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THE ESCAPE FROM THE
MUSEUM

HIRLEY BLYTHE and her chums,
Tess and Dick Foley, were stay-
ing in Bootendorp, in Holland,

as the guests of their Dutch chum,
Jan.

They were helping Zella van Deen,
ward_of a wealthy bulb-grower, Mr.
van Hagel, to solve the secret of a
hrass tulip bowl shaped like a clog,
Zella was afraid of her guardian, who
was also after the secret.

‘The chums were told by Mr., van
Hagel that he had sent Zella to
Germany to stay there.

Learning that a second bowl was
hidden in the museum in Schipol,
shirley & Co. went there. The
museum was closed, and they climbed
in through a window. They secured
the bowl, and crept back to the
window. To their horror, however, on
peeping out, they saw van Hagel
pacing up and down the opposite
pavement. Their way ol esgape was
cut off!

. - . .

# WE‘VE got to get out somehow!”

Tess' volce was anxious. "If
that museum doorkeeper comes down
and catcges us here in the boiler-

1room

“He isn't far away!" gasped Dick.
“Shirley, are Yyou sure that's van
Hagel snooping around outside?”

“T tell you I saw him, But I don't
think he saw me,” whiapered Shirley,
and risked another peep through the
window.

That tall, dark-clad figure was un-
mistakably Mr. van agel, ~Zella's
guardian. He was pacing restlessly
up and down on the opposite pave-
ment. What could he be doing,
snooping in this desolate side-street
by the museum, unless he suspected
something? Shirley asked hersell.

He knew they hacd come here to
Schipol in quest of the tulip bowl.
Had he spied on their movements?
Did. he know or suspect that theyv
had stolen into the museum, even
though it was closed to the public,
in order to pursue their search?

“But it wouldn't matter even if
he did suspect—if we' could get out
of this place,” Shirley mused. “We've
got the tulip bowl and the secref.
too, and as long as he doesn't get
them were all right., But i[ van
Hagel gives the alarm, and brings
that doorkeeper down on us while
we're still trapped here——"

“Then we'll he searched. and we'll
have tn give up the tulip bowl!"
groaned Tess.

“Gosh! Isn't there something we
can do?" asked Dick,

The chums looked at each other.
Shirley drew a deep breath.

"Lel's make a dash for it! Come
on! Surprise and speed—that's our
only wav out!”

She peeped through the window
again : waited a split second until
van Hagel’'s back was turned. Then
she flung lhe window open wide and
plunged out.  Tess leapt out after
her—then Dick.

Thud, thud. thud! Their feet
landed on the pavement with three
gswift thumps. like drum-beats.

“A-ah!" Van Hagel whirled round
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on the opposite pavement with a

gasp.

He only had time to gasp. He saw
three nimble figures, in cveling
shorts and sweaters, streak across

his vision. He knew he saw them.
But they were gone before his senses
could believe it,

“Gee! Did you see his face?"”

“Was he surprised?”

“ Knocked him for six!"

Gasping with laughter, the chums
sprinted like hares through the
cobbled streets, Bewildered Dutch
folk gaped from their windows and
cooBways.

The chums seized their bikes from
the cycle park, and a few moments
later they were bowling merrily out
of Schipol on the free, open highway.

It was an exuberant ride back to
Breukelen. The day had ended in
.triumph for the chums. The tulip
bowl was in their hands at last, its
precious secret safe in their keeping.
All van Hagel's treachery and schem-
ing had failed to cheat Zella. Even
his banishing her away to Germany
had availed him nothing. They had
secured that vital secret for her,
in her absence, just as thev had
pledged they would!

“We'll celebrate this tomorrow—
with Jan—when we get him to de-

cipher that message in the tulip
bowl!" Shirley said radiantly, as
they pedalled home in the fast-

falling dusk.

“Rather!
tion, too—Jan
to-morrow ! ”
excitedly.

1 wonder if he's managed to hire
that barge he was after?” breathed
Tess, - “Tt would he gorgeous if we
could all do a cruise together, and I
believe we shall. .Judging by to-dav.
our lucky star'’s in the ascendant!”

They had all the better appetites
for dinner, having missed lunch, and
afterwards they staved up in their
rooms at the Beehive Café for the
rest of the evening, writing letters

It'll be & real celebra-
starts his holidavs
ick reminded her

home. .
Next morning. they were out of
their beds as soon as the milkman

wakened them, as he always did.
vrundling his little dog-drawn cart
along the cobbles. They bathed and
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dressed with rapid gusto, eager to he
off to Bootendorp to meet Jan,

A succulent odour wafted from the
kitchen as they went downstairs,
Shirley beamed and put her head in
at the door,

“Can I smell omelettes, Mrs,
Golz?”
"My favourite brekker!” sighed

Tess rapturously.

Dick was gazing secarchingly around
the room. -

*May I borrow the newspaper
while I'm here, Mrs. Golz?" he asked,
for he was always eager to struggle
through the paper each morning in
order to improve his Dutch,

Mrs. Golz turned brightly from the
sizzling [rying-pan and glanced at
the tahle.

“The newspaper, mine dear?’ she
said. "™Ah. it is not here! I t'ink
Willem has taken it. He is reading
about the robbery!”

“Ronbery?” whistled Dick. “'Where
was that?”

“In  Schipol, It was a most
audacious robbery.” sald Mrs, Golz,

waxing excited. ''The thieves, they
broke into the Schipol Museum!”

All three chums gave an involun-
tary jump.

“Broke into the museum?’” echoed

Shirley. “Wh-when?”
. “Last night!” said Mrs. Golz, en-
joving the sensation her news had
created. “ 1t seems dot de museum
has- been closed for some days to
prepare for an exhiobition of precious
stones vot have heen loaned by the
diamond merchants of Amsterdam.
The stones vos there when the bri-
gands broke in last night, and the
papel says they have got avay vith
a big haul of diamonds. How dey
fver;‘got. in, I say, dot is astound-
ng!"”

* Astounding, rather!” mumbled
the chums, wondering if the thieves
had entered the museum by the same .
means as themselves,

“The police will soon catch them
—oh, ja, ja.!” declared Mrs. Golz
confidently. *The newspaper says
they already has a clue. Dutch police
is very goot., They always catch-——
Hok!"” She whirled back to the fry-
ing-pan in the nick of time. " Your
omelettes vos nearly burning vhiie T
talk. You take them vith you to
your tahle, minec dears?”

The chums took their trays, anc
escaped to their table in the café
before they vented their suppressed
excitement,

“Golly!" gasped Shirley. “Thank
goodness we broke imnto the museum
vesterday afternoon and not lasg
night !’
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“ It lets us out We ean’t be sus-
pected of takinz the jewels, any-
way " grinned Dick with a sigh of
relief,

They changed the subject swiltly
then when some customers camne
into the café-—but they were not
allowed to forget it. Each of those
customers seemed to bring news-
papers, and the bold black headlines

blavoned from every table :
“SCHIPOL SENSATION! DARING
JEWEL ROBBERY. DESPERADOES
—t(that was the Dutch word»—
DESPERADOES BREAK INTO
MUSEUM!"”

It was the same when the chums
cycled off to Booptendorp. At every
turn of the road they were con-
ironted by posters on the newspaper
kiosks, stabbing it home at them
almost pointedly : " DESPERADOES
BREAK INTO MUSEUM!"

They were rounding the bend of
the towpath, near Jan’s farmhouse,
when quite & different spectacle
caught thelr excitement. A plump,
haggy-trousered figure was struggling
up the gang-plank of a barge, carry-
ing a heavy sack on his shoulders.

“ Jan !’ whooped the chums.

They caught up with him just as
he deposited his sack aboard the
barge. They left their bikes on the
canal bank and rushed up on deck
to join him. ' -

“vait till I gets my breath back.”
puffed Jan, “then I vill tell you!’

“We've got something to tell yvou
first, Jan!" cried Dick excitedly.
“We've found the tulip bowl!”

“Found 11?7 Jan's eyes shone,

“And the secret!” burst in Shirley.
“There's a paper inside it, Jan, and
we want you to translate it for us!”

Dick had already whipped the
tulip bowl out of his pocket. A
quaint hrass object, shaped like a
clog, it glistened in his hand as he
clicked open the spring in the heel
He drew out the tightly-folded paper
secreted there and handed it eagerly
to Jan.

“It must be a message to Zella—
some instructions of some Kind—
from jJer brother,” Dick explained.
“Zella's not here: van Hagel's hidden
her away somewhere in Germany and
she can’t do anything about it, But
we can! Read it to us, Jan—tell us
what it means!"”

All the chums held their breath as
Jan gazed, absorbed, at the thick
Dutch writing and its curious figures
and symbols, What were they now
1o hear? What was this strange
secret, on which Zella’s happiness was
said to depend? What had van Hagel
to lose by it? What had he to fear
that he should have gone to such
desperate lengths to cheat her of its
discovery?

And then at last Jan looked up,
aad they saw him shake his head.

“I—I do not know vot it means;
1 do not understand one vord of it,
mine irlends——no better than you
do!" he confessed bewilderedly. “It
is, pairhaps, vot you call a code.
Ounly Zella could understand it.”

1t was a crushing shock to the
chums.

“Then we're stumped!” Shirley
said, aghast. " We don’t know where
to find Zella! And we can’t do any-
thing more to help her!”

VAN HAGEL'S REVENGE

AN'S blue cyes were glowing.

J “yYou haf not yet heard my
news!" he said. “Pairhaps we
shall find Zella!”

“Jan! How?"

“I haf a clue to where Zella is
goue! I got it from my vriend, the
postman, who owns dis barge!"”

“Good old Jan!” Dick thumped
nhim heartily on the back, They had
forgotten that. Jan had a valuable
ally and helper in the village post-
mar,

“Jan! Has he been able to trace
7Zella's address for you in Germany?”
Shirley cried.

“Not ze exact address—ah. nol
But he has found out ze district
where she is from a letter van Hagel
wrote,” Jan said solemnly. “Van
Hasel lied! Zella has not been sent
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.ment.

mie 15 still in Holland:
Winsunm,”
How tor's that, Jan?”

LO Gt lilany
she 15 near

* Winsum?
asked Tess,

“Far up north. Much oo far for
us to go.” Jan teld her. “But mine
postmail 15 very gooir vriend  Soon
he will trace Zella’s exact address {or
us. He vill put us in correspondence
vith her—and he vill guarantee that
our messages are safely delivered to
Zella alone!”

“Jan! If only we can depend on
that——" Shirley began hopefully.

“He guarantees iv! He vill do
anyt'ing for me! And vhy not?”
Jan faced the trio in triumph. "I

am his customer 1 haf
barge, mine shipmates!"”
The chums stared.
*Hired i, Jan?”
“Not for a whole week?"
“Just for a day, you mean? How
much is it, Jan? If we can scrape u
enoqgh guilders to pay our whac

hired dis

is ours for a whole
veek, and she i3 goin' to pay for
herself,” Jan said with rapt enjoy-
“You do not pay nixies!” -

*“Dis harge

“Wh-what?" All three waited with
bated breath. )

Jan ointed triumphantly to a
whole lorry-load of bulging sacks

that were dumped on the canal bank.

now!"” exulted Tess. “Jan's pulled
off a corking success in getting this
barge!" -

The name of cthe bavge, aptly

enough, was the Viktor. The chums
spent a busy morning loading its
hold with the sacks of grain, and by
the time the task was finished, they
were ready for lunch at the cai¢
recommended by Jan.
It was & cosy wayside café, cater-
ing = specially for youth cycling
parties, and the buxom proprietress
knew Jan well. She gave the chums
a table in her own Drivate parlour,
where there was a glowing Dutch
stove, & wireless, a gramophone, and
everyvthing they could want in the
way of home comiort.

Jan switched on the wireless.

“Music while we eat,” grinned
Shirley, as the strains of a datce
band filled the recom.

But the music did not last long.
Presently it stopped, and there were
three little pips. Then a Dutch an-
nouncer hegan to read the news.
Shirley did not understand any of it
until she heard the unmistakabie
words @ " Schipol Museum.”

*Is 1t about the rpobbery, Jan?
What is he saving?' she asked.

~3he saw a queer variety of expres-
sions chasing across Jan's plump face

Grinningly Jan surveyed the astonished chums. “*I am sailing to-night,”* he told
them, ‘‘ and you are coming with me—as my Dutch crew ! "’

“Dot is our cargo!”™ he said. ‘Dot
is grain from poppa's farm. To-
morrow we take it [or him to Rotter-
dam—and we take it very cheap, be
cause it is for poppa. But we brin
back from Rotterdam a cargo o
timber—and the timber merchant
vill pay us goot money! It is all
fixed, We shall earn enough to pay
for dis barge and go cruising the
rest of the week!"

“Jan—oh, you giddy
Shirley's eyes sparkled.

It had been the dream of their
lives to spend a few days cruising the
canals by barge, but they had not
encugh Dutch money to be able to
afford it. Now Jan had found a way
of doing it free of expense!

“Jan, vowve given us a Bigper
thrill than we got yesterday, when
we broke into the Schipol Museum,”
Tess told him.

“yven you did—vot?’ gasped Jan,
astonished. He had read about the
sensational robbery at the museum,
but it was the first he had heard of
the chums' exploit there earlier in
the day.

His plump figur® shook with laugh-
ter when they told him how thev
had broken in—and how they had
broken out under_the very eyes of
the snooping van Hagel.

“We're going to have a special
lunch to-day, Jan, to celebrate our
success!"” grinned Dick,

“It'll be a <ouble

wizard!"”

celebration

while he listened, Finally he switched
oft the set.

*The police believes,” he told them
in a worried tone, “that the robbery
vos done by verv yvoung people.”

“Well, of course it was,” said Dick.
“They'd have to be pretty voung if

they sgueezed through the same
window that we did!"”

“They has evidence,”” went on
Jan, “that one of them at least vos
a girl!"”

“1 bet theyre wrong!” scoffed
Shirley. *Girls don't go in for dia-

mornd robberies, except in films.”

“The police know it vos a girl,
because theyv found a girl's scarf by
the cases where the diamends had
heen stolen,” said Jan.

Dick started slightly.

1 say, vou girls didn't drop a scaif
there, did you?" he asked quickly.

Tess gave him a pitying look.

“*My dear brother, didn't vyou
notice that Shirley and I weren't
wearing scarves?”

“And I haven't got one now,” said
Shirley. "I lent mine to Zella that
night we were coming hack on the
harge from Amsterdam after the
dance, It was blowy on deck, and
she was feeiing the cold more than
I did. I haven’t seen her since, 50
she hasn't had the chance to give it
back t® me——" And then Shirley
paused, struck by a startling thought.

The same thought fashed upcn
her chume.
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“Shirley ! Tess exclaimed. *"Ii
Zella lelt your scarf at home—at van
Hagel's—he would have Known it was

sours, wouldn't he?”
“He couldn't have taken it! He
:ouldn't have planted it in the

nuseumn—to iframe you!" Dick jerked
yut, aghast.

“He could—if he were wicked
amough. But——'" Shirley gasped
and shook the thought away. ‘' Gee,
don't let's get any crazy idea like
that into our heads! There are mil-
lions of scarves in the world. We
only know that one of the thieves
dropped a scarf, and we don't know
what it was like, or what colour it
was."

Jan interrupted her, his face white.

“But if it vos
it could be identified as yours! Van
Hagel vould know that. He vould
know it could be dangerous and
terrible evidence against you! Sup-
posing he vanted io frame you 32

“Yes. But—but there was a rob-
hery. How could he know there was
roing to be a robbery in the
museum?"’ Shirley gasped.

“He could have [ramed that, too.
He is guite wicked enough to do it,”
Jan said tensely, “if coi secret you
haf found is dangeroas to nim! I
begin to feel woiricd o you, mine
vriends. Van Hagel luows vou vere
in the museunl; hz knows yvou must
haf found now the tulip bowl—and
he vould do any desperate t'ing to
stop you giving the tulip bowl and
its secret to Zella.”

‘There was an uneasy silence. Then
Dick gave a hasty laugh,

_**Here, shake out of it, or we'll be-
{in to imagine there’s something in
what Jan says!”

“It's my fault for suggesting that
van Hagel might have got hold of
Shirley's scarf!™” Tess said hurriedly.

“Porget it!” sald Shirley, trying
gaily to change the subject, *“What
do we do this afternoon, Jan? We’ll

he taklng the barge down to Rotfer-
dam and back to-morrow with the
cargo, won't we? Oughtn’t we to
load up with provisions to-day, all
ready for the cruise afterwards?”
They spent the whole afternoon

buyin foodstuff and storing it
aboard the barge. Jan alone still
seemed quiet and worried. The

chums were outwardly in the highest
spirits,. Not one of them would
admit, even to themselves, a vague
but persistent sense of apprehension.

Dusk was falling when at last they
cycled back to Breukelen, Jan came
with them. He wanted to do a little
more shopping there—and, in par-
ticular, t0 buy some more of Mis,
Golz' delicious honeycakes.

“We could hring them with us to-
morrow, Jan,” Shirley sald

“You vill haf all your luggage to
bring to-morrow. You vill not haf

room for enough honeycakes—be-
cés.use ’I vant to store some on the
arge.’

Shirley laughed, and the chuins
dismounted and wheeled their bikes
round the back of the row of shops
and houses where the café was situ-
ated. Then, leaving them in the
little bacEyard of the café, they
strolled back into the square. They
had herdly gone a few steps when
Shirley gave a sudden gasp.

“Wait a moment!” she whispered,
"quolk—those policemen outside the
café!"

The others stopped, following her
gaze. They saw two sialwart men in
uniform, one of whom held a note-
book in his hand, looking up at the
name outside the Beehive Café.

He nodded, and the other man
banged on the door. As he did 50,
Shirley felt a little chill of appre-
hension sweep over her.

“Let's get closer!’™ she murmured.
“Quick—behind that statue in the
middle of the road!” :

Silently, swiftly, all four chums
rushed towards the great statue in
the centre of the sguare. In the
shelter of its great stone plinth they
were able to hear clearly as Mrs,
Golz opened the café dool.

“Frau Goltz.” said the officer with
the notebook, " you have three young
English guests staying here?”
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our scarf, Shirley,"

‘the backyard .

Shirtey's bheart jumped. She heard
her chums_ gasp.

“Jal! They stay with
heard Frazu Golz reply, bewildered.
“But what is it you want?”

“ Where are they?” interrupted the
officer,

“They have not come in yet,” Mrs.
Golz replied,

Then the chums’ hearts [roze as
the police officer rapped :

“We will come in and wait for
them. It is in connection with the
diamond robbery at Schipoi
Museum!”

THE CHUMS IN HIDING

HE chums stood quite still as the
two officers disappeared into
the café. Then, as if all their

thoughts were in accord, they pelted
across the square, and round to the
backyard of the café where they had
leit their bikes.

“It is vot I feared!” Jan panted.
“yan Hagel has framed you! He has
evidence, proofs—and he has told
the police!” A

“But " began Shirley. .

“You must get avay-—guick!”
Jan interrupted her, “You must
hide! It is your only chance!” he
went on swiftly. I vill hide irou!"

