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RESCUE IN THE LANE

* V0O steady with the mare, young
: Paddy!” said Mr. Jody, -

i - _eorn  merchant. - *“She’s fresh.
»Drive her easy to the school.”

. Paddy; Dare twinkled
Jrom the seat of the light trap,
- “Now,; don’t werry, Mr. Jody,” she
et . “You know. e
" “I gure’ know ‘you!”
LYo -harum .scaruim! But‘a you
" know rses, {00, or I wouldn't be.
", lénding:

down. at him

Pl

©'He -swung the suitcase

He Lau.gh};d.. '~

vou' Meily and the trapl
here, that's the. last of y,ouf eégse:ﬂ:

nto  thi
. ?&dy'dt the trap behind Paddy, then..

.rested & hand on the side, :Smiling
up &t the fair-haired schoolgirl,

- “Glkd to be back, eh?” .

... “Oh, you ‘bet, Mr. Jody!” Paddy
sighed happily.
.half term, you know. It's going to
“‘be. whizzo to see everyone again!
And, gosh,” she bubbled on,. “it's
Jolly good of you to lend me Molly
and the trap! I'd’ve been stuck here
at the station else! I'll leave Her at
tg?? ,school stables for you to collect,
eh?” iy

Hé& nodded and_ stepped back.
“That's it. Now off 4ou go!
Molly’s getting restivet”

Paddy gathered up the reins with .-

tender, expert fingers and clucked
_her tongue.

long, Mr. Jody! Thanks a
million again!” ;

He waved, smiled, and watched

with critical approval as Paddy

. smartly took the mare and trap out
of the station yard of Mallington
. Halt, en route for school.
It was a glorious spring day,

sunny, crisp.

“ Ah, this is good !|” Paddy breathed
deeply, contentedly. She glanced
down at the chestnut mare trotting
between the shafts. . “Lovely to be

back—and lovely way to come back!
Thanks té¢ Mr. Jody!”

Paddy had missed the first half of
the spring term at Mallington Co-
Educational College. She had -spent
it, with special permission of the
Head, with- her parents in America.

It had been a wonderful holiday.
new and exciting, but she was glad
to be back.

As they moved smartly down the
. lane from the little station, she gazed

round at well-known and well-loved

landmarks with sparkling blue eyes.

Paddy, who was tall, slim, and
fair-haired, had & tremendous vitality
ahd enthusiasm, and a deep interest
in_horses and riding.

She thought about horses now.
She thought about the school ;
girk~ and boy friends there. They
revolved round her pet ambition.

.. “We've got to do it this term,” she

murmured. “Just got to! We've

got to turn out a riding team from
Junior School that'll sock the

Critchley College lot into a cocked

‘hat! They've beaten us at hockey ;
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“I've missed a whole -

mare and trap were clipp

.Paddy had no idea.

" ow

S

they’ve . whacked the boys at soccer

and rugger—so it's up to us riders.

to turn the scales!
just: willt”

addy gave &
gaziy dreamlly Jbefore her.
- 1 do it,” she murmured confi-
.. “If we can—here, Molly,
steady!” she broke off with a gasp,
‘and sat up ly. *“Oh——~"

-t happened quickly. One moment
along
.at a'steady . the next, Molly had
shied, rerked the reins out of Paddy’s
:hands—and broken into a gallop.

What had caused Molly’s behaviour
In any case, she
had no time to wonder. The reins
were out of her hands,: and Molly,
excited, unrestrained, was bolting.

“Molly, steady—whea!”  Not yet
alarmed, Paddy stretched forward'to
retrieve the reins, “Steady, old girl!”

The light was bumping, jolt-
ing. The jolting caused the reins to
slip on to Molly’s hindquarters and
of Paddy’s reach.

. Paddy’s teeth s&t hard. There was
real peril heré. If the reins .slipped
right - down and entangled with
Molly’s hind legs, there would be a
pile up, a bad accident.

She kept cool, but felt helpless,

“Steady ! Steady!” . she yelled,
watching the trailing reins. But just
then a flickering movement on her
left dragged her gaze round to the
tall hed%e that separated the lane
from a field.

Over that hedge in a superb lép
ap%)teared a black horse

We just must—

struck the lane at an angle

shead of the mare, and even in that
Jjumpy moment Paddy thrilled to the
perfection of the leap, at the way the
black’s rider Kept control as he raced
alongside, reaching for Molly’s reins.

He grasped them with his right
hand, controlling the black with his
left. He pulled Molly in steadily.
The gallo

and finally both horses and trap
came to a halt.
“Gosh!” Dbreathed Paddy. Her

alarm was completely gone. Her eyes
shonie. ‘“That wes riding! That was
terrifict”

The black’s rider, a boy of about
her ‘'own age in jersey and jodhpurs,
had swung down, still holding Molly.

‘Paddy watched him with admira-
tion and interest.
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determined nod,"

became a canter, a trot, -
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He knew what he was doing obvi-
ously,. and he did it swiftly and
competently. With touch of fingers
and soothing tone, he quietened the
restive mare.

Only when Molly was standing
quietly, quivering a little, did he
look up. -

Paddy met the cool, studied gaze
of greenish-grey eyes. This boy was
a little taller than herself. He hud
shortish red hair, He was lightly
built, but obviously wiry. He had a
straight nose and slightly twisted
mouth. : : )

“You lost your reins? The mare

ot nervy-—bolted?” he stated, rather
han asked. *“Hurt? Scared?”

He was very calm, and Paddy liked

that.

“Neither! But”—she smiled
frankly—*“1 might have been both, if
it hadn’'t been for you. Thanks a
lot! That was terrific riding!"”

He shrugged, as if dismissing the

whole affair,
: he said. “He

“Thank Whitey,”
made the jump!”

He ran one hand down the satiny
neck of the black. There was fond-
ness in the gesture,

“Whitey? You call him Whitey?”
Paddy echoed. *“But he's a black!”

He looked 'up at her, hesitated,
then grinned slowly.

*“Oh, call him Whitey as a
change from myself.” ’

“Eh? I don't get you——" Paddy
gaused then, and momentarily forgot

is puzzling reply as she realised
that he was wearing a blue and red
striped tie. “I say!” she exclaimed.
“That’s a Mallington tie! You're
from the College. You must be new
this term, eh? Golly, that's fine!”

“I'm from the school,” he admitted
“But what’s so good about that?”

She beamed down' at him, her
interest deepening.

“Why, everything! " You're a rider
—a jumper! You know horses! And
me—well, I sort of run junior riding:
at Mallirigton,"” she rushed on. “My
namg‘s ‘Paddy - Dare, and this term

“Paddy Dare?’ he cut in. “Ah,
yes, I've heard of you. Most popular
girl on Junior Side, I believe.”

“Rot!” scoffed Paddy, but was con-
scious of an odd note in his voice,
almost like pitterness. “Just one of
the gang, except perhaps when it
comes to riding. T'm in charge of
that, and I'm hopin% to do great
things with Junior School—boys and
girls—against Critchley College. And
you——» ; ]

“Yes, and me?” he asked coolly, as
she paused.

“You've just got to be in the team,

too!” finis] Paddy with typical
impulsiveness and decision. “Abso-
lutely must!”:

He dropped his head for a moment.
When he ldoked up, Paddy was
startled. For a second she could
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- will last—say,

© promise?”’

€

nhave sworn there was a wistful ook

on his rather iean face.
- *“You want me in?" he asked
slowly.

“Of course! TI've. said so.

You're
Besides——" S

tops with ‘horses. e
© “Besides,”

-paused and studied. him.

she added frankly, “quite apart: from -

the fact that you came to my rescue
50 whizzingly,” I .like you. You're a
bit_odd, I think, but I like you!"

He appea.red to ponde1 that in- a
calm, detached way.

“You like me,” he.muttered, strok-
ing the black’s neck. “\Well—f hanks.
But—for how long do you usually
like people?” -

Paddy. stared, half lau%hlng

“ Wh at a queer thing to ask, " ‘she

aid. y, when I-like people—
well I like ’em Time doesn’t come
into’ it.”

‘“Doesn't it'>" he said. “ Suppose I
© suggest that -your period for iiktng me
about an hour!”

Paddy’s blue eyes widened. -

 Gosh, you-are & bit queer, aren’t
yvou!” she exclaimed. *“You're rag-
ging! But fooling apart,” she went
on eagerly, “I can_book you for the
Junior Team—yes? . -And look, I'm-
- going fto have a preliminary- meeting‘
after tea—in the  school stables, I
expect. You'll be there?*

He did not immediately answer,
but -at last he handed up . Molly's
reins into Paddy’s hands, and met

her ‘gaze.

‘“You mean that?” he asked
quickly. *“You want me in? -You
want ‘me at the meeting? That's' a

“But of comsel” .

“ Then——" His - whole face
changed : he seemed to: throw . off a
load. “Then—thanks, yes! Thanks'
T'm on! Look, I've got to dash now

“ paddy Dare—Qirls Side, sir,” re-

sponded Paddy . . promptlv and
cheerily. “Just returned from long
holidays. Mr. Jody lent meé his trap

at the station.

T've driven i into
school before »

she added by way of

explana ion,
‘Oh—I see. Hm!” The new
master frowned and shrugged: “Very

well—if this 'sort.of thing is per-

mitted by your mistress——verv well!”’
Obviously, he
thought Paddy
Looks rather g
name, said  the

Wonder who he is?
master

sha ly, as if reading her thoughts,
‘lsrBI Voster. X

But' tell me. . If you
have come from the vlllage, have you
seen anything of one of the boys—a
red-haired boy?’

Paddy smiled ' and nodded vigor--

ously.

* Rather Mx’ Voster! You must

mean conrad, Gosh—yes. I met him
‘- ‘near the station, and I'd like to-
*“ Thank you he mt;errupted curtly -

g

and st.a.l ed
Paddy” jaw drop ed a little. She
stared a.fter him, then grinned.
“Nice cheerful ‘type!” she mur-

mured. “So chatty!”

She .paused.then, fox a soft ‘pleased
call reached her
“Paddy!

ears.
“Oh, Paddv. you're back"’

doesn’t approve' -
% tartar for the boys! '

Third Form girl scuttling across th2
lawns. She called.

“Hey, kid, just a sec! Be an angel
and take the mare and trap along
to the stables, will you? .Tell old
%olc{k to hold it for Mr. Jody, please.

The Third Former bounced up,
beaming. Paddy was popular.

“Hallo, Paddy! You. bet I will!
Leave it.to me!”
“ThankKs a lot,” "smiled Paddy.

“ Now, Jo—just time for a coco-coia

at The Dive before it closes for tea.
Come on! I've masses to tell you—
masses to ask you!” . -

Shé linked her arm in Jo's. and
whiried ‘her off happily to where on
the - other side of Main Gate was
situated the café-cum - tuckshop
known to the college as The Dive.

.. #Jo, what about the: ndmg tesa.m'J
dsked Paddy eagerly,

Jo-side-glanced at her friend’s lively
face with qujet affection.:

. “We've lefs. that- to you to geﬂ'

.started, Paddy, as promised.”

“Dear :old. Jo!” ~Paddy - grinned,
“You're tops enough at riding to run
the ‘team yourself. But what I meant

was—how many of you entered for
the village gymkhana. and did. you
do’ any good ?”

Got an appointment in the. vlllag&'” -

He turned and’ swung easily into
the black’s saddle.

* Hey,” called Padcly “what's your
uame'J I told you.mine, remember?”

chrecked, looked back, and again
gave that twlstv grin,

“ Yes, youa better ‘know that,” he
said. .“It’s Conrad——Vincent Conrad.’
Cat it? Vincent Conrad.”

She. nodded, smilin

“Got it!
Not_likely to forget thatd.

*“No,”” he said quietlv——“ no, I'm
afraid you're not!”

And with that rather
mark, he turned the
cantered off smartly down the lane in
the. direction of Mallington.

A SHOCK FOR PADDY
PADDY proceeded on her way, in-

cryptic re-

trigued, -but immensely pleased
. with her meeting with Vincent
Conrad.

“He's different—but’ nice,” she
decided. “And what a scoop for the -

riding teamt”

Molly behaved perfectly now, and
in less than thirty minutes the tall
stone gate posts..of Mallington Col-
lege appeared round a.bend.

“Good old coll!” - Paddy. smurmured.
As she took -the ‘trap in t.hrongh
the gates, the pleasant gﬂ and
- front lawns spread out. fore her.
Beyond lay the three main buildings
—Girls Side and Central Hall and
Boys Side.

The scene was quiet. On the dis-
tant playing fields there were a few
figures, but it was close on tea-time,
and obviously most of the scholars
were indoors.

“I'll tuck you away in the stables,
Molly,”" called Paddy

She had swung the trap on to a
secondary drive, when a tall man in
gown and mortar board suddenly
fmpemed ,in her path, hand upraised.

*Stop!” he ordered sharply.

Paddy reined in in surprise.

*“Hallo,” she thought, “another
newcomer to the coll——and_ a master
this time!”

The gown and mortar board proved
that. He was a tall, angular man

with a high colour and sported big,

lasses.

& “What does this mean?” he de-
manded. *“Who gave you ‘permission
Lo drlve;) that vehicle in here? Who
ars you?”
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o .
Quite a dlstmctlve name, )

black’'s head and

“It was Cbnad who crocked Jo,* Paddy’s chums toid her.

The boy she had been

so attracted to, she was now learning, was the worst ‘outsider the college had ever
known. i

Paddy sat up, jerked round her
head. A sturdy girl with dark waving
hair, thick eyebrows, and a captain’s
badge on her tunic, was hurrying to-
wards her from the direction of the
stables.

“Paddy took one look, then whooped,
and leapt:from the ngmg seat, still

qcching Molly’s reins.

Jo!” She rushed -and gave the
newcome1 a rapturous hug, reins and
all, how wizard! You old so-
and-so, let me look at you!”

‘She held the other girl at arms-
length and regarded her with real
affection, for Joséphine Winter was
her closest chum. at Mallington and
her study-mate into the bargain.

“Still the same old Jo! Stlll 8 bit
solemn!” she teased, despite the fact
that the other "girl’s rather serious
features were_ lit up_ with pleasure.
“How’'ve you been? Did you get all
my letters? And I say, how are the
rest of the girls? How're the bovs?

What has——"

“Whoa ! Whoa!"” protested Jo
laughingly. “Still- the same old-
" Paddy! It's lovely to see you. Was

it a good holiday?

if;‘a%dy lifted he1 eyes skyward and
sig

‘“Super, Jo—just super! Bat'it's
tops to be back, tco. But we can’t
Got to

stand here clutchmg Molly
celebrate!”
Her spalklmg gaze ahszhted on a

“Quite well.” Jimmy Court had a
old Jimmy!"”
Paddy warmly.

**Ron Bullton had a_second——"

“But you, you old ‘chunk of
modesty!"” pxotested Paddy. “What
about you? I bet you showed 'em
all what riding is?”

Jo smiled faintly and shook her
dark head. - :

“No; I couldn't enter, Paddy. I
crocked my wrist just before.”

Paddy looked at her with quick
concern.

approved

*Oh, Jo, what awful luck! You're
an right now, aren't you?”
“0Of course, goose"' smiled Jo.
“It was weeks ago!”
“Good!” Paddy sighed. “But—I

say, that reminds me of something
exciting that happened to me this
afternoon. Must tell you——"

She :paused there. They had come
in sight of the low, rather rambling -
café gtuckshop, and just inside the
open side door stood chatting a smaili
knot of girls and boys.

Paddy was seen. A bright-faced,
plump girl waved excitedly.

“It's Paddy!” she yelled. “Hi-yah,
cowgirl! Did you show them thar
Amurricans?’

“Paddy! Paddy’s back! Cheers!"”

“ Grand to see you, Paddy,’” beamed
@ - freckled-faced. curly-headed boy.
This was Jimmy Court, leader of
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Junlors on Boys Siae, and a spec!,al ' Jo 'tgu,s THE sm‘»» ... bounds, doesnt pla ort ang—-—"
chum' of dy “Ppile int - Just : 5 ; . “. Paddy dden forward
been - -talking about your returnl - v v
~Just @ Jiffy md. il wgft you a. dnnk!“‘
umedgr nerfgsceed 0 d. Tn" That's the important thi
oup ¢ T ruu e M8 : m; ant th
- welcome m&dte er eyes dance. C Gosh."m-“ B Bre, waon 1 aiTive ell 'me1” N sl: h::b ; dng
back e (] er. n ridin
e lts ?ovely 1o see you all all nx' ‘51’19 R lgoked ‘ﬁ’ﬁ‘i‘f‘%ﬁ%ﬁ' m‘:’Matlgilgc&n Wme & \gbexslesomechg
0, AIIC; had ' ously up be-
. Dot, Max, .Ron. Isabella. fotte guntor Side.  Jo was usily Bemn&mndqol}?eﬁa ? dangerous pe het
thrus ea ready. i rider had knocked. into Jo's mount.
. the doorway. . e rather tense moment in The: jo had- been.thrown. and hurt her
“Here's to Paddy’s return!” called Dive ten minuates -before had ‘been’ wrist,. - The unknown rider had
cheery Jimmy Court. “And here's to; broken by the arrival of a prefect to- gashed on without -stopping.
the_downfall of Critchley! Up the giose up. Paddy had deliberdtely “paqdys eyes' blazed, but she was
!‘idins teant|” B e Ml it Jo, for: conscious ‘of & strange sinking feel-
he toast was enthusiastically and ‘her mind was in a whirl, and she
hmgly drahk. - Then Paddy sud-i wanted to talk alone- to her chum., L. m';'Oh hDW muy JO!" Ehe ex-
deny réemembered  and excltedly*i Jo,. &,.teapot ..in her hand, - looked: clai nwa ABut did ’0 so&———-
m& her hmd for silence. down at: her with a faint smne of Jo hook her heéyr dai‘ head.
- Telking of riding.” she seid, < «whit- Perfect understanding. “No, the time 1 jooked
a surprise I had th oon ! Do L know, Paddy she said gently. up By e gg . Voster
1et me tell. Tmsisaggt ‘on the back - Ron 1331 n's S0 tactless  and’ rgung kvt helpegi bsck to
for the boys—and what -an acquisi- wﬁ’gs% on school. , But -this is the poi nt, Mr.
tion for our riding te ~TBut_don't you Se% 3o Paddy 0% LA he'd seen & red-haired
acgi tion Aded aa do with mockgl;iﬁedhwl, “gfg incems "“m ]:Aund Boy: o1 & black horge riding in that
a . & area. just, before.” -
old meanie; why didn't- Who——"' She paum. Jo xt really’ X -
i'on 5011 56 about hith ¥ Jour letuers 'Was Vincent Conrad who did that cuséAdnlq’ gaslfgg ; comad JO0K - g
should've  thought he wes hot awful thing—who crocked you?”

“ 1 “Well—yes. There wasn't definite
I don’t know,” Jo ansWered arter evidende, of course. and the matter

mtters,“ 'shei said. “Youre getting

&

Jo looked bewildered. - The othexs‘ &’ pause. - )
tar - ther died d
logked thiemsted it < gg;‘w g TR . " But, Jo, What did_Vincent Con-
Y hoat Vincent Conrad, of «Paddy, Td better tell vou about, T8d JSALT TRCAY Dressed. . . cald
course | . sn? i, q‘i’ﬂm“ nfrg‘ the dbef'-ﬁmmi Jo. gxﬁage 21 edehg e\%ﬁnt in \?gat
Vincent Conrad? 4 o b, an area, but lutely refused to’ sey

«“ » “ whue 1 get tea.”

nim: this BEteEaoad _Peady. eir 5ot “o%s * Calm, - rather sweet voice' Where he was!”

'he ride! I've asked him into the steadied restive Paddy. She sank Paddy sat silent. She thought of

teim, of course, and:to come to & . back, and while Jo was busy with the what she had heard and of her own

"preliminary meehng to-dight, so——" kettle her mmd dwelt: on Vincent meeting with Vincent Conrad. She
She stapped sttdde nly. consclous of Conrad. and what had heen said just could not credit Ron_ Bullton's

" aleg » oF about him, 2 - suggestion that Conrad had _pur-

variety of em!esslo 1:eplaced 80 clearly now ‘she understood - Posely scared Molly, the mare, 1f so,
the pxyevlaussmues g g:ti’aces wemr.nmch of his odd manner, some of why should he then rescue her?

