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THE NEW BOY’S FOLL'

ADDY DARE, leader of the-riding
team at Mallington ' Co.-Ed.
College, was grateful to Vincent

Conrad, a new hoy, for having saved
her horse from .bolting, and she
promised to put him in the team.

But the school regarded him as an
outsider. He was blamed for an
accident to Jo Winters, Paddy's chum,
though there was no definite proof.

. Vincent unjustly atcused Paddy of
sneaking on to Mr.. Voster, one
.of the masters.. Mr. Vgster vowed he

would tame the Outsidez, and Paddy -
sensed the hostility between boy and-

" ‘master. Later she saw Vincent, smart-
~ ing from a caning, about to throw a
{omp of turf through Mr. Voster's
vindow. '
“ Vincent—stop!” she cried,
rushed forward.

and

.
“OH, my goodness!” Paddy gasped.
“Vincent, you ass——" .
Aghast, she sprinted through the
shrubbery towards the bent figure of
Vincent Conrad.
“His right hand was swung back,
clutching the  earthy piece of turf.
His face bitter and reckless, he was
taking aim at the open window of
Mr. Voster’s study above him.

There could be no doubt of his
. intention. )
"(Iivo! Stop!” Paddy hissed, running
T

hard.

With a desperate rush she came up

and made a grab’ at his'arm, checking
. him in the nick of time.

“Vincent - Conrad,” she panted,
“what on earth do you think you're
doing?” - :

“Doing?” he repeated. ‘ Just going
to bung this turf ' into loster’s

. window! With any luck’ I omight to
gcore & bullseye on the rotter!”

“Are you crazy?” Paddy panted.
“You can’t do a thing like that!”

“can’'t I?” he mocked fiercely.
“Just watch me!” )

“No!” She held his right arm. “I
jolly well won’t let you!”

The red-haired boy looked down at
her "hand breathm% heavily. . To free
his arm he would have to prise free
her fingers. He hesitated.

“Why the dickens are you inter-
fering, Paddy Dare?” he demanded.
“Are you setting up as Mr. Voster's
protector, or something?”

* Of course I'm not! But don’t you
see——"

He interrupted her, i

“Listen to me! Voster lined me
unfairly to-day. Even so, I did the
lines in the time stipulated. " But
think he'd believe me?” he added
bitterly. “Not he! What happens?
I get six with a cane. Think I'm
going to stand for that rotten in-
Justice?”
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Paddy heard him out, then spoke
quietly. :

“Vineent, I know he’s a bit of a
tartar; I believe he has it in for you—
but you can't do a thing like this.

‘For one thing, it would get you into

awful trouble——"

**So what? Who cares?”

“1 do,.for one.”

He stared for a moment, then
laughed sardonically. .

“You! Well, by Jupiter, if that
isn’t rich! You go and sneak to
Voster, get mé into a scrape, and then
say you'd be sorry if I hit trouble.
‘How like a girl}” g

‘A little sparkle came into her blue
eyes. Her chin tilted. b,

“1 didn’t sneak!”

He grinned twistedly.

“PDraw it mild, Paddy Dare, It was
you who told Voster I was in the
village, wasn't it? Well then- &

*“Now you jolly well listen to me!”
cut in Paddy firmly. *“I suppose you
imagine that .when I arrived this
afternoon everyone immediately
dashed up and told me about you,
and that I then went and sneaked to
Mr. Voster.”

“Well, didn't you?”

“No!” she flashed. ‘Do you think
I'm the type that would do that after
youw'd done me a good turn—that I'd
think you were an—an outsider just
becatglse some other people said you
were?"”

A pause. He kicked at the grass.

“1 didn’t think so—then,” he said
abruptly. * But now——"

Paddy looked at him and shook his
head. . How this boy believed -that
everyone was dead against him!

“This is what happened,” she said.
“Before I'd even met any of the
crow@, Mr. Voster appeared and asked
me if I'd seen a red-haired boy in the
village. -Naturally, I said yes. How
was I to- know that you shouldn’t
have been there? I was going on to

tell Mr. Voster that the red-haired boy .

had done me a jolly fine turn, but he
;rust ignored me and walked off.
hat’s what happened, Vincent.”
“Oh!” he muttered. “I—I see.” A
slight flush came into his lean cheeks.
“Sorry I flared out, Paddy Dare. 1
might have guessed. I—I——" He
shrugged. “Doesn’t that just show
you I'm the outsider they call me!”
“You're not!” she flashed. “ You've
just got a bee in your bonnet because

What A Surprise—When

Paddy Learnt Why The

Outsider Was Breaking
Bounds! '

By DOROTHY PAGE

you had a bad start,.especlally with
Mr, Voster.” . . A )

‘“Well, how would you feel if most
of the coll. thought you an outsider,
if you had a master like Voster always
picking at yqu?” he demanded, the
defiant glint back in his eyes. )

Paddy somehow sensed -that this
was not the time to voice the under-
standing she possessed. She had to
olt him out of his mood, and jolt

im hard. .

“OK.!” she said calmly. "Fd feel
rotten, but I hope I‘d have engugh
courage to make a fight of it, I hope
I'd hgve enough honesty to tell myself
that a-lot of it was my own fault.
I'd try to meet things half-way and
not get on my high horse and be sorry
for myself!” -

He went a dull crimson. His lips
set hard, and Paddy wondered if she
had been too forthright, even a little
unfair. =

‘“Easy to talk.,’ he retorted. *“You
seem to forget about that accident to
your chum, Jo Winter—that Voster
thinks I caused :t; that a lot of the
school think so————-"

“Well, I don’t,” cut in Paddy. .“ No,
Mr. Voster must have made a mistake.
I think, Vincent,” she’ went on
frankly, “that you've done some
pretty foolish things, but nothing
really rotten, I think you only want
a good fair chance to prove yourself!”

He straightened, - watching her
rather strangely. The lump of turf
slipped unheeded from his fingers to
the ground. Paddy saw it go and
smiled. | ;

“Good!”  she sald. “Filne! Now
forget about Mr. Voster. He doesn’t
like you, I know. so don't do anything
fatheaded and reckless—please!” She
looked at him straightly. *Vincent,
I'd like to be friends; I'd like you to
be 19n the junior riding team. Will
you?d” :

Momentarily he seemed to lose his
cynical self-assurance.

“Friends? In the riding team?” he
repeated half - wonderingly. “You
mean that?”

“Of course.”

“But the others? They don’t want
me. And-——"' His lips twisted. *“It
wouldn’t do you any good to he
friends with the Outsider!”

“Outsider, my foot!” Paddy said
cheerfully. *“Do stop thinking about
yourself like that, Vincent. As to the
others in the team—well, I'll be frank.
Most of them are doubtful about you.
Only a few are really hostile. So isn’t
it up to you to prove yourself? Ill
help-all I can—promise.”

A long pause. It was getting dusk
now and Paddy could not see the .
boy’s face very clearly.

“you're  different,” he said sud-
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denly. “You're wiliing to give a"chap
a chance. I wonder why?”

Paddy smiled cheerily.

“Because I'm a girl, I suppose, and
girls are more - understanding
boys.. Vincent, give me a promise,
will you?”

‘ What sort of promise?”

“ Promise not to do anythin
or reckless,” she sald.- *
-try not to get into6 more trouble with
Mr. Voster. Promise yowll do. your
best to make  good with' the riding -
team. I know things may not be easy,
but will you promise?”

Again he kicked at the grass, then
suddenly Jerked up his hea
. “Thanks,” he said very quletly.
And for what it may be worth—I
%1ve you my promise! I only wish

He stopped. It was-almost as if he
was feeling he had said too:much, for,
with an abrupt ¢ So-long!” he’ turned
and strode away

Paddy "did not mind his curt
retreat. She was getting used to his
oddness. Her smile was hag

Then she remembered the meetlng
now in progress in thesSchool stables.
No senge in trfmg to get Vincent back
to that meet uld soon be
over as supper—bell was nearly due,

“I must tell them that Vincent’s in
.the team,” she decide ‘“H'm, may
bea spot of trouble about that' from
Ron Bullton and one or two others.
But Vlncents going to have his

silly

chance.”

She turned away, meaning to hurry
ito the stables But a 'voice. calied
softl rom somewhere in the
shrubbery.

* Paddy ‘Dare!”

She checked, staring round She
saw no movement in the dusk, but
the whispering voice came again.

‘“Paddy Dare, don't be a fool I” said
the soft murmur. “The riding team’s

gortant to 'you. Vincent Conrad
wil ruin it! ~He's an outsider—he
always will be. His promise means
nothing.”

Paddy’s jaw dropped. Amazed, she
took a few steps into the- shrubbery,
staring round, trying to locate the
owner -of the voice.

+ “Who’s there?” she called shargﬁr. ’
e

‘“Paddy 'Dare, be warned!”
whisper grew fainter. * With Vincent
in the team there’ll be nothing but
trouble. The leopard can't change his

ﬂots He's an outsider. He'll never

The voice died away. There was
silénce.

JO’S NEWS

ELL, of all the——"

Paddy halted, _breathing
hard. She was bewildered
and annoyed. Who on earth was the
owner of that rather hollow, whisper-

ing voice? Boy? Girl
" * Some ass who doesn't like Vincent
., trying to be funny!” she decided, still
looking round. “What a footling
thing to do—mean, too! Well, if any-
one thinks some comic whispering is
going to make me change my mind

She paused. On the fringe of the

. shrubbery she had seen a figure, But

as she ran forward and burst into the
open her frown relaxed.

It was Jo Winter who stood there,
staring round. Her rather sweet face
was flushed. She had obviously been,
running.

[ Paddy! So there you are—-""

‘“Have you Sseen  anyone snooping
round, Jo?” cut in Paddy quickly.

Jo’s eyes widened.

‘“Snooping, dear?” she repeated.
“No! But never mind that, Paddy,”
she contlnued with unusual excite-
ment. “I left the meeting and came
in search of you because something
awfully important has arisen—about
the riding team! About Mr. Milroy!”

It was Paddy’s furn to start, and
the unknown whisperer was in-
stantly driven from her mind.

Mr. Milroy was a wealthy horse-
owner who lived at Mallington Park.

He had a wonderful stretch of
{umps—gate stile, wall, brushwood—

aid out in the park, and Paddy had
expected to get permission from him
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than
miles aroun

‘Promise to -

‘'wanted to s
.get Mr Mnroy's permisslon in time

for tue couege  team vo USe TIUSE
jumps and thus. get in all-important
practice  for the big’ event against
Critch ey.
There wasd no other place like it for

‘“ What's happened Jo9" she- asked.
“What about Mr. Milroy? I'm dead

“sure. he’ll give me permission——"

“If you get the chance to- ask him

before he goes abroad, Paddy!” - .
That shook Paddy.
“Goes abroad! Golly! Jo—when?

}How did you learn this?”

Jo caught her arm and hurried her

-along as she explained.

¢ Bette Grindle heard this a,fter-
noon, . Paddy, that Mr.
going, and that he was catching the
seven-thirty train from the junction.
You know what an old duffer Bette
is, ‘She didn’t remember it until just
now. You -see the fix we're in,

‘Paddy?”

Paddy did. She looked anxious.
The park jumia1 were really important
for practice; the
o diﬂerence to the team she so
If they couldn’t

Iz Wow!\ This .needs quick: action!’”
she exclaimed. * Seven-thirty train,
eh? Only one thing for it, Jo il

Milroy was -

y would make a world -

“ Dash!” she murmlued “Have to
wait a sec.”

“You'd better use. that sec to tidy
‘yourself up, Paddy," suggested Jo.
“Your slide is nearly out again, and
your girdie isn’t tied very neatly.
You know what Choo-Choo is about
neatness,”

‘“Thanks, Jo,” Paddy grlnned and
‘hastily remedied ‘the defects. * How
right you are. Hallo, there goes Mr
Voster! Good! Now for it, kids!”

She brushed down her gym tunic
and, with a whispered “ Goad luck!”
from her companions, ‘walked primly
across to the notice-board.

“Excuse me, please, Miss Chufi-
leigh,” she said politely. - “Could I
have a. pass-out. for an hour? . It's
awfully important.”

M Chuffieigh turned.- The group
in the doorway waited eag

A pass?” re‘pglI ated Mlss Chufﬂeigh
and frowned ost certainly not! 1
could not dream of it! Inh the cir-
cumstances, Paddy, it is most im-
pudent of- you -to ask for such a
tavour!
Paddy’s jaw’ drop,ped in. surprise.
'She heard a smothered gasp of dismay
from behind her.

-« Impudent, Miss Chufﬂeigh" I—I
don‘t understand——

" *“Really, Paddy," cut in the mistress

Paddy knew that Vinecent ﬂonrad had broken bounds ; and now, overhearing
Mr. Voster, she realised that the master was suspicious. lt seemed there was going
to be more trouble for the boy everyone called the Outsider.

have to get a ‘pass—out from - Choo-
Choo and cycle over to the Junction
and catch Mr. Milroy.”

“That’s what we all thought you'd

say!” Jo smiled. “ Ah, there are the
others! We scattered in search of
you.’

A group of figures stood on Mam
Drive. They were chattering excitedly,
peering around. Jo and Pa.ddy were
seen.

“Cheers! Jo's found her!” came
Jimmy Court’s relieved shout. ‘““Good
Wczrl:' r“Pa.d.cly, where on earth did you
get £0?”

“She went after Vincent Conrad,”
grunted Ron Bullton.

Paddy ignored the rather grumpy
note ir Ron’s voice.

“1 was with Vincent—yes,” she said
cheerily. “But never mind that now,
kids. I've got to get that pass-out
quick!” .

‘“And how!” agreed slangy Dot
Nelson. “ Get weaving! = Choo-Choo
will be in Central Hall by now as duty
mistress, and it’s nearly supper—time’
Paddy, 'tis up to you, me child!

They streamed off, Vincent for-

gotten. On the need to get the pass
the whole riding team was unanimous
and anxious.

Lights blazed in Central Hall, where
the dining-rooms for boys and girls
were situated, .and. as Dot -had
prophesied, Miss Chuffleigh was just
inside the entrance by the notice-
board.

She was speaking to Mr, Voste

The party paused. Paddy grimaced.

crossly, “it should be quite clear that
after your rudeness to Mr. Voster a
little while ago I could not allow you
a favour to-day!
ude—rudeness to Mr. Voster°”
stuttered Paddy blankly.
“Certainly!” said iss Chufﬁelgh
“To tell Mr. Voster so rudely that he
did not know how to handle that boy,
Vincent Conrad!”
Her eyes

Paddy went crimson.
sparkled indignantly.

Miss Chuffleigh, T did speak to Mr.
Voster about Vincent Conrad—yes,”
she said. *“But, ,on -my honour, I
Wasn’t a bit rude,

Miss Chutfleigh sniﬂed irritably.
. “Really, Paddy, I cannot suppose
that Mr. Voster would misrepresent
what happened. He is annoyed. So
am I. Thus I would not dream of
allowing a pass. That is all.”

She turned fussily away.

Paddy stood stunned and right-
eously indighant. In that moment
her first dislike for the cold Mr,
Voster increased. How unfair he had
been! He had given Miss Chuffleigh
a false  impression, whether deliber-
ately so or not hardly mattered.

And because of it—gone was the
chance of getting that all-important
practice ground in Mallington Park.

She turned. The little group in the
doorway had obviously overheard
everything., They were looking
startled and dismayed. Ron Bullton
g]ore ant aggressive expression. He

urst :
*“Dash it all, Paddy!” he growled
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“ For the sake of that outsider’ you .

- go and ups:t Voster—and now were
in & fx!” B

ful Is%bexla‘, Rocco. “Such a pity—
yes?—that Paddy believes in Vincent
Conrad.”

Paddy parted her lli}})s to speak, then
closed them again.- No sense in start-
ing ' an argument . now, she - told
herself. . . R b

Curly haired Jimmy, anzious to
prevent unpleasantness, cut in with:

“Oh, forget about Conrad, Ron, for
once! This is_ far . more- 1 ‘gﬁmt.
Paddy *—he looked at her anxio —
“what do we do.now?” o

Paddy drew a deep breath; thought

“Don't’ “worry, kids!” sHe  said
ahruptly and cheerfully. '*I think I
can see u ray of light! Leawve it to
me!’ : :

- quickly,

Hope came Into faces; curlesity, tog. S

—hut, to Paddy’s relief,. supper-bell

went at that moment.. . )
“Come on, Jo!” she.crjed. “Ill let

you all know the result

later!?.. - . q .
She . whirled Jo off before

a;nyone"
could ask questions. L

E
But in the passage Jo side-glanced-

at hér rather anxiously. .

“Paddy, what's in your mind?
know that reckless look!” _

Paddy grinned: rueru11¥.

“You know me too well, old thing,”
she said. ‘ You're right! °Jo, there’s
one answer to this problem. ¥Tm
going to cut out now—break bounds
and eycle to the junction.” .

Jo's dark brows came together in

alarm. ;
“Paddy, no! You mustn’t risk it!

If Miss Chuffleigh found out she’d be
-furious! She might even hit at your
‘viding; you know she's not keen on 1it.
You km,)w how much it means to
you—-' s

“That's a whizzing good reason for
going!” pointed out Paddy “If I
don’t — bang goes our
ground!” )

“Oh, but, Paddy, we might be able
to find another way——" Tt

“Not a chance, Jo, and you know
it! I must go.” - . . )

“Well, if youwve made up your
mind, . Paddy,” Jo sighed, “TI'll cover
up for you at
missed. But—please be carefull”

Paddy impulsively hugged her.

“Bless you, Jo! I'll be back in no
time. ’Bye for now!” |

With a radiant smile, she darted
off and left Central Hall. She shot in
Girls’ Side, fetched a_thick school
scarf from her study, then came out
again, more cautiously. )

Supper-bell had , stopped ringing.
There was still mgvement at the en-
trance to Central Hall, but all was
quiet and dim in the tree-shrouded
area where lay the bicycle-sheds.

Paddy reckoned on
being unlocked as yet; some of the
seniors were almost certalnly out.
She could take her machine out
through a side entrance, giving her
nice time to get to ‘the ‘junction
before seven-thirty, = : i

The cycie-shed was unlocked., She
found  her bike and whe?l'ed- it out,
steering towards the shelter of the
pushes under the school wall.

Suddenly she froze, alert and

alarmed. i i o B
_Someone was moving stealthily in
the bushes, . : .
_ For no known reason Paddy sud-
denly thought of the unknown whis-
perer in the shrubbery. At the same
moment a figure came into view, and
she gave a gasp of surprise, for it was
Vincent. He had placed an old box
against the wall and was now stand-
ing on it. Before she could get over
the first shock he had hauled himself
up on to the top of the wall.

“Vincent!” she cried.

The worst boy in the school, now
astride the wall, paused and looked
down. Paddy huiried forward, wheel-
ing her cycle.

“What on earth are you up to,
Vincent?” she asked. .

A pause. She tried in vain to make
out his expression.

“Just going to break bounds,” he
said calmly.
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.sense of deep: \
: . “Vincent—and yow Qmmised; mel?
Ah, yes!” sighead the darkly beauti- ik < > ‘

of my wheeze -

I

" practice

su r in case you’re 3
A b - the Outsider’si”

the shed door-

Paddy caught: hey breath; knew a
disappointment.

she ?\ed

fla,
1 didy
bounds,” he cut in. |
eaking bounds, where are you
“That’s different!” she flashed, ~ .1
,have a vital reason for getting to the
junction——". ’ .
“1 think not!”
* +Ang, to her , B
dropped fram the: wall, calmly -fook
the cycle from her hands, and hegan
to wheel it. back towards. the. cycle-
shed. She was so taken .aback that
Ry the time she had darted in pursuit
e

ike.

“Took here, Vincent!” she. cried,
half amazed, half angry. * What on
earth are you up to?” .
“Quite simple;” he said. “I know
why you want to get out—and I'm

of br 5,
going with. that biké?”

"-stopping, you:- And just to make

SUre—— v . B 2
*.He stepped swiftly past her through
the doorway.and Runedﬂthe door shut.
Too laté, Paddy heard him. turn the
keiw{I in the lock eutside.

' e had shut her in.

WHAT -PADDY OVERHEARD

OR a full three seconds Paddy
stood speechless. K

Vinecent Conrad was prevent-

ing her from going on her all-

important on. He was. spoiling

the chances of the riding team he had

promised to help! .
Paddy sprang. to the door. Un-
bidden, there had leapt to her mind

so many things she had been told
about Vincent—how he could never
be trusted; how he
tricks; how he broke beunds, visiting
some shady friends in the village.