“Where?' Shirley asked hopelessly.
“There's nowhere—-"

“Yes, there is! Quickly—get your
bikes! Ve vill ride to Bootendor{a—
to the barge. There you can lie low
—and leave everyting else to me!"”

The chums soundlessly grabbed up
their bikes and wheeled them Irom
ithen, once clear of
meunted and rode

me!” she

the café, they
swiftly away. .

It was a nightmare ride to Booten-
dorp, but at last the barge Viktor
hove into sight, and the chums
thankfully went aboard and down
into the little low-roofed cabin below
deck.

Jan's face was strained in the light
of the storm lantern which Dick lt,
but there was a gleam of excitement
in his eyes.

“I vill leave you to make some
coffee, 1 shall not be long.”

And before they could question
him he had hurried out of the cabin,

“Jan's got some bee in his bonnet,”
Shirley murmured. “1 wonder what
he's up to now?' She sighed. " Oh,
well, we might as well make some
cofiee, Goodness knows, I feel in
need of it after all this panic!”

The chums heartily echoed that
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.chest with the name Viktor,

sentiment. The stove Was &0 COINg
and then they laid the littic table.
It was just as Shirley was making
the coffee that Jan returned, He was
carrying an enormous bundie over
his shoulder, and his eyes were glean-
ing, his face bright with exciterment
and ?urpose. .
“Mine vriends, we are sailing to-

night!” he announced. * Now!"”

" Sailing?’ The chums could only
gape at him. X
“¥es., The barge is nct going to

Rotterdam now,’”’ Jan said distinctiy.
“1t is going to Winsum—on import-
ant business—to find Zella!™

Bhirley & Co. gasped.

“Jan, don't be an old crackpot!”
Dick exclaimed. "“Don’t forget we
three are wanted by the police! Ycu
can't go careering along the canuls
hiding us——"'

Jan suddenly grinned.

“But you vill not be recoguised!
And you vill not be English any more.
You vill be t'ree Dutch bargees work-
ing as my crew!” he told them, and
opened the bulging sack he was
carrying.

Qut of it he drew three barge2
jerseys, each blazoned across the
Eetore
the chums could get their breath
back he produced a pair of bell-
bottomed slacks, then a collection ol
sea boots and stockings and then—
two weather-beaten serge skirts, such
as were woin by every girl hargeec in
Holland.

“All dose is regulation—vol you
might call de uniform of our Dutch
bargees,” Jan told them. " Now,
tell you. Everyting is paid for--
never mind how. 1 haf chartered dis

barge-—and you are my crew. You
are under my orders. Now—you
change into these clothes, and we
sail right away!"

The chums' Hearts lifted., It was
a daring risk they and Jan were
taking. But what a thrilling idea!

Disguised as bargees they had a
chance of escaping detection.

Without further ado Shirley and
Tess dashed into the smaller cabii,
aft, to change, while Jan filled the
petrol tank, and lit the green and
yellow navigation lamps on the prow.

When they came on deck again
Jan gave a delighted chuckle.

1 do not Know you!' he gasped.
“you surely cannot be my Englisn
vriends—so different you look!”

For indeed the chums weve
changed. They looked as Dutch as
Jan did himself,

“It is goot!’ breathed Jan. ' Once
ve are clear of dis neighhourhood ve
haf a chance. So—ve sail now!”
And he strode back to the wheel.

“(3ive us the word when vou want
to cast off, Jan,” Shirley called,
standing by the hawser.

There was & moment's breathless
pause, then a call from Jan.

The engine sounded ominousiyv
loud in the night as he started her
up. Shirley threw off the rope. Tess
and Dick shoved with the Dpole
against the canal bank,

Quivering, the barge pulled out.
The water churned at her timbers.
She was under way, heading forward
into the darkness. ‘

Out of that darkness a hlue light
suddenly gleamed, There was the
purring’ hum_ of a motor-launch.
Swiftly, incredibly swiftly, the blue
light grew larger

*“What boat’s
asked quickly. :

*“Canal police. Ve shall see plenty
of dose,” sald Jan, and Kept his gare
fixed steadily ahead.

Next second Shirley saw that blue
light bearing down upon theni. The
launch pulled straight across theiy
bows. A glaring searchlight flashed
from its deck, almost blinding her,

“Hold your helm, lad!” called =2
commanding voice.

The chums’ hearts iroze. Were
they to be discovered before they
started? With a Jjolt the police
launch grazed alongside.

called that
“We're coming abearu!”’

that, Jan?" Shirley

“Hold your helm!”
volce again.

There will be a further instalment of
this grand serial in next Friday's GIRLS’
CRYSTAL.
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PATSY'S BIG CHANCE

"I_ ERE 1. comes!” gasped Patsy
Wray, “And—here I go!”

A curling breaker swept up
on to the palm-girt beach of sunny
wlovlda, carryving with it a slender
ngure clinging tightly to a surt-
noard,

Amid a cloud of spray it receded,

leaving Patsy like a stranded mer-
maid on the shingle.
‘I'bere came a cheer ifrom the

crowd of boys and girls enjoying
themselves in the sea some distunce
awuy.

“lop bad, Paddy!" commented a
pleasant volce, a5 a tall young feilow
cierged from the waves close heside
ner, and splashed through the surt.
“Youw'll soon be as good a surf-rider
as you are a swimmer—if you remem-
ber to keep your head.”

“on!’ pPatsy looked up, to meet
Lthe guizzical gleam in the other's
eves—grey eves set in a lean, sun-
onned face, “So you're here again,
Brisn Travers!” B

“Alwuays bobbing up at awkward
mameants, en?” The hoy grinned,
running  his  fingers through his
damp curly hair. “I swam over Lo
nave a4 word with you.”

“Really?”  Patsy sat up, hugging
her Knees and basking in the glorious
suushine. * And what is it this time
—-Big Boss?”

kver since she had come to Florida
to stay with her old school-cnum,
Beryl Royston, at the latter’s charm-
ing house near Coral Bay, this boy—
a4 neighbour—had taken it on him-
self to boss her around.

It appeared that Brian had once
heen 1riendly with Patsy's brother,
who had spent a year at Harvard:
and he seemed to look on this dis-
tant connection as giving him a right
to take her under his wing.

The vouth chuckled, not a whit
abushed by her challenging glance.

“Got anything speclal on this
alternoon?” he asked,

“Yes, Irma'’s calling for me.
We're driving out to her place in the
Everglades.”

A slight shadow crossed thc bhoy's
good-looking  Tace—a  cloud  that
pussed quickly, leaving his usual
confident smile.

“That's too bad!
cancel the trip.”

“And who savs s0?" demanded
Patsy, her blue eyes gleaming.

“I do,” Brian replied coolly. * You
see, T've fixed up a bit of real sport
for you. You're coming boating with
me."”

TYowll have to

GIRLS' CRYSTAL--25-3-50

Glle Wouldu? Be Bo

Patsy breathed deeply.

“*Sorry, Brian,” she said, * but I've
practically promised Irma. She's
going to introduce me to an infua-
ential sports-promoter who might he
interested in my swimming,”

Brian raised sceptical eyebrows.

“Irma,” he declared, "is all talk.
She’s not your sort—or mine, I've
warned you to have nothing to do
with her.”

“You've no right to pick anrl
choose my {Iriends,” flashed Patsv.
“Irma’s a jolly nice girl.”

“Tastes differ,” declared Brian.
shrugging. * However, don't forget.--
I'll meet you at three o'clock,
promptly.”

“You'll be unlucky!” rejoined

Patsy, tossing her head.
Brian merely grinned—au
tantalising grin—as he picked up his

towel and strolled away across ihe
beach, with a cheery wave of his
hand.

Patsy sprang to her feet, throwing
a plece of seaweed after the boy as
she heard his confident whistle.

“Briun Travers,” she announced,
“needs taking down a peg or two!"

Yet she couldn't help liking him,
despite her annoyance at his high-
handed ways. He could be a really
charming boy—Iif he wasn't s=o
bossy. :

Patsy was quite determined that
she wouldn't meet Brian that after-
noon; and her determination was in-
creased when, arriving back with her
chums at the cdelighttul house over-
looking the bay, she wus called to
the telephone.

“1Is that you, Patzy?” It was Irma
Morgan's gay, friendly voice, with
its faint American twang. “You
haven't forgotten our appointment
this afternoon? I'll pick you up on
my way back from Miami—with the
friend I mentioned. We'll wait for
you at the Coconut Grove, at hall-
past two. Is that O.K.?"

“I'd love te come, Irma,” Puatsy
sald gratefully, with a half-defiunt
smile as she thought of Brian.
“Beryl and the others are playing
tennis this afternoon.”

“Tell them to drive over to tea
after the game,” sald TIrma airily.
"Guess we'll have a little party to

By RHODA FLEMING

celebrate your swimming test. §ve
an ldea my friend, Mr. Dyson, miy
select you to tuke part in the exhi-
bition team he’s organising for the
Miami Water Gala.”

“Irma—if only he would!" Patsv

thrilled, hev eves sparkling. “T1U
never know how to thank you
enough a

" Forget it, honev—it’'s a pleasure,”
came Irma’s silvery laugh. *Two-
thirty at Coconut Grove, then—and
don't be late!"”

Jrmu rang off, and Palsy stood
there for a moment in o happy day-
dream. She was to he given the
chance she had alwavs longed for
—a chance to make good In  the
world of swimming!

Her father had been a champion
swimmer before his death. und Puatsy
had always longed (o follow in bhis
Tfootsteps—with the iden of eventu-
ally taking up the sport she loved as
a professional teacher.

In Irma Morgan, also a keen swim-
mer—as well a5 being tne daughter
of one of Coral Bay's wealthiest resi-
dents—she had found a sympathetic
confidante for her cherished plans.

With her wide cuele of friends,
Trmi  hud  promised to  introduce
Patsy to someone who would help
her with her great ambition—and
she had kept her promise!

Patsy had almost forgotten thic
masterful Brian when she set  out

that afternoon to keep her appoini-
ment. It was onlv a short walk to
Coconut Grove. along the sunlit
causewuy that horvdered the lagoon—
and Patsy had given herself plenty or
time. }

Suddenly, from the ornamental
bushes Iringing ihe lugoon, a banter-
ing voice hailed her.

" Hallo, Patsy! I Lthought you'd
turn up!”

Patsy whirldl, her face flushing,
to encocunter Briun Travers' guizaical
smile.

“71 told vou T couldn’t meet vou,
Brian,” she said, “and 1 1eant i1,
I'm on my way to join Irmia”

“Too bad. Just come and have o
look at what wvou're missing.” ;

He took her coolly by the arm, anc
reluctantly she followed him to a
flight of ornamental steps, glancing
down ut the lagoon, Then she
caught in her breath.

Moored to the stens was a gleam-
ing new speedboat, with a  rubber
dinghy trailing at its siern. Next
to swimming, Paddy loved the thrill
of speedboats; but now she turned
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Patsy Liked Brian, But—Oh, !f Only He Wouldn't
Keep Trying To Order Her About!
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her glance firmly away [rom the en-
1wcing sight.

“Well, have a good time, Brian,”
she said lightly, “Iomusuy’t keep
lrina waiting——""

*Afrawd sne’ll have to wait,” Brian
put in preasantly, retaming nis hoid
on her arm.

mean?" de-

t do you

maonded Patsy, stifening.

Brian chuckled, giancing swiftly
along the cdeserted, cree-lined cause-

Cway. then, betore the astounded

Patsy could und her voice to cry out,
sz 1ound nerself lifted in his power-
juL arms and carried, struggling,
down the steps.

“HBrian, let me go!" Patsy gasped,
rimost choked witn surprise and in-
dignation.

~In a minute,” murmured Brian,
as nie lowered ner gently into the
speedboat and, still holding her
nrmly by one arm, reached out to
srasp a lever.

Even us Patsy managed to break
away from his grasp, the speed-
poat shot away from tne steps and
skimmed oacross the lagoon.

Patsy, eves bld?lng, struggled to
]101 1eet.

‘Brian Travers, take me back—at
once!” she exclaimed.

Tne hoy grinned coolly as he
steered the boat through a gap in
1ne reef and into the cnoppy waters
of the bay.

"Sorry—but you're such a little
hot-nead, and you won't listen to
reason,” he said. “I had to take
direct actien—to prevent your going

loltne Everglades with that Irma
girl.”

Patsy clenched her hands.

1 think, Brian Travers,” she de-

clared, “you've got an awiul cheek!
Just because I arranged to meet Irma
instead of you—because she can give

me the mg chance I've alwajys
want,ed

*Don't be a chump, Patsy,” Brian
flusned, his bantering smile

momentarily fading. “I'm as keen
on your getting your chance as any-
one—but I don't trust Irma Morgan,
wad that's flat!”

*Why not?”’ Patsy countered hotly.

“I've my reasons,” said Brian.
“Nec need to go into 'em now—but
I'll tell you some other t:me. Look
here, Patsy,” he urged, *“why not
wdinit tlmt, ‘vou're beaten—and make
the best of it? As soon as we get
mto safer water, we can have some
swinmming and diving—or how would
i $pot of surf-ski-lhg appeal to
you: "

He pointed out a distant speed-
bogt, towing in its wake a pair of
raboper floals, on which, perilously
poised, stood o daring bnl:her, grasp-
ing a length of thin line.

At any other time Patsy would
have been thrilled at this breath-
taking {rip across the sparkling bay
—at the prospect of the exciting
sport suggested by Brian. But now
her blood was seething at the boy's
highi-handed action—and she was
growing increasingly anxious about
t1er appointment with Irma,

For a moment she toyved with the
reckless idea of jumping overboard
and  swimming ashore; but she
guickly dismissed it® realising that
Brian could easily turn the boat and
avertake her,

Could she bring herself to swallow

her pride and appeal to the boy's
chivalry? Even as Patsy hesitated,
her stubborn spirit resisting the

thought, she caught a glimpse of a
printed folder that must have fallen
out of Brian's pocket as he bent
down just then to tinker with the
engine.

She glanced at it only casually as
it lay in the well of the boat: then
she caught in her breath, blue eyes
widening.

In a moment the folder was in
her hand, while Brian, his back to-
wiards her, busied himself with the
oil-pump.

“MIAMI WATER GALA.

GRAND SWIMMING CONTEST.
{Under Seventeens).

Prize 1,000 dollars—and chance
te star in South Sea Film.”
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First

she got kinda tired an’

Patsy's thoughts were racing with
mingled excitement and indignation
48 sne noticed a scribbled date in
the margin in Brian's handwriting.
So he knew all about the thmllmg
contest—though he had feigned
ignorance when she had mentioned
Irma’s promise!

Carefutly sne replaced the folder,
her eyes flashing as she stared at
the dark curly head bent over the
engine. Was 1t possibie thai Brian
intended to enter the contest him-
self—and for that reason was out to
spoil her chances?

Patsy fought against the thought
that this bossy yet likeable boy could
have stooped to such a trick; yet the
idea could not easlly be banished.
And precious moments were flying;
already it was past the time of her
appointment-—and Irma would be
walting, wondering what had hap-
pened to her.

A reckless gleam flashed into
Patsy's eyes as Brian looked round
with a smile,

1 think—I think I'd like to try
that water-ski-ing, Brian,” she said
meekly, "if you'd show me how.”

“That's the spirit! I knew you'd
see sense, Patsy.” He slowed down
the engine and {ixed the tiller on an
even course. Then, peeling off his
acket and flannels, he stood up in

is swim-suit in the stern. “We
haven't any floats, but the dinghy
will do as well, Toss over the line
when I reach it, and stand by for
instructions!”

Diving overboard, he swam across
1o the rubber dinghy and climbed
aboard, balancing precariously as he
stood up.

. " All right, Patsy!” he called, hold-
ing out a hand for the line.

" Quite all right, thank you!” re-
Joined Patsy sweetly, but she made
no attempt to throw the line. In-
stead, her fingers were busily un-
iying the moormg—rope that secured
the dinghy.

* Patsy, what are you doing?” Brian
shouted,

“Cutting loose ! called back Patsy.
* Good-bye, Brian! I see the dinghy's
got paddies—so yo'u’ll reach shore
sooner or later.”

“Patsy! Are you crazy? Stop!”

But Brian’s shout was drowned by
the roar of the accelerating engine
as the speedboat, with Patsy at the
hetm, headed shorewards in a cloud
of spray.

BRIAN INTERFERES AGAIN

ATSY had acted without a second
thought, on the spur of a reck-
less impulse. Her heart was

beating quickly now, her face rather
pale as she looked back.

She saw Brian standing up in the
rocking diu%ﬁhy, waving to her des-
perately. e boy needed teaching

a lesson for his high-handed action:
he could not be allowed to spoil her
big chance. And yet: )

Even as determination - faltered,
and she made to swing round the
speedboat, Brian's volce came asross
to her, sharply commanding :

“Patsy—stop! Come back at once!
I order yvou tol”

Patsy stiffened, her cheeks crimson-
ing. Brian was giving his orders
—bossing her as though he had a
right. Very well! ;

She headed for -the shore and,
reaching 1it, moored the' speedboat
safely. Then she ran up the beach,
turning only as she reached the
fringe of palm—to catch a glimpse
of Brian, paddling feverishly and
still some distance from shore.

It was long past three when she
reached Coconut Grove and looked
round anxiously for Irma’'s smatt
grey coupe. She bit her lip, her
heart sinking, for there was no car
in sight.

(A straw-hatted negro, leaning on
his broom by the roadside, grinned

affably in reply to her breathless
question.
*‘Sure. miss! Young lady waited

heore long time in a car, but I reckn
drove off."”

Patsy thanked him unsteadily, She
wondered what Irma must be think-
ing. It would seem to the other

girl thot Patsy did not apprectate her
generous inviwation—her cfforts 1o
help her in her carecer., And [Iran's
friend, the sports-promoicr, would b
cven more innoyed !

As there was-no chance of finding
@ taxi at thig spot, Patsy set out Lo
walk the mile to Irma's house, on
the lonely road through the Ever-
glades. Here the sunlight was almosi
shut out by the twisted branches ol
the banvan trees;- therc were queer
rustlings i the undergrowth, ond
Patsy, her nerves taut, could nlhmost

"imagine that she heard stealthy loot-

steps following her,

She quickened her steps almost to
a run, her heart beatimg quickly.
And just then, bchind her, she hoard
the welcome screech of o car's syren
and a medley of voices hailed her
as a big saloon car pulled up.

“Patsy! What on earth nre you
doing here? Didn't you meet Irma ws
you arranged?” .

It was Beryl Royston. Patsy’s chum,

who -threw open the doo and ho-
hind her peered the cheery, leckled
countenance of Bervl's hrother, Steve,
and several of their Iviends from
Coral Bay.

They had finished thely gaime wnd
were driving over Lo \m e at
Irma’s house. Flushing shgiitly,
despite her relief, Patsy explained

that she had been delaved by a nm
across the bay with Brian Travers
but she did not go into det.li'
though she was consclous that Bery.
was looking at her rather curiously

Now that she had_time to ¢oal
down, it seemed to Patsy quite in-
credible that Brian should really
have set out to spoil her chances
Perhaps, after all, his bossiness wa-
merely due to a deslre to act as " bie
brother ” to the sister of his ola
friend—together with u subborn_ dis-
like of the zay uand wealthy Irma
Morgan. .