. set, some dismayed, seme &V the puzziing he ‘nm said, And the other things she had been
' j%ad . ed al er;.g ﬂlm wmdf;?%&égeghh ace; his &d%ﬂf tmsdhe visualised. & bey new to a big

gasped, : J 0, ; -his. sudden. i
‘you've done et?' R YWWQ_ charige when she had promised him college .and its unwritten Ilaws—a

3 i Con . to be included -1 the riding team— boy perhaps sensitive beneath a coodl

.the team,” géd Vneex?tm r%ui%%o remembered. his cool rescue of her. exterior. Hadn’t he perhaps had a

“I 5ay, you all know ?mni an?” m]y sach & boy cowldn’t be & bsd sta.rt and drawn into his shell
* Yes—yes, we know himl” Junmy | outsider?

55" ¥rog o LSty she B had ho Triends? And. after
mu be eeling he n nds nd, after
"I‘u say!" growled Ron Baliton, . e couldn’t -ha . wﬁme? all, Mr. Voster might have seen an-
was puzsleq, mz $ng. dear sweet Jo? Oh “that was other red-haired rider without it

4 Wel¥ then,” she sai ‘% ‘we. awiwll ' necessarily being Vincent Conrad.
!1‘ ed_to the rescue - She looked up. - Jo was calmly Paddy fiushed. She  suddenly
; like a knight at ozdl You see, some- -pouring .out tea. } ; realised she was trying to find ex-
thing strange made my horsé bolt!” “Jo, tell me” she pressed. . “I've cuges for thé boy. She looked up.

" " Ron. ton ; it to know atxm t him,  I've made a “Jo, tell me,” she asked earnestl
witgm gcem!% %aughcmt' Not B you . belléve he ran you downs
sg slmmg P he said. . “PH.. ‘,53} wmuﬂ eil ﬁ);go ..‘(f)fsaid .éce:. yWhat }?g you really think of him
o pgss%s ! eourse," il
if(l)rlx?e?zt: "Eﬁa"é‘i‘{iﬁéﬁ‘%ﬁe 3;5" %3, amg: m isg::rw!" She pﬁs:d vo'i’co answered frankly in her soft
in the first pl m_anw etr - words  carefully.
L NE IR “Yincent Conrad. started badly on  «Ppaady k: think I rather liked him

It was such an amazing statement his firsp %gy Paddy; Some of the gat first. A good rider, and fond of
" to Padd tnat she paused with her Po¥s, including fmt loutish "'boy in hig horse, too. Now. I just don't
lips ompletely siartied and - the Fifth, Guy Quist, started ragging know. ~Jimmy feels like me, 1 think.
bewildered, She stareq at busl Ro him. Conr 't take 1t well, yYou know how nice Jimmy is But
Bullton. She looked at.  J apparenily. He started fighting t them Ron Bullton’s dead against him—
Jimmy was obviously uneasy. - Jo 16&6 a Wléd cat. oﬁelnea-ﬂy l{;inccked- lots of the boys are! And the girls
'{?gggu%ﬁmssed The others seemed JUY S HnC0oa P ack evetr - Hen snrug slightly,

“Look Jhere,” she exclaimed, and Paddy grimaced a little, Jo . “Most of them haven't had much
flushed, “¥_don’t get this at all! noticed and went on quietly: . contact with him, of course. They're
. Ron, are you crackers? Funny sort of " It oniv fair tn 58, Pa%%y% ti’lat —well, cogushk eé suppose.” 5
Okeﬂ- ¢ was one against many; that I' 1

Ron wasn’t joking, Paddy,” said since tearnt he'd never been to a big. affectionate smile, “I think I can
Jimmy quiet schodl before, and we all know that g&s how you're feeung Paddy.

‘“And I’m not cxackers ithert” Guy Quist's a buuy, md Ron’s not d so—you know I'll bacl’: you in
put in Ron Bullto wTE 'ge ttfmk t;a.ctrul to say the I anything you want to dol!”

:’s‘oe i P';uoddghess‘li ng ﬁxege.s t;vg ) eause:%. Paddy nedgded slow New boys JoPa a’x'm drose swiftly and squeezed
riding! Ask Jo, who causedwaﬁermtlo so"m the same rog »t continued w“SDear Jo!- .You know me, don't
Elt;%clfml}ae;ewrist %nazlimput her out of Jo, “he hi%egrouble wée M:ht;ostelxl;,v gtogg Lisiéen' Ixfsﬁ sﬁﬁepted that hti:'s
gyrk & new master, who's very strict. one that cadd ng you—

addy started. She whirled, wide- return, Conrad.played some trick on never want to speak to him - again!
eyed, to her chum. him, and Mr. Voster gated the whole But—but somehow I can't accept
2o &oy, til;%_ggged ‘you don’t. mean gomtme mc&use Conrad didn’t own - it 3;3: X ree%ogltmtll}e gl fk;"tem)edc oft
t—" on the wron; e e wants &

) murmiu' ex’a&?}er difficult to .explain,” p 80 ggrhgaced again, a tiny frown chagtlzle& andgso——;—-.sk a E

u on her forehead. so—— ed Jo gently,

Nothing dificult about it at all,” “Bven so,” satd. Jo very quietly, “And 'm gomg to pm,y up a
snorted Ron Bullton.  paddy, it.was ! Oonrad may not have known it was noti;;e in Ceq Hall now about. a
Conrad who crocked Jo.” .~ the code a;%wamngton'to own up!” meeting _at slx to-night in the

What!’ 9 Paddy looked at her chum. low scables. 1 want to keep my promise.

Paddy was aghast, sha.ken 'I‘he sweet and fair Jo was! 1 wan gnd out about him, what-
boy she _had been so attracted “'That was a bad . 'of course,” ever the others say! 'Jo, you don’'t
the boy she had liked at first sight said. Jo seriqusly. “Iﬁ put him in think I'm being a—a sort of traitor
had—— tix a lot of the unthink- to you?’
aggﬁ‘agg txfﬁt!s' R Sl Bunton iﬁfngf % %ﬁgrrg'd Lo gﬁek'eep tﬁ J ot, Paddy. I lik
. . -Bullton were other smal e n y. e you
Prlmmmly bm‘zgxe ‘fve?l'gnv;t % 0(:3 kr;)ow. %%s, fhxe.'n--at‘r Bm————t eall & m “hesi'-' for it 3‘“ if you turn out ws be

've pro- L * on't. really Wroj
%ﬁ% ca;}‘ oliéxe:,he ﬁﬁi?gggwm is t‘,,he gﬁlst: c‘:)lzlxt sﬁ.‘s xs::g ggmdv ﬁ?ih dba{s No more ‘was said then. for Paddy
n's - ever a rad’s made sha ends- in.
known!” Mallington, and that he breaks (PleGSe turn to the back page.)
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THE GIRL STOWAWAY
* OW are tricks, Julie?”,

Julie  Wilson, the girl
reporter, thoughtfully staring
down st the sea as it washed

past the side of the great liner,
turned with a start.

““Why, Barry!” she exclaimed. “I
thought you'd got left behind at
Marseilles!” .

" A cheeky smile crossed the good-

looking face of Barry Doyle, her
friendly rival from the “Daily
Comet.”

“You should know by now, Julie,
that my paper never. misses the
boat!” he grinned. . ‘“You thought
‘yow’d given me the slip, but 1 was
on board long before sailing-tinle. I
lay low as I wanted to catch Pro-
fessor Henzig on his way to his
cabin.”

“And did you?” asked Julie, with
disarming sweetness.

“No—worse luck!” Barry shrugged.

“That fellow’s a pretty tough assign-
ment, Julie; but I bet I'll.get the
interview before you do. I've dis-
covered that the worthy professor
hates reporters—girl reporters . in
particular! Ile ad one of ’em
turned - off the ship at the last %)ort
of call—so your luck’s right out!”
Julie tried to look unconcerned,
though her heart sank. This par-
ticular assignment meant a lot to

her.

Tt had all started when Mr,
McCraig, her flery news editor, had
sent for her before geing on his holi-

days.

“ Julie, you're losing your grip!”
he barked. “It’'s three weeks now
since you had & front-page story. Be-
fore I return, mind you get something
red hot—something -that’ll hit the
headlines and put the ‘Comet ' in its
place. Then, maybe, we'll talk
about that rise!”

Julie had fled before her impul-
sive tongue could frame a retort she
might have regretted. Losing her
grip, indeed. She would show him!

But a fortnight later the big story
still eluded her. Then, like a gleam
of sunshine, came the rumour that
Professor, Henzig—the eccentric
scientist-inventor—was on his way
- home from India. - His ship would
- call at Marseilles that week-end.

Julie’s hopes had risen, An ex-
clusive interview with the famous
professor would make headlines for
“the “Echo.” Gaining permission
from the deputy news editor, she col-
lected her expenses and caught the
first available boat. By boarding the
finer at Marseilles, she hoped to out-
manceuvre the crowd of reporters
who were bound to be waiting at

Southampton. £ .

" But she had reckoned without the

professor’s dislike- of reporters—and

without the persistent Barry Doyle!
“penny for your thoughts, Julie!”

grinned the boy reporfer, noticing.
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her silence as he lounged beside her
on the deck. *“Don’t look -so glum!
T’ll let you have the interview in full
after I've wired it to my paper.”
“Thanks—for nothing!” replied
Julie lightly. “I can take care-——"
She broke off, stiffening slightly, as
there came the sound of a commo-
tion from farther along the deck.
A junior ship’s-officer was rapping
out orders to a group of seamen,
“Jones—you _and Smethers had
better search the holds. Gregory,
‘take a look round' the boat-deck—
and you, Carter, try the engine-room.
If we don’t get that scoundrel this
;,llimg the old man will blow sky
gh.” b ,
“Anything wrong, sir?”’ panted
Barry, as he .and Julie hurried up.
‘“We’re reporters, and——"'
The officer whirled on them.
“Reporters, eh? Fact is, we've got
a stowaway on board.” .
“A stowaway?” gasped Julie, her
pulses quickening,
“Great stuff!” Barry exclaimed,
reaching for his notebook. -

“Came on board at Aden, we be-

lieve,” said the officer. “ Startled
one or two nervous passengers who
saw ‘a mysterious gure creeping

round the ship after dark. But we
didn’t take serious action till we had
a report of a theft—a distinguished
passenger missed a wallet with some
valuable papers. He’s created no
end of a fuss, and insisted on having
aistiftward posted outside his cabin at
night.” .

“Name?’ asked Barry keenly, his
pencil poised. 2

“You may have heard of him—
Professor Hengzig, the scientist.”

Julie’s eyes ‘lit up. and Barry
whistled as he met her glance.

They waited till the officer’s foot-
%t‘:gps ad .clattered down the stairs.

en—— .

“Gbsh, Julie, what a storv!” Barry
chuckiled. “If only I could catch
that . stowaway I'd ‘have the- pro-
fessor eating out of my hand! "Just
imagine the . headlines in the
‘Comet’——” -

“In _ the ‘Echo,’ you mean!’  cut
in Julie, smiling sweetly.

- Barry chortled-—then he
serious. L 3

“Better keep clear of this, Julie,”
he warned. “The stowaway may be
a dangerous customer, is a
man’s job—not a chance for. girlish
intuition. Well, I'll have to scoot it
I'm to catch up with the hunt. See
you at dinner to-ni%ht!"

He went off, pelting down the

lookzed

By RHODA FLEMING

stairs in the wake of the officer,
Julie sighed . a little pensively. .

Was she really losing her grip?
Was she going to allow Barry Doyle,
that live-wire reporter, to make rings
round her——

Julie started as a lugubrious voice
called suddenly through the dusk:

“Tibbles! Tibbles!”

The girl reporter turned in sur-
prise. ©° A rather mournful-looking

-steward was standing at the entrance
.to the kitchen gquarters, twiddling

his fingers and peering into the
shadows. .
“Tibbles! Tibbles!” he repeated

in wheedling tones., -

~Julie’s eyes bubbled with fun as
hge&'_ sense of humour came to her
aid.
‘“Are you calling me, steward?” she
asked sweetlg. )

The man started violently, touching
his cap in embarrassment.

. “Er—no, miss! Beg pardon, I was
calling the ship’s cat. Always slink-
ing off on its own these days,” he
added complainingly.  ‘““Gone off its
food, too. It's my belief one of the
passengers is feeding it.”

Julie’s heart missed a beat. Barry
had scoffed at her girlish intuition:
but perhaps this was where she came
into her own.

“How long has this been going
on?” she asked.

“Ever since we left Aden, miss.”

Julie thrilled; she was becoming
more sure of herself—and her intui-
tlﬁl;!.. She had not lost her grip, after
a

“After a few more seemingly casual
inquiries she departed, making her
to the bhoat-deck—deserted

way. up
at this time in the evening. Tibbles,

the ship’s cat, had last been seen
coming this -way—and Julie had a

hunch.,
called  softly.

“Tibbles!”
“Tibbles!”

She caught in her breath as, from
the distant shadows, there came a
faint *miaow!” The girl reporter
quickened her steps, then suddenly
she stiffened, staring at a lifebelt
cupboard. Even as she watched, the
door swung slowly open, and the
figure of a girl emerged, holding a
saucer of milk, Next moment a
sleek black cat appeared and coms-

she

-menced to lap up the milk.

Julie's eyes gleamed. Thanks to
the clue of the black cat she had
found the stowaway!

“Those Liv,e-V'\"/_irer Reporters, Julie _And Barry, Return In
Another Enthralling Adventure—This Time Aboard Ship
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. catching sight of Julle. With a uttlc .

gee the great ‘Professor Henzig »

- rations!

; sJecm ed table in

. smﬂ

. for his knife and fork.

Just then the unknown girl turned,

gasp she adueked bac: into the life-

‘nels . ?bo&rd. attempting to <

the doo Julié was there ‘nrst.
“1 say,” she breathed, * what-

ever are you doing here?”

Oh, ma’m'selle *—the -
broken accent, her i}

in fps

trembnng——"ma’m'sene, please ‘don’t .

‘give me a

ie's g were racing, in-
stmctive pity struggling with her ex-
citement. A hg ergtowaway—%here

¥ you a’wayl I - she
pmmlsea “But tell me’-sshe
blunt

aoftg i
hesitated, decxnng to ask a

question—*" have you stolen—

tal:en anythms that doesnt ‘helong

r} spoke’

t mik -
T mean, Ssteward.

paused, staring at Julie's empty
p:ate, nis eyes goggling.
‘Gosh!” he said. < You ve ‘got

“Notnmng lixe a voyage to make
ymx peckishi1” — murmured ‘Jule,
miling as “she "rose to her = feet.

3 Weil, havé' a goodedinner, Barry.

cmse some appetite, @walie!”

‘think I'll go. ,to my_cabin and wﬂte

some, let
She stmned carelessly out of the

‘saloon, followed by Barry’s puzzied the

stare.
On" the table in her cabin she
zg‘eacl a _tasty little supper—the
cken-rolls, some cake sne had
bought at Marsetilés, and ooﬂ'ee and
obtained from the
* Then waiting tiik she felt
that most of the u{h be

in the mist. Chuekling, she doubled
on_her tracks, making 1or the stairs.

But anot T ﬁgure
the mournful

and: Ju ecaqn
s'b,eward had ma.dvertently glveu
her th ﬂrst cme ‘'to the stowaways
mdmg-imce. :
man e grab at her

catchmz at.héer veil. ‘- Julie Starved

ck,h‘:: ‘not: befor he had seen her
rwe the light from the lamp above

talrs.,

Sne heard hig surprised ejaculation

as she dived d%n the stairs, foot-

steps

‘“’Goig, he ised me!” she
thought, . dismayed. _“He doesn’t
know “my name. "but"he's bound to

Barry may smell
the stow-

ng
away-—-but ru have to hoodwmk him

4 gug aob escaped the girl’s Ilps in the dining-saic %

*Ma 1 take only rood f way cautiously- u 0 the bon ec s she ran oa halting in the
the kitehen begﬁuse I am hungrv I shrouded now. in s faint sea t. . ¥ one ant - venti-
SWear t is _ Glane g* towards the lifebelt lators to ta -tale veiled

Julie lpoked at her mﬁy. -She 1lecker, het heart missed a beat. The  hat -and &bby raincoat.

was - a shrewd judge - 6f human door ajar, and there was no Rolling tnem  quiekly into a
nature, and she felt convinced that, of the young stowaway. bundxe she strolled out on to the
the glrl wﬂs not lying darted sud- jonung group of excited pas-

id you come on board?” she'

ecausa"——the girl  swallowed
—* Jecause, ma'm selle, I wish to

er eyes gleaming.
‘petter than she had

she

ask

Julie started
THis was even
dared to ope

* You ( the p:ofessor?"
whispered.

*Oh, no, ma'm'sélle! I”—the girl
clenched hen hands——“l eannot tell

i pn al at':r e Tron
O O aj ulie, ¢ you
L ’“&1 atyone?

w ?r?‘
You wilt not tel ?'
““I won't breatl

on board.” promised )

mentdal reservation‘abb‘utr the .‘storyv :

she ht send to .hej
sh%‘l:a would. make Barry. u
s_ woul p—
when he read it—to say nothing of
her news- editor.
Just then '‘she caught slght of ‘&
crumple@ paper bag in the girl's lap
—a bag containing a few crusts.
Julie’s es,rt melted, her professional

keenness momentarﬂy swept aside W

by sympathy.
“Is that au the foad you have"”
she breathed.

*Oul, ma’m'sene »  replied
pther unsteadily “It was all right.
at first, but now ‘they an keep. wacch
and I dare not go.out.”

Julie’s grey eyes softened.
you've been feeding the
ship’s cat with the remainder or your
Look here "—she spoke im-
fulslvely—"we can't let this go on!
get you some proper food. And
then, when everything’s' quiet il
smuggle you to my. cabin.”.
A quarter of an hour later, at. a
in the dining-saloo;
ulle was rapidly transferring cold

chicken from her plate Into several
crisp,

buttered rolls.

e Eung‘ry Julie°" asked -an amused .

voice.

.mue looked up with a ‘start, . to
find Barry standing ther

"Awl’u y1” she said, heart

“her
beat!ng r&ther quickly “It’'s the sea

811

¥ sank into the chair opposite,
“ Its funny sbout that stowaway

he said. *We- couldn’t find a trace

of the fellow. Wonder where he’s

bidlng?

seem very interested.,
Stmd ?got Proressor Henzig on your

" Perlm murmured Juli e,

ffened,
towards the perthole.
caugnt sigbt e: him on the deck Just
now.”
Barry turned, staring eagerly out of

,tne porthole With swift sleight-of-
the c.mcken- h

alle transferred
rons to er capacious -hand
“Can’t see snyene.* grunted arry
«you must have been mistaken.”
He turned te the table, reaching
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.denly from_the sh
“ Ma’'m’se
‘goodness !

g’iscom‘edea’n ne-acts.. %
. belt iwpboard—l eau

the §
E ‘stowaway

. big risk.
sly.
he asked.-

Then he

it is you' Thank
I am frig

ten ——
‘““What has happened?* demanded

,Jur}'tg, gripping the girl’s arm

oung stowaway was wearing
g shdbby raincoat and a small felt

hat with a veil, previeusly hidden in-

the locker.

“Ma‘m’sene, it . is. that young
man!” she gasped. “A tall young
man—he came searching the dec
after you had gone. He: try the door
of the cupboard, but I hold it fast
from the inside and make no sound
_tenr he go to gi\*e the alarm.”

Julie drew ’ quick . breath, a
start&ed look in hex grey eyes.
Ba.n'y"' §he breathed. “I

She 'broke off, holding -the girl
tightly .as. there came.a.distant sound
of hurrying  footsteps—and Barrys
voice ralsed eé(oxtecgy Fin  right,

pret tain T'in
There gvas 1 1n the life-

8 green t’h with a veil I shouldn’t

wonder if she’s- the stowaway 1”
‘¢All.. T ht men—sp: ea(i out!”

‘boomed voice of._ the ship’s-

officer. . wno ever she ss she won't

e cape !
ngta-faced despa{r ‘%‘ the young
le—and

lodked
reckless glea m ﬂa.shed lnto the gn-l

S ST e won't g with
“ B e W n' e a:wa
tniaTS She Dréathed. 8 4

JULIE TAKES A RISK
ER precious story was st stake—

and the safety of -this. myster- Du

- -jous -girl in whose mnocence
she ‘believed!

"7 Julie's  actions were almost ‘a8

witt as her thoughts.
lyl” she wmspered drag
ging oﬂ' ‘her smart hat and coat.
Give. me your things, and I'll act
as a decoy!’
and - agitated.:
stowaway o ged without question,
number of my cabin is
chirty-rour," Julie whispered, “and
here’s the key. Don’'t be scared.
No one will take any notice of you—
they’ll be too busy chasing me!’”
The footsteps were. coming: . closer
now, and dim figures loomed m the

mist.

