oh, will-you?” .

Wilt Noel Raymond agree—or will
June have to return to London ? Be
sure to read next week’s chapters of
this thrilling new detective serial.
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MOLLIE FINDS A NECKLACE

“ OU'RE sure you’ll be all right,
granddad?”_

. Helen put her head out of
the railway compartment window as
she asked her andfather that
anxious question; but she was 100K-
ing at Mollie, her chimpanzee, whom
granddad held by a lead on a_red

arness, together with her pup, Jinx.

They were all three seeing. her off
at the station—only Popsy, the
parrot. was ssing, she having
remajned behind on her perch at the
Honeydew Cafe. .

This afternoon Helen was going
into thé near-by -market - town for
shopping, and  wisely she was not
taking Mollie or Jinx with her; but
they were sorry about it. )

“Yowp!” said Jinx, wagging his’ tail

and looking up at her. .
Mollie, the chimp, waved grand-
dad’s handkerchief, which. had a
moment before peeped temptingly
from his pocket.

“'Will they be all right?” said
granddad. “I hope so, Helen., It
certg;inly won't be my fault if they're

Helen didn’t think it was silly, as

she explained. )

“Now, be good, Mollie,” " Helen

urged the chimp. *“No_naughtiness.
. That goes for you, too, Jinx.”

She shook paws with Mpllie, patted
Jinx’s head, and settled back as tbe.
guard’s whistle went, and granddad
pulled Mollie and Jinx clear of the.

train.
“TlIl have to change at the
junction,” said Helen. *“But I'll have
plenty of time for the_ connection.
Don’t forget to change Jinx's drink-
$ing bowl, granddad—and don’t let
Mollie have that gong.”
The train began to move, Moilie
waved granddad’s pipe, which he was

gropu;% for in his pocket, agd, with
Jinx giving a farewell bark, Helen

went on her way in the train.

Granddad, waving for the last time,
snatched his pipe from Mollie, picked
up his handkerchief and regarded
the chimp sternly, Ta '

“ No nonsense,” he said.

He watched .the train go, and then
led the pets to the exit through the
booking hall, _ -

Mollie and Jinx were quite decent
about granddad; they gave him very
little  trouble, and they put up with

his erossness. In fact, they liked
him. Byt they hadn’t quite the same
respect for him that they had for

Helen; they could diddle him.
" Mollie, for instance, walking with
wouldn’t have dreamed ¢f
picking up a diamond necklace
merely because it glittered and
looked pretty. She would have drawn
Helen'’s attention to it and chattered,
and either have been given permission

to touch it or else lave been ordered

to let it stay and glitter. )
With granddad in charge, the situa-
tion was quite different, Granddad,
for one thing, was lighting his pipe. .
So he didn't notice the diamond
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necklace %mg on the floor of the
booking office.

Mollie saw the necklace, but she
hesitated for a moment between it
and a 'piece of screwed-up silver
paper, and then picked it up.

Her idea was to transfer the necklet.

to her satchel, which she carried.in
imitation of a handbag and in which
she stored banansa skins, brokern' lead
pencils, rusty keys, stones, and any-
thing else of interest and value. . '

Unfortunately, to get the satchel
round from her back she had to pull:
at her harness, thus attracting grand-

dad’s attention and making him burn

his finger with the m: :
‘;"Tshal . Mollie,

ang-—" : :,
He broke off, and stared at that

glitteri%xg, flashing necklet in Mollie’s
paw. -~ The pipe slipped from. his jaws

‘and- fell unheeded.

~“Mollie, ~ wherever -did
that?™ he gasped. * Give it to me.

He made a snatch at Mollie, but
she dodged him indignantly. It was
hers—she’d found it! - :

“ Mollie,-you idiot,”
dad, who spoke to her at times as
though she understood, ‘you've no
right to that. It's valuable. Who on
earth can have dropped it?” he won-

deﬁ%%au Mollie by reaching: for It
ng ollie by re: ng: for
th his left Y

wi eft hand, he hooked his
right round her neck and seized it.
*-“Now.” he sald, *now we've got to

find the owner——" .
As he hesitated, perplexed, g'sudden

exclamation from a man who strode -

up behind him made granddad turn.
“So you’ve got it, have you, you

thief!” snagned the man- in fury.

. Granddad went pale as

man’s angry faece. -

- “J—er—the chimp found it,” he

faltered.

“PFound it! H'm! More likely you
trained the creature-to steal it!

The man snatched the necklet as
granddad held it out, and there was
no hint of gratitude in his scowling
expression. -

_Jinx growled warningly. He didn’t
like men who spoke in this rough,
challenging tone, and he didn’t like
the man’s stealing Mollie’s toy. -

“Take better -care of your animals,”
the man added to granddad, who was
too confused to argue.

‘Then he strode out of the station,
with Jinx straining at the leash to go
after him. :

Granddad., reining Jinx in and
hauling at Mollie, went red_ now,
deeply embarrassed, even though
there had heen no witnesses.

He looked at the chimp crossly.

“You scamp! Nearly got me into
bad trouble,” he said. *“Suppose you

atch.
stop tueging, looked

you get,

snépped grand- -

- overcoat and
e met the-

3 : Iy g s i
By IDA MELBOURNE |

had hidden that in your bag with the:
rubbish, -and -we had got ‘it home
without knowing it? How could I
rove I ‘hadn’t stolen it? I might
have been branded a thief and sent
to prison.” . ) e
-Mollie 'clapped her paws. - When
granddad declaimed like an orator
she thought he was fun, . = !
Sl SRV e s
? girl, came huiryt into
%ma’mi J ihg-l;’anl:fv; h‘sne. ﬁ%ég ) te’arg
streaming wn. . her chgeks an
“Hallo, .:hallel” - sald- -granddad
kindly. :.“ What has happened? Can
I Belp?? ..o g, Clliaii e

The gir]l gulped, and for a moment:
could not speak.

“Oh, pleéasel! ;' Have. you seen a-
diamond. - necklet?” she  cried - in
agonised appeal. - ’ .

- Granddad 'drew in a_breath,
¢ yes—it's © all - right,” he
assured her, " “It’s been found. Don't
worry, my dear,” he added kindly.

The girl’s relief was amazing. . Her
face . cleared; -she smiled,

“Oh, thank goodness! I_should
have heen sacked otherwise. Is—is it

in the booking .office?” she asked,
pointing. . : 5

“No. I.gave it to the man,” said:
granddad. - .

~ “The man?” )
" The girl's eyes widened at that, and|
fear returned. ] g
“ Yes—the tall man with the blue
the red ‘scarf,” said.
granddad. ‘‘He said it was his.”