Dark-haired Irma was waiting in
the courtvard of the palatial,
Spanish-style mansion her lather
had built in the Everglades,

She hurried forward to mecet her
guests, with & quick, reprouchrul
glance at Patsy.

‘Why, Patsy, I guess I'd given vou
up, for lost!” she e:\cimmcd

‘Irma, 1'm so scrry!” Patsy bursy
out remorsefully, . “I--T was nccr-
dentally delaved. Pelh.\m i1 .lpolo-

gise to Mr. Dyson——"

“You're too late, honeoy,” seid
Irma, with a legletml smiie M.
Dyson left here ten minutes ago.

pPop and I both tried to persuade mm
to stay, but he was pretty sove wilh

»oLluespeCIally after ~thai  phoue
message.’ .
‘' Phone mc&aage”" Patsy reponted

uncomplehemlinglv 2
“ It came t.hrough about a quartes

of an hour ago,” said Irma. Pop
took it—1 guess he’ll explain.”

Just then Irma's father came onl,
on to the terrace. He was a hpusd-
some¢ man with a stromg, almos.
ruthless tace, belied by his affable

manner. He shook hands with the
voung visitors, and turned a pair of
shrewd eyes on Patsy.

380 you decided to turn un ufier
all, yvoung lady?" he asked. “1n
spite of vour guardian?™ =,

“My-—my guardian?’
ialtered, her mind in a whirl

“ Sure—the voung fellow who runug
me up.- Namec of Travers. He usked
if vou were here, and said he was
kind of responsible “for you.
Practically gave his orders thai you
weren't to enter any contest with-
out his approval. When I passed on
the message to Mr. Dvson, my iviend

Putay

Just reached for his hat aud drove
Patqv s cheeks were flaming. Brian
had gone too lar this time! Not

content with making her late for her
appointment, he had had the auda-
city to phone her friends, masquera-
ding as a kind of guardian. and f{or-

hidcding her to enter the contest
without his sanction!
Any remorse she had felt for the

irick she had played on the boy was
swept away. ‘This, she supposed was
Brian Travers’ revenge-—and his
method of ensuring that she should

GIRLS' GRYSTAL. 25.3-50



not challenge him in the swimming
galu with its valuable prive.

"Ob, the trickster!” she thought,
the angry words trembling on her
lips. "'Wait tili T se~ him again!”

Trma was staring at her, & curious
cxpression in her dark eves—an ex-
pression  that might have been
sympathy or amusement.

. "This Brian Travers—he's not act-
mg  as your guardian then?” she
asked.

“Of course he isn't!" Patsy burst,
out. *“He's no right to glve his
orders—to prevent my taking
part-———

Her voice choked. Irma exchanged
a  swift glance with her father.
‘'here was & look almost of relief on
her pretiy face,

“Couldn't we do something about
it, pop?” she asked. *Isn't there time
to persuade Mr. Dyson to change his
mind—even now?” .

“"Surel!l" declared Mr. Morgan
heartily, as he patted his daughter's
cheek. *I quess we can arrange any-
thing to please my 1'il gel." For a
moment his shrewd eyes nurrowed
thoughtfully. “T'1l ring up Dyson
where he's staving—at~ the Ever-
glades Hotel. And after tea vou twno
girls can drive over there and explain
- person. How'd that suit you, Miss
Wray?”

Patsy's face lit up gratefully as she
thunked him. There was still o
chance—thanks to her good friends
and in spite of Brian's high-handed
interference. 5

After a delightful tea under the
palms, Irma insisted that the chums
should take a dip in the ornament:)
lake, artificially widened from g
natural spring.

There would be plenty of time for
their drive to the Everglades, she
explained to Patsy, for Mr. Dyson
would not be returning to his hotel
Lill fairly late,

In the warm, sub-tropical dusk,

with  fireflies dancing amoung the
trees, the chums splashed and swam
in the floodlit water, Then Trmn
laughingly challenged Patsy to a
race.

ine two girls started together, but
Patsy quickly outdistanced her com-
baalon. The oinamental lake
tapered into a narrow stream, glisten-
ing between banks of dark shrubs
and tropical flowers.

The laughter of her chums came to
her distanily through the night air:
and all at once Paisy felt a return
of that uneasiness that had frst
gripped her on the way to the
house.

one trod water, and a_treiling weed
caught at her foot. Even as she
struggled to disentungle herself there
was a crashing among the hushes.
and a tall figure loomed on the bank,
torch in hand.

“Patsy!”  exclaimed a
breathless voice.

Tne next moment her shoulders
were taken in a powerful grasp, and
she was lifted podily out of the
stream:.

“Oh!" gasped Patsy, recovering
from her startled amazement as she
recognised her companion. “Youl”

Brian Travers regarded hor grimly.
His boyish face lookad strangely paie
in the twilight, and there was no
trace of the usuual bantering gleam
m his syes as he flashed his torch
across the water.

“Bathing in tropical streams.
Patsy—especially after dusk—is apt
to be risky,” he said. “Your friends
should have warned you.”

Patsy confronted him, her hands
clenched.

"1 wonder, Brian Travers,” she ox-
claimed unsteadily, *that you had
the cheek to come here—after what
you've done!”

Brian eyed her curiously, a grim
smile on his lips.

“I've come to take you

terse,

home,

Patsy,” he said, "Bettor pget
changed. The old twn-seater's wnit-
ing on the drive.” .

“I'm not coming home with you,
Brian Travers!” Patsy flushed.

"I think you are, Patsy'" re-
joined the hoy coolly,

Their raised wvoice: had attracted
attentlon. Beryl, Steve, and the
others came hurryving through the
trees—and Irma Morgan, wenring a
charming Mexican wrap over her
batning costume.

“*Gosn! whnere did you spring
from, Brian?" Stevs demanded.

“1 just drove over to take Patsy
back to Coral Bay,” Brian explained.

“Patsy has an appointment with ;
me.” put in Irma sweetly, slipping o
hand through Patsy's arm. *“We're
driving out to the Everglades—to sce
o friend.”

Brian raised dubious
glancing at his watch.

" Rather late, isn't it? Patsy had
better get her things on and ecome
with me.” His jaw set in a acter-
minecd line. "I'll give you ten
minutes, Patsy,” he sald,

A MYSTERIOUS ATTACKER

LITTLE gasp rose from the
others, and Irma'’s attractive
face clouded slightly.

"I think, Patsy,” she murmured,
“that you'd better make up youwr
mind between our appointment—
and vour masterful friend.”

Patsy’s cheeks were flaming.

“I'm coming with you, Irma!" —
and she turned her back on the boy,

“Patsy, I warn you "

Brian started forward, his volce
gruff and tense. Then, as though
changing his mind, he turned away
and strode towards the drive.

With a faint, half-amused smile,
Irma led Patsy away.

Twenty minutes later, as the sleek
grey coube purred along the dark
road through the Everglades, it:

eychrows,
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brilllant, headlights picking out the
grotesque, twisted irees, Patsy’'s angry
feelings were still unscothed.

And her wnger was mingled with
puzzlement. 1t seemed strange that,
even tor the sake of winning a big
prize  in  the swimming -contest,
Brian  would have gone to_such
lengths to spoil her chances—Brian,
who was s0 sure of himself and who
was h?rtdw likely to fear the rivalry

a gir,

W_‘ls it possible that he had a
motive she «id not suspect—some-
thing more sinister?

Irma was silent and intent on her
driving as the winding road grew
more desolate; and Patsy was won-
dering how long they would take to
reach their destination when, with a
sudden, startled cry, her companion
epplied the brakes,

Patsy's heart turned cold as she
saw a swarthy-faced figure lean into
the glare o1 tne headlignts—a ragged,
menacing figure, wearing the coiour-
ful headdress oI one oI the Indian
dwellers from the swamps.

Sne knew that occasionally they
would accost a passer-by for money,
but there was something more rutn-
tessly determined about this figure
as he sprang on to the step of tne
car and wrenched cpen the door.

Patsy drew back with a gasp,
clutching at Irma’s arm. But, witi
& little moan, that girl had sagegeu
Yorward over the wheel, apparently
in a dead faint.

The next momeni a muffling scarf
was flung over Patsy's heaa and,
‘struggling cdesperately, she was
iilted out of the car.

Sne could notimagine what was her
captor's purpose—unless it was
ransom. Mear tugged at her heart,
despite her plucky struggles,

Pernaps she and Irma were to be
hidden away smong the almost im-
penetrable, tree-grown swamps, while
vheir friends were contacted. She
knew that such things happened—
and Irma's father was known to he

one of the wealthiest men in
Florida,

Almost ironically into her mind
flashed the recoliection of Brian's

warning; but, of course, he could not
hg.ive suspected any real danger like
this. .

Just then her captor dumped her
roughly on which appeared to be a
pile ol dry grass and, though Patsy
continued to struggle spiritedly, ner
wrists and ankles were securely tied.

She heard a door slam, and the
grating of a bolt. Then complete
sllence.

How long she lav there, trying
with painful and aesperate deter-
mination to free herself from the
cords that bound her, Patsy had only
the vaguest idea.

She managed to shake the muffling
cloth from her face. to discover thatu
she was in some Kkind of rough cabin,
with a narrow window through which

the pale moonlight filtered, criss-
crossed with a shadow of trees.
Her heart contracted: as she

realised that Irma was not in the
hut with her. What had h“ippened
io her companion?

An involuntary cry broke
Patsy's freed lips—a desperate
lor help.

It was answered
unexpectedness. Shea
—followed by the unmistakable
sound of a struggle. There was a
long, long pause, during which her
heart thumped with sickening sus-
pense,

Then the door of the hut was
wrenched open, and a dishevelled
ngure stood there in the moonlight.

from
cry
with dramatic
heard a shout

©“Brian!" cried Patsv, her voice
shaking incredulously,
boy said nothing as he

whipped out & knife and bent to
slash the cords thal secured her
wrists and ankles. Then one graf,
terse guestion escaped his lips;

“Patsy, did that scoundrel
you?"

He gave a grunt of reliefl as she
shook her head, almost too choked 1o

hart

reply. .
“Did vou recognise him?' he daz-
manded, assisting her to her feet.
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“N-o," Patsy managed to whisper,
He he was an Inailan——"-
"You're sure of taat?” cut

Brian.

Parsy nodded, holding tightly to
the poy¥'s arnl.  She cowsd noy under-
stang how ne pad come to tne
rescue—unless he nad foilowed their
car at a distance, with a start, sne
remembered ner companion.

in

“irmal” sne exciaumed un-
steacuy. ‘'Brian, is sne——"
“Don't worry about Irma,"” inter-

rupied Brian curtly. " Sne's rignt asg
ram. You're coming back to Coral
Bay with me now, my young not-
nead—and I'm not leiting vou out
oI my sight again S0 easuy.’

For oace tne usual spirited retort
did not rise o Paisy's taague. whnat-
ever 10e poy's real IMoOtlve—however
blunt and untacttul nis methods—-
ne naa provew hunseil rignt  onads
time,

wrma, unharmed, but looking pale
and nervous, was at the wheel of ner
car Brian's own ramshackle two-
seaver was drawn up nNedr Dy.

1irma greeted Patsy with excited,
almost gusning reliel,

I can't tnink why that dreadful
man attacked us, honey,” she de-
crared.
-—and it was only You tnat ne at-
tempted to Xidnap., And I'm almo‘;t.
ceriain he wasn't a real Indian,” she
addecd, looking at Brian,

't he' boy frowned.

“What maxkes you say
Morgan?”

“vun, 1 don’t know—but he was so
determined, and he seemed to have
his plans cut and dried,” She
laughed uneasily. ‘““Not that he's
done us_any real harm—except for
making Patsy miss her appointment.
1t's too bad, honey,” sne added,
squeezing Patsy's arm, '‘but every-
thing seems Lo be conspiring against
you. Never mind—I'll contact Mr,
Dyson first thing to-morrow, ans
wnen I explain wnat happened I'm
sure he'll agree to give you a last
chance * i

“Don't worry, Miss Margan,” Briun
cut in shortly. “I've my own plans
for Patsy, as it happens. I'm calling
for her to-morrow myself!”

An instinctive protest rose to
Patsy's lips, but she checked it as
she encountered the bov's steady
gaze, She cduld not forget that sheo
owed Brian a debt of gratitude for
her rescue

She would argue with him to-
morrow—appeal to his sense of [air
play, but to-night she would not pit
ner will against his,

They drove back through the Ever-
glades in silence, Irma’'s car a little
ahead.

Irma parted from Patsy affection-
ately when they reached the dividing
roads, leaning over to arrange the
rigs_round her shoulders. )

“Don't forget, Patsy, phone me if
you change your mind to-morrow,”
she murmured.

Brian smiled grimly, but he made
no comment, and neither he nor
Patsy spoke much as they drove on
to Coral Bay. .

Beryl and the others were waiting
for them anxiously, for news of the
mystertous attack had-  already
reached them by phone from Irma’s
house. There were excited questions
and congratulations as Patsy was
assisted out of the car; but eventu-
ally she and Brian were left on their
own.

" Remembet,

that, Miss

Patsy, I'm calling for

you to-morrow at ten,” he said
" And no tricks this time. Promise!”
*1 promise,” Patsy murmured,

looking him straight in the eyes.
She wondered, as she watched the
lights of the ramshackle car disap-
pear down the drive, what had caused
that strange ex ression to cross the
boy's face as they parted—a deter-
mined, reckless look as though he
were steeling himself for some task.
As she turmed back fo the house
shz noticed thut one of the car rugs
had been dumped in the loggia with

her coat. Patsy picked it up, de-
ciding to return it to Brian next
day: hut as she smoothed it out

something slipped from its folds, fall-
ing to her feet,

‘"He hasn't stolen anything -

Palsy stared at the objeclt as it
lay on the red tiles, in the light ol
the lamp, and her eves widened wilh
a growing hoirror ol recognition.

She was staring at an Indian head-
dress—to which was attached a wig
of lank, black hair.

There could be no possible  mis-
take., The headdress—the luak lLair
—belonged to her mysterious al-
tacker in the Everglade foresc!

And they bad slipped out ef o rg
from Brian's car. Brian Travers, who
had pretended to come so gallantly

to her rescue, must have been the
* Redskin " in disguise!
ON BOARD THE YACHT
T  was  several minutes bhelove
Patsy recovered  sufficiently (o
pick up the huteful object—io
thrust it back hastily into toe lolds

of the rug, .

She had no wish for her chumns to
see it-—to know of the despicahle
trick that had keen piaved on her

by the boy she had sccretly liked,
despite his bossy wavs, ' But she had
finished with Brian Travers now—
for good!

Patsy made an cxcuse (o retire
early. Hour after hour she lay
awake, puzzling over the bo,'s

treacherous action-—wondering what
f‘ould have caused him to stoop so
ow.

He had held her nrisoner for long
enough to prevent her from kKeeping
her vital appointment: and then had
staged a mock “rescue. Oh, it all
seemecd 0 clear—so hatefully clear
now. .

And to think that out of mistaken
gratitude she had promised to meet
nim to-morrow—instead of Irma, her
real friend! Thank goodncss she
had found him out in time!

The brilliant sunshine, streaming
through the window of her roomn,
awoke Patsy early the next morning.
With sudden  determination she
slipped out of bed and hurried downe-
stairs helore the rest of Lhe iamily
were astir. In a few minutes she
was phoning irma.

“Irma, I've changed my mind,” she
told that girl. “Do you—clo vou
think there’s still a chance of making
an appointment with Mr. Dyzon?”

There was a =light pause, during
which she heard a low murmuring au
the other end of the wire,

“Bure there is, honev!" came
Irma's reply then. “As a matter of
fact, Mr. Dyson phoned pop only this
morning. He's invited us to jomn
nim for a day's cruise to Miami on

"his yacht, to see the preparations for

the water gala. I guess we'd love
you to comc along with us--and
don't you woiry, Paisy. Pop will fix

everything. We'tl meet vou with the
lJaunch on the coral straie in  an
hour's time. And. whatever happens,
don’'t let that cocrsure Brian Travers
find out where vou'rc going.”

Steve and Beryl came in a lew
minutes later, aizd both were thrilled
at Patsy's news.

Half an hour later, her eves spark-
ling with excitement, she stepped
into the glistening launch that was
already waiting for herv at the strand.

“That's Mr. Dyson’s yacht 'lyving
out in the bay, honey,” cxplainec
Irma. ‘You've got your swlmmmg
costume under vour wran? Good !
I guess vou'll be signing on the
dotted line when "we reach Miami!”

Ten minutes later Patsy was climb-
ing eagerly aboard the 'smart grey
vacht, accompanicd by Irma and hel
father.

A hurlyv man in vachting attire
saluted as he  approached Lthe
visitors. 1

“Evervthing's in order, Mr

Morgan,” he said in a low voice,

Patsy looked surprisec, and Irmu
l‘tughed quickly.

Mr. Dyson

lm sun"" she asked.

Er——vcs miss,” replied the wman,
meecting Mr. Morgau's glance.

“Then  we'll  {ell - him we've
arrived.” said the latter briskly. “If
vou don't mind waiting on deéck for
1 few minutes, Miss Wray, we'll ox-

{IMeaxye turn lo the bael page.)

in  his  cuabin,

GIRLS' CRYSTAL- 25-3-50



JIMMY'’S DISMAYING NEWS

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

Conrad, o new boy, for having saved
hor 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 Winter, Paddy's churmn,
though there was no definite proot.

Mr. Voster, one of the masters,
vowed to tame Vincent, and Paddy
sensed the hostility between boy and
master.

Thanks to Vincent, the riding
team gained permission 1o practise
jumping in Mallington Park., Paddy
arranged a meeting of the team at
the park, and Vincent promised to
attend. But just as Paddy was about
to leave the school, her boy chum,
Jimmy Court, told her that he bhad
heard that Vincent did not intend to
come to the practice.

JIMMY‘S augry words still rang in
Paddy's ears. They shook her;
caught her off kalance.

“Jimmy, I-—1
she stammetred. “There's some mis-
take——there must be!”

He bhit his lip,’ looking past her
towards the stables. Good-natured
Jimmy was nnt finding this easy.

“1'd like to think so, Paddy.,” he
sald frankly. “If only for your sake—
hecause you believe in Vincent. But
there's no nistake! Listen! Whitey
—Vincent's horse—is still in  his
loose-box, and there’s no sign of
vincent himself anywhere. No one's
seen him since before lunch. He
ohviously had no intention of turning
up—and by what I've just heard, he's
arrapged a cunning alibi to blufl
you!”

v Jimmy—-" Paddy stared at him.

“Sorry, Paddy. but you've got to
know. Just hefore lunch someone
overheard Vincent talking to Jock,
the groom. Vincent tipped Jock to
take away Whiley's harness and hide
%L under the straw in Whitey's loose-

0X.""

He paused and uncomiortably
looked at Paddy's paling face.

