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A STARTLING STATEMENT

" JUNE GAYNOR. niece of Noel
Ravmond, the famous detective,
went Lo lonely Knoll Castle

under awn assumed nhame, Carolyn

Stuart. She had been asked to go

there by Ronald Garth, an author

whose story about the legendury

Green Archer was to be filmed there.

He believed that u mysterious figure

dressedd us the Green Archer was

Lthreatening the flm.

June received u tevrific shock
when she found that a man  was
slaving at the castle under the name
of Noel Ruvmond! She was con-
vinced lhat the impostor wus {he
mysterious Green Archer,

June caught the Impostor in the
forbidden West. Wing and chullenged
him., Without waining he sev fire
to a number of film costumes and
il geur, and before June could
raise the alarm he hud made his
escape, and June was forced (o do
the shme.

When she arrived back in the
apartment again with a crowd of
him-maukers, the bogus Noel Ray-
mound  told Theodore Cronberg, the
producer, that he had found a clue
Lo ihe identity of the person whao
had sturted the five, und he looked
mockingly ucross ut June.

'[‘HE impostor's audacity made June
Gaynor gasp.

He himselt had been responsible for
the destructive fire in the West Wing,
yel here he was, calmly claiming
that before another day was out he
would have unmasked the culprit!

01 course, in his role as detective it
was  essential that the bogus Noel
Raymond should pretend he was
muking  progress in solving  the
aystery. It was possible, therefore,
that he was just putting on an astute
blur. But——

Jine shook her head.

She found it difficult to believe
that the impostor was simply
Llufing.,  She recalled the mocking
way he had looked at her when he
had spoken, and she had the.uneasy
leeling that in some way this unex-
pected  development was  directed
against herself,

The rest of the film-makers, how-
over, found notking strange about
Lthe bogus Noel Raymond's statement.
They halled it with relief, and it was
thankiully they regarded him.

“What  vou've told us is simply
wonderful 1 exclaimed Cecilia Selwyi,
and radiant was the snmile the glam-
orous  film  star flashed -at the
impostor. This wretched business
is getting us all down. Indeed, -
less it's brought to an end I doubt if
we'll be able to carry on.”

“I'm sure we shan't,” declared
Phyllis Burley, one of the featured
players,  “Our nerves are absoiutely
worn to shreds. We can't stand any
more of these alarms,”

There came a muwrmur of agree-
ment  from . most of the other
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actresses, and it was obvious that
even some of the men were heginning
to feel the strain.

The fake detective
pathetically around.

"1 know just how vou feel, ladies,
but you need have no fears. By this
time_ to-morrow the culprit will be
caught. I stake my reputation on
f.

Soothing and confident was his
manner, but in his grey eves was a
mocking gieam, and h2 smiled as he
saw  the puszled 2nd uneasy way
June was regarding him.

The film-makers gave a cigh of re-
lief, Some of them even applauded.
But Theodore Croxberz, the excitable
little producer, grunted snd chewed
on the end of his cigar.

"1 only hope you're right,” he
-growled. "It's about time vou started
earning your money. But what makes
you 8o confidert? What's this dis-
COVEery you say you've made?”

The impostor smiled at the nro-
ducer.

“If you will come downstairs with
me. I'll show you,” he said, *This
way, ladies.”

And. gallantly taking Cecilia by the
arm. he escorted her to the narrow
stone staircase leading to the
ground Hoor of the disused wing of
the castle,

One by one the others followed,
Theodore Cronberg still glowering
and chewing deubtiully on his cigar,
June descended last of all, and her
sense ol uneasiness deepened as the
bogus Noel Raymond stepped into
the rooin rom which she had escaped
barely hall an hour ago.

Hands stuck in his coat pockets,
the film producer frowned around,
and then aggressively he twimned to
the impostor,

“Well, what's this discovery
you've been brageing about?” he de-
manded. "I can't see anything un-
usual.”

The fake detective smiled.

"“That is because you ale not a
trained observer, Mr. Cronberg. If
You were, you'd have noticed =everal
things.  First of all, footprints in
the dust. They show that someone
has been in here recently, and the
way they have been made suggests
that the person was running. But
that is not all. There is a decided
draught. It comes from that win-

looked sym-
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Incredible Though It
Seemed, The Bogus Noel
Raymond Was Planning
To Denounce June As
The Green Archer’s
Confederate!

By PETER LANGLEY

dow over there. It has been forced
open.’”

- As ho spoke, the impostor flashed
ihe powecful torch he had brought
with him. first on the dusty iloor,
then across at the high window in
the far wall.

“Clearly the person who caused the
fire fled down here and escaped
through the window,” he declared.

There came a murmur of adimira-
tion, and the false Noel Raymond
smiled with satisfaction., He obvi-
ously, enjoyed being in the limetight
like ihis,

But Theedore Cronberg continued
to frown.

“Don't see that that gets us very

far,” he snorted. “By now the
scounirel will be iniles away, so what
does it matter how he escaped?

Suffering mackerel, but if that's all
you've found out——"

“But it isn't,”  the iinpostor
assured him, I have also discovered
how the lire-raiser gained entrance

into the locked-up wing. All un-
wittingly the baggage men carried
the rascal in with the film props and

gear. You see, alfter the rehearsal the
culprit hid in one of :the costume
baskets.”

There came a startled gasp from
all around, while June's heart gave
an apprehensive leap. At last she
was heginning to realise the purpose
of all this play-acting.

“Hid in one o' the costume
baskets!" roared Theodore Cronberg,
and he seemed to swell before their
EVes, “But no outsider could ever
get near those baskets-——" Breaking
off, he gave another stentoriain
bellow, “Suffering mackerel, Ray-
mond, are you trving to tell me thag
the Green Archer actually lives here
in Lhis castle?”