It seemed dreadfully clear that,
after all, she had been wrong about

him!

Her fists banged on the door.

“Vincent, you dare!” she cried.
“Let- me out!®

“Not @ chance!” came his cool
voice. “Yowll be able to get yourself

out in time—but I'll be gone by then.

Incidentally, F1l have to use your
It'Il carry more weight than

His footsteps swiftly receded in the
darkness outside. .
Padd& wrenched at the door—in
vain. er gaze flashed round. There
was a skylight in the shed. By prop-
ping up cycles she might. be able to
get to the skylight. But, as Vincent
had said, it would . take time—too
much time to allaw per to get to the
junction by.seven- - ’
" She relaxed a little, hands clenched.
“Oh, why?’ she muttered. “I—I
can’t believe he's deliberately trying
to wreck our chances! He—he meant
that promise. But why:lock me in?
Why break bounds himself? Why—-"
She paused. In the gloom of the
shed her expression changed. She
was suddenly  thinking of his las
words: “I'l} have to use your name.
1t'll . carry more weight than the
Outsider’s!” '
“Oh!” she whispered. *“Could it
be——" he stood very still, her
brain racing. * Suppose he’d decided
to break out and go to the junction
to ask Mr. Milroy for permission for
the team? Suppose he -stopped me
because he didn’t. want me to take
the risk?” ' )
Her eyes began to glow. She
thought
the boys goie into supper it was
almost certain that aggressive Ron
Bullton had accused Vincent -to his
face of spoiling the team’s chances.
Other boys would have shown their

scorn.

“And this is how Vincent reacted!”
she told herself. ' “He decided he'd
try to ifut matters right.”

Paddy was convinced now.

“Vincent, youre OXK.!”
claimed. "It was a b

She stop)to,ed there. She thought:
Fine, yves—but what if Vincent was
caught? It had been. risky for her,
but how more risky for Vincent after

dn’t promise you not to break- ! )
t in. “And speaking to get out of the shed, by propping

‘blank stupefaction,'he .

had entered the shed with the .

géayed cunning:

:;u_;ckly and logically,  When.

K.!” she ex-
olly fine thing

nis recent trouble with Mr. Voster.
.. Padi thought of what Mr. Voster
grimaced anxiously.
. That.anxiety spurred her to action.
It took her nearly twenty minutes

bikes together and working ker way
up to the sls&ught and through. She
.dropped ‘to the ground outside, then
glanced at her wrist-watch. .= .
< #Can't ~do " anything now!” she
muttered. . - ek wh .
In two minutes’ time all scholars
. were: suppi to 'be inside college,
and although Paddy was-anxious for
_Vincent, .she .could. not, help -him by
i&l&ggg& here and risking punisiiment
She broke into a run, and was pass-
_ing Boys'. Side when she heard Jimmy
Court’s voice. In the lighted doarway
-grm%urly lg:aded-chum was speaking

. Voster .
_“I can't fidd him, Mr. Voster,”
Jimmy was saying.

?he master‘gave a cold half-smile.

T~ “It is as I thought,” he said. “You
need search no farther, Court. I am
-convinced that young scoundrel has
broken out of the school drea!”

Paddy heard She stopped dead,
there in the dusk. - .

L. “1 wouldr’t say .that, sir,” -
Jimmy uncomfortably. Jimmy was
always scrupulously fair. “1I haven’t

vseg:rcl;ed;everywhere. Perhaps——"

I am.not .interested in your con-

;pctureg, Court,” snapped Mr, Voster.
I heard a rumour that Conrad has

actually ridden his horse out of the

school.” Your fajlure to find him con-
vinces .me, .- An inspection of the

%gables W}ll‘ be complete proof. And

en—-— « -
. He nodded in a slow way that made
Paddy dislike him intensely. .

Oh, my. gosh!” she breathed,
aghast,  Was it true? Had Vincent
actually ridden to the junction?

The sheer audacity of the thing, the
the recklessness of it, -staggered
Paddy. .And yet—it was not out ot
keeping with Vincent’s character.

-And if he-ha
- Then once Mr. Voster had inspected
the stables Vincent had no chance!
Paddy whirled on the impulse of
the moment. - She sprinted, dis-
lodging gravel in her haste. Mr.
Voster must have heard the noise.
Who's out  there?” he cried
sharply. “Stop!” = g
,:lPaddy went harder, diving into the

gloom.

» The stables were her goal. She had

to find out if it were true. oy
She arrived thefe, gantmg. ‘The

door was unlocked, but that was not
roof, as- probably Jock, the groom,
ad not yet done his nightly round.

She pushed:open the door, closed it.

and then clicked on the light. .
She had to do that, for she had no

idea of Vincent’s loose-box,

- wn the stone floor she went, look-

ing Xl’a !zgght and left.

tos%e > paused, o(’)i‘shet:;é, pinned on the

8 e-box, was the name
" \gHITEY." She crossed, healt
pumping

. One glance inside told her the

truth. ; N

A Lo Voo i hiteyt O
e—he e (] h

goodness!” | : v

- Here was evidence that would con-

demn Vincent Conrad completely.

- Paddy knew that Mr. Voster might
arrive at-any moment; she knew that
.ne would report her for not being
inside school. But she did not move.
-“Vincent did it for—for me—for
us!” she muttered. It was crazy—
but it was fine! If he's caught ~

NOW——r—? - ’ .
~ She drew a deep breath and her
mind was made up. She was not
going ‘to bolt and save.her own skin.
She meant to stay here and somehow
—goodness knows how—try to save
Vincent : y
How? How?
She heard Mr. Voster’s sharp foot-
steps in the distance. ’

Can Paddy prevent Vincent Conrad’s
absence being discovered? More chap-
ters of this grand serial in next Friday’s
QIRLS’ CRYSTAL. .
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THE SYMBOL IN THE

SAND
4 HIS is the place,
Gwen!” Avril Hard-

ing waved an ex-
cited hand, her grey eyes
sparkling. “‘The Street of
a Thousand Delights.! What
a gorgeous name—and what
a clamour!”

Gwen Layton gazed enthralled at
the scene that
busy native quarters of Algiers.

“It's wonderful!” she declared.
“You were a dear to ask me to come
with you on this trip, Avril!”

“Wait till we reach _Marakand,
dear!” said Avril gaily. “By the pro-
fessor’s letter, there’s something reall’y
exciting in store for us, though it’s
wrapped in mystery at ~ the
moment. It has something to do with
E—Witél daddy’s last journey into the

esert.”

For an instant her merry smile fal-
tered, and there was the slightest
tremor on her lips as she encountered
her chum’s understanding glance. ,

For Gwen knew that behind Avril’s
vivacious, seemingly carefree tempera-
ment was the memory of her explorer
father who had met his death in the
sun-baked desert several years ago—
the victim of a band of nomad
robbers.

Professor Farnfield, his staunch col-
league, had been severely injured in
an attempt to rescue his companion.
And it was at the invitation of the
professor, now an invalid, that Avril
and her chum were on theilr way to
visit him at his house at Marakand,
on the fringe of the Sahara Desert.

“Gwen—Ilook !” suddenly exclaimed
Avril, pointing across the market-
place. “That bearded man who looks
jike something from ‘Ali Baba"———
I do declare he’s beckoning us!

Gwen glanced in the direction her
chum indicated, to stare in consider-
able fascination at the swarthy-faced
figure, in ragged blue robes, squatting
cobbler-fashion beside a tray of sand.

“Why, I believe he's a sand-
diviner!” she breathed.

“What fun!” Avril's eyes twinkled.
“We've half an hour to spare before
the grofessor’s carriage meets us.
Let’s have our fortunes told!”

They made their way across the
crowded market-place to the shady
spot under a tall palm-tree where the
bearded seer squatted beside his tray
of sand. .

“The young Engleesh ladies wish to
learn .their destiny from - the desert
sand?” he croaked..

“Does it really tell the future?”
Avril laughed, dropping & coin into
. his wooden bowl.

“To the believer much shall be re-

- vealed,” came the guarded reply.
“Watch!” : .

Fascinated, they looked on. as. the

soothsayer commenced to trace a

pattern in the sand  with a piece of

stick—a wriggly line that at first bore-

no likeness to anything they could
recognise. :

“The young ladies are going on a

journey,” he intoned.
“Anyone could guess that!” whis-
pered Avril.

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—11-3-50

eeted them in the‘

~—~—~wWSAND

“To a white house set among the

trees,” went on the droning voice. “I
see, too, a place of red rocks where
danger lurks, and there is a sign—a
sign of ill-omen!” ;

He pointed dramatically to the
queer tracing in the sand, and Gwen
drew in her breath sharply as she bent
forward with her chum.

“Why, it’s a snake!” she breathed.
“A %%i't;’d snake, with its tail in its

mouth!
Avti';il hastily bit back an amused

laugh. .

“What does that sign mean?” she
asked boldly.

“I know not,” came the husky re-
sponse, “save that it spells disaster
for those who have dealings with it.
I say to you—beware!” .

Gwen plucked nervously at her
chum’s sleeve. :

“Come away!” she whispered. *It
gives me the creeps!”

“It's all rot!” breathed Avril, smil-
ing reassuringly. “We're not likely
to have any dealings with a coiled
serpent——-"

The sand-diviner looked up sud-
denly, his eyes glittering.

“It pleases the young lady to mock
at the voice of Fate,” he sald gruffly.
“I warn you "—he pointed a shaking
finger—** woe may come to you if you
disregard the message in the sand. A
dark stranger will cross your path,
and will rob you even of the shoes on
your feet!”

. “My shoes?” echoed Avril, with an
incredulous
strapped sandals. .

< g, of your shoes,” came the stern
retort. ““Your way -shall be frought
with perils, and an enemy will lay
a snare for you from which there may
be no escape!”

(At ' that . moment . there came a
clatter of hoofs as' an. old-fashioned
carriage drew up in the market-place.
The swarthy.coachman climbed from
his seat, touching his crimson fez and
salaaming deeply. - .

‘“M’selles—you - are _the - expected
guests of Professor . Farnfield?”
asked, revealing a flash of white teeth,
“J am Suleiman, and-I come to fetch

2]

“Deftly he. transferred their lght,

luggage into the carriage, almost
before the chums had time.to reply.

lance at her serviceable

he .

WAKNING of te 4 |E

. “I say,” breathed Avril, snuggling
into the cushioned seat, ‘ thank good-
ness to get away from that old
_scarer! I'm sorry now that I asked
him to tell our fortunes, but I thought
it would be fun.”

Gwen shivered slightly, her hand
tightening on her chum's arm as she
caught a glimpse of the sand-diviner,
kneeling beside his tray, both arms
stretched towards them In a gesture
of warning.

But the uneasy impression left by
his weird prophecy was quickly
banished by that exhilarating drive—
through narrow, cobbled streets, be-
tween tall, decrepit houses — and
finally out on to the desert road
with “its date palms and scattered
vineyards.

was almost dusk when they
reached Professor Farnfield’s pic-
turesque white house on the very
fringe of the desert, having been held
u}r‘yl eby some trouble with the carriage
axle.

They were greeted by the professor’s

© secretary. He was an efficient, bespec-

tacled young man, who introduced
himself as Herbert Baxter, and. he
departed to inform ‘his employer of

. their arrival.

Avril’'s eyes twinkled as the door
closed.

“I wonder,” she murmured, “if he
could be the scatter-brain nephew the
professor mentioned in_ his letter?”

“He—he doesn’t look like that kind

- of person!” smiled Gwen., .

.. Just then a beaded curtain, screen-
ing another doorway, was pulled: back
cautiously, and a cheery, freckled face
appeared—the face of a boy jn his
late 'teens. .

- *“Hallo!” said the newcomer, with a
friendly nod.. “I'm Hal Gayford—
staying here with uncle for the hols.
You’re - Avril Harding and Gwen

Layton?”

Avril smiled as she nodded and
shook hands.

“And youll be the—er—lively

nephew?” she asked tactfully.
e boy chuckled.
“Uncle’s got his own name for me!
.Though, between you and me,” he

Colourful Algiers Provideé‘ The Setting For This
" . 'Week’s Exciting Long Complete Story"
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confided, with a wink, ‘“the old man’s
a bit prejudiced by that weed, Herbert
Baxter. . Haye you met him, by. the

y 5 e
A few ‘minutes ago,” Avril ad-
mitted. -‘‘He seemed very polite.”

““Polite |’ The boy snorted. *That'’s :

his smarmy way | He blotted my copy-
book with uncle because I t00K df'es‘ etw
es to

houwrs off from my ho. a% st
explore the bazaars.. That's where-T've
veen : this - afternoon,” he “added

frankly. . S
That mention of the bazaarsturned
Avril’s thouglm into a more serious
channel. A s en recollection of the
sand-diviner's werning prompted her
to inquire 'tentatively zmethe;{ al
knew * anything about the 'exciting
.l‘e ggepgect * hinted at in the professor’s
The boy grinned at the question.
‘“It’s all very hush-hush,” he said.
a few hints: but he
I'm to be truste? with
important secrets. Baxter 'would give
his long nose to find out more about
it, but uncle can be as mur.as an
oyster when it pleased ."Sh-sh1”.
He ratsed & warning finger as the
door -opened, to admit the  efficient
Baxter.  The secretary regarded. Hal
with cold suspicion, and informed the
girls that the professor was waiting to
see them in his stud

Y. -
A few minutes later Avril was being "

grected by her father’s old Ifriend.

After his -firm warm welcome his.

manner changed.

ar,” he sald, “would you b

de »

oblige me by locking -the door?”

Surprised, Avril obeyed, and- then
the professor led her and Gwen across
the study, its shelves and tables filled
with' curlos and antiques collected
during the professor’s travels. . - -

Unlocking -a cabinet, he took out a
square cedarwood
carefully on the table in front o

them. g
“your father, Avril,” he said un-
steadily, “was on the brink of.a great
discovery- when he met his untimely
death. This talisman was among
private poss ns that came into my
hands. With his last breath he urged

me to continue the .guest for its-

secret—a secret which he bequeathed
to his young daughter.” ;

.~ Avril’s ‘1ips trembled, and a little
Iump rose her throat as she gazed

through misted eyes at the plain,

square box. .
“;!’ou-—you succeeded ?” shg whis-

pered. . : .
«“¥ think so, my dear,” the professor
ded. ‘“By long research

I have discovered the vital clue. But
my injury prevents me from travel-
nng to put my conclusions to the
test. And there has been no one whom
I could entrust with the important

“gour nephew Hal—" ventured.

 Well-’

méaning enough,. but f-empty-headsg’.; the carfiage Up to the door.

vril,

“A young scatter-brain!
My secretary, Baxter, is a .shre
young man; but (
him into ‘my. confidence -
matter. - You, my
person

in

mission T have in mind:for you, let
me show you the tallsman.” -

- Breathlessly: the chums. watched as
the professor -opened the box. ~Then

Gwen gaspe’d,i‘her face sud
n

enly
against

the "

‘For gleaming ‘
velvet in the box lay-a bangle of solid.

gold—a, bangle shaped -like a coiled
serpent, with jewelled ' eyes - that
seemed to
yellow light..

Tt was the sign of ill-omen—drawn

by the bearded fortune-teller in his
tray of sand! The very object against
which they had been warned ! u

A PROPHECY COMES TRUE . .
ONGUE-TIED, the chums stared at
the ,%old, bangle. - s R
; < «wour father’s last bequest,
my dear,” murmured the professor,
unaware that anything was dmiss. -
Avril flashed a warning glance at
Gwen. Of course, the whole thing was
just a coincidence! It was too in-
credible to supposz that the sand-

446

‘Prophet Istar.

box and placed i} .

believe

1 4o not ehrp to "%_'A;youngt” guests farewell, and to hand
‘dear, are. the one- AVl

to carry out your father's’last.
pequest. And before. I explain the.

‘shady drive on to the-dusty road the
~chums heard- a cheery hail. Avr

Aveil’s heart gave g violent jump, and - face dit u

pale..
datk

litter ‘malevolently in the:

" breathlessly :

-tions,

diviner in Algiers could have known
gxgghiyg about the, professor’s talis-

- What—what 1s it that you want us
to do2” she asked, her voice a Httle
unsteady., -, . L R
. The. %rofessor. ‘béamed at them
short-sightedly. S
" “It is quite a -simple task, my. dear,
but it necessitates a journey by camel
train to the desert village of El Kara.
It is a two day’s journey, there and
back. A caravan leaves. here early
to-morrow, in .charge of a native
merchant—Mohammed Bey—who is a
friend_ of mine,. . .

I have certain -business connee-
tions. in . El Kara, which will be an
excuse for sending my secretary,” went
on the professor. “You girls . will
accompany- ,h.im, ostensibly on a

. pleasure trip,’

The two girls looked at each other
excitedly, .. - 8
“While Baxter is carrying out my
affairs in El Kara, you two girls will
naturally. visit the . famous local
beauty spot known as the Silent
Valley,” continued the . professor.
“There is a cave in the valley, said
to have been the dwelli
And in that cave you
will search for a stone—or rock—
carved with symbols identical to those
inscribed on this bangle.”. ;
Avril bent

le.

Her pulses thrilling,
forward, staring at the faint, hiero-
glypl;ic markings on the serpent
angle. .

“ And—then?” she breathed. :

“Then, my dear,” said the pro-
fessor, “you ] 3
Whatever lies under that stone is very

‘precious to you, and no one must

tagke charge of it but yourself. You
girls are still ready to go forward with
this task?”

He peered at them over his spec-
tacles, an anxious expression in his

“Are' we!” exclaimed Avril, her
voice shaking with excited anticipa-
tion. “I wouldn’'t miss the chance for

_shrewd eyes,

.anything!”

“Nor I!" Gwen added staunchly,
though.it. was plain from the rather
nervous way. she glanced at the
serpent bangle that the sand-diviner’s

- strange warning still lingered in her

mind.

By the following morning, however,
even her fears were forgotten as she
and Avril prepared for the journey.

They breakfasted alone, for the pro-

" fessor was not yet down; but he sent

word by the dusky Suleiman that the
carriage would call for them at nine.
The efficient Baxter had already de-
parted to make final arrangements
with the caravan leader.

Avril felt a lttle disappointed that
the cheery Hal had

have gone out early on some errand of
his own, -
. Promptly at nine Suleiman drove

fessor - came downstairs -to

he precious bangle; .in its cedar-
wood case, impressing: on both girls
the: émportancg. of -guarding their
secret, - . - S 2 N

. 'As the carriage swung-out of the

il’s
) s she recognised that voice
and the yish, sun-hélmeted figure
racing towards them. - - -
- “Why, Hal, I thought you'd for-
gotten us!” she exclaimed. .

¢+ T “Not me!” panted the boy, grin-

ning broadly as he sprang on to the
step. .. “Drive: on, :
arket-place first!” . Then, meeting
vril’s surprised glance, he added

wait. I want to buy you
girls a little memento before you go.”
~ He ~waved . aside - their . chorus :of
laughing protests and excited qgues-
refusing to-
curiosity - till the carriage -drew up in
the vil,la%smarke,t—place. .
- Then the boy gravely assisted them
to alight, and escorted.them to a stall
laden with—slippers !

Dainty, fascinating Eastern slippers
of all colours and sizes; some in

.. “Take - your . choice!”

-place of the

will raise the stone. -

not come to say-
good-bye, but that youth appeared to.

- exclaimed, gratefull

. Hal. “A friend in need—what
Suleiman — the .

“The caravan doesn’t.
_ start out till-ten, and it won’t hurt
‘Baxter 1o

Satisfy their”

velvet, . others in silver ana - gold
brocade. . Some with curled toecaps
and without heels; others with high
heels and: slender, tapering feet.
said . Hal
breezily, glancing at his y
“Better try them on for safety.
%éve y%u quarter of an hour—no need
rush.” : ' “

The girls eagerly made their selec-
tion. * Gwen chose blue-and-silver
Turkish “slippers that fitted hér to
perfection. Avril was trying on-a pair
in red velvet wheén her chum gave a
sudden startled scream. i

From: “behind' an ' adjacent stall
leaped a black dog. Barking loudly, it
made. straight towards them, despite
the angry shouts of the staltholder.