“Don’t vou see, Paddy? He plans
to let us down, and then when you
tackle him about it afterwards he'd
say he couldn’'t find Whitey's harness

and that's why he didn't turn up.
Pretiy ohvious, isn’t it?”
Paddy was deeply shocked at

Jimmy's information. In that moment
she could not help remembering the
warning of the unknown wiisperer—
a warning that Vincent would find
some cunning way of letting down
the riding team at the last moment
Was it true? Had the Outsider been
blufling her all along?

It seemed dreadfully like it, but-—-

“Jimmy—no!" she blurted  sud-
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dou’'t understand,”

And T

denly.
promised to Lrust him——-"

Jimmy wasg silent, uncomioriable.
And in the little pause Paddy sud-
denly wondered who had overheard

“He promised me.

this conversation hetween Vincent
and Jock. Who had spread the story?
Was 1t this unknown whisperer who
seemed so0 dead againsi the OQutsider?
Her cyes gleamed.

“Just a sec., Jimmy,” she flashed.
“Where did you hear this? It may
well be a fin."”

“No, Paddy,” he said quietly but
firmly. *“It was young Dicky who
overheard them talking, and Dicky's
as straight as a die, you know that.”

“Oh!” Paddy bit her lip. Dicky
was Jimmy's younger brother in the
Third Form, and he was as honest
and without guile as Jimmy.

Jimmy watched her with real sym-
pathy. Perhaps he was thinking then
of what Paddy had said two days
hack, when she had told the more
disgruntied members of the team that
if Vincent let them down she, Paddy,
would accept all blame, and be will-
ing for a new captain to be elected
il they demanded it. E

“Paddy.” he said awkwardly, “don’t
worry your head about this. And
don’t worry aboui the cgptainey.
Most of us are still all behind you—
especially as vouwve now had your
eyes opened about Vincent.”

Paddy looked at him with a fainf,
warm smile.

“Thanks, Jimmy. Look —- vou'd
hetter hurry off to the practice.”

He eyed her with surprise and soinc
uneasiness.

“But. Paddy, arven't you coming
now, too?” he demanded *Look here,

surely you're not worryving about that
Out—I mean, Vincent?"”

“I'll follow vretty soon. Jimmy,”
Paddy assured him. * Tell the others
I'll be along, there's a dear.”

Jimmy hesitated, then nodded, and
hurried away to wheve he had left his
cycle restinz against the stables.

“Dear old Jimmy,” Paddy mur-
mured. “He and Jo are wonderful
friends. But—oh dash, I just can't
belleve ithat Vincent—--"

She abruptly twrned
towards Boys® Side.

Her faith in Vincent had received
another blow—but that faith was still

and strode

steady.
“There must be some other ¢x-
planation—inust be! Got to be!”

she
ficrcely.

muttered to herselfl almost
“Vincent's reckless, pretty

Was The Owner Of The
Riding Crop Vincent's
Unknown Enemy?

WorsT Boy

AT THE

oed School

By DOROTHY PAGE

bitter at times, but—but I'm sure_bhe
meant that promise he gave me! I'm
sure he meant to come to ihe prac-
tice! There just must he some cthey
explanation of his disappearance, and
g;]til I've found him and spoken to

T it

Until then she would continue tc
helieve in him!

Paddy hurrled towards Boys' Side.
Although it was a half-holiday there
would surely he someone about who
might give her news of Vincent?
Where on cavrth could he be?

And then. as if in immedia'c
answer to that query, Paddy saw the
hoy known as the Outsider.

She halted suddenly with a gasp,
her eyes wldening.

* O-oh, my goodness—'

Below the third-floor windows of
Boys' Side ran a narrow, ornamental
ledge. It was half hidden from the
ground by 8 mass of shrubs and tall
cak trees.

But through the branches Paddy
could see a red-haired, wirv figure
moving coolly along the ledge, as if
ithe forty-foot drop below meant
nothing. .

It was, amazingly, Vincent Conrad

Paddy did not pause to wonder ail
this startling appearance of the miss-
ing boy. Alarm for his safely senl
her sprinting forward,

A vell trembled on her iips. She
checked it-—for there beneath the
oaks, chatting vogether, sirolled two
masters.

“Oh gosh!" she gasped. *“I[ he™
seen! But if—if he falls! Oh, the
reckless ass!  What's he doing?”

Paddy changed direction towards
the main doorway of Boys' Side. She
was bewildered, horrified, but she
knew what she meant to do—dash up
to the third floor. and get Vincent in
through one of the windows Lherc.
That came bhefore anyvthing else.

She ran into the cool entrance hall.
Fortunately there was no one to ques-
tion her prescice there. She weut,
two steps at a time, up the stalrcase.
until she reached the second-floor
landing.

There she checked; she had Lo,

Mr. Voster stood at the head of the
stalrs. barring her way.

“What are you doing here, Misy
Dare?” he demanded.

Paddy could have groaned.

ST Tm  trying to fnd  Vincent
Courad, Mr. Voster.” she suid. T
want him for the riding practice this
afternoon.”

*

Mr. Voster carciully adjusted his
slasses. .
“Then I am airaid vou will have

to do without him, Miss Dare” he
said. “He is detained! Most remiss
—and typical ol the boy—not io tell

you!” :
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Paddy stavted. Detained! what
wis this?

Mr, Voster's unpleasant smile
hroadened a litile.

~1 gave him a task after lessols
this morning,” he :aid coldly. * Sort-
ing new books in the tibrary, to be
exact. It will take him a consider-
able amount of time, so there is little
use in your wailting. T suggest you
proceed with your practice. Good
afternoon.”

He strode past her, gown rustling.

Paddy stared after him, her hrain
rather in a whirl. Here was news
that put a different aspect on every-
thing—but this was not the moment
Lo dwell on it! .

Only waiting for the master to dis-
appear, Paddy rushed on up to the
third tloor and looked out oi the firsy
window she came to.

Then she gave a long, long sigh of

relief.

The ledge that ran_helow the
window was dcserted. She =aw the
drainpipe towards which Vincent

must have been working.

“He—he climbed down that!” She
relt = little dizzy. “The nerve of
him! The recklessness of it!"

A jong, searching stare ..beiow
showed no sign of Vincent. He must
have reached the ground safely and
slipped off through the shrubbery,

Relieved, Paddy drew her head in,
and began to think fast.

“Gosh, thiigs have been happen-
ing,” she murmured. "And how! So
My, Voster gave Vincent a task, eh?
After morning lessons, too!”

A rather excited lock crept into her
eyes.

“T'm sure he meant toc come to the
practice all along—whizrza! Suppose,”
she reasoned thoughtfully, " Vincent
didn't let anyone know he'd heen
detained bhecause he’d decided to
‘break out—just 50 a5 Not Ic let us
down! Suppose the reason he
arranged to have Whitey's hamess in
1the loose-hox was so that he could
make a swift dash out of school!
Suppose he knew Mr. Voster was
about and that was why he did that
—that awful climb!”

Her expression changed suddenly.

For wasn't it also clear that Vincent
could not possibly have finished the
task My. Voster had given him in the
time? In that case hc was just build-
ing up more trouble for himself with
the harsh master.

CPaddy jumped. into action. The
boys' library was not far away, she
knew. If Vincent had not finished
that task

Breathless, uneasy, she reached the
library door and opened it.

One glance inside broupht her up
shart.

“My pgoodness!” she gulped, " No!
Oh, Vincent, how could you!”

PADDY LEARNS THE TRUTH

ADDY had good reason to L
startled.
The hoys' library was a large

room, with bookshelves [rom floor to
ceiling. 1t was also scmetimes used
as a lecture room, and there was a
wall blackboard.

On that blackboard was a boldly-
chalked notice.

Paddy stared at it, aghast.

“DO YOURk OWN ROTTEN BOOK
SORTING, MR. VOSTER!"”

On the fioor nearby wer2 two large
crates that had obviously contained
the new hooks Vinceni had bheen
ordered to sort. The crotes were
u-m?t_\'. but scattered on the floor as
if they had heen angrily jerked from
ithe shelves were some fifty books or

more,

“The reckless. crazy ass!” Paddy
breathed. “Will he never learn!
Thos2 books—thay notice! Why, he
might have been expelled! If Mr.
Vostgr had walked in and seen this

She hreathed deevly, and suddenly
relt a little angry and disapncinted.
She could sympathise with Vinceni’s
dislike of Mr. Voster, but this action
ceemed dangerously senceless, almost
petty,

~And he'd ohviously zorted the new
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hoeoks first, Lleo!" she muttered.
“Well, why the dickens didn't he
leave it at that, instead of doing—
this! Especially after his promise to
go steady with Mr. Voster.”

Her chin tilted. She liked Vincent,
she believed he was not the outsider
other people thought him. Even so,
she knew she would have to have this
out with him. Meanwhile——

“Can't let him get into
trouble,” she decided.

She got busy. Her first action was
to wipe clean the blackboard. That
done, she started on the books. It
did not take her long. She soon had
above half of them back on the
shelves. It was then she found a
silver-mounted riding crop under
some of thc books.

She picked it up, frowning.

“Even leaves his riding crop to help
condemn him!” She rufiled her fair
hair. *“Oh, blow! Vincent, you—
you're making it jolly hard for me to
stand by youl”

She had the last five books in her
hand when she heard footsteps in the
corridar. In a flurry of haste, Paddy
pushed the books on to the shelves,
thrust the riding crop under her
jacket, and whirled.

The door opened and Mr. Voster
entered.

“What—DMiss Dare!” he exclaimed.
His dark, snapping eyes flashed
around the library. “Where is
vincent Conrad?”

Paddy watched him, a little tensed.

“1 don’t know, Mr. Voster, He—he
must have finished the task you gave
him angd gone.” ;

Mr. Voster did not immediately
answer. Agaln he stared round the
room. He looked into the empty
crates. There seemed to bhe dis-
appointment in his manner.

It is incredible he worked so
quickly,” he muttered, then looked
up. “But you, Miss Dare—I thought
I made it clear that you were not to
try w see Vincent Conrad! You
know you have no right to he herc
without permission!”

Paddy had no answer to ithat.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Voster. I
ticularly wanted to see Conrad.”

“No excuse,” he said. *“I will not
{olerate interference. in Boys' Side,
especially when it concerns the worst
hoy in the school. Conrad is a bad
example, as obviously you have vet to
learn. Now go!: You have not neard
the last ot this, T warn you!”

He stood aside, indicating the door.

Chin up, with- heightened colour,
Paddy walked past him, cut irto the
c?gridor and down through Boys’
Stde,
“Urgh, what a mean man he is!”
she said ficrcely to herself, “I'm glad
I saved Vincent, even—even if he
shouidn't have written that message
and things—and even ii it means
irouble for me!”

She grimaced ot the last thought.

“Blow! I'm not going to think
ahout myself now!” she decided.
“I've got to see Vincent and got to
get to the practice. Wonder if he's
regched Mallington Park vet? Wonder
what reception he'll get from the
others?"

That spwired her into & run towards
the school cycle sheds.

Jo Winter was getting a hotse
from the Mallington village stables
for her as Paddy was not one of the
fortunates who possessed a mount of
her own at the college.

But Paddy did not reach the cycle
sheds for, glancing out of the school
gates, she saw something that madc
her stop.

A little way up the lane, under the
trees, was 4 wiry, red-hairedq bhoy, hold-
ing the reins of two horses.

awlul

par-

“Vincent!” exclaimed Paddy.
“What the dickens *
She ran out into the lane. The boy

known as the Outsider was patting
the neck of one of the horses—-his
own magnificent black, Whitey. The
other was a chestnut.
Vincent saw Paddy.
might have been pleasure
momentarily on his face.

A flicker timt
showed

“Ready?” he asked calmly. “Bi'
late for the practice, aren’t we?”
*Vincent, what on earth arc you

daing trere?”
“Whose is that other

* Yours."”

“Mine? 1 don't understad.”

“Simple.” He shrugged. "I was
riding to the Park when I et your
chum Jo Winter leading this gee. She
said that vou were coming later, and
that the gre was for you, so I decided
to return with it. It occurred to me
vou'd prefer to ride to the practice
tnstead of biking.”

Paddy could not help showing
pleasure at the thoughtiul act.

“That was jolly nice of you——"

“Neot a Mt,” he drawled. *“Mattor
of fact it wasn't easy 1o persuade Jo.
Probably thought I was going to
pinch tnc gee or something!  Ana {ov
some rcacon she cven seemed sturtled
to see me.” .

Paddy answercd that witlh typical

frankness. ) X
didn't think yvou’

Padiiy demandued
hovse?”

*The others
turn up, Vincent.”

A cynical gleam showed in his
green-grey cyes.

“Why ~not?’ he drawled. "
promised you I would—and oddly
enough—the Qutsider kecps his
promise.”

“¥ou also promised,” flashed Paddy,
“not to ask for trouble with  Mr.
voster. Why didn't you keep (lhatl
promise, Vincent?”

There was a challenging gleam in
Paddy's cyes. He met 1t, then
laughed =hortly, shrugging.

“go I'm breaking promises, ani I
Paddy Dare? It prohably wouldn
interest yvou to know that I nussoed
my lunch just so that I could com-
plete the task that rotter Voster gave
me and 1ot let you down!”

*Oh,” Paddy murmured. L S |
might have thought of that.”

“And you wouldn't  know, of
course,” he continued coclly, *that |
did a pretty tricky. climb out ol school
to avoid meeting Voster, in vasc the
rotter found me another job io do.
That's my iden of going steady and

trying to avoid trouble—even il it
i=n't yours!”

Paddy crimsoned a little, but
stuck to her guus.

“When why on earth,” she dc-

‘manded, “ did vou scatter those hook:s

about for Mr. Voster to find?
only that——"" o
&he paused, struck Dby his change
of expression. o
“Go on,” he said sharply. " This is
interesting. May I ask what clsc the

Nat

‘Outsider did?”

“Oh, don't joke about it!” fashed
Paddy. I didnt find it funny—
especially as 1 only cleared up just
hefore Mr. Voster came in, and hc
wasn’t exactly pleasant to me.

“paddy,” Vincent sald, with unusual
quietiess and feeling, "“I'm really
terribly sorry if vou had trouble wiih
Voster, but—will you believe me when
1 tell you that I left the library in
perfect order; that I purposely tried
to make a good job, 50 as not 1o lL
you down?” .

Paddy's lips parted in blank sur-

prise. Knowing Vincent's reckless-
ness and hitter moments, she had
taken it for pranted thal he was

responsible for those scattered books.
that insulting message.

“I'd rather like you Lo helieve nie,
Paddy. Do you?”

His apparent deeided

addy. A .

“vincent—yes,” she said imoul-
sively. "“Aud I'm jolly glad, ioo!
But—gosh, if vou didn't,” she added
eves wide. " then who did? Who?”

He relaxed a little and shruggec
indifferently.

“ Just sbout anyone, I should say,”
he drawled.

Paddy was silent. She was think.
ing hard; fell she was o the verge of
a sensational discovery.

Rightly or wrongly,
vincent. He had not scrawled that
message, =cattered tlie books, Then
it must have been done after he had
left, done deliberately to get the
Outsider into worse trouble!

sineerity

she helicved

Did that not point to-—a sccret
cnemy?
“Shouldn't let it trouble you.”

drawled Vincent. —But wait a sce--
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whal sort of trouble did you have
with Voster?”
“Oh, that was nothing,” Paddy said

quickly, and then glnnced down at
hm wrist watch in pretended alarm.

‘Wow! Look at the time! 'We're
late! We've got to get to that prac-
tice, This is where you're going to
create a whizzing good impression
ail _round. Promise?” she sdded
smilingly. “Up to you, you know.”

“I'm keen,” he said abruptly. ' Let's
2o, then,”

Hc assisted her to swing up on fto
the chestnut. As Paddy settled in
the saddle and felt for the stirrups,
she was very consclous of the silver-
irounted viding crop under her jacket.

The crop dropped by the secret
cnemy. : ;
Abruptly a ccrtain name jumped

into her mind. The Whisperer! That
unknown person, hoy or girl, who had
0 angered her with warnings and
threats against Vincent. The Whis-
perer was the secret enemy-—niust bel
But who was the Whisperer?

They trotied along the grass verge,
and even in the midst of such in-
wiguing thoughts Paddy noted the
casy skill with which Vincent sat
the saddle of Whitey.

She suddenly slipped the riding-
crop (rom under her jacket and reined
in ner horse.

“Oh, Vincent,” she cailed,
lost. a crop, have you?”

He glanced at it. His expression ‘did
not chaunge.

“ Not mine.

" haven’t

I seldom calry a crop,

anyway.” His grev-green eyes flickered
:Ehdtqtlggr biue ones. * Where did you
ind it?”

“Oh, abhout!” sald Paddy casually.
“But come on! Let's canter!”

She flapped her reins, hiding an
inner excitement. She knew now that
in this riding-crop she had a clue to
the identity of the Whisperer, Vin-
cent's secret enemy,

And suppose she could trace ihat
cuemy by the whip amdd unmask him
—-or her? Her eyes flashed. Suppose
that crop actually belonged to a
member of the riding team?

That was a fresh and startling

theory, one that would surely make -

the first practice afternoon
cdoubly importatit!

~  Eager, keen, and determined to do
her hest for the boy known as the

Outsider, Paddy cantered on.

THE MISSING RIDING-CROP

HERE the dickens is Paddy?”
demanded Ron Bullton. " She
ought to have heen here ten

minutes ago at least.”

“Please don’t get impatient, Ron!"
Dleaded Josephine  Winter gently.
“Jimmy said that Paddy was follow-
ing, didn't you, Jimmy?” .

“That's right, Jo,” agreed Jimmy
Court. "Keecp your wool on, Ron!
0Old Paddy wouldu't let us down you
Know that."

There was g murmur of agreement
from the hoys and girls of the junior
riding team gathered on the green
grass at Mallington Park.

Their horses were tethered under
the trees. Away in the sunlight hefore
them lay the practice ground, a
alorious streich ol nearly five hundred
yards square, set out with different
jumps—gate, pole, stlle, wall, brush-
wood.

"Doesn’t look much like it,” grum-
hled Ron. “Conrad’s let us down, as
we cxnected and now Paddy’s holding
us u

N Stop ticking, Ron!"” snorted fair-
Lhaired Jimmy. “I've told vou that
Paddy's seen through Conrad. She's
had her eyes opened, and it must have
been a pretiy rotten shock for her

this

He stopped, because Dot Nelson had
given one of her lively vells.

“Hold it, chillun!” whooped Dot.
“Look — talking of angels—- there's
pPaddy coming through the gate now!
And—wow 1" she gasped. ‘''‘See who's
with her! Conrad! He—he's turned
up, alter all!”

They all turned, and were startled
ifto silence.

Paddy came up at a hard canter,
fiushed, eyes a-sparkle, A little in tha
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rear rode Vincent Conrada, very cool
and composed.