“But—>but it's nothing to' do with
him!” wailed the girl. " “Oh, dear, I
saw him hurrying off as I came in.
I've never seen him before in my life.”

Granddad, more agitated than ever
before, asked her a few terse, anxious
questions. In a moment he learned
that she was employed by a jeweller,
and that she had been given the task
of taking the extremely valuable
necklet to another shop. ' -

For fear. of thieves, who might
snatch it, she had not carried it in
her handbag but had put i
pocket—not knowing that there was
a small hole there—a hole small, yet
large enough fer the necklet to
slither through it. .

“Then that rascal was a thief!”
groaned granddad.  “He heard me
ask whose necklet it was—and seized
the chance on the spur of the
moment. e can't be a brofesgional
—just an opportunist, but a raseal,
all the same. Quick. hold these,
animals for me, while I-give «chase!”!

Jinx The

Pup, And Mollie The Chimp, On The
Trail Of A Stolen Necklace

L
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Giving the leads to the gnl he
hurried from the station.
And so did Jinx. By a quick tu

Jinx easlly freed his lead from the
girl’'s grasp. Then he went racing
after granddad—but_mnot to the car
park, where granddad meant to make
inquiries.

Jinx’s keen sense of smell told him
that the man had not gone on to the
car park, but had turned right and
crossed the line by the footbridge.
So after him Jinx went.

JINX JOINS IN o

'HE man judged himself to be per-
fectly sate. A train had come in
on the tar sid mttotm, where

his wife waited for

‘“The chimp picked the necklet up
just before [ could,” he muttered,
“but I managed to bluff the animal’s
owrer. We'll be all rignt. I've taken
the red scarf off. I'll dump my over-
coat, and any description tne oid man
is likely to be aple to give won’t fit.
We'll be in the train travelling in the
opposite direction, while he's chasing
cars or wasting time with the pouce.”

He showed his wife the neckiet, and
they stared at it, amazed, tor it was
worth at least a thousand pounds.
She had seen it on the floor of the

. booking office only & moment after
the girl, arriving by train, had
- dropped it,

“What luck!” he breathed. ‘“And
;ve’ve got right away—no one follow-
ng us.’

They settled down in the compart-
ment of the train, and both smiled
as it pulled away from the station,
their own dishonest good luck biot-
ting out from their minds = any

- thought of the agonised distress of
the girl who had lost the necklet.

Giving the necklet to his wife to
hold, the man now crossed to.close
the sliding door that led into the
train corridor; but as he reached it a
dog rushed into the compartment.

“CGreat Scott!” He gasped, “It's
the old man's dog!”

: Jinx was. The pup jumped
- straight on to the seat opposite the
woman, and then barKed. He had

seen the necklet in her hand. .
The man, suddenly alarmed, looked
- hurriedly into the corridor; but there
was no sign of granddad, Then, hap-
pening to glance through the
window, he was just in time to catch
a glimpse of Helen’s grandfather on

the platform before the station
. vanished from view as the train
gathered speed.

“The dog must have followed me,”
he ‘said,” and scowled across at Jinx.
“We've got to get rid of it—push it
out at the next station or shut it in
another compartment.”

But now the shadow: of someone
else fell on the door, and into the
compartment came a man in uniform.

“ Tickets, please,” he said.

The man showed their tickets then

’ the inspector looked at Jl
* And one for the dog?’ .
“It's not my dog!” snapped the

man,

“Well, it's travelling with you. If
it'fxl not yours—it's name'll be on the
collar.”

Alarmed, because he did not want
inguiries made, the man made a mut-
tered exclamation, then held out

" some silver to the collector.

“He's my wife’s dog—dispute bhe-
tween my wife and me as to who
should pay. Tll pay,” he sald gruffly.
* All right, Fido!”

“Nice dog.,” said the inspector,

making out a ticket form

Jinx wagged his tail with pleasure.

“But he did not take his -attention
from the woman, who had hurriedly
placed the necklace in her handbag.

As soon as the ticket collector had
gone the man reached out for Jinx’s

ead.
el I'll take his collar and lead off

and throw them out of the window,”

he said. “Then he'll be a stray dog,
with no clue to tell anyone whose he
is or where he comes from.”
It was & cunning idea, and he made
a grab at Jinx’s collar.
t why should Jinx let a stranger
steal his collar?
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‘The man hadnt thought of that.
Jinx didn’t see why at all. He seized
the man’s shirt cuff, held on to it,

.and growled, his ears back, his eyes

glinting.

4 Careful—it’s savage 1
the woman in alarm,

The man eased his arm back and
glared at Jinx furiously.

“*'We'll get out at the next station,”
he snapped, “and let the dog go on
in the train. That'll lose Jhim until
we've got time to get clear.”

The train presently stopped at the
next station, but the man and woman
did not get out uniil the last minute
for fear Jinx might follow.

Jinx, meanwhile, - watched them
suspiciously.

.Suddenly, at the last moment, the
man sprang up and made for the
corridor door. By arrangement, the
woman stepped on to the platform by
the other door, and as Jinx turned

back, too late, to follow her, the man
slibped out into the corridor.

Both doors slammed, and Jinx was
trapped in the compartment.

“Diddled him,” said the man, join-
ing tne woman on the platform
“We'll double on our trail, catch the
next train back, and go to the
junction.”

They went over to the other plat-
form, the train they had just left
steamlng ou; as one in the opposite
direction pulled in with a roar and a
clatter.

It stopped, and the man and his
wife were about to board.it when he
felt a touch on the arm, and, turning

exclaimed

sharply, saw. the ticket collector
behind him

“Your dog slr"’ he said.

“ Mum-my dog

The horuﬁed man glanced down-—
and there on his lead, panting and
dustv. stood Jinx!
11 inx had escaped by scrambling

through the partly open window.
But jumping from a moving train
had been no fun. and he had rolled
over and over along the platform.
Getting up dazed, he had been seized
by a porter, and now here he was
after being taken along the subway
by the ticket collector.

“Thought you’d lost him, eh?” the
collector asked, smiling. “ Ah—dogs
are faithful creatures!”

The man- fumed—but he had to
Dretend to be grateful.

* Er—er—thank you—thank you
he said. ‘““Good old Spot!”

;Spot? I thcught his name was

o

“My wife calls him one name and I
another,” snarled the m:
He gave the ticket 1nspectox half-a-
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i:x‘ogvn, and then snatched at Jinx’s
ead.

The train stood waiting; the guard
was about to flag it away.

\LV ?” said the woman. *“What
n o)

“Let the dog travel alone!”

The man opened a door, making
certain that it was one with a closeua
window.