Avril, who had removed her own
sandals, started back instinctively,
one foot in -a- red slipper, the other
shoeless. But the dog barely looked
at her. With a deep, delighted growl,
it pounced on her sandals and, seizing
them in its-jaws, made off across the
market-square, heedless of shouts and
cries, to be lost to view among .a
medley of stalls, . * 5

For a moment the girls were almost
too bewildered to realise what had
happened. Then Hal, shouting to the
chums to walt for him, made off in
pursuit of the dog. : .

An unsteady laugh eéscaped Avril's

lips a§ she recovered from her first
shock, for the situation, awkward
though it was, appealed to' her sense
of humour. But, glancing at Gwen,
she was startled to see the pallor on
her chum’s fade: -,
“ Avril, the sand-diviner’s first warn-
ing has come true!” gasped Wen.
“A dark stranger has stolen your
shoes!” : ’

Avril’s heart missed a beat. They
had disregarde.d the sand-diviner’s

‘about the serpent bangle—
and this had happened. It was a
coincidence—it must be! But—sup-
posing the other, more sinister pre-
dictions came_ frue—— . .
“Almost angrily, ~ Avril dismissed
the mouﬁht as Hal came hurrying
back to them, out of breath and dis-
tinctly rueful. :

“That black rascal got clean away!”
he panted. . “I'm no sorry. about
this, Avril! . Looks as though youre
in a bit of a jam. You can’t possibly
travel in Turkish slippers, and the
caravan will be starting _ou€ any time
now.  Perhaps. we’d better drive back
to the house and explain things to
uncle? There’ll be bags more chances
of pleasure trips while you're here,
and Baxter’s business in El Kara isn't
really urgent. I'll tell Suleiman to
turn the c e.”

It seemied' to Avril that Hal was
treating the .affair with surprising
nihtnes‘s. She was about. to protest
when there came a sudden disturb-
ance among the curious crowd of
onlookers surrounding the stall. Avril
caught in her breath. Elbowing his
way towards them, looking very het
and flustered “despite his immaculate
riding-kit, came the efficient. Herbert
Baxter. And grasped in the secretary’s
hand were the missing sandals,

Avril gave a little sigh of reljef.
She did not like Herbert Baxter, but
his opportune arrival sent him up in
her esteem. :

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Baxter!” she

.acceptin% . the
sandals, undamage except for 'a
trace of canine teeth: .

“Stout  work, Baxter!” cg},uckled

The secretary eyed him coldly.

“T might have suspected, Gayford,
that. ‘this came abeut, through your
meddling!”_ he said stiffly. *You had
no right to bring Miss Harding and her
friend here when you knew that the
caravan was walting for them. By a
fortunate ‘chance, I happened to be
in the vicinity and was ahle to rescue
Miss Harding’s sandals.”
~ “Remind me to recommend you for
& medal, Baxter!” murmured Hal,

_ Avril glanced at the boy quickly.
Behind his flippant tone she detected
a hint of anger, and the way he stared
at the secretary was distinctly un-
friendly. R

~ An incredible thought flashed for an
instant into her mind. Was it pos-
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slble that the cheery Hal had wibiied
them to delay their journey-—because
“he was_jealous of Herbert Baxter?.

Her cheeks crimsoned with sudden
shame at the ungrateful suspicion as
she met .the boy’s frank, smiling
glance. He held out his hand, taking
hers in & friendly grip,

‘“Well, cheerio, Avril!
Gwen! Enjoy: yourselves! Toodle-o0,
Herbert—and keep out of mischief!”
- “Good-bye!” said Herbert Baxter,
with cold satisfaction, as the carriage
‘bowled swiftly on its way. i

As Avril turned to wave good-bye to
the boy, standing rather forlornly in
the market-place, her last suspicions
were banished. And soon even Hal
was forgotten in the bustle and ex-
citement of taking their places in the
desert-bound caravan.

There were laden camels and pack-
mules, in charge of swarthy nomads,
and spirited Arab horses for those
accompanying the train. The cargvan
leader, bearded Mohammed Bey, sBook
hands with the two girls and allocated
them a place in the centre of the
train. Herbert Baxter rode a little
ahead with the leader as the caravan
wound its way along the desert road.

t was an unforgettable journey to
the two chums, fresh from England’s
changeable . climate and crowded
towns. As far as the eye could see
the undulating  sand-dunes reached
out towards the horizon, broken only
by scattered clumps of date -palms and
occasional sun-bleached buildings.

At noon Mohammed Bey called a
halt for lunch. The party drew rein
in the shadow of a: high cliff, from
which a spring of well-water bubbled
in a sparkling, refreshing cascade.
The chums had finished their appe-
tising picnic lunch when they were
approached by Herbert Baxter. '

“How are you young ladies getting
on?” he asked 1n his stiff, polite
manner. “I thought of riding out to
the plateau, where it is cooler, and
from where, incidentally, you can get
an excellent view of El Kara. I won-
dergg if you would care to accompany

“We'd love to!” Avril declared, and
Gwen nodded quickly. :

They set out together on horseback,
riding through a deep and picturesque
gorge bounded by red cliffs. he

-So-long, .

scenery was magnificent, awe-lnspir-
ing, and the two girls cantered ahead,
quickly outdistancing their com-
panion, who was a very cautious rider.
- They had been riding for some ten
minutes when Gwen, edging her horse
close - to Avril’s, plucked uneasily at
her chum’s sleeve.

“Avril, I don’t like this place!” she
whispered. “You remember the sand-
diviner’s warning—a place of red
rocks where danger lurks!”

Avril gave a quick, rather unsteady
laugh as she looked round for their
stolid companion, but Herbert Baxter
was not longer in sight.

On two sides loomed the red cliffs of
the gorge, while ahead of them lay a
dark clump of palms.

Were they to allow the superstitious
warning of a ragged old fortune-teller
to spoill their pleasure—to deter them
from their exciting quesi?

“Don’t let’s get nervy, Gwen,” Avril
said, with an attempted gaiety she was
far from feeling. “Now we’ve gone sO
far, I'm longing to get a glimpse of El
‘Kara' and the Silent Valley, and to
make our plans for to-morrow——"

Her voice trailed away as.something
whistled through the air close to
-them. Gwen gave a terrified scream
as her horse reared suddenly. Then,
with a startled neigh, it went plung-
ing forward, galloping madly towards
the dark clump' o palms, * its
frightened rider clinging helplessly to
the reins.

THE SILENT VALLEY

OR one frozen moment the recol-
lection of the fortune-teller's
uncanny prophecy flashed into

.Avril’s thoughts; then she was_spur-
ring her own horse as she galloped
frantically to overtake her chum.

Into thé shadow of the palm-trees
the two horses. thundered, their flail-
ing hoofs sending up clouds of red
sahd. ‘Then, as they raced out into
-the sunlight beyond, the blood
drained from Avril’s face.

Straight ahead of them yawned a
‘deep chasm among the rocks, and
Gwen’s horse was galloping directly
towards -it. despite its rider's des-
perate attempts to avert the peril.
~ Avril ealled out to her chum, urging
her own horse to even greater efforts,

aut aespair grlgped her heart as she
realised that she could not hope to
catch up with the runaway i time.
At that instant she heard a shout,
and a_thunder of hoofs galloping from
the direction of the\cliffs. For a
moment she supposed that Herbert
Baxter had overtaken them; but as
she caught sight of the reckless horse-
man, spurring his mount along the

_edge of the precipice towards the run-

away, her heart leaped incredulously.

““Hal!” she cried.

Gwen’s horse was rearing on the
very brink -of the chasm when Hal
overtook it, seizing it by the bridle.
There was & moment’s agonising sus-
pense as the boy sought to calm the
frantic animal, holding on to his own
mount by one hand.

Then the struggle was over. Avril
galloped up, to catch her chum as she
slid, half-fainting, from the saddle.

Instinctively she looked across at
Hal. His boyish face was white under
his tan, and there were beads of per-
spiration on his forehead. But he
grinned at her cheerily as he met her
glance.

“Trust you girls to run into some
scrape as soon as you get out of my-
sight!” he panted, leaping from the
saddle. ‘

“Hal—" Avril’s voice was choked
with bewllderment and gratitude as
she assisted the boy to lower her
chum to the ground. ‘“Hal, what ever
brought you here?”

It seemed to her that the boy's’
manner became a trifle evasive.

“Your guardian genii, I should
imagine,” he rejoined lightly. Then,
with his usual bantering smile:
“Matter of fact, I thought you'd be
bored stiff with Herbert Baxter, and
decided to liven up your journey. ’By
the way, where is friend Herbert?”

Avril smiled unsteadily. as she ex-
plained. She felt too_ relieved at
Gwen’s safety, and’ the fact that her
chum seemed little the worse for her
narrow escape, to question the boy
more closely. But she noticed that he
thrust something hastily out of sight
under his belt —something that
looked like the butt of a pistol.

For a moment she wondered why
Hal should be carrying & pistol for a

_pleasure trip into the desert, but the
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passing thought was banished by the_

arrival. of Herbert Baxter.

k goodness you’ young ladies

are . s he exclaimed. ‘I was
‘afrald—— Why, Gayford "—he’ stared
with hostile surprise ‘at the boy—

* where did you spring from?” -

“I thought a ride in the desert
might blow the cobwebs . away"'
coxntered Hal flippantly.
market-place, Avril was uneasily con-
scigus of the hostility betweemHa’.l
and .his uncle’s secretary. . But" just
then her thouéhts were lnterrupted

- by a cry from Gwen.  Her ¢
recovered from her shock,.
tightening her horse’s harness

“Avril—look ! He's been hurt!” she
gasped, pointing t a. graze on the
animals glossy ,necl “That’s what
made him balt !’

Avril- caught in her breath as. she
examined the ugly graze.” She remem-
bered suddenly that falnt whistling
sound she had he

‘“Let, me see,” sa.:d erbelt Baxtel,
adjusting his.  spectac “That’s
most -peculiar. 'Almest nke a4
made by a flying stone—or ‘a . pellet
fired_from an air-pistol!”

Avril’'s  heart e..an unstea.dy

- was

the pistol she had seen Hal thrust
so hastily under his belt!

Questions buzzed through her brain
as they rode back to join the caravan.
y had Hal been so anxious
they should delay their journey in
the first place? Why had he followed
them here so secretly, turning up only
at that perilous moment on the brink

of the chasm?
Angrily she tried

Gwen - were glancin at -her
' curiously as she failed to 1"11 n in their
friendly conversa.tlon She told her-.
self that all this had comeé  about
through. listening to the warnings of
a fraudulent old _fortune - teller—
warnings that inexplicably seemed to
“he shapmg as_he had foreto -
They found the leader the
caravan
‘was anxious
dusk, The t]
' together,

ﬁ- reacg El Kara\l gge
ee young people rode
Hal’s ch%ery friendli-

ness gradually thawed Avril’s linger- -

ing doubts.
It was sunset when they reached
* El Kara and pitched camp on the out-
‘skirts of the village. Avril and Gwen
partook of a -delicious cold supper,
seated on the sand outside their tent,
in Hal’s company.

on the previous occasion in the .

-Hal breezily . discussin
Valley, suggfsting an outing there the.

hum, now -
‘bangle—and her secret quest!

gash.

to dismiss her -
su?icions, conscious that both Hal .

of
atiently, ‘for he-

and talked ~with Gwen, as thou%h
nothing were .amiss, “Why  h
done it—why? Mere boyish Jealousy
of Herbert a,xter could not explain
his treachery. He must:-have some
deeper, more sinister purpose.

Her hands clenched as she remem-

‘bered - the sand-diviner’s third warn-
-ing-—the - warning of an enemy who

would: lay a snare for them!

Twice the strange old man's predic-
tions had come  true; and here was
the Silent

next mor
Silent Valley—the ser%%nt
as
it possible that the boy-knew more
than he admitted about her mission
—and- was planring denberately to
rob her gf her’ father s secret?
Whité-faced, she met his bantering
glance,” forcing herself to return a
careless answer to. his suggestion..
“perhaps!” she sdid lightly. “Gwen
and -I will see how.we feel in the
morning—won’t we, Gwen?”
Though = plainly - puzzled by her
chum’s tense manner,” Gwen agreed.

."But she. could not- g'uess what was in
2av Avril’s mind.
jump. She was trying not to think of N light str i into their tent; Gwen
awoke with a start, to find her chum-

That night, as the desert moon-

standing fully dressed beside her
camp-be
“Avrn, what is it?” she gasped sit-
ting up. *Is anything wrong

Avril raised a ca.utmnmg ﬁnger to

-her lips.

“Listen, Gwen! I'm. not waiting
till  to-morrow to visit the Cave of

Istar. I'm going to carry out the
professor’s instructions to-night!”
“To-night!” Gwen stared at her
chum’ incredulously “But—but we
can’t go’ there on our own, We -don't
know the way——"
“I do,” sald _Avril, as she knelt

down and unfolded a little pocket-
map. *“I borrowed this from Mr.

Baxter after supper, and the Silent
Valley’s marked on it—barely a mile
irom here, Of course, he doesn't know
what we intend to do.”

“But, Avril,, why—why to-night?”
Gwen persisted,

“Because,’ said Avril softly, “I'm
almost certain we've an enemy ‘in the

“camp—an enemy who is after daddy S

secret !
Gwen caught in her breath sharply,
her dark eyes widening.

‘cavern; fi;

-hi

promise to the professox'——hel hope ot

“discovering her father's secret.

Gwen!” she whispered,
drawing 'rein and. pointing exc tedls
“That must. be the Cave of Istar!

In the clifis ahead of them loomed

‘the dark entrance of a cavern, partly

idden by trailing - creeper.  Dis-
mounting, theé chunis approached it,
a.ndk eAt\vrn drew a torch .from her
poc.

“T'll go first, dear,” she Breathed.
“ Remember, we’'ve got to look for a
stone or rock inscribed with. hiero-
gly%hIcs like those on the bangle.”

e a”step into the echoing
ing her torch round her.
And & ust then an ominous rumbling

reached her ears—a rumbling

that. seemed to come from overhead.
She heard Gwen’s warning scream
and turned. At the same. moment a
muffled figure sprang suddenly from
the shadows, seizing the two girls in
a powerful grip and dragging them

back against the wall of the cave.

Only in the nick of time. With a
sound like thunder, a huge piece oi
rock struck the ground where they
had been standing, breaking into
fragments of flying splinters and dust.

Deathly pale, her heart standing
still, Avru stared at their rescuer in
the moénlight that ﬂltered through
the dust.

An -incredulous cry was torn from
her lips—for she was staring into the
beaxded face of the sand-diviner of

d Algiers

- A RASCAL EXPOSED

O, vyoutig ladiés!” The sand-
divmer gave a croaking- laugh
he peered at them. “You
thought to defy the message of the
sand—t0 ignore my warning! Three
times “have you been warned, and
woe may yet come to you 1r you per-
sist in your reckless -folly !’
Avril stared at him, her arm round
her chum, her thoughts racing wildly.
“Who—who are you?” she gasped,
finding her voxce “How did you
come ‘here?"
Tl'i%axgan laughed husklly, shaking

“My footsteps were guided by F'ate
—ask ho more! I was led here in
time to save you from a ruthless
enemy—an enemy, twice foiled, who
intended this time to make no
mistake

White to the lips, Avru looked hack

“Then — then the sand-diviner’s at

warning was t.xue, after all?” she

“‘What plans have you girls for to- whispered. it—one of the
morrow?” asked Hal cheerfully. “I natives?”
suppose yowll pay a visit to the Avril shook her head. Even now

famous Sllent Valley?’
Avril glanced warningly at hex
chum.
*“We haven’'t decided yet,” she re-
jomed lightly.
1've got some - snaps of it here,”
said Hal, opening his wallet. ‘“Like
to see them?” ’

Eagerly the girls examined the

snapshots, photographs showing a
lonely valley of picturesque grandeur,
hemmed in by tree-clad hills.
Gwen and Hal bent over one f. the
larger photos, Avrll cgught a mpse
-of a_small shapshot that: had :a.llen
unnoticed from thé boy's wallet. -
She picked it up, glancing at it
casually; then she drew in ‘a sharp,
incredulous breath., She was staring
at 8 photo of Hal himself—Hal re-
clin: -in” & deckchair
fessor's garden. And 'stan
him, its shaggy head and forepaws
resting in @ Iriendly fashion across
the boy’s lap, was & black dog—the
- same dog that had stolen her sandals!
So' Hal "had del

beside

. ‘tely ' tricked
‘them! He had decoye them to the
market-place, intending ' that - they

should miss the caravan. = All her
previous suspicions came racing back.

It must have been' Hal who had
scared Gwen’s horse, hoping that they
would not get back in time to re
the camel train; that they woul be
g’ll')evented from reaching Kara.

e unlooked-for peril of th preci-
pice had caused him to change his
plans—but his epportune arrival on
the scene now appeared m a8 very
different light.,

She stared at him as he laughed
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‘in the pro-

she ecould not bring herself to' tell
Gwen about her suspicions of the boy
who had appeared so gauantly to save
her chum’s_ life.

“Please don’t ask me now, dear,”
she said hastily.
lose.
with me- I'll understand——"".

*Stupid!” Gwen was _already
cltmblng out .of her c¢s k{)—bed hastily
pulling on her riding-. ‘“Do you

im: e I'd let you go on your own?”

- Cautiously they crept out across the
moonlit encampment, taking care as
they untethered theh‘ horses not. to
disturb the s leepingr native guards.

They were' unawdre that a muffled
figure was watching them from the
shadow ' of the alms—a figure that
silenitly dogged their footsteps as the
chums led t eu horses out on to the
desert road.

THAT moonlight 11de to the Silent
Valley was an eerie experience
for the two girls. By the aid of her
map, Avril was easily able to locate
the valley—approached by a steep
descent between rugged cliffs and
overhanging palm-trees.
* Though neither chum would admit
it, the recollection of the sand-
diviner’s warning: was not far from
either of their minds. Avril remem-
bered the old man’s glittering stare
as he -had pointed a shaking hand at
them, urging” them to have no deal-
ings with the serpent bangle.

er fingers closed on the sinister
amulet, now  in her pocket. She

steeled her nerves, tmnkmg of ‘her ' -

“There’s no time 1o
If—if you'd rather not come f;

-fool, but he is no rogue.

man struck a match

“No | she whispered unsteadily.
“I can’t—I won’t believe it! It was’
Hal who played that trick with the
dog—he might even have. scared
Gwen’s horse—but he wouldn't do a
thing like this!”

I%al”” gasped Gwen in amaze-
men

The sand-diviner stared gt her, a
strange expression on his  beardeéed
ace. His' voice came even- more
harshly when he spoke,

“The. boy you speak of may be a
You have
misread the warnings, O foolish one!
Your real enemy is near at hand even
now, and if you must go through with
your . reckless purpose, then make
haste'!-- You have the amulet safely?”

Avril ‘started, her mind- in a whul

“You know—about that?’

«] know many things!”. The old
lighting a
lantern that he drew from his girdle.

“Come—the stone that you_ seek is
but a few paces from here. But you
alone . can pick out the anclent
carvmgs that will reveal the for-
gotten secret.”

Gwen caught nervously at her

chum’s arm.
“ Don’t trust him, Avril!”” she whis-
pered unsteadily. ‘“So many awful
things have happened already
through his warnings. He may have
made them ha,ppen—he may be lying
about -another enemy.”

But Avril’s hands were clenched,
and her grey eyes shone with a reck-
less excitement.

“We've come so far, Gwen—l must
go on!” she breathed. “Dadady’s
secret is at stake. I—I'm going to
follow him.” :

(Please turn to the baclk page.)
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" FORCED TO LEAVE

HIRLEY BLYTHE and. her .chums,
Tess and Dick Foley, were staying
” - in Bootendorp, in Holland, as the
. guests of their Dutch chum, Jan.

.~ They were helgmg- Zella van Deen,
. ward_of a wealthy ‘bulb grower, Mr.
van Hagel, to solve the secret of &
brass tulip bowl shaped like a clog.
.. Zella.was afraid of hLer guardian, who

was also after the secret. =~ - .