Paddy reined in,
surnrized faces. ;

“Hi, gang!" she said cheerily.
“Awfully sorry we're late! Vineent
got held up by Mr. Voster—somethmg
we didn’t know about. S0 you've got
the jumps set out? Good-ho! el
Let's get cracking right away on the
Jumping! Isabella "—she glanced at
the South American girl—" do a round
first on your grey, will you? Ron,
check her at the far gate jump,
please.”

Paddy kicked iree her feet and slid
to the ground. She knew this might
be a tricky moment, and meant to
surmonnt It guickly, and get Ron and
Isabella, the potential trouble-makers,
out of the way.
tJO and Jimmy caught on immedi-
atel

“Rl ht ! said Jimmy. “I’Il check
Isa.bel a at the stile jump——"

d I'll check at the last brush-
wood o said Jo. -“Isabella, your grey
is & lovely horse. I'd like tO see him
over these jumps.”

Paddy shot Jo a grateful glance,
That tactful hit of flattery had the
required effect on Isabella. The South
American girl was an exhibitionist
frst and last. She passed Vincent

locking down into

Paddy gasped as she looked at the message chalked on the blankboard

with a toss of her
crossed to her grey.
Ron Bullton, rather red, glaring at
Vincent, hesitated, then caught up
the reins of his dark brown horse, Jig.
“Good !” sald Paddy, with some-
thing of an inner sigh. “The rest of
you, please take a jump each. Vin-
cent, you at the wall jump, please!”

Vincent had been watching Paddy
with a faint, twisted grin—rather
admiringly, perhaps. He just nodded
and whirled Whitey away. .

There was a general scattering over
Lhe sunlit grass.

“Phew!” murmured Paddy, and
grinned. * That's made a starg, any-
way."”

She swung down from the chestnut;
tethered him under the trees. Then a
little ?lmt came into her eves. She
carefully took out the silver-mounted
crop she had found in the library,,
placed it on the grass, and covered it
with her jacket.

“Now to try to check up
breathed. “1 wonder if-

She paused, looking up, seeing that
Jo had loitered. Her dark-haired,
sweet-faced chum was looking rather

she

anxious. Almost remorseful, Paddy
hurried over to her.

“Jo, old thing, don’t look so
solemn! TIt's OK.! Vincent's QK.

He always meant o turn up—sure of

it. Gosh, I've learned things this
afterncon ! Must tel] you later. Cheer
up, Jo! Smile, now "

Jo smiled family, and hall-wander-
ingly shook her hcad.

Paddy,” she sald, "you're like u
rubber ball—always houncing up con-
fidently. If—if you really say it's al
rlghs about Vincent

‘I do!” Paddy said earnestly. “ And
now the great thing is to make a go

of this afternoon—get Vincent
accepted——" She paused. She had
suddenly remembered. “Jo,” she

asked eagerly, lowering her voice, * do
yvou know anyone who owns an expen-
sive-looking, silver-mounted riding-
crop?”’

Joe ras’ed her dark eyebrows, but
to Paddy’'s joy nodded.

Why, yes, I think so, Paddy!" she
said. " Do vou mean a dl_l!"k brown one
with the silver chased into a sort of
floral pattern?”’

Paddy's heart leapt. It was a perfect
description of the one she had found
in the boy’s library.

*Jo, that's it!"’ she exclaimed.
“Gosh! Quick—tell me, does it
1I;Jelcm to & member of—of our riding
eam?"’

Jo was half-puzzled, half smiling.
*Of course, Paddy. Surely yo\;lknow

that? You must have seen €
broke off. ““Howx silly of me! T'd
almost forgotten vou were away jor

the first half of term———"

If Mr.
Voster saw it there would be more trouble for the boy she was irying to defend.

dark head and

Paddy seized her arm.

*Jo, come on! 1 want to show
to you. Quick, now!”

She dragged her hewildered chum
back under the trecs to where she had
left her jacket. She whisked up that
jacket, and then became very still,
staring down blankly.

The silver-mounted
vanished.

“What—what the
breathed.

She stared round
near hy. No sign of
truth burst on her. & (
of the team—acting like lightning.
had taken it. Who? Why?

“Paddy, what's wrong?"’ asked Jo
puzzledlv “Why are you so excited?
What's happened?”

Paddy turned to her, her eyes sud-
den;y sparkling.

“I'm on the track of something.
Jo!" she flasherl. " Something vitally

it

riding-crop had
dickens!”

she
at the grass
the crop. The
Someone—one

important! The crop I found—it'™
gone! But you're sure you Know the
owner?”

“Why, of course, Paddy !”

“Then tell me, Jo—now!"

And, with breath held, Paddy waited
for her chum to answer-—for the name
oi the Whisperer, Vincent's secreu
cnemy, to hecome known.

What is Jo's reply 7 Who is the
unknown Whnsperer‘? Next Friday’'s
instalment is the most anthrallmg azd
intriguing yet! You must not miss it!
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JUNE'S STRANGE DISCOVERY

UNE GAYNOR, niece of Noel
Ravmond, the famous detective,
went to lonely Knoll Castle

under an assumed name, Carolyn
Stuart. 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 believed that a mysterious figure
dressed as the Green Archer was
threatening the film.

June received a terrific shock when
she found that a man was staying at
the castle under the name of Noel
Ravmond! She was convinced that
the impostor was the mysterious
Green Archer,

June believed that the mystery
was connected with two green boxes
hidden in the West Wing. This wing
had been placed out of bounds to the
flm makers by the bogus Nosl
Raymond.

One evening June visited the for-
bidden West Wing and found the
two green boxes. But when she
opened them she discovered that
they contalned nothing but packets
of unsweetened biscuits,

I)ACKETS oi biscuits!

In  blank amazement June
Gaynor stared at the contents of the
two green-painted tins,

Surely this couldn’t be what the
Green Archer's confederates were so
anxious to secure? It seemed absurd
that anyone should go to such
trouble to hide innccent packets of
biscuits,

Frowningly she regarded
then caught in her breath.

A startling idea had occurred to
her Perhaps the biscuits were
camouflage—put into the tins in
order to divert attention from theiv
real contents.

“Maybe there's a secret compari-
a false bottom where the real
stufl is hidden,” June murmured,

Excitedly she examined first one
tin. then the other. She tapped the
metal with her knuckles: even
measured the height of the sides. and
compared that of the outside witi
that of the inside. But all in vain
1t became clear that the tins were
perfectly ordinary; it was impossible
for anything to be concealed in
ihem.

Her sense of bafflement returned.

“This is just crazy,” she declared.
“There must be some explanation, I
can't believe the Green Archer Iis
trying to smuggle biscuits out of ihe
castle.”

Frowningly. June's gaze went back
to the packets. Picking cne of them
up. she unwrapped it and shook =a
biscuit out on to the palm of her
hand.

It was shaped like a button—about
an inch 1n diameter and half as thici.
perfectly plain—just the sort her
aunt loved to serve with cheese.

and vet as it lay there on her open
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hand June was conscious of some-
thing strange about it.

Biscuits of this type were usually
very light, but this one——

She gave an excited gasp.

“It's quite lheavy!" she exclaimed.
“Golly, can something be hidden in-
side 1127

The very possibility made her heart
ieap, and, confident that she had at
last discovered the secret, she raised
the biscuit to her mouth. But before
she could bite on it—before she could
put her thrilling theory to the test—
there came an unexpected interrup-

ion.

Creak!

It was one of the ancient floor-
boards in the outer room. Someouc
had stepped upon it. But who could
have entered the forbidden West
Wing? One name leapt instantly io
her lips.

The Green Archer! .

“Oh, golly, perhaps he's come to
collect the tins!” she murmured, und
involuntarily braced herself.

Another loose floorboard creaked.
but no one appeared in the doorway.
Indeed. a strange, un-nerving silence
settled over the castle.

The seconds ticked by, Still
tense stillness remained unbroken,
burning curiosity replaced June's
fear. Temporarily the secret of the
biscuits was forgotten. She felt she
had to discover what was happening
in the other room.

Had the Green Archer vanished as
mysteriously as he had come? If not.
what could he he up to?

She re-packed the hiscuits and
stored the tins back in the cupbocard
above the mantelpiece, then on tip-
toe she crossed the floor. Stealthily
opening the door, she peeped out.

The first thing she noticed was a
blaze of light, coming from an elec-
tric lantern. The next was a tall
flgure clad in a medi®val costume
which glowed eerily.

The Green Archer!

He was bending over one of the
large theatrical hampers, and even
as June watched he dragged out the
lovely costumes it contained and
piled them up in front of him,

Her eves filled with alarm, She
suessed instantly that those film cos-
tumes were in danger. The Green
Archer could have only one reason
for entering the forbidden wing. He
intended to create another scare—to

the

“YOU ARE AN
IMPOSTOR AND
1 MEAN TO DE-
NOUNCE YOU!”
June's Defiant
Declaration
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By PETER LANGLEY

renew the rascally campaign which
was designed to put an eud to the
film-making in the castle.

Another moment and her suspicions
were confirmed, for from the leather
pouch which hung from his belt tue
Green Archer took a cigaretie lighter
and clicked it on.

There could be no mistaking that
silver lighter. It was the one which
the girl detective had used to trick
the take Noel Raymond eatlier in the
day and which, afterwards, he had
unsuspectingly pocketed.

Here then, it she wanted it, was
proof that her sensaticnal theory was
right. The fact that the Green
Arvcher had that lighter confirmed
that he and the bogus Noel Raymond
were cne and the same person.

And it was clear what were his pre-
sent intentions. He meant to set fire
to the heap of costumes—to destroy
them utterly.

June's first impulse was to leap for-
ward, but she resisted the tempta-
tion Single-handed, she was no
match for the impostor, No, she
must use her wits to defeat him.

Desperately 'she looked around, and
suddenly her eyes lit up.

Beside the door which gave access
to the occupied part of the castle
hung a rusty chain, with an iron
liandle at the end,

An old-fashioned bell-pull!

If only she could ring that she
would sound the alarm—rouse tht
whole castle.

And if help was secured, then not
only would the beautiful costume:
be saved, but tlhie Green Archer's rea.
identity would be proved beyond all
doubt. Clever as he was, the impos-
tor would never be able to explain
away 1lhat incriminating green cos-
tume and mask. It was a golden
chanca to expose him.

Hardly daring to breathe, Junuo
began to slide along the wall. Inch
by inch she crept towards the dang-
ling bell-pull.

The Green Archer, the flaring
lighter held in one hand. was bend-
ing over the heap of frocks and other
finery.

Another moment and he would set
them alight.

Desperate, June darted forward.

Creak!

She trod on tlie same loose boards
as the Green Archer hpd done. In
the ghostly stillness of the West Wing
the sudden sound sz2emed to crack out
like thwunder.

Instantly the Green Archer
straightoned uvp. and with a startled
gasp Lhe swung round. At sight of

the girl detective he recoiled iu
amazement.
“You!"' he exciaimed. "How il

thunder did you get here? I locked
the door behind me. and you couldn't
have snenked in earlier, for I've gol
the only key!"

Despite her

dismay at being dis-
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covered, June could not rvesist a
chucklie. Usuallv the impostor wa:
0 cool. so audacious. so sure of him-
self It was a refreshing change to
see him so token aback anda be-
wildered.

“That would be telling,” she re-
torted. " You're not the oanly oune

And then shie broke off and gave a
scornful  laugh. For suddenly the
Green Archer had realised that Dhis
mask hadl slipped. It was now hang-
ing from one ear and he was making
lrantic efforts to readjust it.

“I shouldn't bother,” June sald.
“I know who you are—have Known
for some time. You may have fooled
Mr. Cronbereg and the rest of the film
unit. but vou didn’'t fool me. I know
the truth about you.”

It was perhaps unwise of her to
talk like this. but she just could not
help it, At last she had the impostor
at her mercy, and she was human
cnough to revel in the fact.

He glared, but there could be no
mistaking the uneasiness in his grey
eves.

“What do you mean?” he demandeu
hoarsely.

"1 mean that your reign as Noel
Raymond is about to come Lo an
end!” she cried, and exultingly her
land closed over the fron handle ¢f
tire bell-pull. *“ You are an impostor
and [ mean to deaounce you!"”

FIRE AT THE CASTLE

“FTTHE usually cheeriul, almost boyish
features o1 tne impostor were
transtormed. Looking ut nhim

now, June tound 1t dirmcult to pzlieve

tnat she had ever mistaken lhum for
the real Noel, .
His glare decpened and his 1ips

twisted 1uriously.

82 vou have discovered the truth,
have you?'" he gasped.

June nodded.

“You were clever,
ciiough,”” she declared.
saspicions for some time, and they
were confivined  when vou aceepied
my little stovy aboit that lighter this
maorning.”

but not ciever
“I've had my

“Ine—the story about my lighter?” .

he stammered, and scowled av it in
Iris hand,

*Noi  your lighter-—mine,” June
wold him. "It was Nunky who gave
it 1o me at Clhristmas. not the other
way round. So when you accepted
what I told vou without question—
well, then I knew that you must be
an impostor. I must confess the dis-
covery came as a shock—but it's
nothimg to the shock the others wii
receive when they hear the news.”

He gave a harsh laugh.

“You littie fool, do you think any-
one will believe you?” he cried. "1t
will only be your word against mine
—and don't forget that you are living
here under a false name yoursell!
Cronberg and ihose other fools will
1hink vou're erazy.”

But smilingly she shook her head,

* Oh. no they won't—not when chey
gne vou in that rig-out,” she retorted.
“Even you won't he able to explain
what o so-called detective is doing
wearing the Green Archer's costume.”

As chie spoke, her hand tightened
on the bell-handle. He gave an angry
shiout.

"Stop! Don't you dare——"

But already the girl detective had
hauled with all her strengthh on the
ruasty chain.

From somewhere below came thie
clanging of a heavy bell, Its echwoes
seemed to fill the whole castle. ancd
mingled with the sound came a med-
ley of startled shouls,

June's eves gleamed with triumpa.
The alarm had been given. In a very
few moments the whole househola
would be surging into the West Wing.
II only she could prevent the Green
Archer Irom unlocking the door;
could stop him from escaping.

But he made no attempt to escape.
Now his hate-flushed features had
undergone another extraordinary
change. Once more he looked suave,
cool. evenn mocking.

“You little fool, vyou've over-
reached voursell.” he asserted. "Itz
not 1 who'll be caught. but you—and
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it won't be easy for you to expiany
why you've broken orders.”
June’'s heart gave an apprelcnsive

eap,

What did he mean? Whis he jus:
trying to frighten her, or

All at once she felt uneasy and b2
wildered. He seemed so sure of him-
self. There was not a trace of panic
about him now. Indeed, as the
shouts could be heard getting nearer,
he actually laughed.

“TI've heen wanting to get you out
of the castle for a long time.” he
declared, “and now you've played
right into my hands.”

With the words Ite leapt into action
—s0 swiftly, so unexpectedly that the
zirl detective was taken completely
by surprise. X

Before she could move, before shs
could even guess his intention, hz
had darted back to the piled up
silken finery and jabbed the still
flaring lighter amongst the fragile
costumes.

There came a
flame, and June
horror.

Some of the frocks were already
alight. It could only be a matter of
minutes before all of them were a
raging mass of fire.

“That's fixed vou!” cried the Green
Archer, and. pocketing the lighter, he
raced through the doorway leading to

leaping tongue of
shouted out in

** Hallo, hallo, where have you sprung from ? '’ asked a surprised voice, and 1o
June’s dismay Bob Staines & Co. appeared on the scene.

Breaking o, she stunibled across
the room, bending one arm to protect
her face from the scorching hen

Pushing open the massive oakcn
door, she rushed into the apartment
she had left only a few minutes
earlier. The light irom the nearby
fire clearly illumined it, and June
pulled up, staring increcdulously.

The room was empty. The Green
Archer had vanished as if into thin
air—yet the only exit was the door
by which she had entered!

For a second or two she stood iliere
baffled, hardly able to believe her own
eyes, Then she darted across to the
huge fireplace and opened the cup-
board above the mantelpiece.

Like the room, it was empty. The
two green-painted boxes it had con-
tained had gone.

Obviously the Green Archer had
taken themn, and now he had djsap-
peared, leaving her to take the blame
for his latest scoundrelly action.

But how could he have cscapeq?

June looked wonderingly around.

“There must be some secret way
out,” she tlold herself, and the.l
frowned.

She was remembering how just as
mysteriously the impostor had
vanished from Rainbow Cave. Wnas

it possible that there was some un-
suspected tunnel which connected
the cave with the castle? It seemed

Would they notice the

open window through which she had just escaped ?

the inuer room and swiftly vanished
rom sight.

Helplessly June stared at the sizz-
jing flames, Impossible to beat them
out with her own hands; futile even
to attempt to prevent the fire from
spreadinﬁ. Out in the corridor were
fire buckets and -extinguishers, but
there was a locked door between them
and herself.

The only hope was that the film
people shie could now hear pounding
along the corridor would be able
swiftly to battzr down the door and
get into action.

She made to shout to them, bul
the words were stifled in her throat.
Abruptly she remembered the Green
Archer's mocking words—remembered
how difficult it would be to explam
her presence in the wing which had
been put strictly out of bounds,

If she were found here on her own
the film-makers might believe that
she herself had started the fire--
might even suspect that she was in
league with the Green Archer!

It was an appalling predicament in
wllur';ch the gir! detective found her-
self.

In despair slie stared at the ragine
fire. and then she gave an excited
shout.

“Thére's no other way out of that
inner room! That means the Green
Archer's trapped the same as I an.
Ir r_ml_v”I_ can prevent him from escap-
ing

likely, Knoll Castle was very old, and
secret deors and passages were noel
unusual in, buildings erected during
the turbulent Middle Ages.

But the girl detective had no
chance to investigate. for suddeniv
there came an agitated knocking on
the main door which gave access to
the rest of the castle,

Out in the corridor was a whole
host of people, amongst them Thco-
dore Cronberg himself, The excitable
little producer fAung down liis cigar
as he smelt the smoke leaking from
under the locked door.

“ Sufferin’ mackerel, the piace is on
fire!" he shouted. “Don't staud
gaping there! Smash down the doo’!
Grab those fire-buckets! Come on.
jump to it!”

There came a mediey of shouts. n
rush of feet, then & beooming crazh
rang out.

Some of the technicians had scized
a heavy oak settle which stood
against the wall and had begun a2
use it as a batiering-ram. Under
their onslaught the door guivered,
while the ancient lock hegan to crack
and bireak.

Hearing the commotion, June felt
a sense of peanic. -

“Oh. golly, I dar risk being
Jound here!” she gasned. ' Now thatl
the Green Archer's escaped, they'd
never believe anything I told them.”

Realising that the bogus Noel Ray-
mend hoad been too clever for her, sho
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decided the only sensible thing w%
to escape while there was yet tim

Her only hope of establishing the
truth—of unmasking the impostor—
was to remain on at the castie. She
could not risk the danger of being
driven away in disgrace,

As there came another shatterg
bang on the locked door, she rushed
back into the outer room. It was
now full of smoke, and she was
almost sufiocated as she groped hes
way towards the narrow stairs.

Clapping her hand over her mouth
and nostrils, she stumbled down the
stone steps, and as she went the door
up above crashed open and, cough-
ing and spluttering, the fllm-makeis
rushed in. laden down with fire-
buckets and extingulshers.