“In you go!” ordered the woman.

She swung her handbag at Jinx and
hit him witn it.

Quick as a flash, Jinx seized it be-
tween his teeth and tugged, then
leaped into the train. "

5

handbag—the necklace

inside it!” cried the woman in a
gan}i{c. ‘“Do something! Get it
ack——

“Stand away!” yelled the guard.

For a moment the man stood
gaping at Jinx, sitting perkily on the
seat with the woman’s handbag be-
tween his teeth. Then, heedless cf
the risk, the man hurled himself at
the moving train, and climbed aboard
it. He had to get back that handbau
from Jinx! }

EXCITEMENT ON THE TRAIN

RANDDAD was almost distraught.

- He did not know what to do

for the best, he really didn't. It

was alarming, worrying, heart-break-

ing. He had done his pest to console

the unhappy girl; but he himself

needed some consolation, too. Not

only was the necklet lost, but Jinx
was lost,

And that was not the end of the
sorry story. A few minutes later
Mollie ‘was also missing!

Granddad had lett Mollie in the
charge oi tne parcels office so that he
could continte the search for Jinx
and the necklace.

“T'll keep an eye on her,” the man
had said; but when he had looked
round a minute later the chimp had
gone.

She had gone under his counter,
but he did not know that and rushed
out of the office, thinking she had got
tlfi%‘ough a window into the booking
0.

Then the chase for Mollie began,
which Mollie watched from amongst
a pile of letter sacks, until the hunt
took another course and she was able
to borrow a porter’s cap and lamp
from the little room near by.

Into the station roared a train, and
Mollje became excited. She had seen
Helen step into a train, and thought
this was the same one.

But not immediately did Mollie
climb aboard, because she was watch-
ing granddad, who was rushing up
and down the platform in a -great
state of agitation.

The guard was now blowing his
whistle and waving his fi He
assured granddad positively that no
himpanzee had got on the train.

‘“Well, where is she?”’ demanded
granddad, muttering.
. The train got under way; and as it
gathered speed a flgure wearing a
porter’s cap rushed forward, swinging
a lamp.

‘“Mollie!” yelled granddad.

Mollie it was. She swarmed on to
the moving train and climbed in
through a window, still wearing her
porter’s cap, although she had had to
abandon the lantern.

Chattering amiably to the man
whose head she had trod on on enter-
ing, Mollie passed into the corrtdor,
leaving him with staring eyes and
hair standing on end.

Looking into one compartment
after another, and once pulling down
a newspaper that prevented her see-
ing the reader’s face, Mollie looked
for Helen. Naturally she didn’t know
that the sight of her homely face was
startling seen unexpectedly over a
newspaper.

The commotion on board the train
increased.

Then Mollie quickened her pace:
for she had heard a_familiar sound.
Jinx—barking and snarling threaten-

V.
Mollie hurried to the compartment
(Please turn to the bacl: page.)
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THE HEAD’S DECISION

CKY MARLOW & CO. wished to

enter for the Loeal Schools

Drama Festival, but owing to_the
scheming of Miss Appleby, - their
tyrannical Form-mistress, permission
was refused by the headmistress. .

However, with the help of Colin
Forrest, the nephew of the -head-
mistress, and new languages: master,
they held rehearsals in - secret.

Mr. Forrest told them that the con-
tents - an envelope, in Miss
Appleby’s study would expose the
mistress’ trickery, icky secured it
and hid it beneath a pile of costumes
in their secret meeting place. - Later,
when she and her chums went. there,
they found Miss Appleby, with the
vital enveiope tucked in her shoulder-
bag. In desperation the chums tried
to wrest it from her; and just then
came a_ scandalised cry from behind
them. It was the headmistress!

A STUNNED silence greeted the
headmistress’ appearance in the
secret vault,  Vicky and her chums
stood horrified, amid the forbidden
costumes and make-up - material
sct:attelied around by their desperate
struggle. B h

Miss Appleby was breathing hard,
but there was a gleam of vindietive
triumph in her eyes as she turned to
face the newcomer.

“Miss Vernon, thank . goodness
you've come!” she gasped. + “You
have seen, now, something of what I
have had to contend with during the
past weeks. You will realise that né}y
%omglalnts have not been unjusti-

Her voice shook in well-assumed
emotion, and the headmistress
turned a stern wildered gaze upon
the tongue-tied chums. )
. “Vicky—Merle—Karen!” Miss
Vernon spoke in tones of distress and
anger. “I am hardly able to believe
my eyes! What is the meaning of
this scandalous scene? Answer me
—at once!” .

Vicky. tried to reply, but she felt
suddenly choked. - ¢ dramatic -ex-
posure, vfonowing the strain and ex-
eitement - of the hour, had
numbed her thoughts.- Before she
could find words—before her. chums
could come to her aid—Miss Amgleby
was launched on a malicious tirade
against them. ' L

“Miss Vernon—forgive -me—but
the time has come to speak out!”
exclaimed the senijor mistress
harshly. “For weeks I have suffered
the reckless behaviour of these girls
—but, fearing that it might worry
you, I have tried not to_ complain
unduly. You are aware that, since

ou 50 wisely banned their play, Y
ave had cause to suspect they have
been rehearsing it in secret—in defi-
ance of your orders——’
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‘you—and

me, Miss
head-~
mistress, her face grim as she turned
her gaze on the scattered costumes.
“At the time I thought that you
must have been mistaken. I could
scarcely believe that the Luemors
would behave ]iBn sutih a way behind

“So you informed
Appleby,” interrupted the

my back. . seems "—she

u b
looked scathingly at the white-faced -

that you were correct in

“I _was, indeed!” declared Miss
Appleby, her manner more confident.
“1 realised that they were deceiving

I _Kkept - tireless watch.
This evening I managed to trail them
to_their secret place of rehearsal—a
cellar which, 1 have since discovered,
was closed slgtgle orders of ﬂlxe scho&l;
governors years ago. I caug
the ere red-handed——" ’

‘“Miss Vernon——" Vicky burst out
desperately. :

But the headmjstress’ stern gesture
silend her. ’ : . :

“ Proceed, Miss Ap%le y.” .

found them here,” went on
Miss Agple_by, with barely concealed
riurn , “in the act of removing the
incriminating costumes. When I
challenged them, they tried to escape.
I sought to detain them, and_ they
set about me like—like young hooli-
gans in their effort to get away.”

“Miss Vernon, that isn't . true!”
gasped Vicky indignantly.

‘“She’s twisted everything to suit
her own storyl” Merle ‘interjected
bitterly. 5

*Hear, hear!” echoed Kareh.