Juue knew that she was taking a

Shieldging a . stowaway—
and a suspected thief—was a serious.
offenice.. But Julie, the reporter, was
after a story!

With & warning gesture to he:v
companion, She sprang out suddenty
from  the shadow of ' the deck-
house, and streaked towards the com-

lon stanes goses | shouted B
he arry
i Leave this to m
ys%u..don’t Bau'y'" Julie

saw her young rival
bearing .dewn on
S waited almos

he AH
reached Jer; then she dodged diving
behing a locker.
She hea,rd Barrys stifled ejacula-’
tion as -collided with the locker

the young

-book,

sensers who were watching the chase

at_a distance.

“Wnats going on?”. she -asked in-
nocently, addressing an irate-look-
ing gentieman who- stood near to her,

“It's that confounded stowaway!"
“They say, now, that
she’s . a girl—a pretty da.ngerous
character. Possibly a foreign
who's after Protessor Henzig's Iatest
fnvention. I hear. that the old
gentleman is unwell and keeping to
nis cabin. We'll all feel sarer when
the stowaway’s locked up!”

Julie’s blood boiled as she remem-
bered  the gxrl’s appealing face. A
foreign spy! Th at sounded like one
of Barry’s bright

The sounds of the pursuit had died
away, and with a sigh of relief Julie
made her way demurely down to her
cabin. Looking round quickly, she

gped gently on the door,

“It’s only me—your friend!” she
wh spered

heard the lock click, and the
opened cautiously to reveal the

doo
anxious face of ‘the young stow-

Da-le,

way.
Julle ste%d in quickly, locking
e door be X
Mamsene, they are after you?”
faltered the girl.
“They weret” chuckled Julie, “I
managed to give them the slip. Don't

She sat down on the bunk, smiling
at her agitated companion.

“We'd better talk in whispers,” she

d, “in case an one gets susptclous

sal
. Ta start with—wl {0\11' name?”

"Nic{xette ‘ma m’sel e —— Nichette
n
“You don’t ha

n to be a spy?”’
Julie asked casually.
The other's dark eyes widened in

amazemnt
ma'm'selle?"

“A—a ' 8pY,
falte:

9 sa.id Julie, smiling.
“Porget it! “Some bright person-has

she

red.

“Never mind,
been putting round rumours, I say,
you haven't eaten vour supper !”

“Mamseu is that for me?’ whis-
pered the

“Of rae' You tuck in—while
I have a. talk to yo

Julte casually opened her note-
ooking on .with sym athetic
approval as the girl .eagerly devoured
‘& chicken-roll.

*“y say, what made you pretend to
be a reporter when you first came on
board?’ she demanded suddenly.

The girl started, gazing uneasily at
her guestioner.
“you—you guessed, ma’'m’selle?”’
“ Just put two and two together,”
said Julie, smiling. “A girl reporter
was ordered off the ship at ' Aden—
and ‘shortly afterwards there were
rumours. of a stowaway. Yyou're not

a reporter, are you?”

‘Fhe girl shook her head

“No, ma'm’selle, but I have worked
as copy-girl in a French newspaper
omnz ana that gave me the idea of

w to et n board.”
Julle held out her. hand
“Shake!”

s

her eve
twinkling. & I’m on 3. newspapex
GIRLS’
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t00, Nichette—and so’s Barry, the
. young man_ who nearly caught you!”
4Oh1” The girl’s tace paled, and
she started to her feet, *Then—
then you just pretend to help me
because you want my story——"
“Sit . down!” breathed  Julie.
“You've got me all wrong, Nichette.
I do want your story, but. I want to
help you, too. Whatever you tell
me, I shan’t breathe a word without
your permission. I'm really more in-

terested in interviewing Professor
Henzig. Why are you so anxious to
see_him?”

The girl hesitated, glancing appre-
hensively towards the door. Then,
taking courage from Julie’s friendli-
ness, she blurted out her story.

- Her ‘brother, Jagues, ha been

confldential valet to the professor for

many years. He was the only person
who shared his eccentric employer’s
full confidence, and whom the pro-
fessor trusted to look after his valu-

able pet cats. -t
While on "holidav with Nichette,

Jaques had received a curt letter

from Professor Henzig, enclosing a

month’s salary in lieu of notice.

There had been no explanation for

his dismissal, other than that the

professor was sailing for England.

-“Poor_ Jaques was distressed,” de-
clared Nichette. ‘“He was i1l at the
time, and not able to travel, We
hear that the professor’s ship is call-
ing at Aden and I try to get on board
as a reporter, but they order me off.
So—so0 I hide, and "—she swallowed
hard—*"you know the rest.”

Julie’s eyes were shining as she
scribbled busily. The story held
more possibilities than she had dared
to hope. The professor’s mysterious
action in dismissing his trusted valet
—his suddenly planned. voyage to
England—and his anxlety to avoid
reporters.

At all costs, thought ' Julie, she
must ferret out the truth before
Barry got an inkling of the mystery.
What a scoop for the “Echo”—and
for her hard-to-please news ediltor.
The fiery Mr. McCrai% would welcome
her with open arms if she could pull
off this story under the very nose of
the “Comet’s "’ star reporter——

Her thoughts were interrupted by a
gentle tap at the door. Julie’s heart
Jumped, and she gripped Nichette
warningly by the arm.

“I say—Julie!” came an eager
voice from outside. “Julie, are you
there?” :

It was Barry! :
the light in the cabin.

Julie flashed a reassuring glance
at her scared companion, and gave a
stifled yawn.
4“That you, Barry?” she asked
“Did you want anything?”
so you are therel” said
“Look here, Julie—come

clean! What do you know about

that girl stowaway?”

*Girl stowaway?” repeated Julie,
yawning again. ‘“Please don’t talk.
in -riddles, Barry. I'm awfully
tired!” . !

Barry snorted,

“You were wide-awake enough at
dinner, and I saw you slip up to- the
boat-deck soon after. You can’t kid
me, Julie!” .

g “I'm not trying to,” sighed Julie.
“I haven't the faintest idea what
you’re driving at.. Do run away,
Barry, and let me get some sleep—
there’s a good boy.”

“All right!” said Barry huffily, “If
;c\lat's how 'you feel. You're welcome
to your precious story, for what it’s
worth. Now that we know the stow-
away is a girl, it’ll only be:a méitter
of hours before she’s caught. 'Mean-
while "—he chuckled, 'his good-
humour returning—* meanwhile,
%’uhe, I've wangled that interview

ith Professor Henzig!” . .

Julie caught in her breath, but she
was not golng to let Barry suspect
her anxiety: : : e

. ““How nice!” she murmured. “Did
you sing outside his deor—or what?”
© Barry chuckled again. . -

“The captain put in a  word for
me,” he boasted. ‘“Grateful for my
help in tipping them off about “the
stowaway. I'm seeing the professor

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—25:2:50

“Oh,
Barry.

He must have seen -

In an hour’s time—and Il get the
wl}‘ole story!”

Good for you, Barry!” Julie
yawned. *“You can tell me all about
it. in the morning. Goo’-night!”

“Eh? good-night!” grunted

?  Oh,

Barry, obviously piqued by her seem-
ing lack of interest. “And just you
walt till you see those headlines!”

Julie smiled as she heard him
stamp away; but her smile quickly
faded. She started to her feet.

“Nichette, you wait here!” she
breathed.. “You’ll be perfectly safe
if you don't answer any knocks. I've
got to see Professor Henzig ‘somehow
—before Barry gets a look in!”

“But he will not see girl reporters,”
sald Nichette anxiously.

Julie smiled, opening her hand-

ag.

gHe won't know I'm a reporter.
I'll be—yes—an autograph-hunter!”
She donned a pair of horn-rimmed
spectacles that gave her attractive
features a very different expression.
“From the U.S.A,, I guess! ‘m sure
keen on collecting celebrities!”

Her nasal intonation was perfect,
dnd the young
despité herself as, with a reassuring
nod, the girl reporter left the cabin.

Julie had ascertained that the pro-
fessor’s suite was

No. 7,
principal deck reserved for more ime-

e

Having diverted Ba

N

stowaway smiled

7, on the

clamation rose to her Ilips, therg
came a sound of hurrying footsteps.
Julie turned, and her heart . missed
a beat as she recognised the steward
whom she had already twice en-
countered that evening. At once he
recognised her in spite of the horn-
rimmed spectacles.

“Hi!” gasped the steward. “That
girl, professor—she’s the stowaway
we're looking for——”

The professor gave an angry roaf.
“Hold her, man!” he thundered.
~Julie fled, without stopping to
argue. Diving under the steward’s
arm, -she sprinted desperately down

the corridor. .

Though it would be simple to
prove her identity, theré were bound
to be awkward questions—questions
she could not answer without betray-
ing the young stowaway.

And now, more than ever, the girl
reporter was anxious to avoid trouble.
For her brief interview with the pro-
fessor had provided her with a start-

’s attention, Julie quickly transferred the chicken rolls into her

handbag. Julie wanted that food for the stowaway—and Barry must hot know
anything about it.

portant passengers. To her relief she
tound it unguarded. The steward
appointed to keep watch had pro-
bably gone for his supper, and the
corridor was _deserted except for
Tibbles, the ship’s cat, prowling In
search of its missing friend.

Julie bent to stroke its sleek black
coat—for luck! Then, her heart
heating quickly, she tapped boldly on
the cabin door..

.She had to knock several times be-
fore the door was opened. cautiously.
A grey-bearded face was thrust out—
a face familiar to her from many

hotographs The redoubtable Pro-
fessor Henzig! B :
“Huh!  What do you want?”’ he

grunted, glaring through thick-lensed
spectacles. , “I .give orders I do not
see anyone——""

“Say, forgive me, professor,” cut in
Julie, with a disarming smile. “1
guess: I'm with .a party of students
who’d sure be honoured to have your
autograph.” s e o
o 4 o. not  sign. autographs!”
growled the professor, his face dark-

‘ening as he madé to close the door.

& Go'—and take . that animal with
you!”. | e )

He aimed a kick at -the inoffensive
cat, -which . had -strolled between
Julie’s feet, 5 P e R

The girl reporter’s eyes flashed
angrily; but even as an indignant ex-

ling clue—a clue she was determined
at all costs to follow up!

Now, to her dismay, she heard
other footsteps coming towards her.
Julie halted, her heart pounding. She
imagined herself being caught—and
marched in front of the captain—
cross-questioned about her part in
aiding the stowaway.

They might even get in touch with
her paper, dnd Julie shuddered to
think  what the fiery Mr. McCraig
would say! 5

Desperately Julie ‘looked round:

then her eyes lit up as she saw the
open door of a cabin' which was in
darkness. e ) :
. Without - a second thought, she
dived into the. cabin, closing the door
behind her. But even as she stood
there, regaining her breath, she heard
voices outside the cabin; the door-
handle rattled, and someone entered
the room, fumbling for”the switch.

Holding her breath, Julie backed
into a curtained alcove where severai
coats were.hanging, allowing the cur-
tain to drop behind her. . -
. Just then the light was switched

on.. .
“ Dangerous . girl stowaway—poppy-
cock!” growled a voice—a voice that
caused Julie’s heart to turn over.
“Some crazy yarn put around by a
daft. reporter, I ken!”
Her .mind feeling numbed, Julie
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- attempted- f/o pe T ﬂrom behmel
curtaln; ? movemen jé?e“

. s A
. ¥he it moment. urtaln’ was
s drmet? i ——andnzlgx MWa

f??&x the oemer :?the

hﬂ.

cabin::

T4 Julie

Julie: gulped, her 1 ps parted as she
?1; the her news
- ed“t?x\—-th" fiery ° Meera“lx

SENSATIONS on’ BOARB

eiicounter, and it -

’ J:m.m’s mind fedt moménturily

- sink she
: mgls amnx the

gtunned Ytgt.
was cleayr tHat ‘Mr,. maig ‘was
no .less dmnbmumﬂ;gd

“Whe stm tmmme ot
tmug does J\_me?"
bark “Wh -are” you doing
board his ship—

: 1 A mbm?“
) And what’s a}r ehisnagbou& % ¥

y?

June tried to spenk as, w&'sh
hesrd foo
-ocorridor outsi

i POfeard excited shouts.

She te
: s~
thief——

charg ms——
. 8CO0D lor tne ’Comee 1” he

" explain—=>

1

N “The stowawam
er 2’

“She came this way! Fair-haired
giri—tallish, wearing horn-rimmed '
spect&c‘es !J"

Tne ‘valées, zadsd into the distance:

Mr, mnde
msmro:its He -was- 8

“in ring at.
Julie llke a man in a
tacien: e me—mm%d hat
. W, S
§s all nhia? have you bm.;up 7
I——.s—-’ Plense; M ;
tory-—-" 5
UM AR ¥
. pretty h -
oxivals, - ME Tep (- 8rTes ‘as.
stowaway ! "mﬂy tho L] editor
ed . with abett! A

bitterly;,
stand " J’ul!e mm ted out.

- Well?'* barked her ed
And sudden
she couMn't explain.
“I'd rather mnot

yet——"

“What? W_B}

“Because ’ uIie seizaecj at
obvious excuse—'* Barry Doyle is aim
the same story, and I want to beat
utm to €.’

. M. Mccraxgs face tock on a
deeper crimso;

*“So the * camet fellow is
on board this ship—and his
about the girl stowaway will

BB-Y

hege——
story
be "all

~over ‘Tondon to-mMorrow

" doorway. .Coming

“But he doesn't_ know yet that. I'm

Julie eorrected her-.

hidzn —1 mean,”’
gastuy “that - I'm mixed up In
: “A good thing for you. my sirlv"
McCraig. “L1i

‘growled - Mr. ten,
Julie If . you let young Doyle beat
you te it with - -story—or if sa

much a D

Come't' connecting our paper wi

this stowaway  scare—then you're

fired! Have vou got that elear?”
Julie nodded, her face pale.

“And now—scram!” ordered her

editor, epening the door. “And get

;};:ﬁ gjr& . Julie—if you want to keep
The door slammed behind the girl

eporter,
June ieant against the wall .of the
corridor. - The sounds of the hunt

had receded into some distant part
of the ship. ~For the moment, at
least, she was safe from capture.

The girt reporter stiffened suddenly,
slipping quickly into- an adjacent
auntily along the
corridor. was. a ia.m liar boyish figure,
notebook in h

Barry Doyxe was on his way to in-
terview .the professor—while she,
Julie, was being hunted as a stow-

ph appears in the

..away, thanks largely to her rival’s in-
tion !

terven

The girl reporter wa.ited till Barry
" was almost out of
© moved away. -

ht then she
) t of * following-
him, she meade her way up to the
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shout. that
.mm the siae OF

e,
; ,henzig's au!te
. Her
cHmbped. the rail,

- Have you seen

ngers!‘ looking up Ang - just then
racter—a ..

a'strangled noise .

adaed”
you don’t. under-~~
2 I——I can .

Iy . Julie reansed that'
anything ;

an’ st Talle's Wrist, Barey ool
- him m an wpa:m mamw to seize
*stOwawa

‘furiously.

‘wildly

miszeshmuded deck, -a darmg plen in

j i)ed ‘one ot%ﬂoﬂ ntgl}% gorms
beneath trr!:;?nl!fe 2y
d‘ ua.ﬂ.y‘

er that descenchad
fvrm mmnns* ﬂ'ush

the ship: :
rgassed close - ~to
hoxe&——and o.mcng
€d, was ' Professo

heat umceadﬁy a8’ she
‘descending -the"
naigrtow ladaer nke a wraith m the

Tnen, quaite: close he T,
gieam -of yeliow
rrom an. open porthole ‘heard a_ Tar-
mur of -voiees.
gruff foreign-soundins’ Yo&e&—
and crisp, ‘oreezy- toms of

oung
Jue’s heart guickened as; hoidmg

oted. the: mm
rom - the

severan eahﬂn
£hy Julie

‘on to the ladder with oné-hand, she--

leant as far as she dared wwards tne
porthole ~and locked i
'nere, barely a yard my. ‘the burly
protessorstoodwnk his baekw?x\,
le; while Barry eon:routed him,
a!ert, notebeok in hand.
was scrlbbling busily, not
e girl
noticed some-

reporter’s sharp eyes
thing lying -on a-shelf, close to the’
‘black lea.thar wallet,

porthole.
‘It was a bulky,
ith its owner’s initials,
~im not those of

‘with lnﬁnie mtlon, she
tged her free hand through the -
m&e‘ ﬁn&eu hﬁmg on the

o
% ﬂf gtensefa&

m even wtcker

1o ST &fwmm@m -

um' 3 mst ms gm
de ‘a grab
ed with

ven A8

the °
“SHein1” cmta!! “the. professor
- eseape—

5¢ with ~my
wallet ! Steward e

The ﬁ ward -

Julie, her heart pounding sclambled
up the la.dder and cnm ed
over the rail.

Footsteps were pound!ng a.cross the
deck; muffled voices were shouting
on every side, ~ With a stab of dis-
may, the girl rter remembered-
that she was sti ng the tell-
tale wallet she’ taken on &

‘moment’s wild impulse If she were
; ht with the wallet in her pos--
session she would be arresied as a
th -thief!

The searchérs were closing . in, an
Julie shrank back towards t the 1a11
Groping in’' the fog, she collided-
against something Hard. It was the
corner of the lifebelt lockér in which
the young stowaway had hidden,

A glimmer of hope erept into the

She groped’ ror the door of the
jocker. It stood ajar. and s crept
mslde, pulling the door to  behind

Hardl daring to tRgeatlm she
crouched there kness,
Iistenier;i to the voices and footsteps

length .they moved
away, and the

irl” reporter ve a
lit%e sigh of relf e

~she produced 3
fount.ain—pen ﬁt“ted at the end with
a -torch bulb. Directing the narrow
beam on to. the wallet. she quickly
examiried the pavers it cam:ai 1ed.

 Her. heart. quickened, and her grev
eves widened in excitement. But at.
that moment, as she seanned the
closely . written sheets, she  heard a
movement in the darkness behind

_girl reporter’'s ey

‘B

‘she. s
ngﬁt semmmg’« =
place, still nonu

3 loolners as the

“burst: into the cabin, |

her—and something sprang - -suddenly -
her ghoulders,
%ected ‘shock’ was too .
mucl'r ror Ju e's t eused nerves. She
~'a moment

xt mﬂm “the -ship’s: cat;:

that had- tried” to &
-tion, 1m§mmg the she was

issing-friend

But Julte’'s - ynwary cry had -be-
rayed ‘her. Bven-as she- caught uap
Tibbles, the ‘door of the locker was
gen, and: t'he glare of & torch
‘dagzled her- eyes,
p&nteﬁ the

““Here she is
"‘—On& you' comet” _ordered” the .
shai tones at the ship’s officer.
from  her -hiding-
.the cat. She was
-but ~there was
’hen . eyes.:

sir'".

pale ‘and -dish
reckxens sleam ‘in
there's’

- P
“I've a.n idea the resal
" hiding in Cabin 34.
i8 " 8 reporte ‘on-
Echo '—"
- Ye mean she was, youn ? man!”
barked the irate tones or Jul es long-

suffering editor. “She's fi
“Hein—] demand her - arrest"'
thundered Professor ~Henzig * his

bearded face and - broad- shoulders
Jooming in the midt. ‘“She steal my
‘wallet ! Gii it back. ‘to me, ybﬁng
woman !

togk a menaclng step towams
but at‘ that 1 t ething
black st1‘eak from

landmg on to the pro-
ulders. .
*Ach; take the eat, away!"

he bel- -

lewed makm .a wild grab at it.
ught _you. loved -cats, pro-
ressor!" d -Julie sweetly. Barry
-—gx\lxickly.——iook at.hig beard !
the struggle the. professors

. He
‘her;
sprang Hke

!mor‘s s

ed beard seemed to be suddeniy .
askew! With . an amazed shout,
B sprang forward, and

His shout. was echoed - y the on-
beard came awidy, re-

vealing a sullen, clean-shaven face,

* Arrest that manl” criegn Julie, ner

eyes : shining. - h Barr
e’'s an ampo&tori" She dom'ished
the papers she had taken from the
jet. The real

is a prisoner in his own yacht, an
this man was bringing plans of the

fessor’s. latest mven ion to be sold

someone in His plan
‘'wouxld - have : succe ed " oo, if lt
‘hadn’t been for Nicl otte, the yg :
st%Waway-—ahd “Tibbles, the & ips
cal

The scoundrel made an attempt to

break away, “held bim in
a Ju-jitsu grm. and the pseudo pi'c-
fessor was marched awa.y to be ques-
tioned by the captain.