The chums discovered there was a

second tulip bowl in existence, and .
that it was to be found in a wind--

- mill at Boskoop. - :
“They were preparing to set off in
search of it when van Hagel arrived

_at the farmhouse and threatened. to
turn: out Jan’s parents ifAShu'le{rv&
Co. did not leave. Rather than allow

Jan’s parents’ to suff2r, the chums

said they would go.
o .
" BIR VAN HAGEL ‘wiil stoop to any-
thing to get rid of us—but

he shan't turn you out of your home!"
Shirley cried to Mr. and Mrs. de Voort.
“Wwe'll go!” W‘ i #

; e

“Shirley’s right!
Tess echoed. .

“And .if it’s any satisfaction to a
. b\;lly',” Dick added, eyes-flashing, *“ he
wins!"” .7 ;

’ The chums ‘could see at a glance
that van Hagel took small satisfaction
at this turn of events. He stood there
‘in the hall of the. farmhouse, glower-

ing at them in mortified wrath Lo
- - Obviously, -he- had . expected to
bring them -to their  knees. _Ob-
_viously, he had believed that Jan's
arents, under so dire a threat, would
have ordered them out of the house;
and that the young English strangers,
in their panic, would have promised
to have nothing more to do with Zella,
promised anything if only they could
be permitted to stay.
“This is 'brave talk,
English friends!” he said,
lipped. “I hope you understand the
- full import of my words.” - - :
““We understand you only too well,”
Shirley told him steadily. ‘“And we
shall go.”

. . [y .

leave!”

~Jan was listening, like one stunned.

in the kitchen doorway. His mother
gave & choked little cry.

.~ “Mine dears, who is_to take care
of you if I do not? Where—where
can you go?” .

Tt “was .no time to think of that.
The chums knew only that there was
no other course for them but to go:
they could not see Jan and his warm-
hearted parents rendered homeless
and ruijned.

“We'll be all right, Mrs. de Voort.
We shall manage!” Shirley told her
reassuringly. :

Van Hagel glared at the chums as
jf he felt himself somehow cheated
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Shirley guessed that he had hoped
they would. beg for mercy and  be
willing. to 0
about the tulip-bowl -secret. . But
van. ‘Hagel realised that he must be
content to be'rid of them. :
“You have been 'a bad influence ¢n
Zella ever since you came here,” he
told them now. “You have made her
défy my- authority, as her guardian—
-and ‘by your eseapade’ yesterday you
have destroyed valuable buibs: of
‘miné worth ‘more than a thousand
guilders.” “He glanced at his- watch.

And he. swung out of the door.
- Shirley - saw how - concerned Jan
and his parents were looking.
‘already her wits were busy.
. “Jan; it will' be .easier for your
mother and .father if we fo," she
said. .“But there’s no need for us to
go far,” she added swiftly. ‘“Can't
you help us to find digs somewhere
near your school?”. ) '
: 1‘1 In Breukelen?” Jan -asked hope-
fully. :
“Yes—where you took us when we
got Zella that ticket for the ball,”
Shirley nodded. -“ Then we'd still see
you every day, Jan. You're bound to
have friends there—school friends—
whose people could put us up?”

“.Gee, we'd be within reach of every-
‘one  then;” -breathed Dick. *“In-
cluding - Zella!” 3

Jan's eyes began to brighten. -

“There is a -little cafe—the Hotel
Bijenkorf.. It means Beehive,” he told
the  chums. “It is where I lunch
every day when I am at school—and
it - is  goet’ food, goot -home like
‘Momma's. If you could
there——" ,Then he paused, the light
fading from his eyes as he met
parents’ harassed gaze.
~ “We'll manage—that'll be just the
place,” Shirley said breathlessli/. “It’s
going to be.an awful wrench leaving

yau all, but—but——" She looked in

/

- troubled perplexity at -Jan’s mother

and father. “Why are you so worried?
Please, please, you're not going to be
angious about us?”

. “Mine dears, you—you vill not be -

ablé to manage,” Jan’s mother said,
an anxious note in her voice.

“You do not know your difficulties,”
Mr. de Voort frowned.

“I1t’s all part of the adventure of

Whatever The Cost, Shirley

& Co. Meant To Prevent

Their Dutch Friends From

Being Turned Out Of Their
Home

tell him. all they knew..
‘worry about us,

«Y will give you ene hour to be gone!”. .

But-

get rooms
is

‘us!

By ELISE PROBYN

being abroad—as long as you won't
Mrs. ' de - Voort!”
Shirley said brightly. But she knew
that Jan’s mother was still worrieds

For the last time the chums ate -
breakfast in the cosy farmhouse
Kitchens- They hastened up to their
rooms and beganpacking, while Jan
went out to the farmyard to ask Hans
to have the lorry ready. =

Shirley had “charge of their holiday
money. ;. She-counted it carefully as
she took her handbag from the big
wardrobe drawer

“ Golly, we've hardly spent anything
since ,we. came to olland!” she
exclaimed.

* “Jan -and his folks wouldn't let Us.
They’ve been just—just bricks!” Dick

‘said a little huskily

The one consolation about this part-
ing was the fact that the friendship
was by no means at an end. It was
just the beginning of new adventures.
. Shirley’s eyes glistened as she
packed in her suitcase the brass, clog-
shaped tulip-bowl. As soon as they
had fixed up somewhere to stay they
would be able to carry on their search
for the other clog at Boskoop. .

There was a lump _ in ‘all their
throats as they carried their cases
downstairs. The lorry was already
waiting at the gate, their bikes aboard.
Jan’s mother and father were there
to see them off—both tryin%_ at the
last to be bright, but both still look-
ing yery worried

“This is not good-bye, mine dears,”
began Mrs. de Voort shakuY».
“No fear! . We_shall only be two

‘villages -away, in Breukelen!” Shirley

cried, hugging her.

«Jal But if you do not find rooms
there. mine dears—then never mind
vot Heer van Hagel threatened, never
mind anyt'ing. You come back to

The chums reassured her again, and
then climbed on to the lorry with
Jan. and soon were waving back
fondly to Jan's’ parents, and the
friendly little farmhouse was vanish-
m% out of siiht. . {

he last they saw of Bootendorp
was the high, forbidding spectre of
van Hagel’s house, and that shuttered
window in the eaves behind which
Zella was a prisoner.

“We shan't be long away from
Zella,” Shirley murmured. “We shall
havie fiound the secret when we see her
again!” .
The lorry sped on; their suitcases,
rattling at their knees, gave a finality
to the journey. A sense of exhilara-
tion filled the chums.

This change had been forced on
them all in 8 moment, a bolt out of
the blue. Yet now that it had come.
it had a t'irill of its own. New 8-
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roundings, new adventures and ex-
periences, and, above all, the thrill of
anticipation. :

How would they fare in their new-
ahode? ' Would they find rooms. in
Breukelen?

They recognised it again, with de-

light, as they drew into the spotless
little town. e lorry bowled through
the square, past the civic hall, and its

minjature fire-station, And then, a
little way beyond Jan’s school it
stopped outside a cosy, bright-fronted
cafe. The roof was carved in the
shape of a beehive, and & sign hang-
ing from it proclaimed that it was

also _a family hotel. <

“The Bijenkorf. It is here!” Jan
said with a deep breath, as he jumped
down from the lorry. ‘Come, I ask if
there are rooms for you.”

Shirley & Co. followed him in
eagerly. The cafe was simple and
homely, and bright as & new pin. . The
floor was scrubbed as white as the
tables and chairs. Mrs. Golz, the pro-
prietress, was golishmg the brasswork
of the big Du stove, and she_ was
blue-eyed and fair and jolly, like Jan’s
mother, only a lot plumper.

She heard what Jan had to say, and
then her kindly eyes rested upon the
chums. ’

“Ja, I can gif you rooms—but not
mooch service,” she said. I am short
of help, you see? So I charge you
only seven guilders a day.”

Shirley felt a sudden sinking feeling
inside her. She had not realised it
would cost as much -as that. C

Dick and Tess, too, were looking at
cach other in stunned dismay. Y
had easily managed to meet their
little expenses in Jan's warm, hos-
pitable home. Now they understood
the difficulties that his parents had
{foreseen for them dey.

How could they manage on _their
own resources? t seven guilders a
day their holiday would be over in
a erJ days—their money would be
gone!

THE GIRL AT THE MILL

“ C*HIRLEY, we can't afford it—can't
o) Dpossibly stay here!” Tess whis-
pered, startled.

“ But—but it'll cost the same any-

where else!” gasped Dick.

. “And we can’t write home for more
money, even if we wanted to. They're
not . allowed to send it!” Shirley
groaned. :

It was a shock. they had not
reckoned on. They saw themselves
saying good-bye to Holland, sailing
hack home, their holiday cut short as
a result of the blow van Hagel had
dealt them ‘to-day. . .

Jan tried to persuade them to
return home with him, but that was
the last thing the chums would do.
They could not return; van Hagel
would keep his threat, and they could
not put Jan’s folks again to the risk
of losing their home. Thefo mugt solve
their own problem somehow they
were to save their holiday. But how?
What could they do?

Shirley’s wits  were - working
feverishly—and then suddenly she
remembered that here, in Holland, it
was the usual thing for Dutch school-
boys and girls to take jobs in their
holidays, and thus earn money to pay
for them, \ <

“Mrs. Golz, you told us you were
short of help,” she burst out eagerly.
“We don’t mind what we do. Couldn’t
wa work here for you and earn part of
our keep?” -

Tess and Dick held their breath.
Was there a chance? Mrs. Golz looked
at the three of them brightly, without
surprise at the suggestion, and in a
moment it was settled.

“Ja, goot! It is now, at week-ends,
that 1 need hel 1 have other
vorkers who come
she said. “You t'ree, vork for me full-
time this week-end—zen I charge you
only half for your rooms. Ja?”

The chums could have hugged her.
They thanked her, and a moment
later were carrying their bags up to
their rooms, Jan helping them.

“It means,” breathed Jan, “dot we
will no$ be able to go to Boskoop to-
day to find the second tylip-bowl.
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?ﬁ on school days,” -

But no matter. You will be free to go
on ‘Monday——"

“We will! And it won't be our last
Monday in Holland, either!” Tess said
in ecstasles of relief. “ Shirley, youre
a gem for thinking up that brain-
wave! I do hope Mrs. Golz will let me
work in thie kitchen—I'm dying to
learn Dutch cogkery. And aren’t
these rooms lovely?”

They were in tiny rooms, high up in
the beehive-shaped roof, -but they
were as dainty as the rooms of a dolls’-
house, and the snowy white curtains
and linen dazzied the eye. Shirley and
Tess shared the double room, and Dick
aook possession of the single one next

oor.

Mrs. Golz bustled up again almest
before the girls had unpacked. She
had two neatly folded bundles under
her arm,

“I bring you more suitable dress
to work in, ja!” she said, and smiled
at their English cycling shorts and
sweaters as she handed them the
“ Mine kitchen-man, he lend

Shirley and Tess
themselves when they came down-
stailrs a few minutes later. The blue
print. frocks they wore were supposed
to be loose-fitting, so it did not matter
that they were a little large for them.
But the frilly white aprons and the
dainty starched headdresses were
really chic. Even Dick said how cute
they looked as soon as he saw them.

Dick ‘was already 1n the kitchen,
He wore baggy

dressed for work.
and a little
is head.

Dutch overalls,
round felt cap on . He
would have passed for a brother of
Jan, who was working beside him now,
helping him carry trayloads of cakes
under the genial orders of the kitchen
porter. . :

“J néﬁou don’t have to do this——"
began Shirley. .

<1 often help Vrow Golz. I likes
her honey-cakes,” chuckled Jan.

“« Jolly glad to have him. There's
plenty to do!” grinned Dick.

There was! The Beehive lived up
to its. name. The chums were soon as
busy as bees, Shirley was darting
between kitchen and cafe, serving
customers; Tess was equally busy
getting the practical- experience in
Dutch cookery that she wanted.

It seemed that the Beehive wa
famous for its honey cakes. Mrs.
Golz and her cook baked whole van-
loads of them every day, and delivered
them all over the village, and to other
villages, too.

Shirley and Tess learnt the secret
of baking -them, and the exact quan-
tity of honey and butter, and cinna-
mon for flavouring, while Mrs. Golz
told them proudly: .

«“J serve the mayor and everybody
in Breukelen. I send my honey cakes
even as far as Bootendorp, where you
came from, Every week I send to the
big house there.”

“Mr. van Hagel’s?” Shirley asked.

“Yes—to Heer van Hagel,” chatted
Mrs. Golz. *“He is very rich man.
Goot customer. I must remember,”
'she reminded herself, “I haf an order
for him now, for next Tuesday. Dot
is my van you see in the yard now,”
she added.

The van was certainly a striking
spectacle, for its body was desighed in
the shape of a big golden beehive.

But what caught Shirley’s interest
even more was the sight of Diek,
looking completely unrecognisable, as
he went out to load the van. Wearing
those baggy Dutch overalls, and with
the large wooden tray balanced on his
head, the effect was so uncanny &
disguise that she would not have
known him herself! -

‘Tess bubbled with laughter.

“Remind me to take a snap of him
like that, Shirley!” she cried. * They’ll
love it at home!” she said.

But there was no time for snap-
shotting that week-end. Dick was out
with the van, delivering honey cakes,
most of the time. And Shirley and
Tess were helping to make them, and
serve them in the cafe, as fast as the
customers consumed them.

Mrs. Golz .was delighted with their
help. She was a tireless worker her-
seif, despite her plumpness and her
placia manner, and she appreciated

tr

the energy and willingness of the
chums. She shooed them out of the
kitchen on Monday as soon as her
weekday workers arrived.

“You go an’ make holiday now—you

haf earned it,” she said. "“Off with
you an’ enjoy yourselves!”

Wearing their shorts and sweaters
again, Shirley & Co. set off on their

bikes in high excitement—to Boskoop.

The two-day interruption had given
them fresh zeal for their quest,
though it meant that Jan could not
join them now. Jan was at_school.

Dick quickly found the Boskoop
road on the map, however, and they
no guide to the exact location
of the windmill. It was clearly shown
on one of those six postcard-views
given them so mysteriously by Zella.

They were - following the winding
sweep of the Rhine, where it flowed
like ‘a ribbon through Boskcop’s end-
less quiltwork of bulb-fields, when
Shirley gave an excited cry:

“The windngill! There it is—where
all those gulls are circling. That's
the mill we saw in the picture! But
—but 1 say '—she stared, flabber-
gasted, from her saddle—"it’s not a
derelict; its sails are going roun

“It's a working mill—it’s still got
people living in it!” gasped Dick.
“Then how are we going to—to search
inside it?”

The other windmills in their mys-
tery quest had all been derelict,
deserted. - But this one was flourish-
ingly alive, and now the chums saw
a girl come out through the littie
doorway. Her smiling face was
strangely familiar. She was holding
a bowl of scraps to feed the gulls,
and her attitude now aroused an
instant memory.

“It’s the girl in the picture!” Tess
cried. “It’s the girl the artist painted
with the two tulip-bowls in her
hands!” ;

Shirley took one spellbound look at
that %irl. For an instant it was as
though she were back in the flower
chateau, on the night of the ball,
watching that picture come to life.
Next instant all three were pedalling

‘Ybreathlessly across to that girl at the

windmill door. .

She answered their greetings with
smilin%‘1 Dutch courtesy. She laughed
with them at the antics of the gulls.
who were sweeping boldly to her
hand, taking the scraps right out of
her fingers. .

“you are English? Holiday-makers?
Me, 1 live here—I am the miller’s
daughter. I am Alma Klaar,” she

chatted.

“We're hoping you'll be able to help
us, Alma,” Shirley smiled. “We came
here for a special reason. We're
searching . for & quaint little brass
tulip-bowl-—one of a pair, shaped like
clogs, and we saw & picture of you
holding them——"

She stopped, for the Dutch girl's
smile had gone. She had stiffened like
a rod, and was gazing at Shirley now
with cold scorn.

“So you came for the tulip-bowl!”
Her eyes flashed. * You have wasted
your time! Go back and tell those
who sent you!”

The chums jumped. Who did the
girl think had sent them? What did
she suspect?

“1—T think you're making a mis-
take,” Shirley began breathlessly.
<111 be frank with you. We came to
help a friend of ours—a girl to whom
the tulip-bowl may be very important.
A girl ng.med———Zella. ow do you

ust——

“I know nothing of you. I know
nothing of the tulip-bowl,” Alma in-
terrupted coldly. “It was owned, as
you are well aware, by a boy who had
a sister named Zella. I have no more
to say. You are not Zella!”

“But she is our friend. Won’t you
believe that?’”” Shirley pleaded. “It is
Zella we wish to help——"

But the Dutch girl had turned
away. She was feeding the gulls
again, ignoring the chums.

It was a crushing setback. They
looked at each other dumbly.
they to %o back empty-handed, leaving
the vital tulip-bowl here in the wind-
mill, out of their grasp—all because
this’ girl did not believe they were
Zella’s friends?
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. Zella’s friends?”

The guils flew round Shirley’s hea
while she pondered what- to do.
Absently she toek some scraps of
honey cake from her pocket and fed
them at her finger-tips. But her wits

had never worked more desperately. -

How could she win Alma’s trust? How
could she prove her sincerity?

Then she became aware_ that the
Dutch girl was watching her, more
?oftldy, while the gulls pecked from her
hand.

“I could not give you the tulip-
bowl, even if I did trust you,” Alma
said in a more friendly tone. “I do
not_have it.” s

“But you know where it is? -And
you do believe now that we are truly

Shirley coaxed her
eagerly. - ‘

“ Perhaps—maybe—I think I trust
you.” Alma’s smile stole back in spite
of herself, “But I cannot help you,”
she said slowly, “ because the one who
has the tulip-bowl will never, never
give it to you. It was: entrusted to
him by .his dearest friend, and he
believes it holds a very great secret!”

“Alma! Who is it who has the
tulip-bowl? is he?” Shirley

‘Where
criied, echoed breathlessly by Tess and

Dick.

‘“He is_the artist who painted my
picture—he is to be found in the
studio in Schipol,” Alma answered
slowly. “But the tulip-bowl was en-
trusted to him by Zella’s brother, and
he will give it to no one in the worlid
but Zella!”

' SHIRLEY’S PLAN

“CO were up a gum-tree!” Dick
groaned, as they wheeled their
cycles back to the road. ‘“We've

}:rg.cked the tulip-bowl almost to its

air: i

“And we can't get it!” Tess sighed.
“The only one who can get it is
Zella herself—and she’s locked up in
van Hagel’s house!”

“So our problem is how to get Zella
out of van Hagel’'s house,” said
Shirley thoughtfully. “We did it
before!”

Her chums looked at her closely.
They knew that was their problem
well enough. They knew, by the
repulse they had had from Alma, that
the possessor of the tulip-bowl would
%exi{,alnly give it up to no one but

ella.

But Zella was in Bootendorp, under
closer guard than ever before. She
was farther out of their reach than
the tulip-bowl itself.

“Yes, that’s our problem—and it's
because we smu%gled Zella out once
before that van Hagel won’t give us
the chance to do it again,” Dick said.
“Any other bright ideas, Shirley?”

“We'd have to act fast,” mused
Shirley. “1I can see us bowling up to
house all right, in disguise——"

“Can you see us getting in?”

“«But the job will be—to get her
out before van Hagel suspects! If
only "—Shirley drew & deep breath—
“if only we can get Zella out of the
house, we can whisk her off with us as
quickly as we came!”

“How's that? By jet plane?” Tess

asked.

“No, you chump!” said Shirley.
“ By the cake van!’

“What?” Tess and Dick’s eyes
spened wide. .

“The Beehive van’s taking honey
cakes to van Hagel’'s house to-
morrow,” Shirley reminded them
softly.  “We shall go with it! And
if only our luck holds out, we shall

bring Zella away with us—all the way
to Schipol, to collect the mystery
Lui}lp-bowl [

rs. Golz was delighted next day
when the ¢hums offered to help with
the honey-cake round. She had not
expected any further work from them
till the week-end. Willem, the
- kitchen porter, was particularly
grateful, because it was his job to
drive the van, and he much appre-
ciated having Dick to do the carrying

for him.
“It’s all right, Willem. You can do
a little favour for_ us, if you like,”
Dick told him carelessly.
Sure!” said Willem.
«We want to meet a friend at
Bootendorp,”  Shirley explained.
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‘thankful

“Then, if you won't mind, we'd like
you to run us all out to Schipol. You
can make it as snappy as you like,
Willem!”

“'Sure!” Willem agreed heartily.
«Bootendorp is our last cali—then I
tGa,lcet lyou and your friend to Schipol.

oot !”