“Girls—how dare you!” The head-
‘mistress’ voice rose sharply,
ominously. ‘“Have you the effrontery
to accuse your Form-mistress of in-
venting the charge—in the face of
this evidence?” ,

She pointed to the trampled cos-

chums—*

‘your surmise.’

tumes—the scattered grease-paints
and wigs.

Vicky’s face was very pale as she
replied.

“Miss Vernon, I admit we have re-

hearsed secretly,” she faltered. . “We
desperately wanted to keep in
practice, in the hope that you would

raise the ban——"

“So!” exclaimed the headmistress
sharply. *“You admit defying my
orders: What. reason had you to
suppose that 1 would reconsider my
decision?”

Vicky took her courage in both
hands.

- Concluding Chapters Of
RENEE FRAZER’S
Exciting School Serial

girls ‘have accused

“ Because—because we hoped to
prove ‘to you that it was unfair.
Because we:knew that Miss Appleby
had been trying to wreck our play
from the first, for reasons of her
OWThima? L=

“Stop1” cried the headmistress,
her usually kindly features darken-
ing with incredulous anger. - ‘“‘Have
you taken leave of your senses, girl?
What: foundation - have you for your
outrageous statement?”

She looked at the senior mistress,
whose face: was almost as white as

the chums’. : : N
“Miss Vernon, I protest!"” she ex-
! v - *This "is intoler-
able. It is not:the

claimed  brokenly
firss: time_these

me of ulterior
motives - in my efforts: to - maintain
discipline. 1 have no doubt:”—her
tone e venomous—*that the
idea was put up to them by another
—someone W as been aiding
them in their reckless folly.” .
The £ headmistress was looking
searchingly at the chums, as though
seeking. some enlightenment in their
expressions. It was clear that she
was deeplyv upset, as_well as angry.
*Vicky,” she said, his voice grimly
restrained, “you have made a Imost
and unbelievable charge
%lnst Miss Agpxeby—a mistress for
whom I have the greatest respect. I

af
demand to, know from . what source

.you obtained your information.”

Vicky’s hands were ti htlf clenched
as she exchanged a swift glance with
her chums. It was plain t¢ her—to
all of them—what Miss Appleby was
drivi at. She was endeavouring
to -get them into a corner where they
would be forced to disclose the iden-
tity of their helper—Colin Forrest,
the young . master who d_ so
staunchly aided them in their fight
against tyranny! : .
_“I am waiting. Vicky!” sald Miss
Vernon. “ : .

Vicky. remained silent, and Miss
Appleby’s sneer became un-
mistakable. : « .

“It is unfortunate, Miss Vernon,”
she said, “that your nephew is not
here to s?eak for himself!” ¢

. Vicky:bit back the. cry that rose to
her lips.. S8he saw the headmistress
chanie colour, her figure stiffening.

“@irls,” she said—and this time
her voice shook—*if you have’ been
misled by—by someone older than
yourselves, - it ‘may possibly mitigate
your behaviour in_ the. eyes of the
school governors. I wish you to give
me & frank answer. It has been sug-
‘g;ested to. me, not for the first time,
hat my ne?hew-, Mr. Forrest, has
been the instigator of your disgrace-
ful conduct towards Miss Appleby—
and has led you to rebel against my
wishes. Is this true?”

There was sudden, deathly
silence in . the . vault., Miss Alppleby

y able

- thrust her head forward, hard!

her spiteful anticipation.
three chums stood there, very
pale, Vicky looked wup suddenly,
meeting the headmistress’ searching
gaze without a tremor, -
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“Miss Vernon, I don’t
stand !” she_ exclaimed boldly. * Mr,
Forrest has helped us with our play,
as you know, but he has never,
never suggested that we snould defy
you. As for our conduct towards
Miss Appieby, I still say tnat we were
jin the right, and it was I who led the

girls—"

“I, too!” interrupted  Karen
loyally.

“We were all in it!” declared

Merle in a low veice.

There was a moment’s silence be-
fore the headmistress spoke; it was
clear that she was suifering from
deep emotion. -

“I am sorry, girls,” she said un-
steadily, ‘“but in'the. tace of your
admission—and the fact that -you
appear quite unrepentant—tnere is
only one course open to me. I shall
report your conduct to the scnool
governors, and I leave it to their dis-
cretion whether you shall be ex-

pelled from the scnooll!l” She
paused. “Have you anything to say
to ‘'me, Vicky—or you, Merle—or
Karen?”

The headmistress’ gaze was fast-
ened on the white-faced trio, as
though to give them a last chance.

But, silent and unfiincning, they
stared back. Even the threat of
expulsion could not persuaue tnem
td implicate. the young masier they
all adored. ¢

“very well!” The headmistress’
words came with an obvious effort.
*“I shall contact -the governors . to-
morrow. In the meantune; you girls
will be confined to  the detention-
room—and “not allowed any commu-
njcation with ' your Form-fellows.
Miis;?épplgby; will you kindly see to

th; it

Misg Appleby turned to .the girls,
scarcely; able  to canceal a smile of
maliciolly. satisfaction. = ..
AComel” She ordered sharply,. .

“In heartbroken. silence tne- three
chums followed the tyrannical ~mis-
tress out of the.vault. It was Miss
Appleby’s moment of -triumph !

- A LAST DESPERATE BID

HE tantalising afternoon

shine : stréamed torough

barred windows of tuae deten-
tion-room at St. Gwynn’s School.

It was Saturday—tne day iouowing
the dramatic scene
Three foriorn figures sat gazing ‘at
their cold, untoucned lunch tnat had
been brought to them on a tray by
the duty-prefect,

5

sun-

“It’s two o’clock, girls,” Vicky
sighed unsteadily.. “The drama
restival will start in an hour’s time.”

“Don’t!” Merle groaned, pushing
back her chair from the tabie.
“Don’t rub it 1in, Vicky. I bet
Crabby’s in her glory! Even Mr.

Yorrest won’'t be aple to do anything
for us now——"

“But, thank goodness,” put in
Kairen, ‘“he’s in the clear, at any
rate.”

The chums’ faces cleared a little
at the thought. Even at the moment
of their deepest despair under the
grim shadow of expulsion, it was
good to feel that they had been able
to screen the young master who had
risked, so much to help them.

Vicky rose suddenly and com-
menced to pace the narrow room.,

“I wonder what's going on?” she

murmured. “It's awful being kept
in the dark like this. And Doris and
the others——  What on earth can

they be thinking?
keen on the play.”

She broke off with a start, for there
had come a gentle tapping from the
direction of the window.

Vicky whirled, and her
started to their feet.