‘Wh Ban'y returned, he walked

ht to. dJulle, a rather
chagrined’ 1ook in ‘his blue eyes.

“ Congrats, Julie!” he said. “I
was wrong about that feminine in-
tuition.’ is' is ‘your scoop, after all
—and what a storyl™

But Julie shook. her head.

“You forget,. Bm," she said. “I
—I've heen fir:

‘ Poppycock!” barked a voice from

the mist, as Mr. McCralg logmed into

view.. “if you think I'd let my star

reporter go so easily, my

can think again! Bring tha.t—t t

‘stowaway ong from your . cabin,

Julie—and you join us, Barry. I,
ken we’ll. have a little celebmtion

supper to mark ‘the oc 348 Mg

Jultes grey eyes sparkled.

«“Then Barry and I will share the
story!” she declared. “ And—er—
Mr. McCraig——"

“well, Julie?”

4 Jgst before you went on houday
you e—'

“Och! - We'll go lnto that lateg!”
said Mr. McCraig g‘ruﬂ‘ly though his
eyes twinkled. “You get your story
wired oﬂ‘ before T change my mind'"

THE .END.

" Another grand long complete story
nax: waek 1 ¢“The New Qirl
A crcuo Star  Make sure of
mdlng ‘it by ordering your copy of
atnpLs’ GRVSTAL today.
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JUNE’S CHALLENGE

UNE GAYNOR, niece of Noel Ray-
.mond, the famous detective,

~  went to lonely Knoll Castle under
.ah assumed name, Carolyn . Stuart.
She had been asked to go there by
Ronald Garth; an author whose story
about’ the legendary Green: Archer-was
t0 ' be filmed there. He- believed that
a ‘mysterious ‘figure dressed as the
'glreen Archer was threatening the

m. "
‘ June received a terrific shock.when
she met Noel there, for she had
lieved .that ‘he was on the Continent.
*~He told her that he wished to conduct
the case on:his own, and that she
. must leave at ‘once. . :
'~ When the .flrl detective' looked at
gome fllm scripts early the foldowing
morning she believed she had found
evidence that the Green Archer was a
member of the film unit. ;
..When Noel appeared on the scene
he disagreed :with 'her .theory about
the Green Archer. But June urged

m to. let her stay on at the castle -

I’f‘s_he could prove that she was right.

o [ . L] . (3
.‘VOﬁLD her'uncle acceﬁt her chal-
'Y . lenge? n o

Breathless with suspense, June

awaited his reply.

But Noel Raymond did not speak,
and once again June became acutely
‘conscious of how the famous detective
had changed. A few months ago his
reaction would have been instan-

taneous; he would have responded to -

he}x; cha.llenge with boyish zest.
ut n ! ;
She caught in her breath, gripped
by the strangest of feelings. Some
inner voice seemed to be warning her
that it was absolutely vital that she
should remain at Knoll Castle—that
not only was her own happiness at
stake, but that of her uncle’s as well.
“Well, nunky, what do you say?
Come on!_ Be a sport! You've
nothing to lose, you know.”

Though she tried to speak lightly,

there was & husky quaver in her voice.
She was too worked up to hide her
emotion, and almost desperate was
the look of appeal in her blue eyes.

Abruptly Noel’s frown faded, and he
gave a rather rueful lau%gl. :

“When you put it like that you
don’t give me much option, do you,
my dear?”  he said. '*Very well; I
accept your challenge.” :

‘“ Oh, that’s wonderful !” June cried,
and gave her uncle a hug. “I can’t
tell you how much——"

But smilingly he . checked her
exuberant outburst.

. ‘I should sgve the cheers, my dear.

You-haven’t won yet, you know.”

* “But I shall!” June declared, with
a chuckle. : .

Once more that worried frown
appeared between his eyes.

“I sincerely hope not, my dear, for
there are very special reasons why
you should not be mixed up in this
case. It’s only becattse my investi-
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ations have convinced me that the

reen Archer has no connection with
the castle that I agreed to your pro-
bosal, and I think it only fair to warn
‘you, June, that it will take really gilt-
edigeg evidence to make me change my
mind.”, ,

Gravely he regarded her, then there
appeared that quizzical smile which
had once been s@ :characteristic of
himi but whieh nowadays was seen so
rarely. e

“Well, what makes you so positive

e asked. . v
“Several things, nunky. First of all,.

‘there’s the -¢costume.”

‘“ Costume ?**
Wit‘h surprise.

_ His eyes ‘opened wide
“Yes, the Green Archer’s. costume.

.You didn’t know I'd found it, did you?
} lying on 'the .

Well, I have. It was I
stairs leading down from thé battle-

ments. ‘He must have discarded it and to

thrown it there just after escaping.
from - you, . and surely that’s very.
significant.” o o

Challengingly she regarded - him,
and she could not: reslstka chuckle as
she saw how taken aback he was,
- “If the Green Archer lived outside,”-
she went on, * then surely he wouldn’t
have wasted time taking off ‘his cos-.
tume. - He would have run off as
quickly as.he could.” On the other
hand, if T am right—if he really does
live in the castle; is a member of the
film unit—then he wouldn’t dare go
indoors until he’d stripped off the

- costume.”

She paused expectantly; but. Noel
Raymond made no comment. :
“Have you anything else to support

your theory?’ he asked. .

June chuckled again.

“You bet I have, nunky! There’s
this film script, for instance. Just as-
you came into the banqueting hall
I made a big discovery about it.”

She held out the manuscript she
had picked up from the refectory
table 80 that he could see it clearly.

“You will note, nunky; that it’s
typed on very expensive and dis-
tinctive paper,” she went on, “and
that the name of the castle is em-
bossed on the top of the first page.-
voice rose excitedly—
‘“that threatening message which the
Green Archer fired by means of an
arrow was written on exactly similar
paper. And if he isn’t living in the
c%s{,%g. how could he have got hold
0; '

Triumphantly she ' surveyed him,
and he gave her arm an admiring
squeeze.

"Unless June Won Her ~

Detective Challenge She

Would Have To Leave
The Haunted Castle,

s

that the seoundrel lives at the castle?” .
be- he aski 4 : v

By PETER LANGLEY

“Congratulations, my dear! . Little
misses your sharp eyes, and it’s cer-
tainly a most ingenious theory you
have built up. -But I'm afraid I must
disagree with you. Take the costume,
for instance. The Green Archer would
have had- just as strorg & _reason for
gg%a,l;dlng it, even if le doesn’t live

¢But why, nunky?” :

- “Well, the main- exit was guarded,
my dear. That means. that to escape
he would havé to climb over the wall.
But that would necessitate his cross-
ing the courtyard where people were
searching for him. If he wore his
green, costume he would have been
recognised -instantly.. But if he dis-
carded it and sltgped across in' his
ordinary clothes, then it would be ten
one that no,one. would- pay any
attention to him, -If he were seen he
would be' mistaken for one of the

searchers.”
- June’s face fell. There could be no

denying the.famous detective’s logic..

Th?nt desperately she held up the film
seript. : L

. *But what about this, nunky?” she
-asked. “How do you explain that the
Green  Archer used castle paper for
his note?” ’

He examined the paper, then again
shook his head regretfully.

“This is certainly distinctive and
fairly expensive,” he said, “but I
should imagine you could buy similar
stuff at many high-class stationer’s.
It’s just a. coincidence that that
scoundrel used the same Kkind of
paper.”

*But, nunky——"

“There, there, my dear! You
mustn’t be too upset. You've done
Jolly well, and it’s_a shame that
you’ve lost the test. I only wish——"

“But I haven't lost, nunky!” June
broke in excitedly. “I haven't
finished yet.”

“Not finished!” He stared in
astonishment. “You mean, you have
more evidence to submit?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushed, her
eyes agleam. ,

“You bet I have, nunky! Finger-

rints! - They are infallible, aren'st
hey? 8o suppose I checked up on
the finger-prints of everyone in the
castle? That would definitely prove
whether or not the Green Archer is
living here, wouldn't it?*

He surveyed her blankly.

“But how can you check up on
them?” he asked. ‘“You could take
true but

everyone’s ﬂn%er-prlnts.
what good would that do unless you
had a sample of the Green Archer’s
prints to compare them against?”

June chuckled. '

“No good at all, nunky; but, you
see "—she could not hide her triumph
—*“I have a sample of the Green
Archer’s prints!”

“What!”

There couid be no doubt about i%
she had impressed Noel at last, In
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. placed on

silens wender he stood there for a

moment ar two. Then—

*You Dave the Green. . Archer’s
r-prints?”’ he said slowly.

nodded.

“Yes. there was a xmnt on me.
mxutenins te he - sent Ronald
Garth, wrl ‘A real
mumm I’vetott&wnnte
it te B i s mmntswoft{v;‘fi
thy ol oo L

Jung not finish. was no
need to. Obvicus it m . if-any
of the occupants of e aid
have & 1] tzhes
. that en the note, then would have
won her’ have dis-
coveraed the iden the mystery
man into the

excitpd. as she'

almost. a8

did, Neel semdhxy.w the arm. .

lq% g0 md get that
note rxg: away,” Ma ‘I P,
she was o Show L Wy
“No we’n han‘e to “it until &
preakiast, “ The
othﬂ girls m the dormitory aren’t up

Reluctantly he nodded.

"I'll w by:)u up- on tge first-floor in

landing at a quarter past nine, my
dear. I'm eafra
breakiast with you ‘got - sSom
work to do, so ¥li get iﬁ sent ﬁ:ong
to my office. Meanwhile——""

broke off as voicos anet toet.steps

'soun ed from al

h& e

e'd better nm be seen together,”
he wm;perhge ediy ieft_her. here
than - Ka.y - ‘for some other purpose and ove

knoy m “his usmng
s t .he ‘would st.mmht a.wav

gue!
i %'ﬁm

sal.
“1t to. JOm irx
the all- her mind

gl and more the
that. ‘must at
the ¢ grew

The moment: m&kﬁst
snmaed am She Igg.nd
Janding, a

!‘ied mw the
11: .}une
suiteaee,

in ﬂ'om;
L confident was the
mrned up at the fameus

Now {or it mmky I” she cried, and
unlacked catches. “It's no
att.en that I

%ﬂ; the hetter of you, but
t;h X is time. When you see
s

"ited flush died
n lifting the lid, she instantm saw

WaS mngﬁ'
slothes she had left neat and 1dy trad
%um up. Bu'b that was n:g

she h
top were mlssi

‘Tlg'e Green &rcbers costums-—its

’ue?f

Noel’s volce ‘wat as startled
owil, &id in
nod:

“Yes, someone’s tampered with my
su%)case ‘They’ve stolea the costume,
an |

off, she rum-

in breaki
lmed» Sggghe sitk poeiet Tet into the

lid.
Next moment her worst fears were
confirmed.

The pocket was empw The Green
Archer’s note had also gon

The piece of evidence on Which all
her hopes rested had vanished

MORE FINGER-PRINTS

€e.

« ¥T'S been stolen, nunky! The note
T told.you about—the one with
me Green Archer's t umb-print

on it!”
‘There was an|
tive's volee, an
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uish in the girl detsc-
helplessly she knelt

~ Nogéi &
“and he fmvmed

_pered

cgnceﬁttﬁte& on vha urgentK necessm’ W
] etmnﬁ £eennc‘ u‘n
ﬁ on at: -

over she
Noel waits -
together they

tory June-

ma .out her biggeat‘ ”ﬁ.\ J
: t tbe Green Ar
omm

mte———
She broke off, fgnd abru tly the ex- Inis

ooy of Sisent
. Was a, feeling of aissatisfaction in h

consternation June go?

there, gazing from the rifled sualtcase
‘to_her uncle and back again.
b:? Jeft her da&d

ust have
hmrserf bt mm’

M bea:it % over m :

the: Ioeln

of them' h,aving been tam-

hﬁ announced. *“That -’
that the scoundrel

exaumned
“No

beems to &
mums have
v could _he _ha,ve done,
7(%

Ktoal shnok his Md. X
my

member most of the b u%
He could eas&ly ‘have go
J outsider egoe—
51bly have known what was locked In -
case?” vged June. “Unless he
overheard s, talking in the banguet-

. He

our conversation by act
- In - consternation - June regard'ed

him.
TN Yeu mesn that,——thﬁt u‘x‘e stiu
'-'un onvinced?’ she W

ulpe
owly, with- evidgm; reiuctanee. he

- nodded.
T ARG ‘$hat--that you’re stitl
- to insist on my retur l.o%ss
to-morraw?"” .
he noddem
“Y'm afraid so, dear-. I ha.te
keep 1o the Iet wr bargain, but
we . did” agree ;mt you should .

arm Wnd.

R

ons have convinced me
her is workmg srem

« L9

n that mtna.ir “votce gee?;edhﬁ
neeeasitg -
out, in but

cried
tly he interrupted her.
love

get mixed up with, and J&t
other yeasons why you shmnd not ge
involved. I ean't tell you what they
are, my Gear, but 1 assure you that
for both our sakes it's best if you
jeave here to-merrow.’”

June could not help hei ime
pressed there

heart. e
Why was he so anxious for her to
What could be the secm reason
¢ hinted a hf:i

past?
With sn effort she forced baek her
intmen i I.’ll

‘nunky,™ she said.
do a5 you say

gave ‘her arm a fond squeeze.
irl 1» he exclaimed. “Now
Im a;frai you must exeuse me. - I
must try to discover exactly how the
Green m‘cher managed to- sllp in and
out of the castle so easily.”

Flashing the 1" detective axmther
qympathetxc § ; made for the
doo! Moodily
Desnite what he had
anxious to stay, for she found #t im-
possible to silence inner voice
with its urgent wi

“I'm cextain that nunkys wrong
for .once,” sha told herseif. “The

i} exclting id
Perbaps

o
hold of a dupliqste

.. the stri

. to Noel wmand

,sprayed grey ﬁnser—

ly. the note which
‘her sun'mae

fon S i
Its 3 spame, your loéint,me..n@te L1t
; 2. but. not clever enougl

Archer does live in the castle. -
only I could praove “it! Then

per;
Breakmg oﬂ’ “she ssa!n dropped to
her -kn s bedide - smtcam ' A'

had
ﬁnw-pfm%mitAreher hhd\ left his
so ‘
d.still carry out her t st

. an expert examination showed

that, the case had either been wi
clean or else Green: Archer ad
worn. gloves. nly her own finger-

riats mmld be

Glumly Ju straightened up. It
eoked a8 lf her last hope had gone

sm ﬁm’ hex hand into the pockets
tle codtee wore, and
am'u;tly her desgmh’ing frown

vanigbed.
P rhe'of marcnment “"‘*gw.,e%“;m““ ad
[} T
ouna in the Green Arc st\g‘x)x
In her Ty

anxiet,
Yold him

aochm%a mntic wﬁga £ gnper

cave“ ﬂf&éﬂ? .
- But_that fae m not- w
now. It was quite mﬂuem thoaght
‘whith buzzed mr .
Surely on this scrap of -
there woum be & tellta}e nt!
Almost . breathless wlth gxcitement,
Ju.ne got ‘out her deteetive outfit an:
der over
y she blew on -it.
wgowder fell off, but here
a.mi there. ere handiing had made
v-greasy, it adhered,

Green
Oh,-if

rchment

. the pa
ear MW sl%nllsgcant oval bloiches.

them were her own——she
quickly peansed But, as she
et each markz 8 magni-

efini
ox%m g.erﬁgxoin ; d!atimtiv Sy about
0 e
tgem, but Jun e iad tratned &
read " ﬁnger~ ts, and mstantly 5he
recognised ti
They were exactl the same as the

ﬂmmb—print whxeh had appeared on

had been svoien trom
b e was sure of it.
‘Her eyes. gl with trzumph a8
carefully ahe pu strip of parch=
" ment into an emelope and pockevsd g
“The Green Archer’s been: clever,
> _she me-
Il -“Y've finger-print,
For 3 moment m ‘stood there, hesi-
tating. Shauld she tell Noel Raymond .
of her disgovery? ;
SIOW.*{ she shook her head.
“No, 'ﬂwﬂr ot me test myself,”
‘she teXl him

murmured QR
when I've go%: proef thet I'm right.”
Feeling very plawed with her self
she went downstairs, to find that
first rehearsal was deﬂn&telv to be
held" that - oon. Eleetricians
gher&busy,&n;mm were i ing
eir expensive apparatus; an
rest of the film eompany, ignor the
elatter of the Workmen, were stul ying

around - the busy scene, .
ed to herself. )
s, after all,; she she would get a

%ear in her first film!
ﬂnger-mm. checx-up

cessf
“ But it’s got to be——just got to be "
told hersel racked her
brams for some way-of obtaining the
m’knts of everyone who lived in the

stle.
Actmny, had she onx known it,
it was Ghe Green Arcl self who
all izgly was to solve the

une
Perha)

chance
If

prob. le

But that: dm not pen untn after
laneh — untk: Cronberg,
superchs with ener , an@ even
more excitable than ; arrived at’

the castle and ordered preparations

for the first rehearsal to be made.
Netther June nor any of the other

Tweenies would be appearing in i

. scene which was to be gone 1;!)1'6::1‘\51
-]

ly they - gathered on
to see

but ea

cilia
nald
Hmt.a the hand goung getor -
who had the role of de ective hiero.

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—25-2-50



313
go off like this,

H%

Admiringly they watehea the two flm
stars take up their positions in the
banqueting ball, while Theodore
Cronberg, smoking a hu
usual, settled down in
backed chair.

igar as
canvas-

“Doesn’t she leok simply smash- Jun
ing? whispered Bob Staines, his gaze

riveted on Cecilia, who looked lovely

in a shimmering,

evenlng

%umer, standing at his side,
a hea vy sigh.

"’B not hal«f as smashi as

Dzmw " she sald. “If you ask me

m&t a stentorian rear from tha exX-
citable Mitie produeer cuf ber shore
“Where's that tellow Raymond?” he

e’s supposed to be the

im‘t he? . Sufferin’

y isn’t he here?”

And s}ewemd around.

Dq*l Bhe's sﬁm tm to tmek
Gmen nﬁr

mhad alreedb;; been wm‘

note, was like a red
wsm_ downhlaclgartg
leapt to his feet

a. ?ne
t. Ra:ymond @ no t to
Doeant the feliow
know that time's. ? That——""

“I'H go and see

the long con'idor

far e end of which her unele 'had

Bnt sh;hwas fated never to. reach n'. “

from & side passagl
the right came a scream ina u"‘h-
pitched, gir waloe
“Help ! Help! 'I‘he Green. Archex 1
There followcd another . scream,
then eerie sﬁence settled aver the
ancient cast

A TRAP FOR THE GREEN ARCHER

Iled up in alarm, but it was

e o ignore that shout -

© for heip; 80, aiter a moment's hesita-

fiage:
. several passag‘e

1

tion, she went. plunging down the side

corridor.
On rounding a bend{ she
widened out. -
ed hall,

found 11;

Thete was no sign
of either the girl who had scxeamed
or of the Green: Archer, but she heard

a famt moan from béyond an onen

Hammrs hm overturmd
m gear | veen: th own. all over
floor. veral beautiful froeks
bad been wantonly torn, and the rest
of them lay in a crum
against one wall.
And lgng on the

ile of costumes
g ghish Be

m'e in g blue

umform sympathy,
Jug:a ran Iorward, droppmg to her
e told her~

Eh'l was just 1ecovering wnen
company, who

had also heard the maid screaming, .

anneared an tne scene, led by Theo-
'I’he exci g\e film producer at first,
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ofI-the-shoulder

-and

3 ‘Moel
sened: memners of the film unit.
. .. -t emeisntly:‘ tlr;e detecs

f I can find him,”
) mterrggted June, and humedl

heéart throbbing wildly, Juns-

t~_he
red that :

did not notice the maid. His furious
gaze was riveted oen the scene of

des
ma.ckerels, but whats
roared.

"Suﬂerin’
his mean?”
£ It was ﬂw -Gireen Archer * cut in

out his threat. a.nd peer o
She nodded te the stm trggnbﬂng
sné?id and the produeer’s face

‘that's tough!” he muttered.

“She‘snabhm't ig she?” J\me shook
her head, and his mood
“The rascal shall pa oY

this!* ‘he roar
‘wmgﬁs tkat Y fetler

newly Ht ciw
saJd a fmuliar voxoe,
his

wﬂ of rather

wm

mm he

hysterical maid,
ﬁhm corridor, she

Areher hesr ns%up the

mmaw whereupon the

f !ai
a l;s; & xe&ssunng pab and
“Don’t vmm‘ Nellie. It's all over

“li’saslf

- now,” he said softly,  “And you did
splen dIy- It was vely brave aof you
to L% on your own.”