Tess and Shirley donned their Bee-
hive working-frocks and aprons. C|
donned his baggy blue overalls, with
the little round padded cap on which
he balanced the cake-trays.

Directly after lunch they started out
in the van—the girls sitting in fromt,
heside Willem, and Dick in the back
amongst the cakes. -

There were plenty of calls to be
made first in Breukelen and the
neighbourhood. All the chums helped,
delivering cakes at the various houses
—and all three contrived to get their
faces liberally daubed.with flour.

Tess and Shirley would not have
been recognised except omn close
scrutiny. Dick looked like a miller’s

—completely unrecognisable.

It was late afternoon, and already
dusk by the time the van bowled
off Bootendorp. The chums were

for the darkness “as they
approached the familiar little village.
And they were thrilled at the van’s
turn of speed: That golden beehive
body was as light as Mrs. Golz’ honey

had eyes for nothin%'l clse. “How
many .have you brought?” she asked
in rapid Dutch. “Have you brought
extra for me, besides what my master
ordered?” »

Diek mumbled something in_a dis-
guised votce, under the tray. 'He did
not really know what Anna was talk-
ing abouf, but that c}id not matter.
He beckoned her to follow him to the
van, where Willem would attend to

her. - .

Shirley could not have hoped for
easier success. As Anna followed Dick
to the van, she darted through the
kitchen door. Unseen, unsuspected,
she sped through theé kitchen to the
hall, while Anna’s head was in the
beehive van, beaming at the honey

cakes. .

Soft as a shadow, Shirley glided up
the stairs. It was not her first in-
trusion into van Hagel's house. - She
knew her way to Zella’s room.

er feet - no sound on the
richly csr})eted stairs. She was carry-
her clogs.

N second she was on the top
landing, outside Zella’s door. Carc-
fully reached for the key in the

K and silently turned it. She must
be cautious, now, not to startle Zella.
One involuntary.cry from Zella might
betray her. =
. Softly but swiftly she pushed open

lock

While Diek, dressed as' a Dut;h boy, delivered the hdneycakes, Shirley remained
out of sight—awaiting her opportunity to slip unseen into van Hagel’s house.

cakes—and Willem was one of those
drivers who made it a point of honour
that nothing should pass him on the

road. ;

. He did not slow up till they came

at last- within sight of van Hagel’s

tall house.

_ “Where you meet your friend?” he

mquu‘ed. e .
“Here!” answered Shirley quickly.

“She lives at this house, Willem. We

won’t be a moment fetching her, if

—if ygu’ll just help Dick with the

cakes. .

A thrill went through her as the
van turned in through the trades-
men’s gate. There was a light in the
top window—Zella’s window. But
there was no light downstairs save at
the back—in the kitchen. Was van
Hagel not at home? If he were not,
nothing now could thwart their plan.
They would smuggle Zella out in the
few seconds it took to hoodwink the
maid.

The van crunched to a halt on the
gravel drive. Shirley and Tess jumped
down from their seats and concealed
themselves round the angle of the
wall by the kitchen door. Then, at
their signal, Dick came to the door
and knocked, holding a tray of honey
cakes on top of his bent head.

a, the maid, opened the door
with eager alacrity.

«“Ah!” Obviously she had been
waiting for those honey cakes, and

the door. And then her taut nerves
met a painful jolt.

She was .gazing into & deserted
room. Zella was not there. The light
was on, but the desk was bare. There
were no, school-books on it, and the
whole room had a depressingly tidy,
unoccupied look. here—— :

“What is it you ‘want—Shirley?”
said an ironical voice behind her.

Shirley’s heart almost stopped beat-
ing. She whirled round and saw van
Hagel’s tall, dark figure facing her on
the landing. The shock momentarily
robbed her of speech

He looked at her, a grim smile on

“his face

“Did you want Zella, perhaps?” he
ln%uited.

_He was smiling, almost mockingly,
and Shirley answered spiritedly.

“Yes, Mr. van Hagel. 1-do want
Zella. You’ve stopped Ine meeting
her to-day, but I shall meet her
another time.”

“will you? I'm afraid you are a
little too late,” he said, and paused
to give full effect to his words. . “I
have sent Zella right away—right out
of reach of her young English friends.
You will never see her again. Shirley.
I have seht her to Germany!”

What a dreadfu! shock for Shirley!
What can she and her chums do now ?
There will be further chapters of this
enthralling serial in next Friday’s
QIRLS’ CRYSTAL.
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RAINBOW CAVE

UNE GAYNOR, niece: of Noel Ray-
mond, the famous detective, went
to lonely Kmoll Castle under an

- assumed name, Carolyn Stuayt.” :-She -

had been asked ‘to- go there by Ronald
. Garth, an author .whose story about
the legendary Green Archer. was to be’
filmed -there. He belleved that a mys-*
terious figure dressed as the Green
Archer was threatenmg the mm
June rece'lved a terrific shock when
she met- there,. for.- she -had -
believed: . t:hn.t he was on "the Con-
tinent. He disagreed with her theory.
that the Green Archer was a member
of the film unit, and insisted that she .

" must return to Lord

An even worse shogk follofed. whem
/it seemed ‘that Noel -himself -might b
the Green Archer. Refusing to credit
this, June went along to.see her uncle,
in’ his office.  He. was not  there, but
Juné bhecame very excited when she
fouiad .a map with' a cross marked
on R :

t

P v

EXCITEDLY June Gaynm - stared
down at the green cross on the

Ib “had been dzawn an that part. of
the rocky 'coast on which Knoll Castle .

was situated, and the girl detective’s .

. hearf gave. a startled-leap as she read
the name prmtea alongside it.

Rainbow Cave!

That was the name which had been
written on. the. strip of parchment
she had found in the. Green Archer’s
costume. . Why was he "so . mterested
in Rainbow Cave? And-—--

She caught in her breath.

And why was Noel Raymond also
interested in 1t? Had he.discovered
that the cave was in_some way  con-
nected - with- the. Green ' Archer’s

vendetta against the filn company"

“He must -have done,”

~herself. “Otherwise Nunky would -
never have put that Cross against it
on the map. Unle;

She broke off, that worried, uneasy
look 1eturn1ng fo her face.

Unbidden had come whirling back
the disturbing suspicions which -had
haunted her a few minutes back—the
suspicions ‘which' inevitably had led
to her asking herseli -whether Uncle

" Noel might not be the Green Archer.

Fiercely she forced those dreadful -

doubts from her mind and thought-
- fully looked around the.office. .

Wherc was her uncle now?

- It was obvious that he had been
here a few minutes-ago. Then she
remembered how Noel liked to take a
stroll before breakfast. - Suppose he
had gone for a walk along the beach?
Suppose he had gone to take a look
at Rainbow Cave!

The possibility exclted her, and she
decided to go down to the: seashore
herself, If Noel were in the cave,
then she would convince him of the
correctness of her theory that the
Green Archer was a member of the
film unit, and together they would
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June told )

explore — detective  partners once
more

Her eyes asparkle, June hurried
down .the corridor and across the

great stone-flagged hall. The oaken

doors stood open. She'darted through

hem and. across the courtyard.

A -ghostly Whit,e mist blanketed the
castleJ and’ it”was only with difficulty
that ‘shé managed to locate:the path
which led :
the face. of - the ‘cH

Descend them,; she. gained the
beach ‘and looked about her. Dimly
tillu gh the sea fog she could sec the
s

rocks just ahead. -Her brief study of
‘the map had shown- her that Rai
Cave was situated almost beneath the
c?sf%e ‘about a hundred yards to her
T

e mommg sun was be%lnnmg to-

glow redly through' the whi
‘as June.-groped her way along
sands.  Massive boulders;
with seaweed, made progress difficult,
but 4t last she-glimpsed a great black
gap in. the clift—fa.ce—the mouth of
a hu e cavern.
ainbow Cave!

She paused, and her heart gave [

delighted leap as she saw a tall,

te vapour
the

athletic- figure . standing by the
entrance to the cavern
Noel Raymond !

She was about to hail him when
something about his attitude made
her hesitate.
sea, and there was .a look of anxious
concentration on his face. It was as
f he were waiting and watching, but

what could he be expecting to sée on ' lau

© this lonely strip of coast?
- Abruptly the stillness was broken.

From seawards. came the. creak = of-

oars. Instantly the famous detective
was galvanised - into life. He darted
nto- the .cavern, . but swiftly  re-
appeared, and-now he was carrying
an electric lantern. °

Dot—dash—dot !

A green light winked in and out.
June caught in her breath. Noel was
~signalling to the as yet unseen boat.
What did it mean?

An answering light ﬁashed out, and
then through the thinning mist there
loomed a rowboat. Two burly men
were at the oars, and a. third -man,
wearing a sou’-wester and oilskins,
and holdlng a signalling lamp, stood
in the bows. -

Noel ran down the shelvmg beach
towards the oncoming boat

“You’re late,” he called. “Ive been
waitmg here over ten minute

“The mist delayed us, said the
man in the sou’-wester.

This Week June Discovers
The ldentity Of The Green
Archer

~the f1itt:eep steps cut in u
water lapplng against the-.loose"

nbow -

slippery.

. as soon as I

He was_peering out to’

faint and

By PETER LANGLEY

One of his companions laughed, as
he laid aside his oar and jumped out
into the shallow “water, holding the

boat steady.
“Stlll lt has its-uses,” he declered.
“No feal of the coastguards spottlng

June cmuchlng behind the bouldex

.gave a Startled gasp.

Why should .the men who had come
to meet Noel not wish to be seen?
Could "it be that secretly they were
hel lng? him to track down the Green

er? o -

The man in the bows regarded the
detectlve disappointedly.

*You haven’t brought either of the
green boxes,” he commcnted ;

Noel shook his head.,

I didn’t think it wlse to try
to get them from the west wing,” he
said. “All the film gear is stowed
away there, and technicians have beéen
tramplng in and out since early on.

But don’t worry. ,T'll let -you have 11.
can.’

The man in the sou -wester frowned

“Well, don't keep us waiting too
long. Those green boxes are mighty

,important—especially now that we

can’t use the castle.”

June felt her brain whirl. What did
this strange conversation mean? What
could "the green boxes contain? And
what exactlv was Noel up to?

The bearded seaman holding the
boat steady gave another booming

ugh.

“‘Don't fret, Jabe,” he said. “You
can bet your boots the Green Archer
will wangle things—and scare - those
pesky film peoble out o’ the castle.”.

And cheerfully he clapped the
detective across the shoulders.

June could hardly believe her .own
ears. But worse was to follow., Her
uncle grinned back.

“Of course I will,” he said. *“But
my first job-is to smuggle out those
green boxes. I'll do it after dark—
either to-night or to-morrow. Look
out for the green light. When you sec-
it you’ll know the coast ‘is clear.’

“OKkay,” said the bearded man, and
clambered back into the boat while
his companion in the sou’-wester
nodded.

“Very well, we ‘11 be watching out,”
he said. “So long. ‘Green Archer.”

.“So long,” was Noel’s calm reply.

‘June felt the blood drain from her
cheeks and she had to clutch at the
rock. for suppon: so overwhelming was
the shock.

One of the unkhown men had
addressed her uncle as ‘“Green
Archer” and Noel had actually

accepted the name as if it were his
own! -

Icy fingers seemed to clutch at
June’s heart, and suddenly she. ielt
dazed.

Was it possible that thOee awfl
suspicions she had for long secretly
held were true?
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Could it be that the uncle she
admired and loved was indeed the
rascally Green Archer? :

JUNE DISOBEYS ORDERS

“ T"HERE must be some mistake! I
“can’t. believe _it! Perhaps
~ nunky is just playing a part—
fooling those men for his own ends!”
Bagerly June snatched at the possi-
bility. Better anything than to believe
that her trust had been cruelly
betrayed. ' :

Feverishly she developed the slim
hope that had come to her, .

The men in the boat were in league
with . the real Green Archer. Some-
how Noel had discovered they intended
to meet the mystery plotter this
morning, so, anxious to discover all he
could, he had daringly decided to im-
personate the rascal. Perhaps he had
managed ‘to ‘decoy the real  Green
Archer away. Perhaps—— :

June’s thoughts came to an abrupt
end, and tears spurted to her eyes.
For, loyal though she was, she knew
her theory would not stand up against
the facts.

The mist had almost gone so the
men in the boat had had a good view
of the detective. So_how could they
possibly have been deceived? It
wasn’t as if Noel had made any
attempt to disguise himself. .

Besides, there were all those strange
incidents which had puzzled her ever
since Noel had returned from the
Continent. If what she now feared

. were true, then they could be easily
explained. )

If Noel were indeed the Green
Archer, ‘then it was obvious why he
had smashed that lovely porcelain
statuette in the Folkestone muszum—
in order to make it seem that the
ancient legend was coming true.

And why he was so anxious for her
to leave Knoll Castle—because he

feared that she might begin to sus-
pect the rascally double role he was
playing. .

Then there was the ransacking of
her suitcase—the stealing back of the
Green. Archer’s costume ‘and  in-
criminating note. 'The mystery of
how the case had been opencd was
solved, if Noel were the thief, for he
could ecasily ‘have helped himself to
her duplicate set of keys.

‘As June wrestled with her night-
mare thoughts, the men in the boat
went rowing back to the open ses,
while Noel, picking up his signalling
lamp, disappeared into Rainbow Cave.
"1 can't belleve it,”” June whispered
to, herself. “It seems so incredible.

Nunky ' has always been the soul of tj

‘honour, and——

She broke off, her heart giving a
startled leap. Suddenly she had
remembered two facts which seemed
to contradict all the grim facts now
teeming in her brain,

Those half-burnt pages from her
inele’s diary which she had found in
his flat! They had suggested that the
detective was very anxious to get to
the bottom of the Green Archer
mystery. Surely if he were the Green
Archer he would not have written in
the way that he had done.

Then there was the fingerprint on
the threatening note which the Green
Archer had sent Ronald Garth, the
.film author. June had definitely
proved that that print was not Noel's.

New colour flushed her cheeks, and
impulsively she began to ¢clamber over
the loose rocks.

She must have things out with Noel
once .and for all—must ask him
explain, not only his disturbing con-
versation with the three men in the
boat, but all the rest of his strange
behaviour.

. Not until she had heard what he
had to say would she eondemn Him.

Eager to put an end to the awful
suspens2 which tore at her heart,
June ran into the great cavern. .
“Nunky!" she called. “Nunky!”

To her surprise there came .  no
response, nor could she see anything
of the detective.

Wonderingly she gazed. about her.

It instantly became clear how_the
cave had got its name. At the back
of it was a curved strata of rock
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colourfully. -

peppered with tiny particies or 1mica,
iron and other minerals, and thesc,
refiecting back the light, - glowed

But where was Noel?. ‘She was posi-
tive she had seen him enter the cave.
Perhaps_there was another exit? She
searched, but failed to find one. -

“Nunky!” she called once more.

Only the echoes of -her own -voice
answered her, and with a startled
gasp she realised that she was now
the only occupant. Her uncle had
vanished as completely as if the floor
had opened and swallowed him up. -

“There must some secret way
out,” she told herself, and stared
down at- the. trail of footprints the
detective had left behind. THhey ran
across the smooth sand, then came to

.an abrupt end by a pile of loose

boulders. “I wonder—--" she began,
then broke off, peering at the foot-
prints in sudden astonishment,

They had been '‘made by crepe
rubber soles, but that was not the
only faet June’s sharp eyes had_ dis-
covered. There was something else—
something. which set -her = heart
hammering wildl .

Y. i
“My goodness!” she gasped. “Can

A

] : /)

‘“ Surely youJrecognise the lighter, nunky ¢ >’ said June—aixd then waited tensely.

your . trying. to. get. roynd me.” he
declared..* This case is far too danger-
gus for you to taekle. . You must leave
immediately aftér breakfast.” .
“Lesve!  Jumpin’ mackerel, who'’s
talkin’ ‘about leaving?” demanded =
. surprised voice, and a small excitahle
man, who was almost as broad as he
was high, emerged from the hall.
1t was Theodore Cronberg, the pro-
ducer of the film, and he glared from
Noel to June. .
“Well,” out with it!”. he
“Who’s talking of leaving?”
-Noel indicated June. . 3
“It's Miss—er—gtuart,” he said,
‘giving - June the mname she. had
assumed when joining the film com-
pany. “It appears that important
business has -called her back to
London.” - g
T “Whaf!” - The producer gave an
exasperated roar; - . kK
“There is no need to worry, sir,”
went. on Noel - “I am sure I can
secure a good substitute. Fortunately,
-Miss-Stuars has only a minor part in
the .film; so it won’t’ be difficult to
replace ‘Her. - Of course, Miss Stuart
is very sorry to leave you in the lurch
like this,” but something - has arisen

roared.

il \ i

For his answer would prove whether or not her startling suspicions regarding Noel
Raymond were true !

it be possible! Is that the explana-
on?’

She did not stop to try to answer
the startled question - which had
flashed into her mind, but  turned
and darted out of the cave, running
along the beach., ' "

She must get back to the castle
without delay. Now, more than ever,
she must interview Noel. Though she
had, half-suspécted he - might have
made his way there, nevertheless
it was a shock when she turned into
the courtyard and found him stand-
ing in the dodrway, his hands in his
pockets, enjoying a cigarette, just as
if he had strolled out . straight from
the breakfast table. ‘

How on earth had he managed to
get here so quickly? -And:-how had

e vanished from Rainbow Cave?

But those quéstions must wait.
There were others, much more import-
ant and pressing, she wanted to ask.
Eagerly she hailed him, and he turned,

to his expression ‘half of relief, half of

disapproval.

*So - there you are, June!” . he
exclaimed. “I was beginning to
wondeér what had become of you. The
taxi ‘will arrive at any moment, you
know. I hope you haven't forgotten
é;ha,t you're catching the moriing
rain.”

June gave a start. In view of all
that had happened the fact that her.
uncle had insisted that she should
return 'to ‘London this morning had

‘gone clean frem her mind.

“But, nunkg—” she began.

He raised hand, his manner
kindly but firm, e ¥
.“sorry, my dear, but it’s no use

that gives her no option. Isn't that
s0, my dear?”

The girl detective hesitated. Ncver
before had she gone against Noel's
wishes. Always she had obeyed him
implicitly. But then never before
had there been any reason to doubt
his motives.

She thought of her strange dis-
coveries down en the beach. -Oh, she
could not go-on until she had put her
startling suspicion to the test—until
she had found out the truth ahout
her unele. . . - -

. Noel frowned, and despite hersclf
June wiihced: at the hurt, reproachful
lobk in his eyes. .. .

“JIsn’t that so, my. dear?” he re-
peated. “Isn’t it essential that you
leave for London right away?”

For a fraection of a second louger
June continued to, hesitate, a flerce
st;m%{gl-e going on within her, then she
shook her

"

ead.
“ As a matter of fact, it isn't,” she
said. I .

Noel Raymond was staggered. -He
gazed at her incdredulously, and in his
startled surprise he gripped her arm.

“But, my dear—'" he began.

. June, though she- found it hard to
resist the almost pleading look in his
eyes, hardened "her heart. Smilingly
she turned to "the still glaring
producer. y

“I am afraid Mr. Raymond has
made a mistake,” she said. ‘Al one
time I thought I might have to leave,
but now other - circumstances have
arisen and so I can remain until the
film’s completed.” . And with another
smile at the relieved producer, she
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walked up the steps and into the
castle. - - -

But as she passed the famous detec-
tive she was appalled by the fuiious
glare in his grey eyes. Such a look
she had never seen in them before,
and as she thought of -what had
happened down on the beach,
thought, too of the footprints she¢ had
found in Rainbow Cave, her lips
tightened determined.y.’ [

No matter how much her defiance
might upsst Noel, she did not mean
to leave Knoll Castle until- she had
unearthed the whole sen ational truth
—until the Greerr Archar, n) master
who he might be, had been unmasked:

A DRAMATIC DISCOVERY

“ ¢ ‘OLLY, still gormandising?”
“You'd better gét a move
on, my girl, or you’'ll have the
Great Theodore roaring his head off !’
“Yep—the rehear.a.’s tuLued to
begin in a quarter of an hour!”
June, seated at the dning table,
apparently finishing off a laie break-

fast, but actually ceep in thought, -

looked up with & scart a. those

laughing, teasing voices hailed ncr.
Grouped in the doorway were piump

Tilly Norton, Bob Staines and the rest

.of the young filmsters known as The

Tweenles, and with a sia.t June saw
that they had already changed and

made-up.