A face was peering through the
barred window—a cheery, familiar

ace.
“Colin—Mr. Forrest!” Vicky
gasped in incredulous delight. -

'he young master raised his hand
warningly. He was holding a screw-
driver, and the dumbfounded chums
could see the top of a ladder protru-
ding above the window-sill. :

The next moment they were crowd-
ing round the window, while Vicky
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They were all so

chums

under-

‘prisiag manner.

the’

in the- vault,

feverishly unfastened it and pushed
up the lower sash. ,

“Chins wup, girls!” breathed Mr.
Forrest, grasping the bars and staring
into the room. .“Leave all the talk-
ing to me—and _obey orders! One of
you stand by the door and give the
alarm if you hear footsteps. But we
shouldn’t be disturbed. Most of the
school have gone to watch the
hockey match with Layford College.
The worthy Miss Appleby is in close
conference with my respected aunt
and Major Dashwood—and that re-
minds me!”

ne regalded the chums shrewdly,
the whie he. pusied himself with tne
screwdriver. on tne pars ot tne
window. - .

*1y seems that you girls got your-
self into tne soup—by trying to get
me out of a jam.. Own up!”

Despite their anxievty, tne- chums
coula not heip smiling at the young
ztlxast-er’s way of expressing the situa-

on. . : ) :

*Well,” said Vicky staunchly, “we
jolly well weren't going to give you
aw'ay—-after what you've done tor
us!” -

Mr. Forrest grinned, but there was
an expression In his blue eyes that
tne caums would not easily rorget,

“Tnanks, giris,” he said nuskily.
“I won’t torget that. By the way,
How are you teeung? Pretty fit?”

*“Why—wny, yes,” Vicky Ialtered,
completely . mystined ' by his - sur-
“*But I don’t under-
stand——"’ SR

*“you will!” said Mr. Forrest. !‘Ah
—screw number one! The second
one seems a little easier. I hope you
girls are ready for-anything?’

“Anything you .say, Mr.“Forrest!”
came tne eager chorus. ;

“Splendid! = Betauge I've, 8 sur-
prise for you; but don’t ask & ot of
questions now.: While I'm removing
tnese pars, tnere are one or two tnings
you should know., -“To start with-—
Hester Wayne!” .

_Vicky's neart jumped at the men-
tion of the  mysterious author of
their play, *“Tne Gay Pretender.”

“What about her, Mr, Forrest?’-

“I've found out, Vicky, tnat she
was your rather’s youngest sister—
and she ran away rrom this scnool
some twelve years ago, to try her
forgune on the stage!” - .

" Vicky could only gasp, her mind
in a whirl at this startung news.

‘“You mean—Hester Wayne = was
Vicky’s aunt?” exclaimed Merle.

‘“Exactly,” agreed Mr. PForrest.
‘“Her name, too, was Vicvoria Marlow
—and _no -doubt Vicky was named
after her. Wait—don’'t interrupt,”
he added, as Vicky tried to speak.
*Though Miss Appleby got away with
the papers 1 particularly wanted, I
found some other documents when I

paid a visit to her study late last

night.”

Still busy with the screwdriver, he
went on to explain to_ the amagzed
chums that Hester Wayne, after
writing the play that caused a minor
sensation in the neighbourhood, de-
cided to take up acting as a career.
Her family strongly opposed her—but
as she was eighteen at the time, and
within a few months of leaving
school, she determined to take mat-
ters into her own hands.

Always headstrong, she accepted an
offer to join a touring company about
to go abroad, and when her project
was forbidden by a harsh guardian,
she secretly left the school to join
the company. X

“In those days,” explained Mr.
Forrest, while Vicky and her chums
listened enthralled, “such an action
brought far graver consequences than
would have been the case to-day.
Her guardian refused to forgive her
—though she wrote some appealing
letters, several of which came later
into Miss Appleby’s hands.

“yYour father and mother, Vicky,
were the only members of the family
who stood by her, and after your
parents’ death your Uncle Peter tried
to contact her in vain.” .

“But what—what has all this to
do with Miss Appleby’s efforts to ruin
our play—dester Wayne's play, 1
mean?” Vicky gasped.

“Ah!" said Mr. Forrest mysteri-
ously. “That is what we're goin%to
find  out for certain, Vicky—when
your. plai is put on at the drama
festival this afternoon!”

Vicky's increduious gasp  was
echoed by her cnums; but at that
instant tnere was a sudden clatter,
and Mr. Forrest gave a satistied ejacu-
lation as two of the window-bars
swung clear.

*“No time for questions now, girls,”
he jerked. *Foliow me—and not a
sound. One at a time!”

With a cautioning gesture, he
descended the laaaer, and neid it
steady whnile the tnree excited girls
climped down to Jjoin him. ‘L'he
young master removed tne ladder,
lowering it into the shruboery, tnen,
ralsing & finger to his lips, ne led
the way through the rose arpour and
over tne fence into the paddock ad-
joining the lane.

Only tnen did the girls breathe

“But, - Mr. Forrest, what about
Doris Norton and the other girls?”
Vicky asked, finding her voice. “We
—we can’t put on our play without
them.”

Colin Forrest grinned, pointing to-
wards the lane. The chums gasped
—for there stood the young master’s
promised surprise.

Drawn up 1n the narrow lane was
a singie-decker bus; and from the

winaow peered a dozen exclted,
girusa faces!

* Why-—tnere’s Doris!” gasped
Vicky. “And Terry—and all the
others!”

*“And look,” Karen interjected ex-
citedly, ‘Doris. is holding up a cos-
tume—the plue velvet mantle!”

Colin Forrest cnuckled, meeting
their excited, puzzied stares.

“Don’t worry., girls,” he said.
“®verything’s been arranged—I regret
to say without my aunt’s know-
ledge. I mignt have won her round
if it hadn’t been for Miss Appieby.
But we’ll just have to hope . they
won’t suspect—till we have succeeded
in our purpose. Now, on to the bus
with you!" )

The thrilled chums raced across
the paddock to join their equally ex-

‘cited Form-fellows in the bus. .Colin

Forrest signalled to the driver, and
the laden vehicle started on its jour-
ney to the neighbouring town. .

. It had barely reached the corner
when a breathless figure, white with
fury, came hurrying from the. direc-
tion of the school, to glare after the
venicle as.it disappeared in a cloud
of dust.

Miss Appleby’'s han ds _ were
clencned, and there was a vindictive
glitter in her eyes as she turned back
towards the school.

. . . .

«“ YOUR turn next, girls!”