Then mley, the_ plump,

Boot omerly nsskee was called, an

she led a:sy the n maid.
oe} nd turned to the film

0]
1~%uc who was stm ring at the
gro CF, | ni‘es glaring at

“1: su that these costumes-and
m geox is Jocked up In the
wing € g .night,” Npel sald.
pax’t of the castle isn't in use
and here’s only one entrance, so if
t.he door’ u@1 kept. ocked everything will

Theodo;e Cmnberg chewed savagely geif

at his eigar.
“O.K. mDo as you think best, but ’m

. not 1nterested ttn how you gua.rd the
What I

Imsuxr want is thai

Sufferin’ mackerels "'—

t scoun-

caught.
he ﬁun dowa his cigar and. trampled

gxoges o Ehost e 1oy Hotitay with Our

m

mlg?el turned on his mest seotmng
8

“Qf course not Mr. Cronberg. Don’t

WOrTy; - we'l . him down_before
P ‘Fhe first thing to do is to

very long.
seetlf,eow managed to break into the
castle.

He éa a safisfied- nod as he
notie

that the window was open,
and quickly %& cressed to it, examin-
ing. the catch and the wodden sill.
“It’s as I thought,” he announced.

ecsmetocarrg_»

MMMMM Hap pexgx;g the meid,

** announced Noel Raymond.

~-ine window's been forced. Ciearly
the Green Archer entered and left this
way. It confirms my theory that he is
operating from ocutside.”

As he spoke his gaze went t@Pwhere
Junsthstood and she caught in her

Was it possible that, after all, her
%ahaut the mystery man belng
a res ent of the castle was wrong?
view 'of her uncle’s discovery, it
omed m'f&:rce(ge
“That

. everyone' siﬁnger-prin%s ¥'d prove it.”

ATk during the resumed rehearsal
she was ng over peossible plans
ior securing the vital prints, but it

t!m that

not until she
thought of & sutta.’nle

Tea was rather a chaotic meal, and

the reason soon beeam e elear. Nellie,

i’ her frightening

experience, gd dec ded to leave, and

so had other servants.
“I'm afra.id this afternoon’s un-

hamy business has eunsgtg:&gdk e\lr)%ry;
ekeeper’
mm’ban%y m?xas @ h%mer, told Mr.

ness ma 2
hope to Secure addif.lonax he to-
. Meanwhile, I must apologise

TNOIrowW.
<if the servlee at dinner is not all it
‘should be."

* The wlndow has bean forced.”
He believed that the Green Areher was operating from outside the castle—but tor
once Juns !oundhemandisaqoeing with her famous unele. '

June’s eyes gleamed on ovezheaung
this conversation.-
“Can I be of hel 2" she asked.
James Weat ex'ly ed at her.
“That is very of you, Miss
Stuart,” he said, “I am sure Bromiey
would be very, glad to avail himself of

your services,”
“ Assuredly, sir,” said e butler
he a@lso smil at the
knew as Carolyn Stuart.
“I'm grateful to you, miss.’
And so it was arranged,
Half an hour before dinner-time
June went-into the kitchen, and her
suggestion that she should make her-
responsible for laying the tables
was w comed.
ving set out the cutlery, she
brougbt in a pile of tea-plates or the
rolls whieh were ta be served with the

soup. ut, instead of putting them
aut, ooked anxiously around,
caréfu Uy the door leading to

osed
the kitehen, then felt in her skirt

pocket.
From it she took a cardboard hox
ﬁllecl with small paper discs.
ese will enable me to trap the
G_reen Archer. she murmured, and
with excited ﬁnfers she lifted up a
d%gcé gnd stuck it under one 'of the
plates.

Wil June si din.d ing the
identity of the Qreen Archor ? Look
out for surprises and thrills in naxt
week’s gnpplng chapters.
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. : SHIRLEY IN HIDING
HIRLEY BLYTHE and her chums,
, Tess and lge!cla Fq]tiy,{‘ ‘were - stay-

ing i ‘Holland, as

Coo1ng an naorp, in. ;
th% rAi;uests of their: };ch_.%pum,«.lan..
(3 [ by - a- mys-
ella’ van Dgen ,t%x,eﬁ
s

Yy were -inty
oo naed Ss v
Award.of 8 wealthy ‘growe:
: Zella asked. the c&

‘tulip bowl, shaped. like
.was of.vital importance
The  chums ‘found” thé"'ctoq,, and
from’ it learnt that Zella must. visit
‘the ' Castle -of Flowers;: the tullp-
.growers’ club_ih Amsterdam.
“The chums- managed :
.tickets for themselves': an

‘to .secure

On. the morning.of the ball Shirley
borrowed a window-cleaner’s ladder to
cimp up to Zella’s. room to fetch her.

But ' just. as she stepped -down into
room' she heard Zélla'’s guardian:

€ I €
coming up the stairs.

. . . [ .

“QHIRLEY! My guardian is com-
ing! Hide—quick!” Zella whis-
‘pered frantically, and  pointed to-
wards the wardrobe. *Hide in there!”
Shirley dived into the wardrobe.
- Zella closed the door upon her_ in
desperate haste. Next second Mr.
van Hagel's step sounded outside the
room, his Key turning.in the lock.
: “I bring you my walstcoat to sew
for me, Zella—it will Reep you busy,”
he said. ‘“You have found pretty
buttons for it, ja?” .
. Shirley could see him now through
the keyhole of the wardrobe. is
tall, black-clad figure reminded her
of a lean spider as he stepped into
the room, a gaudy fancy waistcoat
. dangling over. his arm,
Zella ran to take it from him.
. “I will find my gayest - buttons to
~ sew upon it, my guardian,” she said.
“1 will call you when it is finished.”
Shirley — watching unbreathing
from her hiding-place—had picked
up enough Dutch during her holiday
to understand what they were saying.
But to her dismay Mr. van Hagel did
not now depart. - o
. He advanced farther into the room.
Her heart hammered. He was walk-
: ing towards the open window, frown-
ing darkly at Frans Hofweg’s ladder
propped against the sill—the window
cleamer’s Iadder, by which she had
made her daring invasion into this

room. Why was he scowling like
Egiat?o Did van Hagel suspect some-
ng°

“That Hofweg—he is a lazy idler!
Where is he?” he demanded. *“I pav
him to clean my windows. Why is
he not c¢leaning them?”

“¥Fe rests a little while, perhaps,

42

left ‘his_ladder there, in- order

‘why -didn’t -he go?
“hovering at that window? = -

d Zella for
the ball that was to be held ‘there: - -

" while he takes coffee,”; ‘Zéllav said,

nervously. - e )
Shirley's heart thumped in sus-
Pense. Frans Hofweg had deubera%tglsé
a

she might smuggle Zells out of this
house. " Mr. van,  Hagel couldn't pos-
sibly suspect that, could. he? -Then

. Then - an~ uneasy thought struck
Shirley. . 'Tess and- Dick were hiding

now behind the' gardén hedge, wait- .
ing for-her. Undoubtedly they could

see Mr. van Hagel at the window.
Supposing he. saw.-them?. He would
know at once that a plot was afoot!
The Dutch wardrobe that concealed
her w?s big and ‘roomy, but it was
liberally festooned with moth-balls,
and now—with the strong fumes of
camphor to add to her nervous strain
—Shirley wanted: to sneeze!
-Just one little sneeze—and there
would be no_taking Zella. to the

fancy dress ball to-night, no hope of

Zella joining in the quest for' the
tulip bowl clue, the quest on which
heér happiness might depend!

. Somehow, Shirley held that sneeze
at bay. -But .still Mr. van Hagel
remained at the window.

“I wish to go out in half an hour,
as soon a&s you have sewn the but-
tons on my waistcoat!” he fumed at
Zella. “Come—do not stand there
idle! Where are the buttons you
have chosen? - They must. be  gay,
ornamental—not like these stupid
pe . ings the maker has put on

em!”

“I have just what you want, my
guardian. They are glass buttons;
they are the gayest blue.” -

“Show them to me!”

“] will find them. . I have them

here somewhere——" Zella began
hastily. ’

*“Show them to me now! Where
are they?” And impatiently Mr. van

Hagel turned away from the window.
“You said they were in this wardrobe
of yours!”

Shirley gave herself up for lost.
She heard him striding to the ward-
robe. His shadow darkened the Kkey-
hole. His hand reached to the door
to open it——

And in that crucial moment Zella
stopped him. :

Zella. Had To Attend
The Fancy Dress Ball
In Secret!

Why was he still’

“They are _not in there, my guar-
dian,” she said quickly. -“They avre
in my desk—the blue buttons!”

Shirley gulped with relief for both
their sakes., She knew" now . that
Zella had done some qlick thinking
when she named what buttons she -
was going to use. She had foreseen
this danger in the nick of -time.

Mr, van Hagel’s step moved to the

-desk. * There was'a tinkling sound as’

Zella, drew out some glass buttons.

“ Are those the best you have?” her
guardian grynted. “Hm! All right.
They’ll have to do. Sew them'on this
waistcoat at once, Zella, firmly,. and
I will come up for it in half an
hour!” :

His lanky shadow moved across
the room, and it was the sweetest
music to Shirley’s ears as_she heard
him  loek the door .on the outside
and depart down the stairs. -

She slipped out from the ward-
robe, She seized Zella’s corduroy
coat and little fur cap ‘from their
hook, bundling her utch  friend
into them breathlessly.

“Quick, Zella, you go first! Down
the ladder!” And_ she rushed her
silently to the window. \ )

No one in the holise saw Zella
steal softly down that ladder. No
one saw Shirley follow her.

Tess and  Dick, both glowing with
relief, met them on the other side
of the garden h’ed%. o .

« Zella—Shirley—how did you man-
age it?” breathed Tess, as all four
sged, off through the bulb field. “We
thought it was all up when we saw
van Hagel at the window!”

Zella described ~what had hap-
pened. She was in radiant spirits,
her eyes sparkling, her happiness
revealing a new personality in her
entirely, now that she was free at
last—free to pursue her quest, with
the joy of having her English friends
to help her. .

“How long will it be before your
guardian misses you, Zella?” Dick
asked swiftly. : .

“In half an hour he will know
that I have gone—but it does not
matter!” Zella said. *“He will not
know where I have gone, and he
will not know that I have gone with
you. If only we can find the clue
to-night, and solve the mystery of
the tulip bowl, it will not matter
what he knows! But first "—she
drew a quick breath—* first we have
to get to Amsterdam, ow——""

“Jan’s fixed that with a bargee
friend of his,” Shirley said, as the
path approached the bend of the
canal. “I think—yes, I'm sure—
that’s the barge waiting for us now.”

“What's that green bushy stuff
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. it's loaded with?
Dick ‘ said, staring.
‘“’Frees’ don

seent. Like some wonderful

perfume!" Tess exclaimed.

e barge looked like & huge green
he wintry

the chums Adrew.nea.rer;' Its

cargo consisted of herbs and:- s

from the Dutch Eagt Indies, and that

rich, exotic' aroma

bales of. balsam

amongst those
a step dance 1n his ct
saw that - Zella ‘was ely in- the
. A Then he introduced the crew
- angG the breezy buﬁ emaster—Kapitan
S who had: known Jan eyer

lgnded on

slnce i:e was a toddler.. €8, but———but what’s brou h him.
. wo anutes later the rope Was here?” Shirley Eht :
cast off ‘barge was proceed . Zella was: embling from the
ing on T8 GOUTSS 10 o, ‘ , ‘Dut. her yes were shining.
Zgg:r dand the chums tﬂumphanﬂy,, B‘}'ns all righsb u satd Hf has
a ¢ to see rs e
“ It's our ﬂrst trip to Amsterdam, . ouﬂon*t zhmk—ne couldn’t have
a.nd*it’s lovely to-be -going there wltn“asus L you\ wcr here Zena?"
“Zellg ! BShirley sald excitedly. .smmy»- '
. I Supps th know 1t as well a8 we “No; RO, £ t0 Mrs van
know ndon : 1. qnd her m nds It was their
My rother and I, we bothr-ad he gave to the ri\ter." Zena
went m school-in- Amsterdam. That sam with thankfuiness.
was before my father «f > Zella
added’ wistfully. ‘“Before l1e van
H s became our ians.”
irley gave her a warm look
& 2 Supposing- we run into someone
who knows you, Zella?’ she asked
with caution

“It -will not matter, exeepf,——
Zella paused, a momen! amz:ety
in her eyes “Mrs, van Haeel
there;' she is stayin
Amsterdam, But it is a bt
she likes only the fashiona aces

“8he does not like cargo barg

- not Mrs. van Hagel, no!” Jan said
solemnly.

: ~Not even with a scented aroma
like this one." grinn Dick. *“Per-

. gonally, I think Jan’s done us proud.
I'm tti a real breath

~ Bast, ‘L fee uke a sultan sailin

. the royal b Makeés me think -we
eught ‘to choose eastem rebes for
our fancy dress to-night, girls!”

They debated the subject of cos-

tumes, while: the barge glided on
through the silvery, tranquil canals
“—through villages ‘Where waterways
:were the only streeis and bridges the
“lonly @ ‘The canals grew
wider and more imposing, one con-

Lverging into another, as they drew.

‘tnearer to Amsterdam. Soon . the
“chums could see the buildings of
ithe city, rlslng tier on tler like the
semi-circles of a.huge amphitheatre.

The barge emerg into the open

) j AT

i river—the gently " flowing Amstel—.

and then smoothly it nosed its way
through f narrow side-stream, flanked
‘on either bank by superb hotels,

thetkr terraces juttiug out over the

- water

“Gee, it’s like ths pictures of
" Venice 1" Tess satd in delight. “A
_miniature Venice!”
. Zells and Jan laughed but they
‘were both very proud.
« “If only you ecould see it in
summer,” said Zella, * then the notels
have their own. gondolas, and it is
,vt;ruly like Venice!”

In gay spirits, she led the chums

é.shore eager to show them the sights, -

xlm own tsroubles and danger for-
. ten. They were passing the big,
glass—domed. station, its forecourt
thronged with incoming passengers,
when Shirley suddenly gra,bbed her
arm in frantic warning

her behind tne pillar of the ga
A tall, dark-cl

ad figure came strid--
he was Re:
conspicuous by & gaudy waistcoat. It °

ing out from the station, and

was Mr, van Hagel! Had he seen

Zella?

A NEW DANGER

Y EEP mum, everybody! Keep out
.0f sight)” Shirley saldl in a
. whisper to the others.
- Al drew back from the gateway,
bunching themselves round Zella In
“the next breath Mr. van H&gel stalked
.out ttmmgh the gate:
. He sto there on the: pavement
* stapding within a few yards of them.
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Chinistmas trees?”
't have such a lovely
Eastern -

His slgn
Tdrew- up, ami.-

e wa.s walti
He perfo rmeg him give

when he .

came from the

with - friends m,
, and.

of the .

i in
“Zella, walt!” Desperately she drew,

He hag only to turn his hesd and.
he ‘would- the ckHums, and could

see
not Iail to see Zella whom they were
-trymg The

ored over that menu as earnestly as
: aPers.
smm and Tess took . an equally

conceal. suspense was earnest t in the people around -
mg them, the ciothes the 1\)uiere wear-
But: red-and gold

MY, van Hml «did not turn
head He-
AcCross the square
taxi.
al: was seen at, last.

amng for a
A ta,xi

chums watchsd him stride: a
and snap- open: the door. They heard
azmress the drhzer in-
his loud, commandin; voice, and then’
the taxi‘doo mé%. apon him and”
he was vego z
“ S i Dick whooped. “Gge,

What a relief 1™

Iﬁ was

Shirley gave a szgh of 1e1§ff

imposm caurse, tha
Hagel cmﬂd ha.ve suspected where
Zella had gone and followed her here
wiﬂ: sSUCh_ uneanny accuracy.

as the first fesr that had jumped
inte her mind.

“Gee, we've had a narrow escape i

Tess gasped. &s they walked o “1f

we'd come by train, then we'd have

caught the very train that Zella’s
gua.rdian did, and he’d have spotted

——{)mbahly before we left Booten-

dmp >

barge !”

deserves ‘a special

reward fm' brinﬁg
“ We’ll treat h to lunch 3 Shirley
said enthusiastically. “Where shall

we: %Io Jan?
eck.’s," sald Jan and Zella, both
same breath.
eagerly they led the . way,
through busy shopping streets, to a
denghtnﬂ old-world
after Holland's grea.test artist—the

covered—was one -of a chal
restaurants, But this was lt:s pnn—
xshment

cipzl establ . It was enormous

cheerful, and, a.s ;Dmk said tms
went for everything The band
the glittering

and espeecially the meal portions.

A rosy-cheeked waitress put ﬁve
large bowls ef soup before them a
soon as- sheg sat down, ‘then cheerfuuy
she- % away, leaving a menu in
Jan’

“I order for us all, ja?”"  And Jan

hjS‘ ing, -and the <cheerf
leoking straight out. furn

- thankful relief, the
crogs to-it’

. ehoose

R {

Mr. van-

But it. .

square named.

mbrandtple!
Heck's—as the chums. quickly disf'

glf. mh'rors, its tables, here all-

lshmgs of the restaurant, to say
nothing of the fascinating clock over
the door.” A ema-looking waltress was
ictured -on the .

minute hand, and
inscribed round the

here were' wo
face of tha ¢
“*The cares Heck's
fox: (m,‘ 25 lated Diek laborfeasly

- laughed - Zolla,
can

P 4.8 meal here a.t any hour of
'I‘he ehums roughly enjoyed that
lanch; whose appetite

J
always ama; his ‘Iriends from
BEngl

‘gl‘,t. isgao‘bl" beamad Jan. * We can
of tea, or coffee, or

“Coffee .far everybody, eh, girls?”

said Dick. - ““And after that, the word
iswwmkels." .

els——" began  Tess, then

gave ag&spmg laugh. “Oh, you mealx

shops
“Winkel’ is Dutch for shop Dick
minded “We . want a fancy-

milk, ol?aegeeo

-dress wlnkel where \%Ie can hire our

costumes for. $o-ni .
“Bamberger's. 1t is a big store.
heyl have everything,” Zella -said

cagerly.
The waitress hrought the bill when
she served the coffee: Shirley & Co.

‘paid it, insisting on standing zeat for

all; and then, a few minutes later,

‘Zella led them out of the square along

wide, airy streets- that were unigue.
Pine city shops and hotels and
museums towered tp on one side only.

On the other side stretched the-end-

less canals and the big, squat bargcs

gliding by,
Bambex r’s accupied g corner all to
itself by the quay, t was. a huge,

departmental store, six stories high,
but Tess and Dick got no farther than
the ground floor. They spoited the
phetographic department as soon as
they ed open the revolving doot.
{lms! Just what we want!” Dick
ade 8 swoop for the counter.
nd I can my camera mended

: t m
here; the shut er’'s wonky,” breathed

Tess. ‘“You and Zella go up to the
gité;xy dresses, Shirley; we'll oin- you

“You'd better stay. with them and
do the inter retlng, Jan, or they’ll be
gell ’!‘ ‘chuckled - Shirley.

thh Zella, in the lift
to tb.e Ianc

ress department, which
was on the -third fleor. They stepped
out there on 1:0 an astontshing spec-

= Oﬁ' we' 80,

tacle. It was ilke the baek-stage O
pantomime.:. Llfe-slze plastic ﬁgures
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‘stood wearing every conceivable kind
of costume, and not only costumes,
but animal ekins, tiger heads, donkeg
heads, papier-mache. asks of -fis
taces and bird faces and strikingly
pretty baby faces,
cheeks and dimples.
“We wear those masks in carnivals,

“but not in ballrooms,” laughed Zella. .ra

_Then her eyes grew earnest. ‘“To-
night, Shirley, I must wear a costume
‘that will-completely disguise me. My
guardian does not go to dances ever—
he is too serious—but we know that

he is here in Amsterdam, and I dare.

not take any risk. What costume can
I wear that will be a safe. disguise?”’
_“We’ll have a talk with the sales-
‘girl. Here she comes!” Shirley said
eagerly. =

The young salesgirl was an expert:

on fancy dress, and brightly helpful.
She suggested a flowing urkish dress
for Zella with a most hecoming
yashmak—a pale blue veil as light as
gossamer, yet completely impene-
trable. She suggested for Shirley a
Dutch. boy’s suit—*bécause you have
ze sporty figure, and you are slim.”

“8Slim! . Then I shan’t look like a
{))utc'h boy—not like: our Jan, any-

ow!"”
lowed Zella into a little, mirrored
compartment to try on their cos-
tumes.