“Phew! TI'll have to fly!” she cried,
jumping up from the table. “Thanks
for the reminder. See you all later.”

And with an agitated wave of the
hand June dashed up to the dor.uitory
she shared with five of the ouher girls.

The school uniform and brigat red

blazer which, as the scnoolgirl
daughter of the supposed owner of
the castle, she was to wear in the
film, was spread out on her bed, and
hastily she changed into thiem.
. She could not help smiling when
she looked at hersel
The clothes took several years off her
age.

“I look a regular Fourth Form
tomboy!” she exclaimed. '“No one
would mistake me for a cerious
detective in this rig-out.”

Thought of her job made her re-
member her uneasy suspitions about
Noel Raymond, and the smile faded
from. her face, to be replaced by a
worried frown—a frown which still
persisted when she went down:tairs
and submitted herself to the skilled
attention of Mrs. Daintry, the fat,
motherly make-up artist.

From her she lcarnt that three
scenes were- to be rehearsed to-day.
One was to feature the Tweenies, one
Cecilia Selwyn, the glamorous star,
and Donald Hinton, the detective hero
of the film, and the third thc actor
who was to enact the role of the
legendary Green Archer.

When she went out into the court-

yard, June found the rest of the unit
already there. Cameras had been fixed
up, electriclans were busy: with cablcs,
and the trim, white-bloused Script
Girl was in_anxious consultation with
the Props Manh. ~ *~ ~ -
- Theodore Cronberg, the inevitable
cigar clamped betwecn his teeth, was
gazing up at the sky. It was now blue
and sunny, but-a few- wisps of clammy
mist still clung to the castle walls.

Beside the excitable producer stood
Noel Raymond. and June’s heart
thumped anxiously. as she gazed across

" at him -

How could she put hex;_\' startling

suspicions to the test?

After - the way she had defied him

before breakfast, it would be useless

- to question him, even if she now

.Jberg interrupted her thoughts.

wished to do so. i .
Then how was she to discover’ the
truth? ey [
. An impatient shout from Mr. \Croglx-
e
was waving to herself and . the rest
of the Tweenies. - Hurriedly .they all
mounted - the stone' steps to “the
battleménts. From ftheir scripts . they
knew exactly what was required of

them

_June, showing her school .chume

around the' castle, was suvposed to
come upon the Green Archer poised
on the battlements, an arrow fitted. to
his longbow. Screaming, June was.to
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in the mirror.

‘it” must have - beer
‘entered. < L .
... She tip-toed through the. doorway,
“by “carved stone .columns.

.castuines, . spare

turn and lead a wild rush from the

scene.

‘But all that,- though it appeared
earlier in the .film, was to be shot
later. All :that Mr. Cronberg was
concerned with now was their head-
long dash down the steps and across

the courtyard.

A simple scene, but it took half an
hour . before the” excitable little pro-
ducer was satisfied. ime and again

e made June & Co. embark upon
that panic-stricken flight. Up and
down the winding stairs they trudged
until they felt they would never please
him, but suddenly Theodore Cron-
berg’s ferocious scowl faded and he

- “Fine!. Fine!  That’s just it!” he
cried. “Forward, cameras. Guess we'll
shoot that bit before these kids go
off the boil!” .

Despite her worries, June could not

help * being thrilled as for the
twentieth time she led the headlong

. grinned.

charge down to the courtyard. She

was actually being filmed ! .
Panting, exhausted, the Tweenies
pulled up as soon as they were out of
caunera. range, fanned their hot, per-
spiring faces and looked anxiously

back “at the producer. But they
need not have worried.
“Good show, kids. You did fine,”

he said.

Tha I'weenies now gathered arouid
to watch the two famous stars in
action, but June had no eyes for the
rest of the rehearsal. Her gaze
remained riveted on Noel Raymond,
now seated beside the producer, a
script on his knee. .

Covertly she studied him, noting

the moody frown between his eyes,
the thin, angry way his lips were com-
pressed. His obvious preoccupation
was not with the film, but with his
own thoughts.
.. Watching him now, ° critically—
through, as it were, new eycs—she
noticed several small details about
him she had not observed before, and
suddenly she felt that, after all, she
must have a Yalk with him.

Hardly had the thought come than
the detective, after making a hurried
excuse to Theodore Cronberg, rose to
his feet and briskly threaded his way
through the onlookers gathered
behind the cameras.

Before June could realise his inten-
tion, - he had disappeared into the
castle. Quickly she hurried after
him. Now was her chance to see him
ori her own. -

On entering the . great hall there
was no sign of Noel, but Bromley, the
grey-haired butler, informed her that
the detective had gone in the direc-
tion of the West Wing.

With a nod and a smile June went
rushing -up_the broad stairs. What
had taken Noel to the West Wing? she
wondered, and caught in her breath

‘as she remembered that cryptic. con-
versation down on the beach.

It was in the unoccupied West Wing
where the mysterious green boxes the
three fishermen had mentioned were
kept. Had Noel seized his opportunity,
now that the rest of the film company
was out of doors, to smuggle them
down to the Rainbow Cave, in readi-
ness for handing over that night?

A few hours ago June would have
been. indignant withh herself for sus-
pecting such a thing. but now all she

felt was a burning determination to

discover the truth.
It was cautiously that she. made her

.way down the corridor leading to the
West Wing where, for safety’s sake, all .
-the ‘costumes- and - valuable film gear
-was kept when not in' use. -

The. massive. oaken door at the far
end of the corridor stood open,-and a

-big, old-fashioned- key- hung in the

Jock. . 8 L R o ’
June’s eyes gleamed. Only Noel had
a key to the West 'Wing, so obviously

to find herself in. a bare,  circular
chamber, "its ancient roof supported
-On the
stood hampers of theatrical
. _cameras, . electrical
gear of all kinds, and an amazing

floor

. my dear.

_he who had

collection of props to be uscd in the
film.

There was no sign of Noel Ray-
mond,. but there were several doors
leading to other rooms, and one of
them was ajar. - .

Her heart thumping, the girl detec-
tive stole across to it and she was
just about to open it further and peer
through when with startling sudden-
ness sne felt her arm seized.

“What are you up to now?
dare you come up here?”

It was Noel himself who rapped out
the words, and never had June known
him so upset and angry.

“I'm sorry, nunky!” she gasped.
“I didn’t think I was doing any harm.
I—I wanted to speak to you.”

Instantly his manner changed. He
let go of her arm and smiled.

“You mean you want to apologise
for going against my orders this
morning?” he asked.

“I’m" afraid not,

How

nunky. You
see——

His smile faded and he cut her
short.

=~“What is it you want to ask me
about then?” he asked impatiently.

“I won't keep you a moment,
nunky,” June said hurriedly. *“I only
want to give you this. You must
have dropped it down in the court-
yard just now.”

From her pocket she produced a
distinctive little silver lighter. But he
made no attempt to take it..

‘“You must have madc a. mistake,
It wasn’t I who dropped it.”

*Oh, but it must have been!” June
gave a cry of concern. “Surely you
recognise the lighter, nunky? Why,
it’s the lighter I gave you last
Christmas!"” 5

Noel took it from her, peered at it,
patted his right-hand pocket, then
abruptly smiled. -

“Of course it is! How stupid of
me not to recognise it at once!” he
exclaimed. “It must be this Green
Archer business. I've no room in my
head for anything but that.” .

He gazed admiringly down at the
llg%xter, then gave Julle an apologetic

pat.

“Please forgive me, my dear,” he
said. _*““And thanks for bringing 'it
up. I'd rather lose almost anything
than your Christmas present. It’s
been the most useful gift I've had for
‘years.”

As he spoke, he took out a packet
of cigarettes, extracted one and put
it between his lips. Next moment his
head bent to light it—which was just

‘as well, otherwise he could not have

failed to have noticed Junc’s extra-
ordinary expression,

Her cyes dilated with horror, she
was gazing at him as if he were some
nightmare spectrz.

And no wonder. For she had never

.given her uncle a lighter at Christmas.

Actually, it had been he who had
given that lighter to her!
ad he claimed it as his
? Why had he gccepted all she
had said as if it had been the truth?
June’s heart gave a wild lcap, then
her llgs compressed as she remem-
bered her sensational discoveries down
in Rainbow Cave.
Those footprints left by Noel had
shown that he had been wearing crepe

rubber soles, but:
always disliked -that

Her uncle had
kind of sole! .

Even more significant, on measuring
one of the prints she had discovered
,tgat it had heen made by a size 8
shoe, .

But her uncle always wore 9's.

Those two-small, but startling facts
had xi)ut a new suspicion into her head,
and it had been because of that suspi-
cion that she had decided on the
cigarette lighter test. k .

his man, now unsuspectingly light-
ing ~ his cigarette. "~was the " Green
-Archer—there cauld be no possible
dogbt- about that. ) -

u

He was niot Noel Raymond—not the
.unecle she had always "adrhired and
loved. He was-—a fraud!. A cunning

Jimpostor! - ] . ) _ ;
Whaat will Jupe do now in the light of

this startling revelation ? Be -sure to

read next week’s exciting chapters.
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WHEN ZINKO ESCAPED

F Zinko is half as wonderful a cat

as you say he is, Aunt,” said

Joy Oliver to her, Aunt Jemima,
“he’ll win the first, rize at the show.”
f course he’ll  take - the ﬂrst
prize—if someone doesnt take him
first, Joy,” sald Aunt Jemima. ‘“And
that's why .I'm so doubtful about
leaving him m your. care on this rail-

‘way _station.”
. Aunt,” protested Joy. in
reproach “T'fl look after him

Joy looked down at the basket in
which. the cat was housed. Now and
then it mewed, but most of the time
it . was. quiet. _As the basket was
securely . shut, Joy. did not see how
Zinko could escape; and the odds

- against highway robbers stealing a
cat seemed tremendous.

-Besides,. there. were only two other
people on the rauway platform, and
they looked harmless.

But Aunt Jemima was nervous. She
knew that Joy was happy-go-lucky
and hif -splrited‘ and she feared that
Joy might not’ keéep a .close eye on
the basket.

Joy, who had been staying with
her Aunt Jemima only recently, had
not yet seen Zinko, for the cat had
been having some special treatment
in the eare of a vet.

“ Rely on me, Aunt,” said Joy. “ You
go and change the ticket or- whatevcr
iztl is you want to do. I'll look after

" Very ‘well. If you let anything
happen to him I shall never, never
f01 glve you.” .

Aunt.”

Aunt  Jemima walked off, then

turned back sudden

“ And beware of the general!” she
exclaimed

“What general? Which general?”
asked Joy, in surprise. She had seen
no general.

“General—oh, I forget his -name.
He, too, is a cat fancier,  Twice he
. has mistaken my cat for his mangy
creature. . Beware of him. I saw him
not long ago—he must be on his way
to the show. He is wearing a check

suit, red tie and a green hat.” -

“Very well, Aunt,” said Joy.

Off went her aunt, leaving her to
take sole charge of one. Perslan cat
of immense value.

“ Ywowowowl!” ‘said the

- Joy looked down at the basket and
smiled.

- “Yowowowl!” she answered. .

It was a perfect cat sound. ' For
Joy was a mimic and .a ventriloquist.

“1 bet you think it’s another cat
eh?” she chuckled.
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“ Yew-w-w-wee!”

The cat’s cry ended in a scream and
there was the sound of struggling in
the basket.

Zinko must be in trouble—though
how a cat alone in a basket could run
into trouble, Joy did not know. Per-
haps it had caught a claw in the side
of the basket.

Unbuckling the basket, but taking
care not ‘to give the cat 'a chance to

Joy pee] in
Sure- enough, the ‘poor cat had
caught its claw and could not free it.
- “I'll fix that said Joy ‘comfort-

gly.
sne opened the lid wider and neatly
unfixed the claw. It was an act of
ure kindness for "which Zinko should
ve been grate. teful—and Zinko was

ateful, too. For with his claw

reed, there was now absolutely
nothing to prevent his jumpmg out ' m
of the ket to freedom!

When that furry shape suddenly
brushed ‘past her cheek, Joy had the
shock of her life. In utter dismay
she watched Zinko spring first on to
the wall farther a,long the platfozm,
and then an to-a tree.

In absolute papic, Joy ran “to' the
spot, and then Back as she heard
Aunt Jemima’s voice. -

The train was not due for ‘another
ten minutes—time enough for her to
catch Zinko, as she surely could_ by

Juring him . with cat noises. But

meanwhl!e——what of Aunt. Jemima"

The thought of her aunt’s‘ return-
ing and, finding Zinko missing shook
Joy considerably. Shejust couldn’t
face that. ‘Better to let aunt think
%ltln was well, and then afterwards get

ko.
Joy hurriedly shut down the bas-
Then, realising that if her aunt
1cked it she would netice the
oss of weight, Joy hwrriedly seized
a rock from the ornamental border
on to{x of the platform wall, dumped
it in the basket, gut«the embroidered
velvet cloth over shut- the lid.
“Well?” said Aunt Jemima.
Joy stoaped.down to the basket,
“Yowowow!” she.imitated realis-
tically.
Aunt Jemlma smiled. -

Fun With The Girl Ven-
triloquist—On The Trail
“of The Mlssmg Prize Cat

K/ A 100 VOICES
=

‘opening the ba;ske

By IDA MELBOURNE

ab‘l‘Dear Zinm-such an ‘unmistalk-
- 9.‘on winkec‘. ab the” poster on the
“Doesn’t sound Itke a block of
stone certainly!” she said.
" “There's nothlng like a block oI
stone about Zinko,” said Aunt
Jemima proudly.  “Zinko, speak 10
mamma!’'she added -tothe basket.
“Ywowaow!” went Joy, ventriloquis-

ing so that the sound seemed to come
vﬁ;om inside the -bask e
Aunt Jemima She knew

beam:
nothing about Joy’s lfts of ventrilo-
quism and mimicry. ¢
‘‘Dear Zinko!” she said. I thia
before - the ‘train comes, that I
take Zinko for a.walk!” she added.
“ P10 open 4ho basket. 1 have
e baske ave 'a
lead,” explained Aunt Jemima,

“ Oh golly!" gasped Jo¥, .in - dis-

Tor if Aunt Jemima even lifted
the iid ag inch, she would know the
truth. - I‘ should mind the

og!
Dogs" Whaf. dogs?”
“A savage dog inight attack him

and—-—""" he way to gain
&, . o ments res ite. “Oh, listen,
Aunt!” she ad ed; in- pretended
alarm.

. A ..ferocious, realistic dog noise
seemed .to come from the far side of

a nearby wall. Joy was ventriloquis-
m%érga o goodneéss !’ d . Aunt
? . crie un

Jemlma ‘“Keep’ that dog away!”
Jay gaye an mward chuckle. Aunt
Jemimsa had ¢ nged he’r mind about

g and had thrown °
her. coat over it to cut the horrid
doggy sound off, from Zinko.
't let it come . near poor

Zinko!” Aunt’ J‘emlma said frantically.
"~ “Leave: it to nu unt. I'll soon
drive it away.” And Joy, heaving. a
sigh of rehef went over the wall.

Now to find Zinko! She crossed the
garden\ and reached the road, to see
a man standing-by a tree

N Have you Séén a. Pexsian cat?” Joy
asked him snxiously:

“Wh tf sure! That gent over there
is get

Joy tumed and saw a man in a
grey check suit crawling on all fours.
making odd noises; and there, not
half a d%zen yards 1n front of him,
was a
“Zinko!” she gasped. “ Oh,goodle!”

" she went forward softly. heaving
a sigh of immense relief; for now she
would soon. have Zinko back again.

But_ Joy’s delight and relief were
short-lived; for when' she was a’ vard
from the man she saw a smartly

Jliveried chauffeur appes»
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“The milk, sir,” he sald, and
saluted as he held out a saucer of
milk. “I said it was for the general,
as you instructed me to, sir.”

The general! The cat thief—accord-
ing to Aunt Jemimat

Joy fell back; -her eyes rounded
with horror as the man in the check
sult turned, and revealed a red tie.
He was the general—the man she had
to beware of; the man who thought
this cat was his. . : :

And. Zinko was within & yard of
being in his clutcles! SR

~ JOY MAKES A MISTAKE

OY was horrified, shocked, and -

dismayed. . She. d.dn't know

what to do, There was the miss-
ing Zinko, ready to be caught; but
the general thought it was his cat!

Suppose he took hold of Zinko and
claimed him? Supxﬁose he drove off
in his waiting car wi the cat?

“My golly, I could never face Aunt
Jemima-again,” groaned Joy.

She simply had to get Zinko away
from the general.

The general was luring the cat into
ambush, using all his strategy and
field craft tactics. .

“T've- got him, Mushden,” .whis-
pered the generai to. the chauffeur.
“Here, puss!” :
desperate.  As she saw the
chauffeur move -forward, she crept
towards the bushes; and there,
taking a breath, she imitated the
song of a bird.

Zinko paused. He lifted his head;
he looked. Birds fascinated. Zinko.

With a spring, he leaped up a tree
in search of the songster, landing on
a branch only a yard from Joy.

“He’s gone!” yelled the general,
and charged forward, knocking Joy
flying. “Pardon,” he said. lifting his
green hat. “My fault!”

Then, stepping over Joy as she
scrambled to rise, he looked up at the
pranch where Zinko crouched, and
called his chaufteur,

“Mushden!”

“Yes, sir?”

“Shin up that tree.”

“Beg pardon, sir?” asked the
chauffeur stiffly. “Tree climbing is
—er—not one of my accomplish-
ments.”

“Then hold my hat while I ciimb!”

That gave Joy her grand chance.

“ Gr-r-r-r-r!” she snarled, imitating
a ferocious dog. .

She was just behind the chauffeur,
and he leaped high in the air. coll'ded
with the general. and both fell back.
Then they looked round anxiously for
the savage dosg. .

Zinko did the obvious thing and
climbed high up the tree. but as
neither the general nor his chauffeur
had noticed that, Joy again seized her
chance ;

She wanted them to get off the
scene s0 that she could capture
Zinko.

“There—after it—that lorry!” she
cried wildly.

Joy rushed at & large lorry that was

Joy was

. reversing, and the general and the.

chauffeur rushed . after her, thinking
that she had seen Zinko. .

“Mind the puddle” Joy warned
the driver of the lorry, as he drove
back—and she pointed to it. She was
just beside it, and did not want to be
splashed.

“Mind the puddle yourself.” scoffed
the driver, a young man with: an ear-
to-ear grin. 3 d

Ss-s-s-s-s! wenht the mud over Joy.
* She fell back in horror. )

“Why, you—you ‘silly chump!” she
cried crossly. ‘“Look at e
©“If you saw
you stand there. eh?”

He jumped down and chortled with
mirth as Joy wiped off the mud; and
then he nearly collided -with ' the
general. -

“Have you seen a cat? asked the

“ Where?” . ‘
“On that windowsill on the.fourth
floor of the Station Hotel.” said th
vanman, pointing high up. L
“The cat couldn't have jumped
from the ground up there,” protested
the general.
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at me!
the puddle. why did

“That's right, guv'nor. It stepped
on the sill from inside the flat there.
It’s where it lives. Haw, haw haw!”

Joy wiped her face of mud, and, for
the first time felt a little sympathy
for the general. The vanman, still
chortling, opened his van doors. He
was carrying laundry, and threw in
a bundle,

_ Meanwhile, the general was hunt-
ing round the lorry for Zinko.

“ ywowowowow!” went Joy.

-When that cat call sounded, the
general was at the front of the lorry,
and the chauffeur on the far side.
Joy brought her ventriloquism into
use, imitating the chauffeur’s voice.

‘“He's in the van, sir!” -

“In the'van! Gocd, good! Trapped!”

The general rushed:Gto the open
doors of the van and looked inside.
There were baskets, and there were
large bundles of laundry tied up in
sheets and “towels. -The cat might
have been anywhere amongst them.

Just to make sure that the general
was duly convinced, Joy went to the
front of the lorry and into the driver's
cab. There she found a small sight
hole through which the driver could
look back, and Joy made use of it 10
give a loud, pathetic meeeeouw!

“ There;—I heard him,” cried the
genergl. “I may be a bit short-sighted
but I'm not deaf. Out w!th all these
things. You stand there, Mushden,
while I go inside.” .