Vicky & Co., waiting anxiously

in the wings of the Town Hall
theatre, looked round eagerly as Mr.
Forrest hurried towards them. From
the crowded auditorium a_ burst of
clapping greeted thz conclusion of
the first one-act play in the festival
—and St. Gwynn’s was second on the
programme.

“Do yau—do you think we stand
a chance, Mr. Forrest?”

Vicky, a slender, charming figure
in her blue velvet mantle, looked ap-
pealingly at the young master, trying
to stifle her fears.

“More than a chance, Vicky—
judging by your recent rehearsals!”
Colin Forrest declared. ““ As ou
know, Paul Drayton,—the chief adju-
dicator—is particularly keen to see
this play, and I'm hoping that he’ll
be able to help solve your m¥stery!"

Vicky took a quick peep through
the curtains, while Mr. Forrest
pointed out the grey-haired gentle-
man seated in the front row.

But at that moment Karen came
racing from the wings, her face very
white. .

_“Mr. Forrest—Vicky——"

“Karen—what is it?” gasped
Vicky, with a sudden, uneasy. tight-
ening of her heart.

Karen gulped.

“I—J just went out for a breath
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of air—and saw a car pull up at the
corner. It—it’s Major Dashwood’s

car, and I'm almost certain the head-

mistress is with him-—and Miss

Appleby I

VICKY LEARNS THE TRUTH
ICKY’S heart froze, and there

came @ horrified murmur from

the other girls.

“Oh goodness!”
“Then—then it's all up! They'll
forbid our play to go on. We—we'll
be mairched back to the school in dis-
grace!"

Somewhere a bell trilled, and the
voice of the stage-manager came im-
patiently from the wings.

“Come along, young ladies, you're
holding the curtain!” .

Colin Forrest turned to them sud-
denly, a gleam in his blue eyes.

“Carry on with the good work,
girls!” he said tersely. **And don’t
worry! I'll handle this!”

With a reassuring smile, he
watched them as they trooped on to
the stage; then, turning swiftly, he
hurried through thestage door and
out into the street. Only ‘in the
nick of time.

From the big limousine drawn up
outside the entrance of the Town
Hall three people were
The burly figure standing onr the
pavement was Major Dashwood, the
chairman of the school governors;.
and his companions were Miss
Axﬁ)}eby and the headmistress her-
se

Miss Appleby was the first to catch
sight of the young master.

“Mr. Forrest,” she snapped, *“we
have reason to believe that .those
audacious girls are here: r

*@Girls?” echoed Colin, raising his
eyesbrows. ‘Oh, rather!
‘em! Boys, too——" ’ .
‘“Colin!” Miss Vernon interrupted.
“ A& very disgraceful thing has hap-
pened. The three girls wno were de-
tained last night for reckless, diso-
bedient conduct have broken out of
the school, and Miss Appleby has in-
formation that they were seen to
arrive here, accompanied by other
Fourth-Formers—— "

“No!” exclaimed Colin in apparent
amazement. *“I must look into this
at once, aunt. I say—if you and
Miss Appleby would like to take a
cup of tea with the major, "in the
café next door, I'll slip round to the
stage door and make inquiries. You
can leave this to me: 1

*“Thank you, Mr. Forrest,” snapped
Miss Appleby, “but I should prefer
t0 accompany you.”

- “As you please, of course.” The
young master’s eyes hardened, though
his manner was perfectly cool.
is the nearest way.”

He set out with a brisk, determined
step, followed closely by Miss
Appleby,; while his aunt and Major
Dashwood brought up the rear.

Halting at length in the mnarrow
side street, he opened a_ door, gal-
lantly motioning Miss Appleby to pre-
cede him. »

“These

Scores of

“Mind the steps,” he said.
stage door entrances are always
pretty gloomy-<e—" p )

Miss Appleby swept past him,
descending the steps. The head-
mistress followed,. and then the
major. )

“I'm sorry, aunt,” called Colin,
“put this is the only way. You’ll

see what I mean—Ilater on!”

With a swift, determined move-
ment, he slammed the door behind
them, sliding a heavy bar into place.

“Had to-do it!” he muttered with

a wry grimace, ‘“Hope aunt will

for gie me when she knows the
truth.”
He locked at the inscription

painted on the door. )

“Store Room—Private—No Admit-
tance.”

There came a muffled thumping
from within—the soundc of voices
raised in protest. But the .young
master hoped fervently that the noise
would not attract attention till. his
purpose was achieved! .
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Merle groaned.

alighting.”

“This-

THE final curtain of “The Gay
Pretender ” fell amid a tense
hush—a hush that was broken by
a roar of applause.
" Slowly the curtain rose again, to
reveal the members of.the youthful
cast standing hand- in hand, smiling
at the wildly -enthusiastic audience.
But as the curtain rose for a second
time there was a sudden eommotion

at the back of the hali. A harsh
voice rang out: .

“Stop! Those girls have no right
here! Their entry into the contest
was forbidden!” ‘

ky’s face turned chalkily white
under her make-up.

“It’s Crabby!” she groaned. “And
Miss Vernon is with her!”

Amid a tense, startled hush, Miss
Appleby strode towards the stage, fol-
lcwed by ' the headmistress, Major
Dashwood, and an agitated official.

They had almost reached the stage
when someone rose in the front row
of the audience.

“Just a minute, Miss Appleby!”
said Colin Forrest, smiling grimly.

‘“ Before we go any further, may I
introduce my- friend, Mr. Paul-
Drayton?”

Miss Appleby gave a violent start.
Her hands clenched, she drew back.

“Colin!” gasped the headmistress,
her face angrily flushed. “What—
what does this mean?
thought you had
enough—"

I should have
done

harm

Drayton grimly, —introduced me to 2
certain girl whom he declared was
Vicky Marlow, bat whom I now
realise was his own daughter whom
he wished to inherit my wife’s legacy
and the opporfunity of appearing in
my films.”

There came a gasp from her chunis.
Vicky, her heart beating quickly, her
eyes wide with amazement, en-
countered Mr. Forrest’s smile.

“You see the- idea, aunt?” said
Colin, turning to the astounded
headmistress. “The whole thing
was a plot hatched by Miss Appleby
and her brother. Their one fear was
that Mr. Drayton, as adjudicator at
the drama festival, might recognise
Vicky—who happens to be strikingly
like her aunt, especially in the cos-
tume she is wearing at the moment.”

“So that—that’s why she tried to
wreck our play!” Vicky burst out.

Miss Appleby had risen to her
feet. Pale and trembling, her  eyes
gleamed with hatred as she stared
towards the young master. .

With a questioning glance at Miss
Vvernon and the famous producer,
Colin stepped to the door and opened
it gallantly.