Ten minutes later they emerged for

the salesgirl’s inspection. :
Zella,  in  der dainty, flowing
Turkish dress, looked the: picture of
grace. 8o interesting, 80 mys-
terious,” said .the salesgllrl. Shirley,
in her baggy, bright plue trousers,

44
vellow -clogs, tight: little. check jacket,
and small, round cap perched on the
back of her -fair head. irley, said
the salesgirl in  delight, looked. *‘so
boyeesh, so cheeky!” - :

“Zella, ask her_ if she ean .find you
another headband for your yashmak,”
Shirley, said, as she.-tried to adjust
Zella's veil a little more securely. I
think this one’s too large for you.”

The salesgirl nodded.: She lifted
the yashmak from Zella’s head, placed
it down on a chair, alid went to find
another, . Ha 2 :

“We.mustn't take &ny chances of
your- yashmak comi ‘off  to-night
——" ‘Shirley was saying, and then
her smile suddenly froze.

Over Zella’s shoulder she saw the
gates of the 1lift open and a woman
step out.
woman in grey fur coat and toque,
whose movements were. haughty, yet
curiously sly. o

Shirley took one look at her, and
went faint with horror. That woman

was Zella’s gudardian — Mrs. van
Hagel! T
AT THE BALL
g ON'T look round, Zella! Pre-
tend you're Tess!”
Shirley had just time to

breathe that warning—just enough
presence of mind ‘to w the
vashmak back -over Zella’s head.
Almost -before 1ift gates ‘closed
again, Mrs. van Bagel was bustling
straight towards them.. .

Zella saw her Yeflection in one of
the mirrors on the wall.” She gave a
smothered little 1gasp under her veil
and seemed petrified. Her own panic
would have betrayed her if Shirley
had not acted like lightning.

*Tess, your costume’s wizard! You
won’t look a'bit English by the time
I've finished with you!” And Shirley
whirled her towards the little chang-

compartment. “In we go!” " -

in; =
ghe opened the mirrored door and

thrust Zella inslde in one lightning .

She was following her in -

movemenit.
with ecﬁml speed, but—— .
" O-oh 1"

.With a gasp, Shirley felt the floor
skid from beneath her.

It was those unaccustomed clogs
which were her downfall. She slid
- crazily on'the polished boards; flung
out her hands wildly to save herself.
One hand clutched at a plastic figure
in a jester’s costume.’ The other hand
clutched at a very live figure In a
grey fur coat.

Crash! -Shirley landed on the floor,

just in-time to see the iester toppling-

ulter her, his pointed cap dealing a
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with rounded.

Aund Shirley laughingly fol-:

An immaculately dressed -

?lﬁyt‘ul poke at Mrs. van Hagel as he
ell, . e
. “What is this?” came a spluttering,
indignant voice. o
Shirley sat up on the floor and saw
Mrs. van Hagel glaring down at her,
her fashionable toque knocked all
askew, her haughty faceé pink ‘with

ge. ; g
“I'm _ever so sorry! It was these
clogs. I—1I slipped!”.

Gasping apologies, Shirley staggered
to her feet.

Perhaps her Dutch boy's suit gave
her a somewhat frivolous, impish

‘?[gk. Certainly it seemed to é)rovoke

s. van Hagel even more. She was
furious.

“One does not expect such clumsi-
ness here. -You should shop in the
juvenile department!” she  fumed,
angrily straightening her hat.

“It was an accident, and I've -said -

I'm_ sorry,” Shirley answered.
She had Trecovered herself now.
That little mishap had saved Zella

from detection. She.saw with relief”

that the compartment was closed
now, and Zella safely concealed
behind its door, ! <

In the same instant she was aware
of a curious change in Mrs. van
Hagel’s expression. Ier anger was
suppressed: her gaze was fixed upon
her with a sudden sharp intenseness.

“I am sorry. -I did not undet-
stand,” she said in an odd tone. *You
are a-foreign girl? English, I think?”

‘Yes,” Shirley answered meekly.

“My friend’s waiting for me. if you'll

excuse me.” ~And she escaped un-
easily, and joined Zella in the'chang-
ing compartment. )

She knew what that subtle change
meant, Mrs. van Hagel had recog-
nised her! Mrs. van Hagel had seen
her only once hefore, on the -boat
coming over from England, but she
had recognised her now as the
~English girl to whom Zella had given
those mysterious windmill postcards.

“You've saved me, Shirley!” Zella
_whispered, squeezing ~her  friend’s
hand convulsively. “Listen! I think
- she’s going now.”

Shirley nodded, yet her eyes were
still uneasy as she heard Mrs. van
Hagel speaking to the salesgirl :

“Is my costume ready? It was
promised for this afternoon at two
without fail. The name is ”

“Mrs. van Hagel? Your costume is
here, madam; it is waiting for you.”

There was the rustle of a parcel,
then departing. footsteps and the
sound of Mrs. van Hagel descending
in the lift.

She ‘had gone. L

No sooner had Shirley and Zella
stepped out of their cubicle.than the
lift ascended again. This time it
brought Tess and Dick and Jan. .

“Gee, you look sweet in that
Turkish costurde, Zella! And doesn’t
Shirley look a nib in that Dutch boy's
suit!” Tess exclaimed in ecstasies.
“You two .couldn’t have chosen

-

‘help—— .
- “These costumes won't do!” Shirley
interrupted uneasily. *“We'll have to
wear something different. And we’ll
have to disguise ourselves—not only
Zella, but all of us!” .
“Why?” Dick said, astonished.
“You don’t know who's just been
up here. I thought you might have
seen her in the lift, but 1 suppose she
didn’t get out on your floor,” breathed
Shirley. “It was Mrs. van Hagel!”.
*Wh-what?” gasped Tess in dismay.
“Diyou mean—d'you ,mean she saw
Zella?” . . ‘ .
“Not to recognise her.” And Shirley
gave a swift account of what had hap-
pened. .“But the point is-—she saw
me and recognised me. And if she
sees us  again, when were all to-
gether, we daren’t let her recognise
any of us, or she’ll guess who_the
third girl is. .Van' Hagel -will have
told her by now that Zella’s missing.”
“Yes, but why should there be any
danger of Mrs. van Ha, el bumping
into us again?” began Tess. “We'll
be at the dance to-night——" " She
paused, with a start. “Gee, what was
Mrs. van Hagel doing up here?”

“Collecting a -rancy -dress  cos-

tume,” Shirley said carefully. “Of
course, there must be lots of dances
going on in Amsterdam fo-night, and
she may not be going” where we’re
going. Only—you see what I mean,
don't you? Can’t take any chances!”

“No fear!” agreed Dick, exchang-
ing uneasy looks with the others.
“Then what shall we wear?”

It was Jan who shrewdly suggested
dominoes—those loose cloaks, woin
with, ‘half-masks, that ‘clad some of
the plastic figures. They would make

‘perfect disguises.

“Jan’s right!” breathed Shirley.

And, to the surprise of the sales-
girl, she exchanged her own costume
and Zella’s, and all five hired bright
purple dominoes. = :

They changed that evening aboard
the barge. Jan’s friend, the skipper,
generously gave up his cabin to the
girls. And Dick and_ Jan dressed in

-the crew’s cabin, and had a taxi wait-

ing on the quay by the time the girls
were ready. .

Cloaked and masked and in jubi-
lant spirits, they bowled off through
the brilliantly lit streets of Amster-
dam to the Bloemen Kasteel—the
Castle of Flowers )

It was the headquarters of the
tulip growers, so it could be expected
to be decorative; but its beauty now,
on the night of the ball, held Shirley
and Tess and Zella spellbound. The
great marble -vestibule was one en-
chaniting sea of flowers, their colours

gorgeously deflned by concealed
lights.
Shirley tickets at

ga.ve up, their
the reception table, including that
precious ticket thev had secured at
such pains for Zella. And the smil-
ing master of ceremonies asked their
names.

_Shirley was ready for that cues-

ion.

“The Five
answered.

In a stentorian voice the M.C.
announced across the crowded vesti-
bule : ~ «

“Ze Five Dominoes!”

The chums pressed their way in
through the gaily dressed throngs.
They were seething with. excitement.
They .could see the. huge gilt ball-
room, - and. the  orchestra in the
mlﬁsirel's gallery struck up the first
waltz,

Dominoes,” she

“Now, Zella, to find the tulip vowl
clue!” 'Shirley said, with bated
breath. ‘“We've a wonderful chance

before the place gets too crowded.
Where shall we start?” y
“Up these stairs first. Let's explore
the galleries,” urged Dick eagerly.
“Walt, Dick!” Jan tugged him
back by his cloak as he was making
for the staircase.” “Here is my
mommaea and poppa and their party
just arrived.” /
The M.C.’s voice boomed out as Jan
spoke ¢ . . T
“Mr. and Mrs, de Voort and com-

] ‘pany !” he ahnounced in Dutch. .
better, even if I'd been here. to - ¢

All the chums turned, their eyes
laughing through. thelr masks, and
started across the vestibule to meet
Jan’s family. = k 5

“Mommsa, we is here!” Jan was -
calling. S e

And then two more figures came in
through the front entrance: A
sleek, ‘haughty woman in a beautiful
pompadour dress, leaning on, the arm
of ;a tall man in sombre black,
relieved by a gaudy waistcoat.

. Shirley took:' one look at  them
through the slits of her mask, and
her heart hammered with dismay.
She saw them even before she heard
their names boomed out in Dutch by
the M.C.: .

“Mr. and Mrs. van Hagel!” -

Zella’s guardians were both here!
would they discover Zella? Would
they see through her disguise? Mur.
van Hagel would be instantly sus-
picious, thought Shirley, if he dis-
covered that she and her chums were
here with an extra girl in their
party ! ' i ik

Had he already recognised Jan—
heard him speaking to his parents?

More exciting chapters of this grand
story in next Friday’'s QIRLS’ CRYSTAL.
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# TRICKING HYPATIA
FUN"" said Hypatia to her

r cousin, Joy Oliver,
Ss all you think of:
meu‘iment jomty. gaiety. Does no
se{i?ilgs, thought ever cross your
mind?
She &djluste? ?ex glasses, and gazed
reprov. at Joy
gm t.rg'i%g to chew a piece of toffee
beh !nd her heand, sighed. Cousin
Hypatia. was a bore; worse than a
bore, she was a pain ‘in the neck.
“Sertous?” said Joy, ‘fuck! the
toffee into her 'Right, this

ehee!
oment, I'm plunge mwery and
gﬁo Jus p gk Tne holidays,

-and I've got. m swot at Latin, Freneh,
aI% ebra.!”

he regarded her cousin Hypatia,
i!rownmg, for Hypatia, learned,
& long.nose that prodded into even
the darkest corners of knowledge,
was a swot and, in Joy's-opinion, just
-about, the daffest specimen of -a
schoolgirl she had ever known, even
allowing for the factshthat Hypatia
.was in the Upper S

Joy and Hypatia were sharing a
compartment on the fast-moving
train that was f,akm them both to
Morden Cot &&mﬁas home,
where Joy wa3 spen her holldays

Holidays! That's what they. w
gﬁll\ed, ‘but so far as Joy could see

gchool. ~ Just beeause shé
report, she Had to spend the
holidays swotting—under Hypatia's
watchiul eye, i
T “It is a wzste of time repining,
d Hypatia. “If you had studied
iduously, extra tuition would not
€ NECEsSsary. is a Latin gram-

re
mar. Do you know what ¥ am going

to do with it?” N
“Throw it out of the window?
hazarded Joy humorously. "
*Throw xt out of the wmdow?
gasped Hyp! nly - nott
What I lntend doing with this book
}s to mark a declensxon for you to
earn.” -

Joy gave her a dark, warning look.
“Now listen, Yo
. “My eis atia. The ‘y’ is
sounded as

e Ag I i-u«gfﬁg;ls)ei&tl""h
Hyum e r
opened  the _Latin grammar:

n
scowled at it—and then used it to
" GIRLS'" CRYSTAL—25-2:50

with'

ht have been better off at
mig off k.

amma,-

conceal g folded comic which she

smuggled from her inside pocket.
But for once she counld not concen-

trate on fun., She was thinking of

her ruin
Latin? anted to learn Latm?
She didn't, w at Joy wanted to
was to get an audition for the BB G
aDars From ne te’ permissl
apart from her parents’ permissfon.
Joy's gift was vemntriloquism, and

she could - imitate almest any voice -

with .truly wonderful rea!
Joy wondering if she coul.d make
of veniriloguism now, glanced up
, and then leaped up, and peinted
I»ff mmgwl k! sh ied.
ook { e crie
“Look, }iyppy——-a ‘cireus !
looked out of the window.
In a large field beside the rallway
line there- were tents in great num-
ber, and an arr&y of lorries and cara-
vans. or‘xigs this gay, eolourful
assembly coul seen horses, an
elephant, men in bright uniform, and
throngs of peop
“A ci d the train’s slowing
downl" .)‘oy tedly. “ O

said exci
Hyppy, let’s get out at this station.”
ypatia’s eyebrows shot up. She
gasped aloud:

“Get out? But—but our destina-
tion is another six or seven stations
along the line. Certainly not, Joy!”

d then, as Hypatia looked out of
the window,tgaymg something about

circuses -in the time of the peror
Claudius, Joy gnve & sharp . squeal
practically in her

“Auntg Jemima——was that her I saw
in the corridor?”
‘“My mother——on the train?” .said
Hypattabdra.wing back her head. “It
m Joy, but extremely im-
probable. vhes e parted from her
on the Lai}wany station she made no
mention of advancing’ her time of de-
parture——"
Joy was already in the corrider,
Iooking up. and down but she did not
expect to see Aunt. Jemima. Indeed,

if Joy had seen her she would have
been unded.

But Hypatsa heard her—at least,.

she heard whai & took to -be her
mother g.

“H ,™ came Aunt Jemima's
voice—moné the less shrill because

the werds came from Joy s mouth
“©Oh, yes, mamal!’ called m
= Don’a leave your seat. dear.

ed. was opportunity— .

well, mama."”
“I want you and- Joy to get off the -

train- at this next station. We are
going circus. Please gathez
your thlngs, and Joy’s,

“If Yy 88y ,” responded
Hypatia xn urprise. But she was a
though in Joy's
oplnion more of & waxwork dummy
than a model.

Joy “pack into the compart-
e NS S to the o
“Hy)] 8, We'r g to the circus,
Quick—get the things ~ together.
The tratn‘s ;xowmi

Hypatia was on her reet still look-
ing perplexed

peak to mothez ” she
gas ed I'Y“ t’xta !unglersta?d - *
Hypa urr ou
out first? ¥ £o
ventru uising again, and

Joy was
that settled- 1t.- ypatla, with her
areek -Latin "readers, papers,
and coats scrambled out on the plat-
form as the traln came to a stop in
me station. s -

'MYINAJAM

OY was delighted.. Not only was
she ‘half-way, figuratively, to
: the eircus, but also she had
proved once again how well she could
ventril uise and mimic voices,
emima's voice was not easy
to unrbate' but Hypatia had not sus-
pected the trick. .She did not even
now have ‘slightest doubt that
the voice was genuine, though she
was baffled by her mother's being on
the- train,

In the bookinc hall of the station,
Hypatia put down her hand luggage,
an‘g. knit her ponderous brow.

I faneiled- I ‘heard mama cau
again i she said.

“Just a faney,” said Joy. o

‘“H; pat!a!" someone can d. And
Qhei voxc;a that called was Aunt
emima
“There!” sald Hypatia. “That wi
!mamamm (] volce She is on the plat—

Joy stood as though stunned. She

- just couldn’t believe it. Hypatia had

been startled when she had heard her
mother’s voice the t time; but her
surprise had been mild indeed com-
pared with Joy's now. . If Joy hed
heard one of .the weighing machines
address her by name she would not
have been more surprised.

“It might be an echo,” she mur-
mured feebly, bewildered.

No. 1 OF AN A/MUS&N&G NEW - SERlES FEATURING
A GIRL VENTR!LOQUIST. By IDA MEI.BOURNE
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“Echo? Absurd! Don't you under-
the elementary scientific principle
governing the phenomenon of sonic
1m&1lse‘>" :

zedly Joy hurrled to the door of
the booking office. and looked along
the platform. The thought came to
her that there might be another
mimic at work. It was impossible
that ‘Aunt Jemima: could have been
on the train. Aunt Jemima would
have found their compartment at
once; she would not have stayed
there alone, even supposing that she
had boarded the train herself after
sayln good-bye to them

J0y looked out, from the booking-
office door, and nearly collapsed For
there on the platform * was Aunt
Jemima, talking to her friend, Mrs.
Gink. Aunt Jemima had been on
the train, and evidently she had
IEnla,velled in the company of her
rien

“I can't belieye it,” Aunt Jemima
was saying. ‘' The onl feasible ex-

planation of their leavmg the train is

that Joy ran_away, and Hypatia put-
sued her. If that is tha case, Joy.
shall be severely punished

“Ah, yes,. Hypatia would do
nothing wrong,” agreed Mrs. Gink.

*Indeed not,” Aunt Jemima agreed
proudly.

Joy pulled herself. together. "She
was in a tight jam now.. She cotuild
not imagine what would be the con-
sequences when Hypatia explained

what had happened—or what she.

thought had happened. For Joy
seemed to remember that Mrs. Gink
had heard about her talent as a
ventriloquist! And this was no time
for puctmg two end two together.

Shne bobbel her head into the
booking hall.
“Hypatia!® Joy called, imitating

Aunt Jemima's voice ‘once more.
‘“Hurry on and-get the tickets.”

“Yes, mam3,” Hypatia answered,
as she ob°d1e11tly hurried out to the
bus park,

As she went, Joy turned back to
the platform:. Somehow, she had to
delay Aunt Jemimsg and her friend,
Mrs. Gink. Standing back against a
weighing machine as they came near,
Joy seized a chance to help their
conversation.

“I was saying,” resumed Aunt
Jemima, "that ypatia. is a won-
derful girl—'

The voice ‘that came. sounded like
Mrs, Gink’s, but it was Joy's.

“Barrow girl!”

‘“ Barrow glrl‘»‘" cried Aunt Jemima.
pulling up. ‘“Why on earth should 1
call her a barrocw girl? Are you
being offensive, Mrs. Gink?”
ai " idxdn't say barrow girl,” said Mrs.

in

‘Joy moved from hiding as they
gqsseg her, hoping their attention

een diverted as they argued,

. and that she herself would be able to

race on ahead and catch the bus.
" But Joy's luck was out,

Mrs Giank suddenly turned and saw

her

" ‘Why, there is Joy!” she cried.

Aunt Jemima wheeled.

“Joy! What is the meaning of
this? Wh did you alight from the
train at thw station?”

Joy put on her meekest expression.

“We're going to the circus, aunt.”

“The—the circus? Hypatia has
never been to a circus in her life.
Ridiculous! It is more likely that you
played truant, and she pursued you.”

“It's an awfully good - cireus, I
think,” said Joy meekly. ‘“Hypatia
o did mention somethlng about an
educatlonal turn.”

“Educational? . Ah, that may
account for iti” exclaimed Aunt
Jemima. . “If it is somethlng likely

. to implove the mind

“Why don’t you go?”’ Mrs. Gink
asked het.
Joy jumped in dismay. This was .

the last thing she wanted
“A splendid idea, Mis.

approved Aunt Jemima.

both go to thi& circus. If Hypatia

thinks it may be elevating, then I

value her judgment.”

. “Oh dear!” groaned Joy.

Gink,”
“Let us
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“Hurry and tell Hypatia we are -

coming” ‘commanded Aunt Jemima.
“ But—but: * protested Joy umn-
easily., *‘ I—er——-"

“We shall follow you by the next
bus, or even by the same bus if we are
in jlme to catch it,” said Aunt
Jemima: ‘Come, Mrs. Gink.”

She drew back, however, as a large

dog trotted by wltn its owner towards .

the footbridge.

‘“Gave me a shock » she muttered.
“I detest big dogs.’

‘“They are frequently smage,” Mrs.
Gink agreed.

They turned and walked on; but
Joy loitered. .This was a truly
fearful . moment. @What on _ earth

could she do to delay them? If they
caught up with Hypatia, they would
hear about the supposed instructions,
which would immediately be can-
celled. And what was even worse,
they '~ would <guess who was the
culprit,

Joy particularly wanted to Kkeep
the secret of her ventriloquism. The
success ‘with Hypatia proved how

valuable it would be to her; it would.

be. as a_ key that could unlock the
door to freedom, -

.But it _did not seem to be a great
deal of help to her now. Imitating
Hypatia’s voice might delay Aunt

:Jemima and Mrs. Gink, but not stop

them.