Joy hurried away. While they were
busy dumping the laundry out into
the road, she could get Zinko down
from the tree. Easy!

When she looked back she saw the
general, in his shirtsleeves, passing
out laundry baskets to his chauffeur,
who piled them up on the kerb. Then
bundles of laundry followed. Both
men were leaving nothing unturned
in their efforts to trace the cat.

“What a good thing the vanman
has such a rollicking sense of
humour,” Joy told herself. with a
chuckle. ‘“How he will laugh when
be sees what’s happening—and I don’t"
think !” T

Joy went at once to the tree, and
there. to her delight, she saw the cat,

“Cheers!” said Joy gladly.

She stood at the bottom of the tree,
and sang like a bird in the sweetest,
most alluring way. It was quite
irresistible. and down the tree came
the bird-lover.

Jov was waiting, hand poised. A
quick snatch. and she had him.

- At first the Persian struggled. but
Jov made such soothing. purring,
noises that he was appeased. and she
was able to walk with him across the
garden to the wall which backed on
to the volatform where she had left
Aunt Jemima. :

Jov holdine the cat out of sight,
peerned over the wall

There, sure enough, was Aunt
Jemima. But where was the basket?
There was no sign of it.

“Aunt!” cr‘ed Joy, achast.

Aunt Jemima wheeled. startled.

“So.there vou are! Good gracious,
Joy—where. have you been?”
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Joy . ignored that duestion and
asked another more important.

“The basket—2zZinko, Aunt? What’s
happened ?”

unt Jemima was qlulte calm.

“sShush! The general is about,” she
said, hurrying towards her niece. "L
have sent Zinko in his basket with
Mrs. Watlington, who has gone on to
the show with her special cat van.
shall go by train. In any case, I had
1‘;)0 x\a}vglt for you. Where have you

een?”’

Joy did not answer, but it was all
she could do to smother a yelp, for
she had had to hold the caf behind
her. and it was not easy. It was
easier for the cat for, having claws,
he could get a decent grip on Joy—
and did. : :

“Ooo}” gasped Joy.

Joy had worries in plenty. The bas-
ket with the stone in it had gone to
the show! And here she was with
Zinko—and no basket!

How on earth was she to get round
this? She couldn’t carry Zinko in her
arms—and certainly not behind her
back; for he was proving that to her

now.
“ Joy, stop wriggling in that absurd
way,” snapped Aunt Jemima. “ What's

wrong
“Nothing, Aunt,” said Joy. “ Yowp!”
“Have you & pin sticking in you?
And why are you leaning forward and
—good - gracious!” gasped Aunt
Jemima in horror.

- For at that moment the cat
wriggled up Joy’s back and, taking a
grip on her hair, scanned the horizon
from the top of her head.

“Joy! Where did you get that cat?”
asked Aunt Jemima. ‘Oh. you silly
ninny! - It’s the general’s!”

SENSATIONS AT THE SHOW

OY let go of the cat, which Aunt
Jemima skilfully seized.
‘“The—the general’s cat? Then
—then where is Zinko?” asked Joy.
“Oh, Aunt! Where can he be?”

“T told you—in the basket.”

“You—you looked?” | ’

“ Of course not! I did not open it.
You heard it and I heard it. A cat
cannot escape through the mesh of a
basket. Zinko has gone to the show.
This is the general’s cat. and I am
returning it to him now.”

Leaving Joy with her brain in a
complete whirl, Aunt Jemima strode

away.

-That this cat was the one from the
basket, Joy did not doubt. ut if it
was not Zinko, then it had not been
Zinko Aunt Jemima had been guard-

ing.

Where was the precious, prize-
winning Zinko, Aunt Jemima's pet?

Leaving Aunt Jemima with the cat,
Joy wheeled and dashed back to the
laundry van to tell the general that
his cat was found.

She arrived to find him staggering
off with a laundry basket, and to see
the laundry man dancing and shout-
ing with rage. .

“T00k at my van! Who’s going to
pack it all back?” he shouted.

“The general will compensate you,"”
said the chauffeur. * Here is sixpence.
He has found his cat!” :

‘“ Where?’ cried Joy.

“In the van. In the basket that he
is carrying now!”

Jov’s head was in a whirl.

“But how did it get there?” she
gasped. “General! Stop!”

The general took no notice of Joy,
but marched on to his waiting car.
There seemed only one way of making
him. attend—to let him_ think that
the angry vanman was behind him.

“Hil" ventriloquised Joy in a grufl
voice hardly distinguishable from the
vanman’s. . “ ant compensation.
Stop. or I'll knock that basket out of
your hands.”

" The general halted and turned. In
surprise he looked for the vanma:,
but saw only Joy.

“'Oh, general.” she said in honeved
tone. . Are you auite sure that is a
cat-vou have, in the basket?” .

‘He held the basket forward so that
Joy could hear: and from it came @«

_ soft- sut plaintive miaow. Unless the

(Please turn to the back pege.)
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A BROKEN FRIENDSHIP

L LARGE money prize, a silver
cup, and a film test—just for
winning an 1ce-skatln% con-

riggs

test!” exclaimed Johnny
coud

enthusiastically. “Gosh !
do that s ing on my head!”
“More likely flat on your back,”
chuckled blue-eyed Sally Warner.
“That's w. g you will not be chosen
to represent the college, Johnny!”
“The idea of the contest is to finish
upright and on your feet,”

=

‘Don Weston.

added Fay

- coloured

" afternoon, with, among

‘“Your skatin ,may be amusing,
Johnny, but i may say so it is &
little lac i!lx\g 1n grace and digmty &

la.ugh from the little
group crowded around the. brightly
ster fixed to a large gum
tree in the road outside. the Inter-
‘national College on Waloorie Island,

There was a

‘ where Sally & Co. and their friends

were students
: e poster announced the opening
of a new ice-rink in Sarneville that
the many
attractions, a handsome prize and
possible film-fame for the winning
pair of amateur: skaters.
“We want that cu
other trophies here a
said - Sany thoughtfully.
know who'll be able to get it for us.
Ingrid Nielsen and Helga Bergen—
our super-skaters! They’ll just romp
home with the prizes. - at about
1t, Helga?” she called gaily, to the
glrl hovermg on the fringe of the
crowd. “Can we count on you?™
Helga Bergen’'s head, with _its
riotous mass of flaxen cur!s, Jerked
; ‘there was .a flush of exciteme:
on her attractive face as she

‘among our
the colle e,
“And I

“at Sally with shining forget-me-not

blue eyes
“Oh, yes!” she exclaimed, in her
entranclng Norwegian accent. “It
will be so lovely to skate again after
80 long. We try very hard and maybe
the cup back to you, yes?”
she laughed. “And also——"
Then suddenly the glow of happi-

' ness faded from her face, leaving it

stramed and down:
“But I forget,” she added mourn-

“Ingrid will not- enter as my
We—we are no longer
She has left my chalet.”

‘“Left your chalet? Then where’s
she ne?'" asked: Sally,
e——she has transferred to East
House Helga replied I was
arranged this mornin %\ " She has, as
you say, swapped with Brenda ¥ox,
who is now s arlng my chalet. It is
better that way!

Helga’s chin rose as she made that
last remark. Her 1lips tightened
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grinned -

.mautinously, as if she “were 'daring

anyone- to~ lenge her statement.
But. in that moment of shock Sally
& Co. were inc¢apable of challenging

‘For Helga and Ingrid,” the two
Norwegian ﬁgirls, ad beert inseparable
since 'the first. day- they had arrived
at college. They were a perfect foil
for each other. Hel’g vivacious
mischievous, { rlci
quiet, gentle, always ready to help
her friend. out of the scrapes into
\lvlvhich her quicksilver nature had led

Of course, as everyone knew, they
had had several tm‘s recently, appar-
ently over Helga pet -marmoset,
Mitzi, which, Iugrid had declared, wag

© AN

serious quarrel.

"HeI% a bt Sally called as tha.t itl
slowly began to move away.
moment, You and Ingrid slm ly
can’'t break up your friendship
this. Suppo you ten me about
it—I may be able to help!”

For a moment Helga hesitated,
then she poured- out the DPpY
little story. of the quarrel between
herself and Ingrid. How Ingrid had
always seemed to love the uf.tle mar-
moset, but these last few ys had
done nothing but complain n.bout it.

‘“Though ¥ know Mitzi is not spite-
ful or Mevoueg" said

mommg * find Mitzi very fright-
ened, And ‘Ingrid- is there, very
angry. She tell me Mitzi has torn
up her lecture notes and ruined
other things. That I must choose
between Mitzi and herself.”

“ And yeu chose Mitzi, eh?” asked

Sa.l quietly..
e-ell, not exactly,” said Helfn

little chokily. *“We are quarreliing,
you understand, when Brenda Fox
from East Side comes along: She
say we get on each.other’s nerves—
we should part for a time. And
before 1 realise, Ingrid has asked

ermission and has swsimed chalets
evith Blenda.. ngrid is no

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

longer my fx'lend, and Brenda shares
my chalet."”

Sally did not  know- whether to
smile or sigh as Helga ended. ‘It
seemed to her a trivial thing to cause

the b reak-up of such a splendid
ftiendshlp
"Helga,” ; she said ersuasively,

“you can’'t let a thing like this ruin
your friendship. I’ll ‘bet Ingrid is
feeling awful now, away from her own
chalet, away from you—and from
Mitzl. Because she is very fond of
Mitzi, really you know! Won't you
come over to see her now? I'll come
with you—and -we'll talk it over
calmly. - Please, Helga!”

For a moment Helga hesitated, con-
flicting emotions g)asslng over her
very expressive little face. Then
there was a call from behind her.

‘Coo-ee! Helgal” It was Brenda
Fox, an mgratiatlng smile on her
rather colourless face “I've just

ordered. a, Passion-fruit melba *for
is;ou old - " she cried, as_she
to where Sally end Helga

stood “1p thoufht y(}c might need
something cool er your hot
time with Ingrid a little while ago.”
In an 1nstant Helga’s face hardened
8s Brenda's words brought back to
her mind the angry brush she had
had with Ingrid.

Thank -~ you, 8Sally,” she said
stiffly. “I do not think Ingrid or 1
have anything to say to. ea.ch other.
If you will excuse me——"

And before Sa. could detain her

she had darted ~with Brenda But
-Sally not. eaten yet. Maybe
Ingrld the quiet one, would be more

nable reason. She would go
to see her r ht now—and take Mitzi
with -her - Mitzi was on her best
behaviour;. perhaps Ingrid would

overlook all the trouble the little
marmoset had apparently caused.

Ingrid was trying on a blue skating
costume which she had been- busily
altering in her chalet when Sally
called. S8he 3erked up her fair head,
her sweet, o ‘face flushing with
pleasure. But- ér deep blue eyes re-
mained troubled. a.nd unhappy.

" Sally plunged into the reason for
her vmlt straight away, while Ingrid
iistened with downcast eyes, her lip
trembllng a little, And quite absently

her hand caressed little Mitzi, who

What A Shame It Was The Two Norwegian -Girls

- Had Quarrelled! But Sally & Co. Meant

To Bring

Them Together Agam
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chattered with gleasure. and hopped
on to Ingrid's shoulder. :

‘Perhaps,” she said a little. trem-
tlingly, 8s Sally finished, “I was a
little too hasty. I have felt ashamed,
and so sad. It would be so lovely to
be friends with He&a again, and how
I should like to enter the competi-
See, Sally, I have
already laid out my skating outfit,
although I—I could not think of any-
one for a partner.”

Holding Mitzi again, Sally followed
Angrid into the chalet, her heart
lea.plnlg with joy at the success of her
appeal. : )

She gave a gasp of admiration as
she saw the lovely skating outfit
With its brief but billowing white
skirt, and tiny req
Ingrid had draped, over an armchadr.

“It’s lovely,” she exclaimed, *Oh,
Ingrid, youw'll look wonderful! And so
will Helga, as your partner! What
do you say, old thing—will you come
over and see her now and patch up
this silly quarrel?” 5

Ingrid smiled, a growing . happi-
ness blotting out the shadow in her
eyes,

“Well,” she sald slowly, “all-——-"

She brok= off abruptly, with a cry
of alarm as Mitzi, who had been
sitting quietly on Sally’s shoulder as
she leaned against the window-sill,
suddenly gave a shrill squeak. ..

Before Sally realised what was
happening the: marmoset had- jumped
off her shoulder on to the table,
knocking over a glass of orangeade
standing there. Chattering  and
gibbering, seeming beside herself
with terror. Mitzi evaded Sally and
Ingrid as they madé a lunge at her.
With sticky orange liquid dripping
from her little paws she leapt be-
tween them, and then——

“Mitzi!” shrieked Sally and Ingrid
together. )

t was too late! Straight on to the
armchair leapt Mitzi,
wet paws all over the lovely white
skirt. Quickly Sally caught hold of
the monkey, then gazed in helpless
anguish at Ingrid. ol

Oh, Ingrid——" “she . began
shakily. “I don't know—I can’t
* think Isn’t there something I

can do?” she asked desperately.

Ingrid’s lovelY face was pale and
hard; her eyes looked slaty.. :

“I'm not blaming you, Sally,” she
said in a low voice. “But now you
have seen for yourself just what I
have had to put, up with from that
animal. I'm sorry, but—but I can
never be friemds with Helga again as
long as Mitzi is aroynd. hat means
I stay over at East House.”

WHAT SALLY SAW

LOWLY, unhapplly, Sally made
her way back to Helga’'s chalet.
Her Interview wit Ingrid,

which had seemed so hopeful at first,
had only suceeded in making things
worse than ever,

Mitzi was quieter now, though still
chattering agitatedly and shivering.
She kept rubbing her head with her
small paw, peering into Sally’s face
as if trying to tell her something.

Sally frowned puzzledly. Queer, but
she would have said Mitzi was fright-
ened. But what could have hap-
pened to frighten her?

Suddenly Mitzl’'s gibbering grew
louder, shriller, SHe danced up and
down agitatedly, then buried herself
in Sally’s arms as if for protection.
In some surprise Sally looked around,
frowning a little as she saw Brenda
Fox aproaching.

“Hallo,”, said Brenda, her voice as

colourless ‘as her appearance. *“Has .
the great peacemaker had any
iuck_?d I heard you’d been over to see
ngrid.”

’%hat remark jarred on Sally. She

looked coldly at Brenda, but before
she could answer Helga herself came
running up, a hopeful, eager light in
her eyes. But that light died away
as Sally told rer what had happened
at Ingrid’s chalet, of that girl’s ulti-
matum. - .

“It is as I said,” she said in un-
happy resentment, as she lifted
Mitzi from Sally’s arms and buried
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Jacket, which-

dabbing her .

.another taste —of

her face in tne soft fur. “I am
sorry, very-sorry about the dress. But
Ingrid must have upset Mitzi in some
way to makeé her behave like that!
Sally, don't you see——" :
“Oh, forget it,” said Brenda care-
lesly. “Why should you upset your-
self about Ingrid? . After all, you've

got a partner for the skating con--
test—— v

“A partner?” Sally looked at Helga
in astonishment. “But who?”

“Just me,” said Brenda with a
slightly self-conscious smirk. ‘I've
always been_ considered & very good
skater, and I'm conhfident that Helga
and I between us can carry off the
prize. Isn’t that so, Helga?”

Helga nodded, a trifle defiantly it
seemed to Sally. o

“I think 80,” she admitted in a low
voice. “ At

better tha.n"'_ Ingrid, but I -never

thought——"" She brok of, biting
her lip. . But Sally knew what she
had been about to say.” She . never

thought she would partner another
girl in a contest against Ingrid!

Sally shrugged helplessly. Cer-
tainly the rift between the two girls
seemed to be widening, and her own
efforts to put things right had failed
dismally. With a feeling of hopeless-
ness, shre fastened Mitzi to the light
chain oufside the chalet, then link-
ing her arm-in that of Helga’s they
strolled slowly and silently towards
the café, where Don, Johnny and Fay
were waiting.

They were almost there when Sally,
glancing down, gave a little exclama-
tion of dismay. The lovely little fob
watch, which Don had given her for
her last birthday, was. no longer
pinned to her dress. - -

“I remember now,” she said, as
Helga expressed concern, “I must
have dropped it off when I put Mitzi
i)n kthe chain. Il run back and
00K—— "7 ;

Hastily, because she would have
been very grieved to lose the charm-

.ing little trinket, she hurried back

towards Helga’s chalet. But as she

-arew -near, -an expression of alarm

crossed her face:
Mitzi, who had been sitting
glacldly outside the chalet when
elga and Sally left. a few moments
ago, busily cracking -and - eating
nuts, was now uttering shrill  little
cries of pain and anger.
"~ “Keep quiet, you fool, or you’ll get

this stick! And
give me that—" '

It ‘yas Brenda Fox’s voice, sharp
with anger And_ hearing it, Sally
darted towards the back of the chalet,
her eyes blazing with resentment at
what she saw. 5

For there was Mitzi, cowering
vgatheticauy on the ground, while

eside her stood Brenda, & thin
switch in her hand, trying to force
something from . the marmoset’s
tightly clenched paw. -

A wave of red flooded her sallow
cheeks as she looked up and saw
Sally. She jumped to her feet, grop-
ing desperately for words.

‘I—I——" she began blurtingly.
“It—she—she’s got a stone in her
paw,” she jerked out at last. “I—1
thou%t she might put it in her
mouth. I—I shouldn’t like the poor
little thing to choke herself.”-

“You've no objections to hittin%
the poor little thing with a stick,
,” sald Sally coldly. “In any
case—" ¢
. But Brenda hurried away, fum-
blingly trying to tuck something in
her pocket as she went. Seeing that
action. a queer,  suspicious feeling
began to creep over Sally.

Quickly she turned, with no effort
whatever opened the monkey’s paw.
Then she stared puzzledly. It wasn'’t
a stone which Mitzi had clutched so
tightly, but several very hard and
very dry peas.

But the sight of them seemed to
have a strange effect on Mitzi. She
began to shiver again. to make queer
little crying noises and rub her tiny
head, looking ‘at Sally with pathetic-
ally pleading eyes, and themn at the
peas.

“Mitzi, vou're trying to tell me
something,” said Sally. soothingly

figure skating I am a little .

-after

.pocket together w.

stroking the little animal. *Now
what—golly!”

_Suddenly she understood. Mitzi.
with her funny little gestures, was

‘'saying that these iron-hard peas had

hit her head. | i

Somebody must have shot  these
peas at the small monkey from a pea-
shooter ! That would explain why
she had suddenly developed moments
of what seemed to be bad temper and
destructive mischief.

*That would explain, thought Sally
with a quickening of her pulses, why
Mitzi had. suddenly behaved so
gu%?rly a short time ago in Ingrid’s

u

But who could be so cruel as to
treat a defenceless animal in this
way¥? And what had they to gain by
such treatment?

Like a flash ‘the answer came to
Sally. Brenda Fox! That explained
why Mitzi was so frightened of her.
Brenda had been nearby when Sally
had emerged from Ingrid’s chalzt.
She had been trying to wrest the peas
from Mitzi just. now, so that.no one
shculd see them and guess what had
happened. And why?

»Sallil] didn't_know for sure, but

earing Brenda’s smugly.confi-
dent remark that she and Helga
could win the skating contest to-
gether, she could guess. Brenda had
deliberately tried to break up Helga's
and Ingrid's friendship so that she
herself could become Helga's skating
partner! :

For. a moment Sally’s eyes kindled
with anger at Brenda’s trickery.
Then she remembered something
else. That object Brenda had been
trying to stuff into her pocket when
she urried off—a long, shining
object—could that have been the
pea~shooter?

If only she could catch Brenda
with it, then she would be able to ex-
plain to Helga and Ingrid just what
had been happening, how unfairly
roor little Mitzi had been blamed for

-something which was not her fauit!

Sally went hurrying after Brenda.
She ‘saw that girl” just dlsaCPpearing
through a doorway which led to East
House games-room. And, unaware
that she was being followed, Brenda,
with a crafty grin on her face,
dragged the shlnmig object from her

th a small linen
bag which rattled as she handled it.

__She stared around, obyviously look-

‘ing for a safe hiding-place for the

pea-shooter and the bag of dried peas.
“Give me that!” cried Sally, and -

)Uaklled into the room.

ith a frightened gasp, Brenda
threw the pea-shoter and the peas
high in the air so that they landed
on_the topmost shelf of the high
wall-fitting which contained all the
games and sporting equipment.