“1 suggest that you need a  holi-
day, Miss Appleby,” he said, smiling
gravely. “A long holiday! 'I'm sure
my aunt will not be requiring your
services any longer at St. Gwynn’s.”
With a defiant glare, Miss Appleby

Joyfully Vicky & Co. watched Colin Forrest unscrew the window bars. With

his help they might after all take part in the Drama Festival.

“Pardon me, Miss Vernon,” put in
the famous producer, his voice grufl
with emotion. “I think verhaps we
shculd adjourn to the manager'’s
office—together with the young mem-
bers of the ecast. I have much to
explain.” .

The excited, bewildered chums were
summoned to the manager’s office,
still in their stage attire. The head-
mistress was there, together with
Major Dashwood and Mr. Paul
Drayton. Miss Appleby, looking as
though she would gladly have made
her escape, was escorted firmly by
Colin Forrest. '

Addressing  Miss Vernon, the
famous producer outlined the story
of Hester Wayne—the story that
Colin had already told the chums.

Then, very simply, in tones of deep
emotion, he added : .

“Hester Wayne died last year, in
Australia—after honouring me by be-
coming my wife.”

A little whisper wgnt round the
group, quickly hushed as Paul
Drayton turned to Vicky.

“ Before my wife died, she asked me
to trace her young namesake—tne
daughter of the two people who had
been so kind to her at the time she
left England. When I arrived here,
a’ complete stranger, I was ap-
proached by a vrascally solicitor
named Appleby——"

Miss Appleby half-started to her
feet, but Colin gripped her arm.

“This—er—gentleman,” sald Mr.

It
Vicky

walked out of the office—and out of
tne lives of the chums.

There were tears in Miss Vernon's
eyes as she shook hands with Vicky,
Merle, and Karen, assuring them that
their = innocence wes more than
proved.

The festival came to an end with
St. Gwynn's being judged the win-
ners. Prizes were presented, and
after that there was the celebration
supper back at the school.
was - happy gathering, with

in the place of honour, and
with Colin Forrest seated next to her.
There were speeches, congratulations,
and then Vicky rose to give a toast.

“Ladies and -gentlemen,” she said,
“this is a very proud moment for
me and for the Fourth Form
Dramatic Society. But there }s some-
one here to whom we owe everything
—someone who coached us and en-
couraged us from the first. Without
him our play would not have been a
success—not even produced. I raise
my glass to the toast of. -

Smilingly she held out her hand.

“Mr. Colin Forrest—the best friend
and most sporting master in the
world !

THE END.

It’s goodbye to Vicky and Co. and Colin
Forrest, but next week you will mest a
grand new set of characters in the firet
instalment of a magnificent new serial
entitted *‘ The Worst Boy at the Co-Ed
School.”
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" air study,”

£ . Mollie, *and she did

THE MYSTERY MESSAGE-
WRITER OF THE FOURTH
- (Contimied from page 388.)

-have one or two questions to ask you
1 expect truthful answers.’

f course, Miss Mortimer,” the
girl answered.
. Miss Mortimer stared at her.
“First of all,” she said, "I want you

to tell me what-you did on the after-.
noon of the &t.. Ann’s hockey match.”
Lilah Jupp returned - the steady

. “I stayed most of the “time in my
study,” “she answered.. *“I've been
working very hard lately.”

“Celia -Mason!” Miss
commanded
Celia Mason hurried up to the plat-
i”orm
Pexhaps you can prompt Lilah’s
‘memory about the afternoon of the
match,” Miss Mortimer said to Celia.
“She borrowed my bicycle for tnz
afternoon,” Celia answered clearly.
“I had been back from St. Ann's.
‘some time before she returned it.”
Lilah Jupp smiled
“I remember now,” she said. “I
borrowed the c%cle to go down-to th2
river. I thought ‘it would be better
to sfudy in the-open air.” -
Miss Mortimer's glance” ha.rdenecl
“It-was far” tod-¢old.a-day for open’
‘she remarked:. - * Perhaps
youwll explain- ‘Bow so-much ;)
be on: Celia' stcycélie.
E 5 -

&%ﬁm ;
Mgr

Mor tlmel

i

came”

I'm very much afraid, Lilah, you hwe

not told -me the, truth after all.”
Her voice became sterner still.
“There is nc longer any need to
waste time,” she sald. “I have to
thank Pamela Carr 1've not been
guilty of a terrible injustice to an
innocent girl. It was Pamela who
discovered the tar on the bicycle, and
she who prompted Miss Carstairs dis-
creetly to question Celia about her
-bicycle;” Apart from lending the cycle
to Lilah, Celia says it has not been
used for weeks. cting upon my in-
structions, Miss Carstairs searc¢he
your study, Lilah. She discovered
that” one of .the .drawers in your
writing-desk was locked. I want you
to ivé me the key to it!”
ere ‘was sensation in . Big Hall.
The héd all been wron% about
Audrey! lilah' Jupp was th
rit—she mus* be. ut quxet brainy
ilah of all girls! Why—why?

“I've lost the key to that drawer,”
Lilah said.- But her voice tlembled
and her face was ashen. !

“I think you had better find it,
Miss Mortimer said more sternly still.
‘“We are going to your study now and,
if you do not produce the key, I shail
break open the drawer.”

- Lilah Jupp and the headmistles;
we e._accompanied by Miss Carstairs’

Pam. When they were inside the
itx:dy Lilah tcok a small key out o
@

Dpocket.

Miss Mortimer slid the drawer open,

3 Pam saw- the proof: she ad
fit for so long. Inside the-drawei

was a large bottle of green ink, 8 pen

with. a broad nib, a wad of paper

stnf;uar to that usually used . by the :

essfige-writer,

irious paint.
filah Jupp was the writex o( the
an ‘nymous notes. :

and a ‘small pot of

e . cul-.

Contession came then. The
messages had not been directly aimed
at Pam—they had bheen framed in
such a way eventually to make the
school believe Audrey was the writer.

The seholarship was the cause of it
all. Lilah had wanted to win the
scholarship—her parents had pro-
mised her a holiday abroad if she
succeeded—and she had been afraid
that Audrey would beat her. The
whole gam] gaign had been «esigned to
WOrry. -Au so. much - t. her
studies would suffer. If it succeedefl
in getting Auchey expelled so: much
‘the better. .

Lilah Jupp left Selbmy that aftez-

That evening Aucheys study “was
¢rowded with members of the two
Fourths as one by one they came to
apologise for having blamed her."

“I'm a very lucky girl. in hanng
such a  wonderful chum as -Pam,”
Audrey said .time and time agam.

“She’s going to be the best. captain:®
Selbury .has ever known. Yo wait
um;il she gets into the Sxxth—-—you 11
see!