If only she could get on her way to
the circus, and leave them to follow—
ifonly she could actually arrive at the
circus, then once there she might be
able to hide. But at least she would
be there to watch the show.

And then, as she saw Aunt Jemima
and her friend walking to the station
exit, a brilliant idea came to her.
Behmd her, the large log, quite far
away, had given a deep-thloated bark.

Joy ran forward lightly, and when
she was a yard or so from her aunt,
she snarled.

‘It was one of her best, most real-
istic imitations.- It was guaranteed
to make anyone leap in the air and
dodge.

“ Gr-r-r-t-r!"

Aunt Jemima started and jumped.
Mrs. Gink squealed.

*“Into_ the waiting room, quick!”
gasped Joy.

The waiting room was only a few
yards ahead and, without looking
round, Aunt Jemima and her friend
darted into it.

Outside, Joy loitered 'for a moment.

“Grr-rr! Gr-rr-r!” she continued
to growl most realmticall;

“Hold the door,” panted Aunt
Jemima. Jos—r\m"'

“1’11 meet you at the circus, aunt.”
“Yes, yes—go_there immediately,”
shouted ‘Aunt Jemima through the
door. ‘“And call the stationmaster.

Thls dog may be mad!’

“Gr-r-r-r!” Joy gave a final growl
and then went dancing down the now
deserted platform.

She was free; she had a comfort-
able lead over Aunt Jemima, and

that lead seemed eyen greater when,

outside the station, she saw a bus
with  a 1alg:> notice on its = side,

" CIRCUS.

Into the bus she climbed, highly
elated, gleeful, happy.

Five minutes later. the circus came
into view, colourful, glamorous,
noisy, encircled by side—s};lows, stalls
and all the fun of the fair.

And along the road behind her, in
8 hired car from the station, came
Aunt Jemima and Mrs. Gink,

FUN AT THE CIRCUS

YPATIA looked about her anxi-
ously for Joy. She did not
like - circuses. The atmosphere

did not appeal to her, but she sup-
posed that theré was mobably some
very good reason indeed for her
Izimther s suggeﬂmng she -should come
ere

There was noise, and bustle, and
shouting. She had. bought tickets
for herself and Joy, and now stood
anxiously watching

seeing her cousin when Joy suddenly
came into view, breathless and
excited. - - i -

- .which
She had almos: given up hope of .

“Have you seen the lions,
Hypatia?” cried Joy. *They're
terrific. And there's a simply won-

- derful elephant/—reallv amaang And
‘the clowns, too——"

“I suppose. you haven't seen
mama?”’ asked Hypatia, 'dismissing
the circus animals with a wave of the

Shes vuth Mrs. Gi k.”

h! Then she's really coming
here? Good!”

But Joy looked behind her warily,
with growing anxiety.

What was going to happen? What
dread disaster must she expect? How
was she golng to get out of this jam?
Joy couldn’t for the life of her think.
Aunt Jemima would confront
Hypatia, and’ each would accuse the
other of having thought of this idea.

There seemed to Joy only one way
of actually staying at the circus—and
that was  losing herself. In her
present desperation she had even
thought of taxing part in the com-
petition that was being organised to
discover a clown.

Not far away, a gqueue’ of
youngsters, and even some grown-
ups, were lining up outside the

.entrance to one of the tents, and Joy

looked at them musingly. f only
she dared. They were all being
dressed in simple clown garments
and then, with. grease paints slapped
on their faces, sent into the ring. It
would be funny enough for evervone,
and the best ones would be given &
small prize.

However, just to keep the numbers
within linuts there was a simple quiz
first; those who answered the simple
questlon were passed through, and
others barred.

But Joy knew that though it would
be fun, it was one thing she just
wouldn’'t be able to get away with,

C“Well, come on, Joy—I suppose
that is the queue we must join,” said
Hypatia. ’

Joy hardly heard her, however, for
she saw Aunt Jemima in the distance.
Her heart almocst stopped beating; for
she could see storm and trouble
ahead—and no circus, either.

And then, as Hypatia moved for-
ward towards the queue, a whizzing
idea came to Joy.

‘“Hypatia, how would you like to
earn a hundred pounds?’

“A hundred pounds? When——-
where?”

“You can answer qul? questions—
almost anything.”

“I have never yet heard a qmz
question I couldn t answer,” said
vaatla smugly. ‘ In fact

“Then join that queue,”: urged
Joy. **Go on, hurry!” She spoke in
a gruf masculine voice, which
seemed to come from behind Hypatia
—for Joy was ventriloquising again.

“There you are, miss! ~ You've got
a brainy face—go and earn a hundred
pound prize! Join the competition
queue!”

Hypatia blushed. She had indeed
a clever face; most people with keen
observation noticed 1 )

A hundred pounds‘> Good
gracious, I mustn’'t miss this,” said
Hypatia

She strode forward, and as she
went to join the queue she heard ler
mother's voice:

*Hypatia, dear, just a quick.warn-
ing. Don’t tell Mrs. Gink that I sug-
gested coming to the circus. Ira
rather she didn't kn

Hypatia looked round but could
see nothing of her moth:2r, which was
not surprising, for Joy-——the girl with
a 100 voices—had been ventriloquis-

ing again.
“Where is mother?” asked the
* said

surprised ‘Hypatia,
“Buck up and get into the

“Oh, just .round the corner,’
Joy.
queue.”

Hypatia obeyed., and fortunately
she did not see pasted above the
doorway of the tent the-large notice
read “AMATEUR CLCWN
CONTEST,” nor did she notice the
clown who stood just inside the tent,

(Please turn to the back page.)

GIRLS' CRYSTAL--25.2:50



THE JIGSAW MESSAGE
PEN up, there!” cried pretty,
blue-eyed Sally Warner,
"d’ ing. smartly on the chatet
oor.

* Make it snappy! Your escort
awaits
“PForward, the fencmg Felton !”

roared Johnny Brig
And he made a p a ful but clumsy
lunge towards Don Weston with the.
: fencing foil he carried.
Instinctively Don leapt back.
-was unfortunate that he should come
into contact with the chalet door just

-a8 it swung open. Heavily, sprawl-

ingly he landed at the feet of the girl .

who had opened it and grinned up at

her.
- -“Sorry, Janet!” he said, with a
chuckle. “I don’'t usually enter a.

. ¢halet this way. Just blame that
chump Johnny !”
“He needs a couple of hours’ hard
pracnce with you, Janet, to take some
.of the bounce out of him!” chuckled
Fay Manners, the fourth member of
.Ahe party known as the Merrymakers.
i1t Ready yet, old t
. It was half-holiday at the Inter-
national College, on Waloorie Island,
.-in .Australia, where the ehums_ were
‘students. And they were in cheery
. mood, eager to press on with their
latest enthusiasyr, tencmg. at which
Jaget Felton was an e
ut even greater t an ‘ that was
“their desire, to cheer up Janet' and
chase her unhappiness away. For she
~had recenftly. heard of the death o
ber grandfather, her only relative, o
‘whom she was very fond—news which
had caused her a grest dea} of grief.
The chums had been deeply sym-
‘pathetic, but detelminedly cheerful,
and because of their tactful kindness
Janet had begun o recover from the

first bitter blow. She had agreed, at
- first disinterestedly, but la er with
.eager zest, to Sall equest that she

should teach the
And Johnny’s clumsy but sublimely
confident . efforts had brought the
smiles back agsin to her pretly face.
But there was no smile there this
afternmm Sany stared, shocked and

puzzled, at the pale, drawn face, at
the dark, shadowed and the
white, uivexmg lips. t tactfully,

she made no commerit.
- “Shall we
walt for you there, Janet?” she asked
uletly. **We don’t want to rush you
it you're ot ready———
“Ready!” There was an unsteady
note in. Janet's voice ,as she -echoed
- that word. * Sorry, Sally—all of you
~4—hut I shan’t be ¢coming over to the
‘gym., Not—not this afternoen or—or
ever agaln., You see "—she Iought to
keep control of her voice—“I'm leav-
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rap- .

It .

our c ums fencing. - ¥

o over to the gym and -

ing the college-almost at—at oncel
penni-

—Iv e got to get a}ob I—I'm
lesg !’

Por a moment the chums sta,red
appalled by what Janet had sai {Ie
unable to take it in, Janet—pen -
less!  She must . joking. Why,
everyone knew that her gramtfather
had paid her fees at college;

a rich man, repea hat
she should inkerit all his wealt
“ Janet—Janet dear,” said Sally
on ’t understand——

“ Netther Sally !”
choked.
Icantellyeuiat % a short while

go 1 received 3 letter, telll lngme that

ddad had left all his pro?erty to
his housekeeper, Mrs.
That for me there was, notmng!
Nothin Wait, though!” she added
with- a ume latgh that was more of
a_sob, :Tha.ts not true! I—I had

thi

She _pointed to a small cardboard
box which lay on her chair,

5. Grimwade sent it on—said in
her letter that granddad had asked
her to send it to me as—as a little
memento. There’s a letter from him,
too. It—it's a jigsaw puzzle.”

Had Janet salet it was a live snake,
she could not have startled the chums
more. Incredulousl th stared at
her, from her to.the.

“You—you mean it' very valu-
able one, I suppose?” asked
gave anot.é)her choked laugh.

at's terribl —tber-
ribly mnny?“ rand-
dad had heaps of ji saws——he was an

Som them cost quite

en
this—uhis is just

a lot of money But
an old cardboard thing he seems to
have cut out mmsexf " “And-then sud-
denly all preténce at Keeping up a
brave front before the chums
vanished. -

With a sob, she flung herself into
a chair and bmied her faece in her

hands.
“It—it’s not: just the money"’ she
choked through her tears. ‘“Really,
it’s not—though it means I'Il be
ggrtﬁd from thie onlg friend%dlaéxm
—it’s ‘wondering w y gran
this ta. me—why should have
txeateel me in thls way \lhen -
alwa 3 loved each other so much !
ly‘s heart twisted: with pity ‘as

This Week Sally & Co.
" Solve A Mystery Jig-Saw
Puzz!e. ‘

.should

Janet tol
wish JLdia Al

ohnny.:

) clothes and flingin

By DAFHNE GRAYSON

eara the choked
.near - to

while Don and Johnny stood helpless
and uncomfortable,
“I—I can’'t help wondel mg whether

words. Fa

looke tears herself,

I hurt him in so some way |”.cried Janet
pathetlcany Whether he felt I
0 him when he was
taken ill But. I didn’t know—1I wasn’t
if only I could know why
he-did t.hls 1—1I couid bear it more!”
must be some exp)anation,”
sanly oaid beviideroaly, " Hienet,
doesn” er say anything
in_ his: letter?gmn
“Read’ 1t for yourself,” invited
Janet, gesturing towards ‘the chair.
“Just a few nnes-—tellmg me exactly
nothing.

Looking ‘even more puzzled, Sally
picked up the:letter. True, there were
only a_few lines, written ina shaky,
abviously falling hand.

““ Mrs. Grlmwade has promised to
send this-on. to ’ it stated. “A
stran ge puzzle— ut ‘don’t let it beat
you, Janet.”

That was all.
was something

. But to Sall‘{ .there
ueer about it—and
did she imagine l or were the words
“strange puzzle” and “Don’t let it
beat you”’ famtly emphasised?
“Janet,” she. quickly, “ have
you l\?ut tne puzzle together yet?”
Janet said dully. “I
should probably have tucked it away

in one ¥ cases and forgotten it.
You're a, jigsaw enthusmst ” she
added, with' a rather twisted smile.

“ Why daon't you take 1t ovex to your
chalet and work lt out I—I have
rather a lot to.do.
he chums recognised in that the
faintest hint. thal Janet would like
be lone. But the suggestion
sujted t{)etf ectly. For some
1eason a lltt e gle of excitement was
mmn to t‘:rt:xgpt ugh her.
ppos g G was wrong—sup-
posing there was something valuable
about -t !s puzzle cheap and crude

thoughi to be?
“Yes, I o that," she said briskly.
“PFay, perha ‘you’d like to help me.

I know you two boys aren’t interested.
gosiug you go and work off your
surp us energy on the tennis court?”
A & sympathetic glance at
Jan et. who was ' listlessly folding
them into an
en trunk, she swept her chums from
e chalet.
A few minutes later Sally’s dark
Bead and Fay’'s fair one were hent in
intense concentration over the small
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table in their chalet, The puzzle on
which Sally had previously been work-
ing was pushed aside. Piece by piece,
the puzzle began to take shape.

The picture was a highly coloured,
glossy affadr, obviously cut .
.magazine and mounted on a thin
piece of white. cardboard—a picce of
cardboard that had already been used
for making notes, or something, to
judge from the odd pen 'and ink
marks on it.

. As the picture grew, Sally and Fay
saw what it was. A plcture taken in
_Sydney’s Taronga Park, showing a
number of delightful, fu possums
hanging by their long tails .from a
gum-tree, and surveying the world
upside-down. _ It bore 'a -caption :

but unmistakably, the word *‘ reverse ”
was underlined.

“Fay!” cried Sally, as a great light
seemed to flash suddenly in her mind.
“1 was sure—— Oh, goodness, fetch
the boys! . We. must. let them in on
this—quickly !” ’

Without questioning, Fay darted to
the door of the chalet, almost bump-
ing into Don and Johnny, who were
Just mounting .the veranda.

“*Whoa !” called Don, steadying her.
“What’s the rush?” . y

With Fay and Johnny-he looked in
the doorway, at Sally bending over
the puzzle. He stared in surprise as
he saw her slip a sheet of ‘paper under
the jigsaw, and with-none too steady
fingers deftly turn the whole thing
face downwsards on the table. .

And, as she removed the
sqlieal of excitement left her igs.

“Look!’ she cried ecstatically.
‘“Just look!” . :

Almost tumbling oever each other in
their ea?erness . her three chums
charged forward, staring. And . then
. their own faces lit up. For there, in

the same shaky handwriting as in the

letter, it said :

“This is the Last Will
ment of John Felton——"

“Mr. Feltonw’s will!” gasped
Johnny. *“But why—what——"

“Read it!” gasped Sally. “Oh, the
clever old, man*”

per, a

and Testa-

.Clever it was.. For those few lines

revealed that Johu Felton, on his
lonely ranch, had, during his last ill-
ness, been Kkept: a prisoner by his
housekeeper and her rascally husband
—had been tricked into signing a will
in her favour. By chance he had
- found this out. and, in .a last desperate
effort to put right a-terrible injustice.
had -hit -upon .this novel means of
ensuring that his granddaughter in-
herited what was rightfully hers.

“And the joke of it is,” declared
Don, “that the Grimwades posted:this
. to Janet, no doubt feeling they were
humouring an old man_in his last
feeble wish. Sally—— I say, where
are you off to?”

“To tell Janet, of course!” cried
Sally radiantly. “ Come on, Fay! This
%am.’t’ wait! Stand by the puszzle,
oys!” :
__Together she and Fay dashed off to
- Janet’s chalet. With only a perfunc-
tory thump on the door, they rushed
into the chalet. -

“Janet!” cried Sally to_ the figure
bending over the travelling case.
“Stop packing, old thing! You’re not
leaving college! We've finished the

jigsaw puzzle—and it puts everything -

all right!”
“Your grandfather tricked those
rascals " began Fay exuberantly.

And there she stopped, both she and
Sally recoiling with startled gasps as
the figure stood up, swung round.- It
was not Janet, but a thin, hard-faced
woman, in whose pale eyes was a
queer, startled look. i

“The jigsaw nuzzle?” she queried
in a low, vibrant voice. ‘‘Yes, what
about it? You have discovered some-
thing? Tell me '

. There was something about her that
instaatly aroused miseivines in Sally.
She backed towards the door.

“Oh—er—it’s- nothing!” she stut-
tered. “J-iust something that might
interest Janet. But where is Janet?”
she added. .

The woman's eyes narrowed. A
peculiar smile twisted her thin lips.
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“Janet has lett college,” sb
plied. “Pity she couldn’t find time-to
£ay good-bye to all her friends——"

“Gone?” Sally and Fay exchanged
frantic glances. “ But where?”

“To the airport,” replied the woman
coolly, “She is catching a plane to
Sydney, on her way to Kooloomba

she re-

- “Kooloomba!” echoed Fay, almost
stupidly. “Her grandfather’s ranch?”

“My ranch, if you please!” the
woman said ironically. “I, you see,
am Mrs. Grimwade! Now, if you'll
excuse me 1t ]

And very pointedly she turned her
back on the two stupefied girls.

~ JOHNNY BLUNDERS

‘OR 'a ' moment longer the two_girls
stood immovable, stunned by
this sudden turn of events. -
“Sally——" began Fay frantically.
A warning pressure on -her hand
from Sally stopped her. For, though
Mrs. Grimwade had her back turned
to the chums, there was an alert look
about her -which told Sally she was
listening intently for any comment
they might make. With -a slight jerk
of her head, she motioned Fay outside.
‘“ Bikes—quickly !” she said tersely.
“We must try to get hold of Janet
before she leaves. There's not a
moment -to lose——"
Even as she spoke, she and Fay were
hurrying towards the cycle-sheds. It
was as they wheeled their bikes out

~.that - Sally remembered the puzzle.

That was valuable property now—ter-
ribly valuable! Whatever happened,
it must be kept safe until it could be
handed over to Janet. - :

Defying all the rules, she -and Fay
mounted their bicycles and rode

swiftly round to their chalet. Johnny, -

they were thankful to see, was loung-
ing on the veranda. His eyes widened
as he saw his two girl chums cycling

up. ) . .

‘“What the dickens——"" he began.

“No time. to explain,” said ' Sally
urgently. *Listen, Johnny! Put that
Jigsaw in the box and keep it some-
where safely until we get back. We'll
tell you all about it then.”

And, without waiting for Johnny to
argue, they whizzed up the drive and
out of the gates. Never before had
Sally  and Fay ridden so frantically.
They felt weak and trembly when
finally they almost fell off their
machines at the airport.

A plane was waiting on the tarmac,
the passengers just entering it. A
quick inquiry of the air hostess told
them that Janet was not yet aboard.

Relieved, the two girls sank down
on a near-by. seat, where they could
watch the gates of the airfield and the
embarking passengers. But though
they waited and waited, there was no
sign of Janet.

And_suddenly Sally sat upright, a
gorrible suspic¢ion flooding through

€er.

Had they put too much faith in
Mrs. Grimwade's statement. Shouldn’t
they have made a few more inquiries
before dashing off blindly for the air-
port? There hadn’t been much time,
of cdourse; but supposing—just sup-
posing it was some trick to prevent
them seeing Janet?

With apprehension growing in her,
Sally, with 'a word to Fay to Kkeep
watching, darted off to the reception
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-Janet !”

“can’t bear it—— -

‘hall. And there, a few moments. later,

her worst fears were realised. There
was no booking-in the name of Janet
Felton——no booking for Mrs, Gfim-
wade, §1ther. They had been tricked!

Fay’s horror was as great as Sally’s
when she-was told of her girl chum’s
discovery. Grim-faced,: fillled with
anger at themselves for having fallen
s0 easily for Mrs. Grimwade’s trick,
and with a nervous dread that some-
thing might have gone wrong during
their - absence, they .turned back
towards college: . )

And then, on their Wway -through
Sarneville, fuming impatiently at &

'roga:d ‘block, Fay suddenly gave a shcut.

‘Sally—look! In -thaf taxi! It's

Sally jerked up; looked aeross the
road. Janet it was, all her cases piled
around ner, ner pale iace sad and
forlorn.’ : .

< "With reckless disregard of life and

limb, ignoring the infuriated shouts
of other road users, Sally spun across
the road, planted herself firmly in
front. of the taxi just as it was about
to_move off. : -
“Sorry,” she said  to the angry
driver, “but-this is important!”
“Sally !” came Janet's choked .voice:
“Oh; I am so glad I've been able to
see you, to—to-say good-bye !”’ she said
huskily. “You see,”’ she added, before
Sally could speak, “I—Fve been
awfully. ‘lucky. Mrs. Grimwade has
been very good to me. She—she has
arranged for my passage to South
Africa; has—has even arranged a post
there for me as & nursery governess.
Please,” she added hastily, unable to
keep up her pretence of happiness any
longer—-“please lgt me go now! I—1

Sally did not answer, but her
actions made Janet speechless.. A
quick word to the driver, the surrep-
titious passing of a coin, and Sally’s
and Fay's bicycles were secured at the
back of the taxi. And, before Janet
realised what was happening, - they
had reversed; were on their way back

to college. .