THE IMPOSTOR MAKES A MOVE

UFFERIN' mackerel, but this is
more of the Green Archer's
work! By hookey, but he shall

pay for this!™

‘Theodore Cronberg’'s bull-like voice
clearly reached June as she gained
the ground floor. and she coula pic-
ture himn capering with fury while the
fire-fighters got to work,

" On, golly, it'll be all up {f I'm
caught now,” slie told herself. * The
1act that I've started to run away
would tell against me.”

She hurried along a wide, hall-like
passage, to where she glimpsed a mas-
sive oaken door.

Though by now it was getting late,
stie could =ee clearly, for brilliant
meonlight streamed through the win-

dows, but when she reached the
dpork she received an unpleasant
shock.

It was locked.

She looked around, then rushed to
the other two doors let into the
granite walls, but they gave access
only to dusty, unfurnished rooms.

Her gaze went to the windows.
They were narrow and built high
from the ground, Could she possibly
manage to clamber up on to a sloping
i;nl %nd undo one of the rusty fasten-
ngs?

Even as she considered the prospect
there came another stentorian roar
irom upstalrs.

“ Hey, some of vou start hunting for
that darned Archer! The heodium
must be hiding somewhere. He can't
have escaped.” .

It was the irascible producer, and
June gave a gasp of alarm. It wouid
not b2 long before a thorough search
was made of the ground iloor.

Desperate, she rushed across to the
nearest window, braced herself, then
leapt upward with all her strength.

Her upfiung hand managed to curl
around the lron bar which protected
the window. Wildly she gripped it
and for a moment hung there, pant-
ing.

Scrabbling against the stone wall
with her feet, she next tried to clam-
ber up to the sloping sill. It proved
an exhausting struggle, but at last
she succeeded,

Not daring to et go of the iron bar,
shie crouched on the narrow ledge and
wrestled with the window fastening
with her free hand, Through the
dusty panes she saw that this part of
the West Wing jutted out beyond the
wall which encircied this side of the
castle.

The fastening was stif and rusty.
At flrst 1t resisted all her efforts, and
even when eventually she managed to
drag down the lever the window re-
fused to budge,

From the distance came the sound
ol voices. and footsteps clattered oan
the stone steps. The search party
welre making their way downstairs,

‘'Oh, golly!" gulped June. and
madly she pressad her shoulder
against the dusty window.

There was a rending crack and it
flew open—so precipitately that she
lost her balance and went diving fors
ward, Her hand was torn from the
bar and out inte the moonlit night
she plunged.

It was a five-foot drop to the
ground, but fortunately she fell on a
grassy  patch, and, though shaken
and bruised. suffered no real hurt.

Dazed, panting, she stumbled to
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her feet, brushed herself down, and
flung an anxious look towards the
open window. Then, even as she
made to hurry away

Cheery voices sounded from a side-
path, and rounding a cilump of bushes
loomed four figures.

Bob Staines, Tilly Norton, and Vera
and Dick March,

At sight of the gi1l they knew as
Carolyn Stuart, the four Tweenies
pulled up dead. So did June.

© Well, well, well, if this isn't a sur-
prise!” exclaimed Bob. * Where have
you sprung from, Carolyn?”

Desperately June composed hersell.
It would never do for the young filmi-
makers to guess her agitation,

“Oh, I'm just out for a stroll
said.

Her voice was calm and nonchalant,
but inwardly she was a prey to a
dozen fears.

Suppose tHe Tweenies noticed the
open window! Suppose they heard
the voices of the searchers inside the
castle! Suppose they did not accept
her explanation!

But she need not lhiave worried.
The Tweenies were quite un-
suspicious, and to her relief curly-
headed Bob grinned across at lher.

" Gee, I wish I'd known you wanted
a breath of fresh air,” he said. " You
could have come with us. We've been
for a ripping walk along the clifi-

' she

D.

" Yes—nothing like a good walk to
give one an appetite for supper,” put
in Dick March.

Plump Tilly Norton sniffed.

** Poch I don't want a walk tn
give me an appetite,” she declared.
“I'm always ready for my grubbins.
And let's get a move on.” I'm sure it's
leng past supper-time.'

Laughingly the young film-makers
made their way back to the castle,
June accompanying them.

In order to reach the main c(n-
trance, they had to encircle the high
wall which enclosed the courtyard,
and even when they reached the gate-
way they suffered a fresh delay.
Jordan, the lodge-keeper, had locked
up for the night. and it took some
time to attract his attention and lure
him from his radio,

At last, however. he appeared and
creakingly the ancient gates swung
open. The little group crossed the
courtyard and entered the castle, but
once in the hall they stopped in
startled surprise.

At the foot of the stairs stoorl
Bromley. the greyv-haired butler, and
he had a fatherly arm around one of
the malds, seeking to calm her.

“Now, now, my dear, there's no
need to be frightened.” he was say-
ing, " The wretched Green Archei's
miles away by now."”

“How do you know? Oh, how do
vou know?” sobbed the maid. *“It's
not safe to stay here. No one ought
to live in this awful castle.”

Her voice rose hysterically and the
Tweenies exchanged uneasy glances.

“What's the matter, Bromley?"
asked Bob Staines.

The butler looked up. gave a heavy
sigh, and shook his head worriedly.

“It's that rascal of a Green
Archer,” he said. *He's been up to
his tricks again—tried to burn down
the“\}ﬂlfest Wing."

“Wh
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June remained silent. but Bob aud
his chums gave horrified gasps.

* Foryunately the fire's heen put
out,” Bromley went on, "but a lot
of damage has been done, I'm afraid.
and everyone's very upset. It's not
only the servants, it's the film unit
also, Unless that scoundrel is appre-
hended I'm afraid many of them will
be leaving before long.”

June's heart gave a dismayed leap.
Was the Green Archer's cununing cam-
paign at last bearing fruit? Wouid
ne succeed in driving away the film
company? .

Dick March grabbed his sister
citedly by the arm. s

" Here, let's investigate!™ he cried.

“ Yes—let's see what exactly has
happened!” urged Vera, antd she led
a rushh up the stairs to the Wesl

ex-

Wing.

The large apartment where the
film gear had been stored was
‘crowded with film actors and
actresses, camera crews and tech-
nicians. The girls looked pale-faced
and frightened, while the men wete
muttering angrilv amongst them-
selves.

In the centre of the room stood
Theodore Cronberg. Chewing savagely
at a cigar, he was glaring at the scenc
oI destruction.

Though the fire had been ex:
tinguished, it was obvious that a lot
of the costumes had been destroyed
and much of the gear damaged.

While June and the rest of the
Tweenies clustered in the doorway,
gazing about them in consternation,
Mryr. Cronberg suddenly flung down his
cigar and whirled.

“ Where's that fellow Raymond?" he
demanded, his voice bellowing out ai
incredible volume. * Hasun't he got on
the track o' that darned Green Archer
vet? Sufferin’ mackerel, but isn't he
paid to guard our property? Isn't he
paid to capture that chea;l) crook oi
a fire-bug? Then why the thump
hasn't——"

He broke off and glared. for sud-
denly the crowd at the far end of the

‘room had parted and the tall, athletic

figure everyone believed to be Noel
Raymond appeared to view.

Calmly he regarded the red-faced,

irate producer.

“Don’'t be impatient, Mr, Cron-
berg,'” he urged. “I'm domg my hest,
and I can assure you

“Impatient!” Theodore Cronberg
flung up his arms in a furious ges-
ture ‘' Sufferin’ mackerel, you tell
me not to be lmpatlent whe
hundreds of pounds’ worth of valu-
able gear has been destroved! When
that “scoundrel of an Archer——"
With an effort he calmed himself,
and, pulling a new cigar out of his
breaqt pocket, clamped his teeth on
it. **Well, have you dliscovered any-
thing?” he demanded.

The bogus Noel Raymond nodded.

Looking at him, June was once
again amazed at his cool audacity. It
was almost Impossible to believe that
this suave, self-possessed voung man
was the green-clad figure she had
caught red-handed in this very room
barely half an hour ago.

“Yes—I've discovered quite a lot,”
the so-called detective declared, * The
rascal who set the place afire was
clever, but not clever enough.”

As he spoke, his steely grey eyes
became centred on June, and there
was & gleam in them that sent an icy
shiver of apprehension running down
her spine.

What fresh mischie! was he plan-
mmz" she Wondeled uneasily.

‘You mean you've got a clue?”
asked the producer,

Once again the bogus Noel
mond smiled.

" Yes—I've got a clue.” he replied.
“Don't worry., Mr. Cronberg. If all
groes well I hope to have the culprit
safely under lock and key before an-
other day is over.”

And once more his steely eyes,
aciow with malice and mockery, he-
came riveted on the girl detective.

What is this clue— does it spall danger
for June ? This grand detective story
becomes more exciting than ever next
week,

Ray-
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THE HAUNTED HOUSE

YO that's the haunted house you
boys are scared of going into?”
There was a note of fun in
Joy  Oliver's voice, and her eyes
twinkled.
" Seared?” scofled her Cousin Jack.
*Who sald we were scared?”

"I've never been scared of any-
thing,” said his lean, lank pal,
Bannister. " I've got an iron nerve.”

Jdoy chuckled. She liked pulling
their legs, because they had a rather
superior attitude to girls.

Just heyvond the garden gate where
they were standing was a notice-
board stating that the local news-
paper, offered five pounds to anyone
who dared to spend the night in the
hanuted cotlage,

The- house cerfainly did not look
very prepossessing. There were large
loles in the thatched roof; the
windows that were not broken were
dirty and cobwebbed; the door was
ol its hinges and banged on windy
nights,

" As if we're scared!” snorted Jack,
" Bannister and I are going to spend
the night there and win that fiver.
Of cowrse, I shall bave to Keep it a
secret from Uncle Horace.”

“And my mother wouldn't agree,”
.‘-[aidt_ Bannister quickly., *But we’ll
do it.”

" S0 would I, said Joy. “Only——"

*Only your Aunt Jemima wouldn't
let you,” grinned Jack., ' Just as well.
This is definiteiy a boys’ only stunt.
Girls wouldn't have the nerve. Gee,
wait till we've woun that fiver, Ban-
nister—we’ll have 'a day at the
seaside.”

Joy eved the two boys. They were
hragging they intended to spend thé
night in the haunted cottage, but she
suspected they were not serious,

‘They were just heing superior. as
usual, trying to impress on her that
they had more nerve than she had.
The cheek of them! They were asking
to be taught a lesson.

Suddenly she gave a (iuiet. inward
rhuckle and strolled boldly through
lhe gateway.

* You're brave now,” she said, " but
il might he different to-night. Sup-
pose vou got scared and bolted?”

“Us bolt? No ghost could scare
me!"” scotfed Bannister. Wiy, even
il a strange howl or groan came up
from the floorboards—— W-what was
that?" he ended abruptly.

Joy turned to the house casually.

“ It sounded like a groan,” she said.
* Listen!”

Ii. was all she could do not to
ciggle, for the groan they had heard
wins  hers—a  veniriloquial groan; &
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that seemed to come {rom

groan
inside the Jaaunted house.

As neith®" Jack nor Bannister knew
that Joy was a ventriloquist, they had
no doubt that the sound was genuine,

“Now, don’t you boys get scared,”
said Joy, smiling and beckoning them
through the gateway. “Come and
investigate." .

“Scared? We're not scared,” said
the boys. But they hung back, hoth
looking very startled,

“I should "think not,” said Joy.
“I'm here, may be a girl, but
ghosts, spooks, goblins—poof! If you

want to earn that fiver to-night you'd
hetter have me with yvou.”

“Tshal” said the hoys, or words to
that effect.

S0 Joy groaned again, and threw in
a whimpering yelp for fun.

It was remarkable, eerie, blood-
chilllng, and she noticed that Ban-
nister was gulping and his face had
gone pale. Jack had a grim, set
expression, and there was no longer
glimmering fun in his eyes.

_“dTh-that was certainly a groan,” he
said.

“Y -yes —sus - sounded like it)”
admitted Bannister. “I—I say, I've
ijust remembered. I've got to pup-
post_a lul-letter.”

“Oh. that'll wait!
scared?” said Joy.

“SQeared? Me?” said Bannlister.
“Mum-me? Gosh. no Wow!” He
ended as a shriek came from the
house, and caught held of Jack's arm.
* Wh-what was that?"

Joy listened at the door.
was cool and calm,

"I should say that was the Headless
Cavalier,” she said. * He comes here
looking for his head. yvou know. He
lost it during the Civil War: "

"It’'s nothing to j-joke about!”
bhabbled Bannister.

*“Hark!” sald Jack sharply. “ Foot-

She had

stc}ps!” .
oy jumped. Footsteps?
not made that sound!

But undoubtedly footsteps sounded
hollowly in the haunted house, They
seemed to be coming downstairs.

"The Headless Cavalier!” babbled
Bannister. "I sus-say, T'll be back in
a minute. Must post this letter.”

He turned, and tripped over some
weeds, and Jack fell over him. Joy,

Unless youre

She algne

vasse

By IDA MELBOURNE

bhacking away from the door. nearlh
went over the two of them. Therc
came a heavy creaking sound, then
suddenly the front door of the
cottage was pulled open.

“So!" said a grim voice. *“You are
the ghost-makers, are vyou? Your
names and addresses. please. Il
report this matter to the police.”

There in the doorway stood a porily
manf wearing a macintosh and a red
scarf,

A RIVAL GHOST-HUNTER

HIS was & nasty moment for Jov.
She felt that she had got the
boys into a scrape, for they hag

had nothing to do with the greamng,

Bannister and Jack scrambled up,
and Bannister put his cap on
jauntily.

*“ Gosh, and Joy thought it was a
ghost!"” he scofed.

“Well, so did I,”
honestly.

The man in the doorway scowled rt
them darkly.

“Ah, but I didn't! T suppose this
newspaper stunt gives you voungsters
a fine opportunity for pranks. Moan-
ing and howling——"

“ But we didn't moan.” said Jack.

The man made a contempiuous
gesture of dismissal,

“If you lads think I'm heing scarved
off that five pounds vou're mistaken,
I shall have vou charged with what's
called a public mischief. 1 have said
all along that these ghostly noises are
either due to people’s imagination or
else  to . mischlef-makers larking
about.”

Joy saw him take out a notehocox.
and realised that he was serious.
Perhaps he thought that if he made
a fuss and frightened people into
thinking that they could be charged
in court. he would Keep away
practical jokers.

But suppose the sounds could still
be heard while all three were facing
him? What then? He could hardly
blame them.

Joy threw her voice. Omnce again o
groaning sound seemed to come from
inside the house, and therefore from
behind the man in the doorway.

The man dropped his noteboolk and
jumped round.

“ Wh-what was that?” he said. )

*“Just the Headless Cavalier,” =aid
Joy earnestly.

Jack admitted

" PESEEE N SACAdERRERANEREREEEREaES

Fun In The Haunted Cottage—With
Ventriloquist Joy

L e T T P LR e e e L P P I T P P P e T e TR LY TR LT L e PR P T PR P e

4%5



The man turned back to her and

glowered in reproof.
_ “This talk of the Headless Cavalier
is  twaddle,” he¢ said abruptly.
" Obviously there is one of your gang
lurking in the house, making these
groans. I am convinced of that. Ancd
if you haven't come here to lark
ahout why are you here?”

Joy let Jack answer.

“We're goilng to win that five
pounds; we're going to spend the
night here,” he sald recklessly.

“You're goin%‘ to spend the night
here? In this haunted house? TYou
kids?” And the man roared with
laughter.

Bannister and Jack went red.
chuckled, however.

“ Forget the whole thing,” advised
the man. “I'm winning that five
pounds—and tc-night, too. 't
pelieve in ghosts. I know there aren't
any. I shall make myself comfortable.
Now you clear off. No one’s allowed
in here unless they've signed a form
at the newspaper office."”

The man's bullying manner made
Joy & Co. detérmined to spend the
night in the haunted cottage, so,
cycling into the town, they filled in
the form and parted, arranging to
meet at a stile near the cottage at
half-past ten,

Five pounds! That was the thought
that buoyed Joy when darkness tell
that evening.

Getting out of the cottage was
easier than she thought, for Aunt
Jemima and Cousin Hypatia always
went to bed at ten.

At ten-twenty-five Joy
ihe lonely lane in the pit

Joy

went along
ch dark. At

ten-thirty-five she looked at her
ituminous watch and gasped,
The boys were late. Had they

failed her?

At ten minutes to eleven there was
still no sign of them.

Joy Irowned, Surely they hadn’t
funked it? Or had they thought that
she would?

With slow steps Joy walked towards
the dark outline of the cottage. Sud-
denly a heavy step sounded behind
her, and Joy turned, with a start.

* Aha!" said a man's voice, and she
recognised their rival. * And where
are the hercic boys?”

His tone was Jeering and Joy
hridled. Pride demanded that she
made their voices at least present.

“I'm here!" sald Jack's voice.

“So am I!" sald Bannister. .

The man stanrted and peered into
the darkness.

“Where are the boys?
them?"”

“It's a dark night,” said Joy.
way, we'll see you inside.”

She gave the man a sharp look:
e had a strange, worried expression.

Joy had got him rattled at the start,
and she chortled with glee.

But suddenly, pulling
together, he strode on.

And alter him went Joy until, just
as she reached the gate of the cottage
“_where a sma.l crowd had gathered
to see the fun—a figure leaped out.

“Stop!” cried a commanding voice.
“Joy, I am just in time!”

Joy fell kack in dismay, for the
person who jumped ocut so dramatic-
ally was Uncle Horace, and behind
him stood Jack and Bannister. .

“'So you are Lhe third person in this
reckless escapade!” said Uncle Horace
grimly. “Jack would not give your
name. I caught him leaving the
house and his friend waiting for him.
Now 1 have caught the three of vou,
and you can consider this crazy
adventure at an end.

Joy gasped.

“Uncle, you don't mear

“1 do mean. I give the same com-
mand that vour Aunt Jemima would
give were she here, and If you doubt
it we will go back and ask her. None
of you shall go into this cottage with-
ouf my permission—and that shall
not be given.”

ALL FOR A FIVER

NCLE HORACE meant what he
said. He was something of a
tyrant, and when he gave an

order it had to be obeyed.
Joy looked at Jack and Banister,
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I can't see
“Any-

himself

both glum and crestfallen. Then she
decided to use her ventriloguism.

" Horace!" she cnlled.

The voice came from the-crowd in
the darkness, and Uncle Horace
turned, recognising it

“Yes, Jemima?" he called: and then
added to Joy: "“That is your Aunt
Jemima, my giri!”

‘sHorace,” came Aunt Jemima's
voice, “for goodness’ sake let Joy go
into the house., She has to be inside
by eleven in order to win the prize."”

Uncle Horace gaped; his eyes
rounded.

“You—you want her to enter ffie
house?” he babbled.

“How can she win the prize for
stayving there all night if she doesn't?”