‘That seemed to be the genewl

opinion. -

And -Audrey Went on to Win the
scholarship by theé highest percentage
of mdrks ever scored.

“That’s that!” Pam said ‘when the
‘result was made known. ‘“And now
we're getting ‘down to making the-
hockey team the strongest Junior side
in the  country. What a wondeuul
term it’s going to be now!”

§ J THE END.

“ AnotHer thrilling long complete story
next ‘week entitled ‘‘ The Cfie of the
B!ack Rt ”——ba sure to read. lt.

; ( .'cmimued from page Jﬂl} )

; and as the door was partly open,- she

Dulled it wider and:entered.

a eorner ‘seat; guarding- tb

% t}hxeatemnk, furious, was - the thief.

o stand away. = Let. me have tlmt

; handbag‘"' v

© O Grryrr! growled Jinx. -
»He flashed a look of appeal at

: not ifail him.
.Climbmg on to the luggage rack,

Molue .leaned down and took the

man’s hair in her rlght strong paw,

and pulled.
O\vowowowowowoo'” yelped “the

ma

Insta.ntlv Jinx, seizing- the ag.
‘bolted into the corrigor, . hustl
-amongst the. feet of passengers:w o

‘now were clustered there, amazed By /

‘the sight of a: chimpanzeze Axoaming
through the train.

*“The do2’s got my w1fe s handbag'”\

velled the man. ] V;,

In - the confusion Jinx got away,
and so did Mollie. There was taji of.
stopping. the train, but ‘no one-cared.”
‘to take the responsibility for pulling -
the cord,; and inany, case the' traii
would soon airive at-the junction::.’

Meanwhile, at the junction, Helen™

was walting-on one of the platforms:

She was imagining her pets safgiy -
back at the Honeydew Cafe.in grand-- :
-dad’s care. Nothing was farther from

. her mind than any fear that they
nlnight be gettmg into serious mis-
chie:

* Standing in Platform 3,” boomgd

a voice thirough the loud-speaker “is
‘the train for Battingsholm," Wallings-
north, and stations. beyond——"
. Not being interested in that-train,
which had come. from her own
village, Helen -hardly listened. But
her calm and her ihdifference suffered
a rude shock a ‘moment later.

“*Will the owner of the chimpanzze -
and the dog with the red lead please
take charge of them They are on
Platform 3——"

éudbag crouched Jinx: facing him;

WaS:
‘m#n in_desperation” iw
:He could not afford to lose-that hand-f

~a’blue. overcoat-
+ “YWhat sort of man?”.asked rand-

- wTHe

Molhe with-the diamond n

When Helen, very égibaﬁed sched

i platform, she saw Molli ? ing
Jinx by the lead and still"wea N Liey

porter's cap, surrounded by a. Fterry,
amused crowd of people. )

But one person was not amusgd—a
man in a blue overcoat whose fac
- was _pale with rage, ~ - >
4 “Hold the train. My wife’s han‘i-
ag is on it—this wwtched dog stolc

it.”
«.an,

Helen went. forwaxd
> ¢laimed her’ pets. :

vour wife's" handbag‘)” she.asked
F4Yes—the - prute! 1; Are “you iihé
‘owner of these»-creatures"" he aéked

amazed, Ior hieg had uot seen Hélen
‘before. -
“I am, yes and——" ~

inoving, . and the

~But the fpain
ped for i

‘bag; s ab leas “the dmmond necklet
-inside
. T algument ended ablupt'v,
therefore. and Helen had now only to
face the station-master.. -

“Perhaps you’ll come - into mv
ofﬂce.‘ he said. “I've had a call from

“the next station along -the'line to say

‘that the chimp escaped; the gentle-.

1man will be here at any minute.  Hes

was taking a taxi, I understand.”
1In fact, granddad was there within

4 minute or two.  He aluved gaspmg

and nearly frantic... -

. thank goodness

“ Helen, youle
here »” he said.
* ‘Helen told him bxieﬂ
And apparently. they stole a

Woinans handbag—wde of a -man in

‘dad - “excitedly, “Lea.n, thh long
nose,. hollow . cheeks .
~ “It's the 1ascal the thief. I know

why he was so keen to get .that hand-
bag. ' I bet the necklet.was in it.”
“What necklet?” asked. Helen.
diamond - néeklet,” said
granddad and -.told her about, it.
“Helen, when T looked nk?,ntd saw
ckle i
He looked down now' as he spokb

and then he reeled back

“Did you_ say. that ‘my dog "‘?ej‘,

This was where he had -Gonié"
for there stood Mollie W!:ﬂl the um-
mond, heécklace in her pay.-
“Mollé whete did 'y
helen Y ou—whifi-
dad!” she ‘gasped" wit 1517t
ment. “Of course. Her lite ‘satchel.
That’s where it was—in mekwmﬂn s
handbag!”
She took Mollie’s" satch,ei fd
t pulled a handbag, at stgb’b 3
Jinx ball{ec. excitedly.. *IH" &
ut, althoug

an eyelid with astoni 3¢ 1pud 1

all, they knew!l .Jinx F :'dlb‘pped 1t

- for_Mollie to pick up A ‘-‘hin}(
Grangdd! eld up th necklet 'mcl’

laughecl g%
“Well .= done, - %u dbne,

Jinx! TheS’“gd é’ chirped.

tl‘VIv word, wil: tha glrl be pleascd,
“She will. mdeed v gald” Helen

“0On,
mind my shoppi

let’s go and

rl any-

. There wasn’t .a hﬁ gi
whele than “the jewe} assistant
when - that nncklet Was returned- to

her. . -
As for the womans han bag—Helen
took it to the policegstation in case
the couple 'shrould- decide to claim it!
“ Another . time,” said ' granddad,
mopping  hig bww. ,when they were:
back at the cafe, I won't take chaige

f them—I -iust won” :

“But think- “granddad,,‘ sup;
Mollie bhadn't. pg:ked up, .the- necklet
—that girl would have been sacked!”

“Um,” admitted- grahddad.

He lgoked down:at ‘Mollie, peeling a
‘banana, and Jinx, gnawmg a bone,

and srniled.-

-4 What fun—what ‘fun!” chirped
Popsy. the parrot, and Helen thought
that summed: it up -very well indeed.

£t

Week’s story.)

Tbero wiu bo another. amusing ‘story
feal m-fnq"ﬂahn angﬁl;(g pets ‘in next

0se

Friday’s ~Q#RLS’ 3 A And a .
splendid new;serial Wi Q:_ao begin next,
week. Look out: . fo ‘1
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