“Sally,” she said_ frantically, I
don’t understand! I shall miss the
ferry—my job——" -

“Your job is to come back to
college, grab that jigsaw puzzle, and
take it to a lawyer as soon as you pos-
sibly can,” said Sally tersely. :

And then, as Janet’s eyes grew wide

. with wonder, she told her of the dis-

covery of the will, i

“Oh, it's wonderful—wonderful!”
Janet almost sobbed. “You don’'t
know what it means to me to kngw
that granddad wasn't upset with gxe.
That’s greater news even than know-
ing I shal inherit * ) )

“I'm glad, Janet,” said Sally gently.
“But just the same, I shan't be happy
until T get my hands on that puzzle
again. Good! Here we are.” X

The three girls leapt out of the taxi
before it drew to a halt. With a briefl
word ‘to the driver, they pelted across
to the girls’ chalets. A gasp.of relief
came to Saliy’s lips as she saw
Johnny lounging on the veranda,..as
if he had not moved cince she left,
though this time Don was beside him.

“Where’s the fire?” called Don
lazily, as the three red-faced girls
pelted up.

Sally ignored that levity. .

“Johnny, the jigsaw!"” she gasped.
“You kept it safe?” -

The three girls only realised how
tensed-up they had been when Johnny
gave a lazy nod.

“All serene!” he smiled. *No need
to get in such a lather about it. As
a matter of fact, Janet, I handed it
over to that friend of yours—the one
who was with you in your chalet. She
said you'd decided to take it straight
away to a lawyer in Sawneville——"

He stopped short as he saw the
ashen pallor of Janet's face.

“PFriend !” said Sally. ‘“Oh, Johnny,
you—you couldn’t know! But you've
given the puzzle to Mrs. Grimwade!”

EVERYTHING SEEMS LOST

OHNNY’S jaw fell slackly at Sally's
words. He stared almost stupidly
at his chums, then suddenly his

eyes glinted with anger.
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“The cunning tlickster‘" he said

explosively. " Janet, 1
wouldn’t have had t is hap n for
anything! But after seeing he two

. of you together—well, gee, 1 thought
. you two ‘were great frlends "

" '“It would be simpler to make
{riends with a rattlesnake!” said
Janet bitterly. “But, Johnny, don’t
feel badly about it. It wasn't your
faylt. How could you know?” .

‘“Johnny "—there was a gleam of
hope in Sally’s eyes as she spoke—
‘“how long ago did you hand over the
pbuzzle? There may yet be a chance
that we can find Mrs. Grimwade—that
she hasn’t yet destroyed it.”

“Ten minutes—quarter of an hour,”
replied Johnny ifrowningly. “Gosh,”
he " added, his face lighting up,
* there’s only two ways to get off the
island! - Airplane or ferry. And she
can’t have got to either yet.” ¢ -

‘“What’s more., you've ot a taxi
waiting,” said Don to t,he three girls.
*“Just what we want

“What are we waiting for‘J” asked
Fay excitedly. *“€ome on!

The chums needed no urging. They
raced across the campus to where the
taxi ‘'was waiting on the main drive.
In a matter of seconds Don and
Johnny had whipped off the bicycles,
concealed them behind the thick

- wattle hedge, while Sally, Fay, and
Janet explained to the taxi-driver.

“And steg on it!” ordered Johnny
tersely, as the driver, reversing, swung
off up the drive. *“We'll try the ferry
* first—there’s no plane leaving for: :half

+ an_hour or so.”

3 The driver, perhaps becoming in-
fected by the excitement that gripped
his passengers, stepped on it, whiz-
zing up the drive at a speed that

: would have earnzd him a severe repri-
- mand from the college authorities had
they seen him.

Obviously, his excitement overran’

his caution. For, with no more than
. a perfunctory hoot he swung out of

. the -gates into the usually deserted

road outside. But to-day it ‘was not

deserted, for a small green car, which

Sally vaguely remembered havmg seen

when they returned from Sarneville

with Janet, shot forward at the same
+ time as the taxi emerged.

“'There was a shout, a shriek, a
..screeching of brakes, a grinding sound
"'md a ‘horrible jolt "which jerked the

~¢hums in a confused heap to the floor

of the taxi.

' Half-stunned, they sorted them-

lves out, wondering sickeningly

hether the occupant of the green car
jad been hurt. But even as they
hoxsted themselves upright to see,
there came a shout of excitement from

‘Johnny. .

. “Look! Gosh, it's her! + That

- woman—the Grim person %

Mrs. Grimwade, plainly shaken by
the impact of the collision, glanced in
‘terror towards the chums.

‘" Like a flash she whipped up some-

thing from the seat beside her: leapt

out of her car. Then, with a hunted
glance around, she sped through the
colliege gates and down the drive

aga n

- After her!” shouted Don,

“She’s got the jigsaw puzzle!” cried
Janet elatedly. ‘“Oh, don’t let her get
away. »

‘“She won't!” promised Johnny.
“I’ll see to that!”

He pounded forward, his chums on
his heels. Eyes glowing, elation filling
them, they surged after the woman.
She could not get away—she couldn’t!
And she had the puzzle in her hand.
For all lrer trickery, Janet and the
chums had won in the end!

Only a few yards separated Johnny
and Mrs. Grimwadé now. She took
one desperate look round, and then,
with a suddenness which took the
chums completely by surprise, she
swerved aside through a gap in the
shrubbery.

“Round the other side, Johnnvl
Head her off I” shouted Sally. “We

And there she broke off, a strangled
c;y of alarm coming from her lips.

“No!” she cried. *“Oh, no! Don!

ohnny—-———”

It was too late! Once again Mrs.
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Grimwade had outsmarted them—and
this time she had won the last trick.

For on the other side of the shrub-

bery stood an incinerator, in' which
the gardeners had been ' burning
%arden rubbish. And on top of that
ercely burning rubbish Mrs. Grim-
wade, with a fierce, triumphant
thrust had placed the cardhoard box
containmg the puzzle.

As the chums reached it, lifted the
lid, Janet gave a choking cry of
despair. For all that remained of the
puzzle, of John Felton’s will, was a
heap of charred ashes!

EARY, sick.at heart, the chums,

with Janet, sat on the veranda

of Sally’s chalet. They were almost

too tired to talk; worn out, physically
and mentally.

There had been the stunning.shock
of knowing that all Janet’s hopes had
been completely dashed, that she
would never now be able to ‘claim her
rightful heritage!

There had been all the wearisome

business about the colhsxon between,

In horriﬂed dismay the three girls stared at Johrmy.

chums in the least. But since Janet
was facing up so bravely to things, it
would have been unkind to have
vetoed her suggestion.

Slowly_Sally rose from her chair,
entered the chalet, and disintexestedly
picked up the red box containing her
puzzle. With her thoughts far away,
she tipped. it. out on to the table;
began to shuffle the pieces around.

And then-—suddenly she stiffened,

stared in utter incredulity, her blue
eyes wide and disbelieving.

-can’'t be true!” she mut-
tered. / “It can’t—and yet—— Oh
golly, it is—it is!”

Half - laugh ing, half - crying, she

turned to the others, who had started
up..from their chairs in alarm,
1magmin% this was some delayed
reaction from the car accident.

‘“Oh, Johnny ! Dear old blundering
Johnny | l ” she cried. *“You deserve to
be hung around:with m-*-dals——owen
all sorts of honours——-"

‘“Sally, are you all ught°" asked
Don worriedly.

“Of course I'm all right !’ laughed
Sally, - “Everything’s all right! Don’t
# - d " '

ilnv’vitﬁngly he had blundered ;

had given the precious jigsaw puzzle to Janet‘s enemy.

the two cars, with Mrs. Grimwade
finally being taken to the sanatorium
with a badly bruised arm—where, the
chums learnt, she was to spend the
night.

But they cared nothing for Mrs.
Grimwade and her hurts. Nothing
that had happened to her bore any
relation to the great hurt she had
inflicted on Janet.

“If only we cetld do something

” muttered Sally. -

Janet gave a little sigh.

“I'm afraid there's nothing to be
done now—except to forget the whole
thing.”

“ Blf——"

“At least I know now that I did
nothing to offend grandfather,” Janet
went on:. ‘I—I shall have to leave
here, but I want to try to accept
things philosophically.”

She tried to smile.

**Sally, do you realise that when
Johnny cleared up my jigsaw puzzle ”

—momentarily her voice faltered— -

“he also cleared up yours as well?
That terribly difficult one you've been
working on for days and -days now.
It’'s such a shame, when you had only
a few more pieces to put in!”

“Eh? Gosh, so I did!” admitted
Johnny. "Sou'y, Sally——”

“It doesn’t matter, old thing,” said
Sally dully

“So,” contmued Janet, “supposing
we txy to put it together again? I
can’t leave here to-night now—in any
case, my plans will have to be aitered.
So come on, everyone! At least it will
give us something better to do than
think about my troubles!”

The idea did not ajpeal! to the

you realise wha.ts happened? Look—
look at this!”

She gestured towards the table. .

“Johnny cleared up the puzzles—
but he cleared them up into the
wrong boxes. He put mine into
Janet’s box! Mine was the one Mrs.
Grimwade took—mine was the one
she burnt! And, anet lrere’s yours
—with the will mtact!

IT took several weeks for all the

legal aspects of the case to be
cleared up, but from the start Janet
had been assured that her eclaim to
the estate of her grandfather was in-
disputable, and that the Grimwades
faced a prison sentence for their
trickery.

“So; thanks to all your efforts and
to Johnny’s mistake,” said the glow-
ing Janet,’ “everything is going to be
all right. I'll be able Lo stay on at
college. We’ll have a bumper picnic
to celebrate—and, Sally, how would
you like & really super ji saw just as
a little token of my thanks

Sally laughingly pulled a. face.

“Thanks a 1g§, Janet—but I think
I've had enough of jigsaws for quite
a long time. But if you’d like to carry
on with our fencing lessons we'd be
awfully pleased.”

. A request after Janet’s own heart—
and one to which she willingly and
cagerly agreed!

(End of this week’s story.)

There will be another grand complete
story featuring the Merrvmakers in next
Friday’s QIRLS’ CRYSTAL. Make
certain of your copy by ordering it now,

Kil;



THE WORST BOY AT
THE CO-ED SCHOOL

(Continued from puage 404.)

was overdue in reporting to Miss
(,hufﬂelsh and the matron.

Miss Chuffleigh, known throughout
the school as *“Choo-choo,” greeted
Paddy in her usual fussy and rather
irritable manner. She commented on
the fact that Paddy would hawve to
work extra hard during the coming
half of the term to make up for the
work she had missed.-

Paddy left her, grimaced, and went
along to see matron ‘where the recep-
tion was more cheeliul .

- ' It did not take her long affe\ that

©to pin up a note announcing the
. meeting that evénln% then, as it
was nearly six, she ulrled up to

Study B agaln to join J
Paddy, I've just. met Jimmy,”

said. Jo. “I sort of explained. He'll
back you up, too, although he’s not
sure of all the other boys. but——"

“Good old Jimmy!” sa.lcl Pacldy
warmly.  “But what, Jo?”
‘“Frankly, Paddy,” said Jo, “neither
Jimmy nor the others think Conrad
will turn up. You see,” she added
‘quickly,
the merve to take—to take advan-
.tage of your promise.”

Paddy  hesitated, started to speak,
changed -her mind, .and smiled.

“Let’s get down' }o .the stables, Jo,”
she sa.ld ~cheerfully.  “We'll take
things as they come. The teams
the important thing, anyway!”

They went down thlough Gnls

.-cleal now. He’'s keen on riding
" they don’t think he’ll have ~¥an

blde and ocut into the open, making
their way towards the school harness-
room, where the junior team always
held their maetlngs The door was
open, and “Jimmy Court’s voice,
raised, reached their ears.

“Ron, you shouldn’t have done
that. Not really fair to Paddy!”
‘Paddy and Jo appeared .in the
doorway. A hush fell over the
gathering of boys and girls there
seated” in a circle on upturned
‘buckets. ‘One quick glance showed
Paddy that Vincent Conrad was not
plesent and it was six o'clock. She
looked at Bon Bullton, who, frown-

ing, was facing Jimmy "Court.
~*“Hallo,” everyone!’ ' said Paddy
cheerily, and took her seat on an
upturned bucket. ‘What's not fair
to me, Jimmy? ’'Fraid I overheard
the lemalk"’ .
+-Jimmy rumpled his fair hair in
some -embarrassment.

“Paddy, none of us think Vincent
Conrad will turn up, anyway.”
“Why. not?” asked Paddy quietly.
“For two reasons!” t "was Ron
Bullton who broke in rather trucu-
“lently. “Paddy, he’s played one of
his rotten tricks on you.. It's ple%y
e
fecl to be in this team. Right!
Then I bet he planned- the whole
affair this afternoon!”
Paddy stared blankly at h
“Ron, you're talking in
I don’t get itl”
« “It is clear, yes,jy put in Isabella.
Rocco, the dark, beautiful South
American girl. “He scares your horse,
then stops it!. He gets your grati-

uddles'

tude and gets- the plomlse out of
you to be in the team, yes! ;
_ Paddy started.  Such a osslblllcv
had not entered her mln for one
moment. And immediately she found
she could not accept it. No, it had
not happened like that at all.

“And just_ to clinch matters,”
growled Ron Bullton, .1 left a note
in his study telling him we're wise
to his rotten trick, and that if he
has the nerve to show his face he'll
get slung out on his neck!”

Someone murmured approval. The
others were silent.

Paddy’s eyes sparkled rather dan-
gelously Jimmy saw it.

“May sound’a bit rough after vour
promise, Paddy,” he said hastily,
*put Ron was only thmklng of you,
I'm. jolly sure. Look! Let’s fmge'r:
about it ancl start the. bis, shall we?

‘“Agreed,” grunted Ron - Bullton.
“It’s QB'St six already, and as thut
Outs.ld won't be turning up

But,” a voice broke in from the
open domway “that Outsider is
turning up! In fact, he's here!”

Paddy stared. The others whirled
in_amazement.

In the doorway, leaning against
the post, a twisted, half-mocking
grin on_his lips, stood Vincent Con-
rad. He straightened; looked at
Paddy. The grin went. He eyed her
straightly.

“I've kept a promise, Paddy Dare,”
he said. ‘“What about you?”

Now will come the first clash ! Paddy
wants to give the Outsider a chance—
but will the others allow her to do so ?
Be sure to read next week’s chapters of
this grand new school story.

. “

JOY—THE GIRL WITH A
100 VOICES ‘

(Coﬂtmucd frmn paJe 416.)

hqldlng out a clowns hat to a
giggling girl: competltor .
; .Convineced 'she. was enteungn
- intelligence test Hy 'ma opened the -
Greek book . she . 3 and
?eg’m to read 1t ln mdel to pass the
ime
Joy, slipping beh'lnd

an |

caravan £0

as to keep an eye open for Hypatia's -

mother and -Mrs. Gink, laughed de-
lightedly as she peeped’ round the
corner and. saw ‘the tall, studious
Hypatia solemnly . reading Greek, as
if " she were waiting to pass an im-
portant exan, instead of going in for
an amateur clown competition..

The queue- moved -.up and.H ypath
moved with it. . The clown chuckled

as she. passed through the dgorway, :

still. ‘reading.. He thought . her
studious pose was an amusmg blt of
play-act ng.

£ You look plomlsmg » he declared.
o “But let’s see if you can answer the

* prelimin ry quiz,

- “Messrs. Padgem’ and Potham and
. Phichme went to the, river to batle:

Padgem and ‘Potham were drowned.
Who do you think was saved?”

“ Pinch me,” said Hypatia, who had
never failed an -intelligence test vet.
‘“Owowowow !’ : she suddenly " yelped,;
as a smiling .girl trapeze. art1st ‘on. her
right pinched her arm.

““ Anything- to” .obllge—pass
please'“ said. the girl.

Hypatia, ' crimson; and lndlgnant
Qe

: passed on,” and unmedlately ‘had

~ cloak flung - round - heér,
paint slapped on her face.” A-bright

ginger. wig was. fixed on, and she was:
'+ given a red eye and gt‘een ears. ' She
only spoké once, and then, having her

nfouth smeared w1th ‘)amt she did
1ot try again.

A It occurred to: her for she was no
fool, >that .a mistake must have been.
made—unless this might be a part
‘o the intelligence test: .

> Joy + watched. her enter ' the tent,
and  then hurried to. gxeet Aunt
& Jemlma and Mrs, Gink.

She saw them ‘fust outsidé the .pay

. gn‘-

and whlte-' TR certainly. is..

=She’s terrific.” -

¢

desk, and dashed to greet them as
. they .bought their tickets.

“Joy! Good gracious—where 'is
Hypatm"” asked her aunt. :

. ‘“*Slie’s gone for a test ” said Joy.

“What kind of test?
: “A quiz—a sort ~of intelligence
. test,” said Joy.

* Good gracious—no wonder she
came here,” said Aunt. JemlmlL “She
will certamly win it. - What a
trlumph Dear me 1 am indeed a
proud mother.”

Into the crowded tent they went.
The band was - pla%;ng, youngsters
were cheering.: ‘professional
clowns had already made their exig,-
and now the ring- master rocle in on

a. white  horse.
*“Ladies ‘and gentlemen & he
shouted. “We open this performs-

dnce with something original and
startlingly  new. Amateur  clowns!
Opportunity has--knoecked - for these
happy people. Circus clowns at-last!
Just what they've always wanted to
hd. A real clhiance  to be them-

S lves
- *“Ha, ha, ha!” -
“Hoorah'”
TInto the cirgcus arena suddenly

came -a Jyelling® mob,- and in the
centre, carried along by the throng,
Purple-robed Hypatia. =~ She fell

iull ength -and- was picked-up.
‘how ridiculous—how absurd!

Loo" at that comic ‘creature  with
the red and” ‘ white . face"’
iggled Aunt, Jemlma -
: 'os recognised her.. - .
L +Hypatia !’ she called. "« Ooooo'”
“ H-Hypatia!” .gasped Aunt Jemlma.
weakly, *It' cannot be;’

~ leé her a .hig
nd ‘chieered’ Jov' “*“She’s a scream."-

wAung: Jemn'na. went p'lle, and then )
coloured,” - .

* Well, rea.lly—~what~how
ing! But—but——"

.It -was a.stoundmg it" was -in-"
credlble—but true! or five minutes
the. . clowns Jumped and., .sp, ang.
Hypatia, - trying to -escapé, eol l;ied~
- with everyone,.dropped Therwig, picked
it up and put it back: the wrong way, .

and. behaved. in &  Triotously Iun
mauner without meaning to...-

amaz- '

her eyes ‘dancing.

- The ring-master suddenly crossed
ovex. to her and held up her hand.
“The winner!” he shouted. ‘“The
funniest of the lot.-And here is your
prize. A funny face to amuse your
Iriends—a mask with a magnificent
moustache and moving eyebrows!”

“ Hoorah!” cheered Joy. ‘“Our
Hypatia has won. Hoorah!” :

She was - delighted, and Aunt
Jemima, - smiling ~feebly, :said that

Hypatia' had: always been gopd at any-
thing she put her mind to.

‘. . . . .

* Joy ~ had never enjoyed a circus
more,. and:. Aunt.Jemima and Mrs.
Gink enjoyed” it “t60. Hypatia, red-
faced  after ‘rembving..thé grease
paint, seemed a little sullen, but the
congratulations of 'others sitting
nearby eased the stmg a little.

_ *“Whatever made vou thlnk of it?”
Mrs. #3ink asked her. . .

BefoYe Hypatia' could open her
mouth to° speak, Joy broke in—
quickly. She wanted to prevent any
awkward gituations which might crop
up now that everyone’ seemed to be
en;oymg themselves, -

‘ was a : moment’s lnsplratlon
As a mattel of fact, she thought that
the quiz was a serious -one-Wwith lots
of difficult questions,- explélned Joy.

“However, 1t wes good  fun.  And
what a grand circus:. I'm ‘going to
Iove ' this holiday thh you and
Hypatia, Aunt Jemima.

_Hypatia . said _nothi but she
could not have-denied t ‘She had.

enjoyed the circus—yes, ‘gnd’ some of
the clowning, too.” It"was as though
a new world had-opened to her:

. Joy side-glanced at her cousin now
a.nd again, and surprised a‘smile on

‘- her ‘face—a $mile’ which ‘she hastily

suppressed: when' she.saw, Joy's grin,
J%;r leaned. towards: her.

ou wait and’ ‘s€g,” she whlsbeled

2 We're going to

have -lot-of fun together, Hypatia.”

And ‘provided -Joy- was in_good voice

at the rlght ‘moment, so they would.

(End’ of thls week’s story.)
More fun and mornmant with Joy, the

_ ventritoquist, in another amusmg story
] npxt wook. o
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