“But—but it's absurd Z

“QOh, don't vou he so _absurd,
Horace!" rebuked Aunt Jemima's
voice. " Because you're scared of
ghosts apd ecreaking boards and
rattling or knobs, it doesn't mea:n

that Joy is."” )
Uncle Horace stiffened.
horrified and indignant.
“geared? No gnost has ever scared

me.

“Well, apparently it scares the
hoys. Girls are diflerent, naturally.
Girls are not so eas:ly scared as bDoys.”

Uncle Horace snorted in fury.

“T have no inteation of arguing,
Jemima!” he retorted. *“But if Joy
has your permission to enter the
house—very well.” .

Jov marched into the house, hoping
that Uncle Horace would be shamed
into letting the hoys follow. She took
one step inside, and then paused
abruptly. . e

From upstairs had sounded a groan,
followed by a heavy, rattling noise- -
like the clanking of chains.

Joy's eyes rounded as_ she stood
there irresolute. What had caused
those ghostly sounds? Was the house
really haunted, after all?

A little shakily, she switched on
her torclh and flashed it up the stairs.
She was just in time to see a man
dragging a chain from the landing
into one of the upper rooms.

Joy relaxed and smiled. Obviously
her rival competitor was playing this
dodge to scare oif all other prize-
Inunters.

“Two can play at that game,” she
murmured, and looked around her to
see if Jack and Bannister had come
intc the house.

They had not; but that was no
reason why they shouldn’t appear to
he on the scene ‘Thal man was try-
ing to scare them off, was he? Now to
give him o few scares!

Joy prepared to prove just what o
clever ventriloguist and mimic she
really was!

“Gosh, what's that blue, glowing
shape?” asked a voice which sounded
exactly like Bannister’s.

“Qoooo-er! I think it's a ghostly
cat!" came Jack's voice.

“Ssh! What's that?” Now Joy
speaking in her own voiee iy
It's the Cavalier speaking—Iirom
behind this panelling!

* Begone from this troubled house
where ill befalls!” said a deep. hollow
voice. “Who sees the Headless
Cavalier has ample reason more o
fear!” .

The rival competitor came rushing
from the room where he had taken
his chain.

“Wh-what was that?” he demanded
in a quaky voice,

“8ssh!  The ghost is saying sonic-
thing!” exclaimed Joy solemnly.

The voice apoke again. seeming to
come from hehind the panelling.

“The stupid knave who dishelicves
Shall hear my voice bencath the
eaves!”

“That's poetry!” said Joy in Jack's

He was

Wwas
avig ]

oice.
“ Jolly good!"” Bannister seemed tc

5ay.

The portly ghost-hunter _looked
about him, unable tc see Jack cr
Bannister.

“Where are those hoys?” he ask

“ Here I am!" came JacKk's voice,

Joy reeled back as though alarmed
and afraid.

_“He's turned into a ghost. He's In-
visible! Oh, oh!” she cried.

The man fell
rounding.

“Impossible!™

*“My gosh, we jolly well ave!" cried
Jack's voice shrilly. “ Bannister,
what's happened to you? 1 can't sce
you."”

back, too. his eyes

“I can't see you, Jack.”
Joy clasped her mouth and looked
as scarved as she could.

“Phew! They've hoth turned into
ghosts! It's catching!”
But the portly man gritted his

eth.
*It's a trick,” he sald thickly. "It
must bhe.”

A mocking laugh came {rom hehind
the panelling.

“Let not your voices rise so loud,
The hoys are vanished in a cloud.”

te

The portly man selzed his walking-
stick
find the he

“ I
shouted.

He rushed forward. Now Jack's
volce came just in front of him; then
behind hin.

the

“It—its
man.

Clearly he was heginning to lose his
nerve, and he becamec even morc
jittery when that hollow, ghostly
voice was heard once again.

“You, fat sir, shall he the next.

Your bhulk and weight shall dis-
appear,

And you stay Lere a twelvemonth

s00n boys,”

uncanny!" gasped

year.
When those toyvs return to flesh
You'll be caught within my mesh.”

Joy moved back to the landing as
she uttered that rhyme, for she had
heard faintly Jack's voice helow. The
hovs were coming in!

‘o save her trick from discovery.
Joy sent Jack's veice downstairs.

“Come on, Bannister!" he seemed
to_shout, the sound getting fainter.
“'We can only become flesh again by
going outside.”

" O.K., Jack!”

Joy saw the man on the landing
hack away [rom the panelling. Then
he wheeled sharply as the hoys' voices
sounded below He flashed his torch
down—and there in the hall were
Jack and Bannister.

*“Look, there they are—in the
flesh,” said Joy, and turned toc the
man. “In a minute you'll be
changed into cloud: you'll be here for
a whole year. My goodness, how
exciting for you! You'll know whal
it's like to be a ghost %

But the porily man was galloping
down the stairs, nearly knocking over
Uncle Horace—who had just entered
the house—in his eagerness to escapc.
He didn't believe for a moment that
a ghost could turn him intc a cloud,
but he took no chances. He took the
next train to London instead.

Joy yawned and woke up. She fell
a little stiff, having spent the night
on a mattress and rugs. And so did
Jack and Bannister when her call
woke them up. Only Uncle Horace
slept on,

Last night Uncle Horace had beeu
goaded by the crowd. They had
hinted that Joy had more nerve than
‘he had. Very well! He would show
them. And he had shown them!

“Of all the stupid ideas!” he ex-
claimed when he woke up and locked
about him in the dusty room of the
cottage. “Your Aunt Jemima is
responsible for this. =

“But. uncle, think—five pounds!”
Joy said eagerly, ' We've won it. And
volu said we could share it.”

They had earned the five pounds,
and it was theirs. But what had they
done to earn it? Slept in an empty.
dusty cottage.

That was all, for Joy had not used
her ventriloguism once the man had
gone, and a Eeaceful night and mid-
night picnic had heen enjoyed by all.

There was the honour and glory.
too, of course; but what mattered to
Joy and the boys was the five pounds.
Now for a grand day at the seaside!

(End of this week's story.)

RMore fun with Joy the Ventritoquist

in another delightful story next week.
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SHOCKS FOR SALLY

" OLD everything,” smiled BSally
Warner. *“I'll be back with
you in two jifties.” .

“We're holding everything,” replied
Johnny#3riggs, pretending to stagger
under the weight of the large basket
containing cut flowers, pot plants,
and vases. " At least, I am!”

“I don't know that it's wise to let
you go and see Jimmy on your own,”
said Don Weston, with an admiring
smile at his girl chum. “Jimmy's
always had a soft spot for you."

" You forget,” dimpled Fay Manners,
the fourth member of the little group
known as the Merrymakers, "that
Jimmy’'s & much engaged man, with a
wedding in the offing. He has no eyes
for anyone hut his Sara.”

Sally imughed gaily as she hurried
off towards the study of James Kent,
junior physles master at the Inter-
national College on Waloorie Island,
where she and her chums were
students,

Fay was right. Jimmy, as he was
popularly known, was completely
wrapped up in pretty, vivacious, if
somewhat stormy-tempered Sara Red-
way, 8 member of the local repertory
company, .

To Sally's surprise, instead of the
young master’s usual cheery answer
to her tap on hils study door, there
came a morose and subdued “ Come
in!”

Sally entered, staring in amazement
at Mr. Kent. He sat slumped at his
desk, his sandy hair ruffled, his
hoyish, usually beaming countenance
downcast. X

*“ Oh, hallo, Sally I he said dismally.
Then, despite himself, his eyes lit up
with admiration. “I say, you're look-
ing very attractive!”

Sally did indeed, in her pretty,
printed silk dress, a large, wide-
brimmed straw hat on her dark curls,
a dusting of sun-tan powder on her
tanned face,

She dimbpled, then suddenly hecame
seriowus.

“That's more than I can say for

you,” she said. *Is—is anything
wroaﬁ. Mr. Kent?" )
“Wrong—ha!"” Mr. EKent's ex-

clamation was one of complete dis-
jillusionment. *“Everything's wrong!”
he said, with a hollow laugh, X

For a moment he hesitated, obvi-
ously wondering whether to -take
Sally into his conridence, while Sally
stood in sympatheiic silence. Then
he indicated a letter on his desk, with
a small, open hox beside it.
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“It's Sara—she's sent my ring hack
again !

Try as she would, Sally could not
repress the smile which came to her
face.

James Kent, for all his twenty-four
years, was so_ very boyish in many
ways—almost like one of the students.
And though it was obvious that he
and Sara were devoted to each other,
it was also common knowledge that
they were frequently having tiffs, and
that Sara’s engagement ring flew bhack
and forth between the two like o
shuttlecock.

“But, Mr. Kent,"” she said sooth-
ingly and tactfully, "“I—I'm sure Sara
doesn’'t mean anything—she’ll soon
make it up.”

“Of course she will,” said Jimmy
confidently, ‘‘But—oh, gosh, that’s
not the point,” he added, with a dis-
tracted groan. “You see, my Aunt
Julia is coming to see me to-day—she
wants to meet Sara. It'sawful!”

“Awful?” asked Sally puzzledly.

Mr. Eent made two or three dis-
tracted turms up and down his study,
then he turned to face Sally again,

“Aunt Julia,” he-explained, “is my
trustee. She has control of my money
until I reach the age of thirty.
Naturally, I get & very small salary
here as a junior master—not enough
to support myself and a wife.” He
slumped down in his chair again, his
leng legs outstretched. '‘'The point is
that Aunt Julia, if she approves of
my future wife, will release my capital
when I marry,” ¥

Light was beginning to dawn on
Sally. She nodded encouragingly.

And  this morning,” announced
Jimmy, with the air of a man tried
heyond endurance, "I get a cabhle
from Aunt Julia, whom I haven't seen

for years, saying she will visit me at -

the college for just one hour before
she flies on to China or Tibet or
somewhere on some reliefl mission,
from which she doesn’'t expect to
return for ahout three years, And
Bara,” he said t{ragically, “has to
choose this morning to throw a tem-
perament and return my ring!”

“On dear!” Sally felt rather at a
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What A Shock For Sally’s

Chums When They Saw

Her Wearing An Engage-
ment Ring!

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

loss for words. “Couldn't you phone
Sara and explain?”

*She's gone out for the day—no ocne
knows where!"”

“Then your aunt—couldn't you
exnplain that Sara couldn’t be here?”

“You don’t know Aunt Julin!”
groaned Jimmy “Bhe's got old-
fashioned ideas about engagements,
She'd think Sara was slighting her by
not being here to meet her. And she
certainly wouldn't understand that,
despite our tiffs, Sara and I will make
& very happy married couple.”

Sally nodded She believed that,
but she could understand that an
older woman wouldn't,

Jimmy was in a sticky position—
hut one, Sally felt, in which she could
offer no advice.

She stood there hesitantly, knowing
that her chums were waiting {or her,
vet reluctant to leave Mr. Kent to face
this_predicament alonc after he had
confided in her.

Quickly she stepned hehind the
screen which stood neay the window,
signalling to her chums below wnat
she would be with them soon. And
as she did so she heard a deep, hrisk
voice say :

* Good-morning, James!"”

“Aunt J-Julia!” choked Jimumy.
“Oh, g-gee, I didn't—[ mum-mean

“James!' came o stern  voice.

“Stop blathering! Where is Sarah?”
“It's 8-Sara, Aunt Julia,” corrected

Jimmy, getting a strong grip on hini- .
self. “ Sh-she’s not -

“T said Sarah, and T mean Sarah !~
said Aunt Julia in a no-nonsense sort
of voice. "These new-fangled notions
with names are quite ridiculous! Ang
are you trying to tell me she's not
here?” she asked sternly.

Sall% felt she had heard_ quite
enough. Sorry as she was for Jiunmy.
this was something he had to cope
with alone.

She stepped from behind the
screen, intending to bid Aunt Julia u
polite * Good-morning!” and make a
quick exit from the room. But as
soon as Aunt Julia saw her she gave
Q. S1ort.

“James!”™ she said veprovingly.
“How childish you still are, trying to
pretend that Sarail was not heve! 1
can tell you plainly,” she added, look-
ing sternly [rom one to the other,
“that had she not had the courtesy
to he here to maet me after I made
such an effort to sece you, not a4 penny
of your money would yvou have seen
until you were thirty! H'm!"”

Her stern mouth relaxed into what
Sally took to be a smile.

“She looks charming!

Rather
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young. of course, but time will remedy
that. But why aren’t yoll wearing
your ring, child?” added Aunt Julia,
her hawk-like eyes sweeping from
Sally towards the ring winking and
glowing in the sunlight in its box on
the table.

Sally stood still, stunned into
immobility, James gave a choking
gasn,

CAunt——"

he spluttered.  “Sus-

sally

" Sally?” echoed his aunt, ‘' First
Sara, now Sally! James, 1:will not
have the good, old- fashioned name of
Serah mutilated in this way! Give
me your finger, child!"”

And before Sally realised what was
happening, the aiamond-and-sapphire
ring was glistcning on  the third
linger of her left hand.

*Golly ! she gasped.
—you don't unaerstand

"I understand,” said Aunt Julia,
with a penetrating look from her grey
cyes, Y that you and James have prob-
ably been having some silly sort of
argument. But we'll have no moere of
that nonsense! James' letter told me
he was sincere in his feelings towards
his fiancee, and [ shall be glad to
know the foolish boy has someone to
care [or himm while I am away. 1 may
say 1 had already decided that he
should have his money before I came
here. Now I am giad I felt that way.”

She picked up her bhag, her grey
gloves—Ior, despite the heat, Aunt
Julia was clad in & mannish grey
costume, a good, but shapeless felt
hat, and low-heeled brogues—and
turned towards the door.

Now I shall take you both out to
lunch. Come!” she saild command-
ingly, and strode out of the room.

Sal]y turned startled hiue eyes upon
Jumes. And then she gave a start.
For Jimmy was focking at her ex-
citedly.

“8Sally, you must help me!” he
whispered urgently. “It’'s only for an
hour!  I'll write and explain cvery-
thing to her afterwards My future

“You mustn't

is at stake—and Sara’s as well! Sally
—nhlease—--"

“But—put——"  muttered Sally
duzedly. “The—the garden {fete!
And—and this ring !

“James! Sarah!” came the inexor-
able voice from the corridor, *“Come!"”

Rather weakly, still dazed, Sally

found hersell tottering aboul Aunt
Julia gripped her by ohe arm, James
by the other, as they emerged into
the sunshine.

" Sally ! came an impatient shout
from her chums. *Come on

Aunt Julia hristled.

" Really, Sarah,” she said in her
loud, carrying veice, “you must not
let tho students speak to you in such
a familiar way RKemember, after you
arve married to James, you will be in
a position of some authority here.”

nd, with a f{reezing glare at the
stunefied chums, she jerked Sally and
J imes forward into her car.

“M-married!"” gasped Fav, as the
car disappeared. * Mum- mfuued—to
Mr, Kent! What are ear th

“Dud -did  you see?”’ stuttered
Johnny. *“She was wearing an en-
gagement ring !’

“T saw! I say, what's going on?%"
asked Don in bewilderment., *“If this
1s some sort of joke, T don't get it!”
he added indignantly.

Sally, in the car, was feeling in far
from 2 joking mood. If only she had
had time to explain to her chums!
They would have understood, of
course—would have wanted her to
help Sarn and James. Now, goodness
knows what thev would he Thlnklng—~
C'apecmll\ Don, her boy chum!

Sally’s one consolation was the
thoucht that Aunt Julia  was only
Dere for an hour, Butb fusg the same.
it was a very subdued Sally who took
her seat in the restaurant in Sarue-
ville.

James himsell was feeling no han-
pier. He kept on looking at the clock.
and at last e flashed a relieved nod
towards Sally.

* say,  Aunt Jujia” he  said
eagerly, "may I come tg the airport
and see you off?  Sal-—Sarah has an
appeintment clsewhere!™

Sully smiled. This delicate situs-
tion was almost at an end--and it
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couldn't end soon enough for her!
Then the smile froze on her lips as
Aunt Julia shook her head.

“No, thank youn, James!" she ad-
nounced decidedly. " I've changed my
mind-—"

U chu-changed your mind?” gasped
Jimmy.

“Do control your dety
ol repeating everything®
Aunt Julia reprevingly.
fiancee ol yours.

table habit

say!” said
“1 like this
She’s a sensible girl
—the quiet Ltype. Not like those flib-
beriy-gibbeis you used to admire
when you avere yeunger! I have de-
cided Lo stay on, and I shall arrange
fur you two to have a formal engage-
ment party at  Sarneville’s  largest
hotel to-night!”

ANOTHER COMPLICATION
HOSE words, so well-meant, %0
kindly spoken, fell upon Sally
and James Kent like a bomb-
sheil.

What had at first seemed a harmless
deception—started, indeed, by Aunt
Juita  hersell —was now  having
startling complications. However
sorry Sally felt about the repercus-
sion it would have on Jimmy and
Sura, this had got to stop nght NOW,

-7 thought yvou'd he plew;ed said
Aunt Julia rather smugly, though I
Cul o855 0 didn't imagine my good news
would make you -both so completely
speechless with joy. Now,” she added
in her hrisk, businessilke fashion,
smoothing on her grey gloves, “I have
a lot to see to, so I'll leave you two
young things together.”

She rose from the table. With a
quick movement, Sally also rose.

“Miss Kenti" she cried urgently.
“Walt!  You must let me explain

"Aunt Julia to wvou, Sarah!" re-
plied that woman, with a gracious

smile.

“*Hem! Y-yes! But I wanted to
QY " And then there was a crash
as Bally, in her haste to grab at

Aunt Julia’s arm, knocked over her
chair.

“Aunt Julia, wait " shouted
Jimmy.

" Really — really ! Aunt Julia
frowned forbiddingly. ." Do ' please
lower your voices! Evelvone is star-
ing at us! Now — not another
word! Il get in touch with you
soon. Good-bye!™

And Aunt Julia strode mupoqefuny
from the restaurant,-leaving Sally to

sink back in a chair and staré in
1)a,nxc at young Mr. Kent.

‘What a mess!” he groaned.
“What a ghastly mess! ‘Oh, what a

tangled web we weave, When first we
practise to decewe i

“For goodness’ sake don't start
quoting now!” said Sally spiritedly.
“You've got me intp this, and you've
jolly well got to get me out! Apart
irom that, have you stopped for one
moment to think whal Sara's re-
actions are going to he when she hears
of your formal engagement — to
another girl?’

Jimmy gave a hollow groan, which
;t:ntled several of the diners around

im

"1 daren't think!” he said tragic-
ally. “Gee, Sally, T seem %0 have got
you in a fine old tanegle—and mysclf
as well. I'm awfully sorry! Goodhness
knows where it's all going to end!
But yvou're not te weiry. This is my
headache, and T'1l find a way out.
And thanks, Sally, for being such a
brick !

“Sally had to smile, despite her mis-
givings,

‘I do hope everything works out all
right, because I do want you and Sara
to be happy.” she said a little huskily.
“Now I'd better get uleng to the
parden fete. TI'll have a whote heap
more explaining to do when 1 get
L‘I(‘l;‘ she added, with & ruetul
laugh.