“There—now try and get it, Sally
Warner!” she mocked.

At once Sally began to ascend
shelf by shelf to the top of the
fitting, while Brenda tried -frantic-
ally to pull her back. Down tumbled
boxes of games, spilling their con-
tents to the floor. A pair of dumb-
bells swayed, toppled, clattered to the
floor with a_crash. And then——
> “Sally! Breada!” roared a volice
from the doorway-—the voice of Bruce
Vindholm, Housemaster of East
g)oiu?e. - What is the meaning of

$9"

Sally, half-way up the shelves,
froze.

“I—I tried to stop_her,” Brenda
said pathetically. ‘I know Sally
only looks on it as a jape, but I—I
think it's real mean to wreck all the
East House games equipment ju-just
because -she and her friends don't
like me transferring to West House !”

“Brenda, that's not true—-—"
began Sally.

** Silence.” Bruce Vindholm’s
volce was stern and angry.

“Brenda, clear up this mess!
Sally, leave here at once—and don’t
dare to come back again. And no
arguing!” he snapped, as
opened her mouth to speak.

Scarlet-faced, aware of Brenda's
triumphant grin, Sally stalked from
the room! .

Sally
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BRENDA’S TRICKERY

BU’L' if Brenda thought Sally was

beaten, she was vastly mistaken.
Five minutes later -Sally was
back at East House, this timeé with
her three bewildered-looking chums,
and a rather unhappy, perplexed
Ingrid, who had been trying to re-
move the stains from her skirt when
Sally had called her.

Sally had hoped to bring Helga
along, too, but she, unfortunately,
had just gone off to Sarneville, leav-
ing Mitzi in Johnny’s care.

. “I can’t come up to the games-
room myself,” explained Sally, *“be-
cause Mr. Vindholm might still be
there, and he’s forbidden me to.go
back. But I'm quite sure Brenda
will try to retrieve that pea-shooter
end if you can catch her with it ”

She swung round on Ingrid, her
blue eyes appealing. .

“Ingrid, if you see that will you
belleve that Mitzi isn’t really mis-
chievous and spiteful? Will you be-
lieve that it is Brenda who has
caused the trouble between you and
Helga?”

Her face lit up as Ingrid nodded.

“I will believe, Sally—and I will
make Helga understand, $00.”

“That's fine!” said Johnny enthu-
giaﬁti'cally. “You wait down here,
Sally 1

But that request, simple though it
was, Sally found impossible to obey.
She watched as Don, Johnny, Fay
and Ingrid ascended the stairs and
then, almost unknowingly, quietly
began to follow. . They reached the
games room and peered through the
half open door, to find Brenda, alone,
clambering up the shelves.

As the chums watched, she reached
the topmost shelf, groped there, and
then began to make her wa: down, a
shining object and a iny bag
clutched in one hand. And as she
did so, Sally took Mitzi from
Johnny’s arms, gave her a little push
through the half-open door.

Mitzi began to -chatter. Brenda
- gave a gasp;, then she saw the

* marmoset,

“Why, you little beast!” she
panted. ‘“How did you get here?
T1l1 teach you to frighten me——"
* And with a look of spiteful malice

she fumbled in the bag, raised the
. pea-shooter to her lips. -

But, as Brenda made to blow, her
mouth fell open; she turned pale
with alarm. For  the door crashed
pack; into the room rushed the four
chums with Ingrid, flashing-eyed and
turious, in their midst. .

“We've caught you beautifully!”
cried Sally triumphantly. ‘“Now,
Ingrid, do you believe what I told
you-—--»

‘“Believe you!” With a scathing
glare at the dumbfounded Brenda,
ingrid stooped and picked up the
little monkey, cradling him tenderly
in her arms. “I am ashamed of my-
self for being such a fool,” she said.
‘“And Helga, too, will feel the same
when I have explained. To think,”
she added indignantly, “anyone
could treat a helpless animal so just

" to realis: their selfish ambitions!”

“Well, thank oodness you've
found out before it's too late,” said
Fay %uickly. “You’'ve still got time

to get to Sarnville.-before the contest
starts, Ingrid * .
“Is that s0?” said a mocking

voice from behind them.

Even as the chums spun round,
there cams the slam of a door, the
sound of a key turning in the lock.

“You were. so busy petting that

. wretched monkey, you ‘forgot to
watch 1me,” came Brenda's gleeful
voice through the keyhole. “I'm off
to Sarneville now—and, by the way, I
don’t think I'd shout for help if I
were yoit. Mr. Vindholm is in the
building and would hear, and that

would be too bad for Sally. So
long!”
Furious, dismayed, the 'chums

stared at each other as Brenda’s
footsteps died away. To think they
shouid have allowed themselves to be

tricked like this just when every-

thing seemed to be working out so
© splendidly ! And there seemed no
other escape from the room, for the
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chattered excitedly.

window was high above the ground,
and the creeper not strong enough' to
hold them,

“It won’t hold us,”. Sally mur-
mured, gazing from the window,
“but it would hold a marmoset!
Listen! I've got an idea! Mitzi’s
great friends with Riki,. isn't she?”
Riki was Erikson Thoigen, the boy
student from Norway, a compatriot
of Helga’s and Ingrid’s, and greatly
attached to Mitzi. “If we tuck a
note in her collar, send her down the
creepar and tell her to find Riki——"

“He’ll come and let us out,”
whooped Fay. “As long as he hasn’t
elready left for Sarneville,” she added
uncertainly. “I know he was going."”

“We’ll hope for the best,” sald
Ingrid, her eyes shining with hope.
‘“A pencil—ah!” In a few seconds
she had written the note, fixed it
to Mitzi’s collar. *“Riki!” she said
clearly to Mitzi. “Riki—to Rikil!”

Mitzi stared for a moment rather
puzzledly, her head on one side.
Then, as Ingrid leaned out of the
window, and lowered the marmoset
on to the creeper, the little creature
Watched by the

. dress beside
‘and Fay following.

blue -eyes clouded. For, without
realising it, her thoughts had flown
to Ingrid—Ingrid, who had been her
greatest chum, whom she had known
from early childhood back in Norway.

“Gosh! At last!” said Brenda in
nervous elation. “Listen——"

“Contestants for the Ladies’ Fancy
Skating: ” came the voice over the
loudspeaker, echoing through the
crowded ice-rink.:

“That’s us!” sald Brenda, with a
triumphant glance towards the glass
doors.. ‘““Quickly, Helga!”

She 'urged Helga forward, her. eyes
glittering with malicious exultation.
She had:-managed it after all! Those
interfering Meérrymakers hadn’t got
out of the games-room in time to
spoil her chances. . She had won!

And there Brenda's: triumphant
thoughts abruptly ceased.  There
was & crash as the doors flew open, a
helter-skelter rush, and an urgent

Cery.. -
‘‘Helga! . Helga! Walit!”
It was Sally, with Ingrid in skating-
er, with Don, Johnny

“ Quickly!” urg(-;'d Brenda desper-

ately. ‘“Helga—— .
But she was too late. Sally had

*“ Sally, leave here at once—and don’t dare to come back again | *’ said Mr. Vindholm
sternly. Brenda Fox smiled triumphantly, believing now that Sally would be unable
T to spoil helj plans.

chums she clambered swiftly and ex-
pertly down the ivy, disappeared
from sight. -

For what seemed ages the chums
waited. They had almost given up
hope when suddenly Sally gave a

shout.

“Look-——there’s Mitzi! And she's
brought Mike Finney!” -

Michael Finney, Erikson’s chalet-
mate it was. Tn a matter of seconds
he had ascended the stairs, {reed the
joyful but impatient prisoners, ex-
plaining as he did so that Erikson
had already left for Sarneville,. but
that he had seen the message
instead. .

“Thanks, Mike!” sald Don grate-
fully. *“We're off to Sarneville, too—
and let’s hope we're not too late!”

. . . .

“ VVHY don’t they get on with it?”

snapped Brenda Fox, biting
ber lip agitatedly. ‘ All this hanging
about!”

“There is no hurry,” replied Helga
calmly. “Why do you "worry so,
Brenda? I.do not understand why
you are so nervous. In any case,”
she added a little wistfully, “I would
like to wait wuntil Sally and the
others get here.” They promised they
would come.”

Helga’s voice faltered a little as
she mentioned “the others.” Her

. the doors. - And, as she swun

already reached Helga’s side, had
gripped . her hand.

“There’s no time to explain now,”
she said breathlessly, *“but, Helga,
you and Ingrid were tricked by this
girl—Brenda Fox! We’ll tell you all
about it latér, but meantime—aqff you
gO, the pair of you. = And thé very
best of Iuck!” '

For just & moment  Helga and
Ingrid stared &t each other. Then
their eyes softened, their lips curved
in warm smiles. ith half a laugh,
half a sob, :they gave each other a
hug. = Next moment they were on the
ice. They had - always skated
superbly, Now, in their new-found
happiness, their performance was
ftawless ‘perfection,

While the admiring crowd watched
breathlessly, while Sally & Co.
applauded enthusiastically, Brenda
Fox, pale and furious, sidled tovggrds

em
open, passed through them, she was
followed by the roar of cheering
which _followed the announcement
that Helga and Ingrid  were the
winners of the skating contest—that
they had won the award she had
coveted. - ¥

(End of this week’s story.)

Another lively story- featuring the
Merrymakers ‘next week—with Sally
& Co. and their cheery rivale, the Tops,
providing plenty of fun.
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St

. raised .his

the €.
o “Let me.4ry!” crosked the voice ‘b y

R %reet

THE WARNING OF THE
SAND DIVINER
(Continucd Irom page 448 j
“Then I'm coming w1th ou"’
Gwen’ gulped, holding tightly to her

chum’s arm.
Into the echoing cavern the old

- sand-diviner led the way.

“Sees! 'The stones that you seek!”
+» Their guide’s husky, sing-song vome
cchoed through the cavern as
lantern, revealihg a
number of strangely carved 1ocks
that formed a. circle.

Avril started . forward, her pulses
rgcing. This .. was the thrlmng
moment "séhe had anticipated from”
the time the professor had-:rrevealed
the serpent amulet. Gwen’s™
assistance; while ;the "old man held-

. the lantexn, she éxamined the circle’

of rocks. = Her heart leaped as she’
discoveredr a massive slab of black
.+~basalt,r bearing several curious in-
scriptans identical to those on the
“amulet.

Then came the problem of raismg
massive ston

of their bearded guide.

He gi'asped the sldb, the muscles of
his arms straining. while the chums

watched with: bated :breath.’ *Sud-
~ denly,_with-a--hollow: thud thé stone.
fell.” back, . revealing, ‘in’ a - dusty

cavity, a small ‘wooden casket secured
‘bronze bands,
agerly Avril bent to lift it. But
- at that mstan; a cold voice rang ous
v behind her :
<. “Thank: you, Miss - Hardlng' You
" have saved me the trouble of obtain-.
.ing the casket for myseif!” e

Avril whu‘led to stare i horrified

: amazement ; at.. .bespecticled,
cynical figun ho stood there,” re-.
_volver in hand, and accomp'mled by
‘an armed Arab .
Herbert .-Baxter,” the - pro‘fessorj,s.
trusted secretary' i N
“Youl!” gasped findin ;her
voice as she backed a ‘Youi are
the enemy” x4

ji A thin smile cuwed the secretary’s
ps.
“If yon like to put-it . that wa
iss  Hardin I.wags aware of ya
on, an dbclded‘ 10" relieve you
‘ot “the anrylet. Had it not been for
that meddlesome - Hal Gayford, I
might have suceeeded before. But
everything has turned out for the
best, as it happens.” * His voice

became suddenly menacmg “Kindly
hand me that casket!”
Clutching the  precious casket,

~Avril backed away, her face very pale.
'St -Hal—the boy she had mistrusted
‘—had. been their friend from- the

first!" His innocent trick to. delay
““their journey had Jbeen for their own -
safety; and. it had been Herbert
Baxter, not Hal, who had fired the
treacherous shot to scare ,Gwen’s
-horse, hoping.to steal-the amulet in
the ensuing ¢onfusion.

oy
him with .reckless defiance. ¢
daren’t take it away from me!
sand-dxvmer is  our friend, and he

H'%lgnegt 1l?»a.)f(t:erii‘llaugAlried scornfullsa
at old_ foss: i re; coul

hold him with one hand‘ it 5 -
Not quite .So easy, erbe1t .y -
1”..sang . out  a TYamiliar; cheery
from behmd the sand-duuner S

You

beard
Ali- gave an mcredulous cry

quben Baxter. recoiled as. the

"beard ' was. Whisked

" Hal

face

a.nd
"bushy
aside~—to " reveal -
Gayford’s’ ‘detérmined, - boyish
a . reckless glitter m hls biue

€eyes

Even as the Arab swung up his riﬁe,
Hal ducked, flinging- himself head--

first” at. the, man and sandlng him ;
sprawllng

Herbert *Eaxter “Yaised hls revolver,
but Avril ‘caught-at- his arm, and t
‘bullet whistled harmlessly into the
roof. of the cave.: -

The, next moment Hal was holdlng
the Arab’s rifie, directed . at
secretary’s pallid 'face.

“That's better
,“Better not make

‘a ~rasn. move; -1

- ger slips. on ‘the. tﬂ%ge
y%sﬁ see, ,szzll"‘-‘—he grinned cheerily -
‘at the asbeu d d cm;_m was the*

.5~

I won’t!” she gasped, faciné

Horbert,” e - s*zid :

sand-diviner of Alglers ! 1

“But—but .4, don't - understand,”
Avril faltered <her. mind in a wihirl.
“How :did you know that all these
things would happen?”

"Pa.nly guesswork » said Hall, with

a grin, *“though I was re: nsible for
the first happening mysel Good old
Rollo, our neighbour’s black retriever,
played his part well!”

“You—you wanted to plevent our
travelling"" breathed Avril.

“Because I suspected Baxter's
game !” Hal snapped, his eyes harden-
ing. “He was after uncle’s secret—
_yeur secret. It was he who persuaded
uncle to lét him accompany you in
.my stead..-I guessed he’d try to rob
you—p05sibly at some lonely spot like
the place of. red rocks, ‘where the
caravans always‘*halt for a rest. So
I .decided .on_.a novel method of
warning you,” ‘When that failed I fol-
lowed the. ca.ravan and .caught up
with you &1 st.in time. Now to deal
with friend Baxter, while you examine
your fathers casket, Avril'"

. . ; .

SEA’I‘ED An- their tent, ~by the light
of & swinging lamp. the two girls
‘gazed speech. lessly’ at the Ion -burjed
treasures--of - an - ancieélt : pr nce of
Morcoecos—the: . legat bzy Avrll‘s

T ce wps pbked

ough flap o
‘Hallo, girls’ " sake ‘H o« Wonder-
g whdt to buy with’ your new—found
weaIth? How ~apout some eastern
robes to with' - these ‘-Turkish.
pers. But joklng ‘apaft, T came to
te11 "you that ‘the caravan -will be set-
ting. out. for Marakand atVdawn and.
Il want -you to back :me 1ip- when
make my" peace» with ‘unce He'll
Have more reason thaf’” ever 'now . to
call me a’scattér-brain!” -
gou change that
“Not tor any-

explorzr Hatheris;
15 A cheery, <-freck]

4“I wouldn't ‘have
name, Ha.l" Avri sai
thm

THE END

Thn theso Qirl’s ’ Sonyet ”—Mﬂo

ytitle lof nexi woek’s exoiting I g
piste atory. . Make surs of.r
‘ordering: your mpy of
STAlq, fow.”

‘JOY—THE G RL WITH A’

100 VOICES

(Continued from puge 456. )

general was & mimic, too, there was a
cat in that basket;

~*See—it has the laundr:y tag of the *
keénnels on it,” he snappe “Some
. careless ass put }:Egc cat: ba.sket in the
Laundw van. " T is my.

urry ‘up, Mushden' -

myself.”

He put the basket on the front’ seat
beslde him-and took the-wheel.” The.
~'chauffeir was many yards.away,: sttg

an

Joygzbmin “?orlgeed %wnman' ‘
‘The. m tl’xam ,Wk’et

’11 duve

%’% s‘luvé &‘h ',f
ing, Buthow? . -
rai wonrdnt -willingty take
& couldn’f force him.to——
e.idea ca e Joy,opened

" the:
nto-
xpe,d the' .
>tel: _dpcclved
by-. Joy i
Sl Mus I‘ngh ” he
sald i s
14 Yes, : outhing o t
of si eh{: T om the x;qar-vmw mirror.:

ust” telephone from ‘that box -
down the ‘road . 4na telI t»he show
peoge I’ll. be there.” e
“The , general *stdpped : the ca; and

- gtepped out;: then he Went across to <

the telephone bog:
STH

at was Joy's chance. "She. opened + «.Jqy ~had: juét arhved bu
V. not interrupt.. -
gripped ‘the >harness’ Of the:sleek,« ,N'I'he ge’neral ope d the

the basket on-the seat and hurriedd

mu&t ke
h ¥

ne

beautiful cat that; crouched "there

She vaw' a pair of heavy golr snoes
in the:- car well at her feet; s
-them, she dumped them in the b eg
tl!;teti whlpplng out Zinko, then closc.

e
’ And ‘what to do with Zinko now?

On the seat beside her was a golf club. .

_bag. She gulled out the clubs, and
persuaded inko to get into the bag.
‘That done, and making sure the cat

woumn t escape, Joy stepped from the.
T8 ta.xi puued-‘

@ Fust in time, too. ?
up with .a-séreech . of" brakes,..and
from it jumped’

. he aid the driver.:
" called Joy, and ‘then added,

a,x
as '1;1 stepped in: “The cat show!”

AUMT IMA was frantxc She had
taken a taxi to the cat show
after all: and had rushed at once to

. adepbsit the- general’s cat with one of
thewomclals t ‘done, she went to
Jown - cub&cl

That was when she went frantic.
Fo‘y A?n .opening Zinko’s basket——

'15 my - Zinko?’

She heard the general’s voice behind .

Her; -he.had overtaken Joy's taxi and

" had arrived first.

“Whats that" Lost | your cat?” he
« ask -Aunt Jemima. -Then -yeu
may now

best cat in

basket and take ‘out the
the shi i
3 “H’m'" ~said‘Aunt Jem
I just wonder what -you re
got in.that bask

‘the chauffeur, Wha"
ra.n tO'tl'Ie telephone. box a8 soon’ as-

tone—a stone!” babbled: Aunt -
mima. “Oh, this is terrible! Where'

watch me hm,isen my cat’

darkly. b
lly. have

fbésket fd.

ﬂung back the ud Then Wlth a cry
of m‘ngled rage ‘and norror ‘he“stag= -

.gered ck. ~His cheeks fiamed and
hen paled. %

- # A" pair. of gol'P

shoes!

Then—then where’s' my ‘Where’s
my cat? Someone has’ stolen my. catf”
he raged! - )

“On. the contrary,". safd. “Aunt

Jem.lma ,coolif » 2 If you gg
: allotted cubicie you wuL ﬁn
there.”
. Then Joy spoke up.
**And here AunLJemi

to your
your cat

1. _ko.’.'
she 'said. . Didn w’ou bok
* gfter Zinko, and here e’ 15,

-§atnd.  If -someone. had’ stolen” the
basket he -would have-stolen . only
stone. Little did.anyone think 1
would be .in the'gene_ral's_ go .eluh
ba%;‘-hexe!” ’ e i

ere.was, a shout of amaze nt
from all.” ‘Aunt Jemima R

ug
pet; ‘the general  took .back gls go
Slub bag and goggled in WOnder at
" Oh, Jo ! You marvellous girl!
Oh, “well done"' said Aunt Jemi

gleefum -*“You outwltted t
general.” :
“Pah!” said the genel‘al “ Wai

madam—wait until the; testlng time
of the show comes!” ..~

_Never ‘had Joy- heen.in_.her " Huht's
good Books. SO . coxﬁpletelv Aunt
Jemima actually’ hugged hex ‘for sghe
had saved the. sitiiatign..

Joy’s-work was dong, and. not-even
her. mimlcry and ‘ventl.ﬂoquism were
needed ' to win the. ﬂf’st prize for
Zinko. . Zinko .did that. WIth ehse,
while tJ}e geverals ca came gOOd

o

(End of th'ff weeh’s stcry)

,QThere will be another amusing st.o y
featuring . vontnloqmst Joy next week. -
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