It did not toke long for her to reach
the garden fete, in the taxi procured
ior her by James Kent. Johnny raised
a cheer when she reached the flower-
stall where he, Fay, and Don were
standing.

“SBally 1™
shot to his girl
where the ring still sparkled.

cried Don, and his gaze
chum's left hand,
“LooK

here

- I say—Jigger, what's hap-
pennine L—Sally, yvou're 1oL really
engagec

“ 0> course I'm not, Lbumn"' suid
Sally, giving the morose-looking Don
a meiting smile.

“There, I told you so!' put in Fay.
“But it's taken the combined etiorts
of Johnny and mysell to stop him
throwing these pot plantg arcund!”

As quickly as possible, Sally told her
chiums the whole story. Johnny gave
A guffaw when it was over, Fay giggled,
and Don gave 4 sigh ol reliel

“Gosh, sp that's it!” he exclaimed.
"You gave me an awful shock, Sally,
But what are yvou going to, (lo now?"

“We,” corrected Sally, "are going
to find Sara. I'm going to tell hev
evervthing that's happened—-"

“And tell her it was her own fault

in the first place,” put in Don, with
whom the rmorning's shock still
remained.

“We all know how charming she

really is,”” said Sally, “And I'm quite
certain that under Miss Kent's grim
exterior there’s a very tender heart,
I'm convinced that if Sara and Jimmy
®0 along to see her together, when
they find outr where’s she's staying,
and tell her the whole story, she’ll for-
give them—and hold t,he engagement
party for the right pair.’

They hurried along to the flat Sara
shared with a girl narmed Barbara
Dale., But Sara, they learnt, was out,
and not likely to return for some
time. The only thing they could do
was leave a message, and this they
did, telling Sara to get in_ touch
with Jimmy as soon as possible.

After which they had tea in Sarne-
ville, then hurried back to the col-

lege. While her chums went down
to the lake for a spin in Johnny's
motor-boat, Sally made her way to

her chalet, intending to stow the
ring away Ior safety.
As she reached it, a figure rose

from the veranda. It was young Mr.
Kent, his face one expansive heam,

*Bally ! he cried jubilantly. " Sally
—great news! Sara phoned. She said
she had a message irom somecone uat
ithe college

*Oh, splendid!” Sally cried. * Yes,
I left the message.”

“T1 tried to explain on the phone ali
that had happened,” rushed on the
voung master happily. "1 probably
got it pretty muddled, because Sara
sounded guite put-out, But she's
coming over to see me. 1'll c:-.plam the
whole thing properly to her

* And then you must sce your aunt,”
put in Sally eagerly. “I'm sure she'll
understand if you explain the whole
thing to her. Oh, everything's going
to work out splendidiy !

“It is, indeed!™ cried Mr. Kent,
“And thanks, Sally, for standing by!
EBless you!" And, his hoyish exuber-
ance suddenly overcoming his sense of
decorum, he seized Sa]ly roung the
waist and gave her %atelul hug.

“Well I said a \UlCC which sounded
like chipped ice. I could hardly
believe Barbara when she told me
some other girl was wearing my ring—
when other iriends told me of the cosy
little par Lv at the Ivy Restaurant this
morning !

Y Sara! velled Jimmy, swinging
round and staring at the mctty but
stormy-tfaced little person standing at
the foot of the chalet steps.

“But when I see you with my own

eyes,’” continued the remorseless voice,
“hehaving so shamelessly {or every-
one to see, then—then—-—" Her voice
broke. Tears welled into her large
blue eyes. “I—I hate you, James
Kent.  I—I1 never want to see you
again !’ <

And hefore the young master or
Sally could recover from the shock

she tock L0 her heels and fled towards
the drive. A moment later a taxi sped
gut of the gates. Sara had gone!

THE ENGAGEMENT PARTY

s ELL " —the word came ex
f plosively from James Kent's
lips—" that finishes every-

thing! That's the girl who's supnposed
to be fond of me! And she doesn't
even trust me—wouldn't even stay to
listenn to an explanation!” He drew
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a deep breath.
s0 am 1!

Sally looked at him sympathetic-
ally as she heard the ratner uneven
tremor in his voice,

“You don’t really mean that,” she
sai-l quietly. *“Why should she get s0
upset il she doesn’t care ahoat you
any more?’’

“Well, whether she does or not”
said Jimmy dismally, "she's com-
pletely scuppered the whole works.
1"t have to find aunt and cancel all

*If she's finished, then

to-night’s arrangements—— Oh gosh,
what a mess!”
He began to mooch down the

verunida steps, but Sally caught his
wrm.

“Wait ! she said, a gleam hegiil-
ning to shine in her bhie eyes. " Mr.
Kent, don't canecei anything. I've got
an idea. When vour aunt phones, let
her think cverything is still  all
right.”

“But, for goodness’ sake,” hieated
Jimmy, " which liancee am I taking to
the party?”

“You're tuking me,” said Sally.
“Now, no more guestions! 1'm going
out again. And this time vou can do
something for me. Gu down to the
lake and tell Don I'll have to see him
later, And he careful,” she added,
with a chuckle. “He'll be so annoyed
he may forget you're u master!”

Puzzled, but with a look of hope
beginning to dawn in his eyes, James
Kent wandered off. And a short while
later Sally, looking bright and preity
a0 o lresh linen dress, was once aguln
Knocking at the door of Sara's flut,

The door was opencd by Sain her-
self, her blue eyes red-rimmed, the tib
ol her pert litile nose a bright pink.
She positively bristled when she saw
Sally, and quickly made to siam the
door.

T Sara.” said Saliv quietly, but there
wius  something in her voice that
stuyed Sara’s hand, "I know youre
angry, but you're quite wrong in what
voi're thinking,  And if you don't
listen to what I have to say, 1 honestly
believe vou'll spend the resu af your
]11:;. regretuing it! Now, may I come
in?”

For u moment louger Sara hesitated,
Then something in the steady honesty
ol Sally's guze convinced her that this
was no trick.  She swung the door
open; usherced Sally inside.

And some half-hour later, when the
door was once again opencd, a very
different Sara sto tl there,

“You're it hrick I she said fervently.
“1'm sorry 1 ever thought any difler-
ently. Oh, Sally, T do hope your pian
works out all right! Though after
being such a littie beast to Jimmy

“Forget it-- he will,” smiled Sully.
“No. my way's ot to work ! I'll phone
and let vou know where my engage-
ment party is being held,” she added,
with a chuckle, "And don't lorget to
bhe there! Evervthing depends on our
acling ability to-night!” And, with a
gay wave, Sally hurried off.

(‘1 AY musie, the sound of happy

laughter and excited voices filled
the restaurant of the Palm Hotel that
evening. At the head of a long tahle
sat 4 very nervous-looking James. On
his right was Sully, positively scin-
tillating in o lovely, [rothy dress of
pale blue tulle, and on his left Aunt
Julin, whose only concession to the
evening's festivities had heen 1o
change [rom her gevere grey suit into
an equally severe grey silk dress.

But this was u vestly different Sally’

jrom the demure, nervous-looking girl
Aunt Julia h_ad met that morning.
And Aunt Julia was not pleased with

the change.
“W-what anbout this dance, Sal-
Jimimy, nervously

Sarah?”  asked
tingering his tle. “You like rumbas,
don't you?”

1 do. but not with you, oid thing!™”
'led Sally pertly.

i 17 said Aunt Julin sharply.
“This is the third time James has
asked vou to dance, and you have
refused!”
Sally sighed: shrugeged petulantly.
“Oh, T know. but he’s so hopeless!
And vhy should 1 dance with blunder-

like Don is only too willing to he my
escort?”  And she, gased across ab oa
rather pink-taced Don Weston, and
tucked her arm into his.

Don, aware of Aunt Julia's gimlet
glance, gave a chuckle,

“Don't overdo it, Sally,” he said
warningly. ' You're doing fine so {ar,
Now, il only Sura does her stufl '

Sara was. Smuall, sweet, and wist{ul
in her verv pretty white dress, she
moved into (he chair on the olher
side of Jimmy and laid a timid hand
on his arm,

“Jimmy,” she whispered, and the
tremor of her lips, the sparkle of
unshed tears in her cves, were real.
“w-won't you dance with me—the way
we used to before that—that girl came
hetween us?”

Aunt Julia stiffened.

“Do  you mean,” she asked
hrusquely, “that yvou and James were

Iriends before this fiancce of his
appeared on the scene?”
“We were more than friends,” mur-

mured Sara,
over her face.
my [ault than Jimmy's.

A spasm of pain pnssed
“Oh, I leel It was more
If it hadn't

*“Oh, Don, it's worked!"” said Saily,
tears ol Joyv in her eyes, “I'm so
happy. Or i would be,” she gdded rue-
Iully, *if 1 hadu’t had to give Aunt
Julia such a had opinion of me!”

“But even if you had changed vour
mind,” came Sara’s tremblingly
carnest voice, " it wouldn't have mul-
tered. Jimmy and I would have got
along together somehow. 1 would
have kept on my job £l

Aunt Julia sat back in her chair.

“That's what I wanted to hear!”
she said approvingly. “Now I kuow
I'm doing right! Sally!” she called
loudly, so that that girl, just disap-
pearing through the doorway, jumped
violently. " Come back, child! You've
forgoticn to congratulate Jirnmy and

—Sara.” she said deliberately, "on
their resumed engagement!"”
It was Jimmy's {urn to jump. He

turned scarlet to the tips of his ears,
while Sara clutched his hand.
“You---you mecan you know?" asked
Sally dawedly, as she retwrned 16 the
table; stared at the twinkling grey
eves which were turned towards her.
“Know? That you're not, and never
have heen, the girl Jimmy wants to
marry?” asked Aunt Julia calinly. * Ot
course I know! I may be old, hut I'm
not such a ool as my nephew here!”

“But—hut how Jlong have you
known that?” blurted Don.
“Not long,” admitted Aunt Julia.

e

1 shail arrange a formal engagemenf party for you,”” announced Aunt Julia.
Sally groaned. Her position was becoming more and more difficult.

heen for my temper we wouldn't have
parted—he’d still be fond ol me.”

Aunt Julia gave a snift.

“If vou want my opinion, he still
s, she said decidedlyv. " And who
could Blame him?" She gave u deep
sigh.  ‘“'That other girl's a puszle Lo
me—-xhe seemed so charming this
morning. But now-—- James, my
hoy.” said Aunt Julia suddenly in her
lotd, commanding voice, “you're a
lool! It's perlectly obvious to me
and to everyone else with any sense
that vou and this girl here are still
in love with one another——"

There was an electric hush as the
words rang through the room. And
in the silence Sally swept up her head
in offended dignity,

*Is that s0?" she demanded indig-
nantly. - It's  straunge, hut IT've
thought the same thing for a long

time.  Very well, Jumes: that suits
me ! Here's your ring!” She drew ofl
the engagement ring and threw it

dramatically on the table. *You can
carry on with the engagement party,
hut with some other girl for the
central figure!”

There was an undertone of excited
whispering as she strode towards the
door, uind then Aunt Julla's voice was
heard.

“Well, child. put it on.
where it belongs, isn't it?”

With a hand that shook. Jimmy
caught up the ring; slid it on to Sara’s
small finger,

“Though [ still think vou're a fool.
James," sald Aunt Julia, “I shall not
chauge my mind about your money

That's

ing old Jimmy when a divine dancer —-—""
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“I've just been sitting here putting
two and two Logether, Now,” she
said to James, “perhaps you'd like to
tell me the whole story.”

Red-faced, hesitant, Jimmy blurted
out the story. And at the end of it
Aunt Julia sat back and laughed until
the {ears streamed down her cheeks.

“1t serves me right for heing a
domineering old woman!' «=he
chuckled. " Oh, James, [ shall have
something to laugh ahout during the
vears I'm away from yvou! But,” she
added. fixing Sura with a stern glance,
"o more  tantrums, mind! And
vou, James, he more striet with her!”

“Yes, aunt!” said James meeKly.

*As for you, child "—-Aunt Julia
took Sally's hand: pressed it affection-
ately—" youw've heen a good [riend to
these lwo—it's my dearest wish that
vou should continmue to be so in the
Tuature. 1 knew 1 couldn’t he wrong
in my first impression of you., I'm glad
I wasn't!”

“So am 1. said Sally warmly.

“and now let’s get on with the
party,” said Aunt Julia, " Jumes and
Sara, you can dance this together.
And vou, my dear,” she added, turning
1o Sally and Don, “can dance with
thrllt nice young man you're so foud
of I

Anad she gave a little chuckle
Sally and Don hlushed erimson.

(End of this week's story.)

There will bs another entertaining
story featuring the ever-popular Merry-
makers in next Friday's GIR.S’
CRYSTAL.

as
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SHE WOQULDN'T BE

BOSSED BY BRIAN .

(Contiraed from page 155

you've

nain to our Iriend  thet
be =e¢t-

rhnnged  your mind., You'll

tine sail ot once, bo'sun?”
AV, av, sirte

Huppily Patsy waited on the

deck, listening to the sounds
vacht getting under wav.

HH

T

And then she heard anothe
aiel i

faint splashing
at the side of the ) .
she turned, i1 heoad and
chipping with water, aupe
thr raill—uand o stifled oy
1rom Palse's 1ips.

et

‘el abote
wWanoiorn

Brian!" she guspod, cliaing
L :

e boy's faer was grim ws he
sarang Lo the deck.

S0 my news  wias vight!t he
ponted, “You broke our world to
mees Patsy. But yvou’ comit
with me right now—wihiio
timel!™

Fe strode forward io  grasn

essusssnnann
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arm, and Patsy gave a broke
unthinking cry.

“Help!”

“Oh heck! That's  torn
arowled Brian. as theve came o
of shouting and fecotsteps pounding
across the deck,

He whirled, his hunds clenched, o
confront Mre. Morgan aud lrvina, wc-
companied by the nuiscular bo'sun

and another member of the erow.
“Hold that voung scoundrel!”
wpped Mr. Morgan, tuking in  the
sconie it a glance.
Brian fought desperately, but  he
wis no match for the two powerlul

11 and was quickly ¢
Wwhat's the meaninz of
voung  rascal?r kea  Mr.
“How darc you lorce your way
Mr. Dyson's vachi?”

Brinn gavae a short, scornful L

o0n e

v Fulsy, he  suid, mereting
anxious.  reproachful  glance. " I'm
goiaw in Lell vou something!  "This

vacht belongs to Mr. Movaan hir

Rl 3 no such person as
Deson —there never was! He
just o mvth, invented by your so-

~atled Triends to lead vouw into thow
el

This week's autegraphs are of Clark Gable, Douglas Fairbanks. fn-.. Eric Portman,

Michael Wilding, Joan Crawford, CGrson

Weiles, David Niven, and Patricia Neal.

For the benefit of new readers who did not get last week's issue, the coupon to secure
the free olbum is reprinted on paye 487, and below we repeat the gutographs of Alan
Ladd, Joseph Cotten, Anna Neagle, Erral Flynn, Gary Cooper, Lang Turner, Danny

Caye. and Alastair Sim.

Eight more autographs will appear next Friday.

Make

certain of obtaining them by piocing o regular order for your GIRLS' CRYSTAL.

Yk 7 a8

cLhaal () Rl

~the elusive 7r.

IR ININANSASASIIENNNINEEISREBNRENARERNES | ()

“her

“Why, you Iy¥ing  youihg  scoun-
drel-—-+" burst out Mr. Morgan.
C“Brian, .what do  you mean?”
gasped Patsy.

Y1 omean,” snapped the bov, “thut
the Morgens planned to kidnap yvou
—hribed a second-rate acior o do
their dirty work, When vou weye
missed, they'd have sworn tney Knew
nothing about it, and the blime
would have fullen on an unknowu
CIndian --supposedly in the pay ol
Dyvson, who would
never be found,”

“ But—why?"
mind in a whirl,

3 jerked Briun  huskily,
as he struggled to prevent the bo'sul
1rom clepping o hand over his nouth
v pecatse  lrma  wuas atrald  ovou'd
carry ¢’ the prize in the swimmiong
contest, and win Lthe chance of star-
ring in a South Sca hhwn— - -7

“How dare you!" gasped Irma, her
dark eyes blazing. "I owas [owho
persuaded Patsy to enter— -—""

“Beeaust  you kKnew Cthat Tid
already applied for the entry lovnr
1or  ner o osignl!”  rapped  Brian,
“You decided Lo get in  first  with
vour fake sports-promoicr, and fhegy
nge for her to be spiriced away Lo
by 1ather’s Paeific islund il e
contest was-over, T've ot the proot!
nere, in my oil=skin -wallet -prood _T
found when 1 boarded -your vacht it
ihz early hours af this morning. L
meant Lo warn Patsy, bul she guve
me the sling” .

Wwith a httle gasn ol remorse Palsy
started forward, hut Irmua caught aw
armn.

“Not so fast!" hissed
“Pop, vou're not going to
boy ruain our pian?
promised——"

“Take it casy, honoy ! drowled dar.
Morgan. I guess we've 2ot the pouer
of voung foels where we want them.
They’ll both vanish Tor a lew days,
an' it'll be yvoung Travers who'll b2
pinmed-—when theyre lound-——"

“You- vou rottec!”

Thne anery shout came [vom Brinn

gasped  Patsy,  hoer

that girl.
let uhae
You

as, with o desperats struggle, he
aroke Irvom his captors,
Mr. Morgan toox an unwary Ssten

towards the hoy, to be sent sSprawi-

ing to the deck as Brinn's hoald
rammed his ample walstline.
- a sccond the bo'sun and the

- seamen were too astounded Lo
make u move—and Brian, seizing his
onpartunity, caught Patsy up 1 his
arms and made for the vail

“Stop  em— guard  the
roaved Myr. Morgan.

The bo'sun sprang Lo the ladder,
waving a boathool. Brian climbed
on to the rail, Patsy clinging to- his

Juuneh!”

shoulkders. 3

“We'll have to swim [or it, Pawsyl”
he gasped. “It's the ouly way.
Hold™ your breath-—Ifor ~ a doubie
dive!” . k

Overboard they went. » Gasping.
Patsy reached the surface, to lind
Brign swimming close to her. =~

“Straight for the recf!” h2

panted. “ By the time they get the
launch going,' we'll "be well away—
and they won't dare follow us ‘into

- the lageon for fear of heing seen

rrom shore. - This s your big- test,
Patsy, and if you can make it, my
money’s on you for Miami—and film -
fame!” : ;

And ' Patsy  made . it--swimming
neck aund neck with Brian, and as
they climbeéd to safety on tne reef
they waved deéfiantly -1to - their
chagrined pursuers. .o

“Sorry to boss you around, Paisy.”
gasped Brian as he gripped her-hand,
“put I ojust ocouldn't -let a girl like
you be taken in by a'pair like that!”

Patsy smiled. tremulously as she
rejurned his grasp.

“T—J1 think: 1 rvather enjo? peing
bossed,  sometimes,” she rejoinet
bretthiessly, “by—a boy lilie you!™

THE END.)

“ Gheila's Mystery Birthday Present®

-—-that is the title of next week’s intriguing
long complete story. - R
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