The fake detective shook his head.

“Not the Green Archer,” he saic
softly. *“ His confederate.”

" His what?” roared the astounded
produacer.

»** His confederate, For it was not
the Green Archer who set fire to the
fAlm costumes, My investigations
have proved conclusively that there
is a traitor in the castle, and it was
thig traitor who tried to burn down
the castle just now.”

For a moment or two there was a
stunned silence, The film-makers
regarded one another a little suspici-
ously, as if wondering whether his ot
her neighbour might be the traitor.

As for June, she was torn between
anger and dismay, The audacious
impudence of the impostor made her
furious, but inwardly she EKnew a
terrible anxiety. Her premonition
that this cleverly contrived develop-
ment was realty directed against her-
self was being borne out, and appre-
hensively she awaited the next move.

Theodore Cronberg was the first to
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sneak., Throwing down iis cigar, he
gestured furiously.

“A  traitor in  the castle!” he
roaied. “suffering  mackerel, but
who i he? What's his name?”

Agaln that mocking glint crept into
the bogus Noel Raymond's eyes,

“It's not a *him'—it's a girl,” he
ceclared.

“What!"

There was another amazed gaso,
and June's heart gave a startled
leap.

Coolly the impostor nodded,

“Yes—a girl,” he repeated. “The
footprints on the floor weére plainly
made by a girl’s shoes, and if ‘that is
not enough—well, this ought to con-
vince vou.,” -

And from.the rusty iron bar which

uarded the window he pulled a few
raved threads of material,

“Only a tiny clue—but it's omne
which will enable me to track down
the culprit very quickly,” he declared.

Wondevingly everyone gazed at theé
cotton threads the fake detective was
holding up, then Vera March, who all
this tilne had been gazing up at the
openn window in frowning thought,
gave a sudden shout.

“Mr, Raymond, have you anvy idea

as to what time it was when the
traitor escaped through the win-
dow?"” she asked.

The impostor pursed his lips.

" Yes—I think s0,” he sald, “it
must have been about twenty past

seven.'

“Twenty past seven!™ Vera gave an
excited cry. *“ Then perhaps Carolyn
will be able to help vou.”

“Carolyn?” repeated the impostor
softly.

Vera nodded.

“Yes—~Carolyn Stuart. She was
standing outside the window just
about that time. So she may actu-
allv have seen the traitor.”

Instantiy everyone turned to lonk
at June, who on coming to the castle
had assumed the name of Carolyn
Stuart. But the girl detective was
ouly conscidus of one pair of eves—
those belonging to the bogus Noel
Raymond, Now there was more than
mockery in  them—a gleam of
triumph as well.

“ S50 vou were outside the window
al the crucial time,” the impostor re-
marked. ‘' That is very intervesting—
very significant. Well, Miss—er—
Stuart, what have vou to say?"”

And maliclously, almost challeng-
ingly, he regarded her,

THE SECRET OF THE BISCUITS

UNE'S eyves blazed with anger.

It was bad enough to be forced

to stand silently by while this

audaclous rogue masqgueraded as her

beloved uncle. But to be forced to

answer his questions—to submit to

his mocking cross-examination—that
was the last straw.

In her anger she was sorely
tempted to reveal the truth—to de-
nounce him here and now as an
impostor,

But she forced back the burning
denunciation which rose td her lips.

It would be folly to make public
what she knew. No one would believe
her. She would be laughed to
scorn, and her position — already
difficult encugh—would be made ten
times worse,

No—she must vestrain
miust patiently bide her time.

“Well, were waiting, Miss Stuart,”
The fake detective's voice, a little re-
nreachful and surprised. cut into her
whirling thoughts. “What have you
to tell me?”

Stormily June faced him.

“Nothing,” she declared.

“Nothing?'" The impostor looked
shocked., " Come, come, Miss Stuart,
you must have some tnformation to
give.”

June shook her head.

“Sorry, but I haven't,” she re-
torted, tinding it hard to control her
cemper,

“But you don't deny that you were
oiutslde the window at the crucial
time?" he asked.

She shook her head again,

“Then surely you must have s2en
something. If not the traitor climb-

herself;
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ing out of the window, then running
away."

June gave a little gulp. That sar-
castic voice was getting on her
nerves. She had the feeling that the
impostor was deliberately playing
with her, like a cat does with a
mouse. .

What was his game?

If he intended to accuse heir of
having caussd the fire, why didn’t he
do 507 Anything would be better
than this awful suspense.

“I saw_nothing, I tell you!" she
cried. " Nothing at all!”

The impostor ralsed his eyebrows.

“It's strange—very strange, indeed.
Even you must see ihat, Miss Stuart.”

“1 see that you're only wasting
time,” retorted June, "I have
already told you that I can give you
ne information, and, therefore, I
don't see the point of all this cross-
examination.” X

‘“Hear, hear!" Unex&ectedly it was
Bob Staines who spoke, and indig-
nantly he looked across at the
so-called detective. “I think it's a
bit thick, going for Carolyn like this,”
ne declared,

‘‘Same here,” put in Dick March,
‘" You almost sound as If you suspect
her of having caused the fire herself.

If you do, then why don't you jolly
well say so?”

June flashed the two boys a grate-
ful glance. It was grand of them to
spring to her defence like this,
Nevertheless, it was on tenter-hooks
tha]t she waited for the impostor's
reply,

Calmly he faced the two flushed,
indignant boys.

“ A detective nevér accuses anyone
unless he can prove his case,” he de-
clared. '‘Therefore, at the moment I
am bringing no charge against Miss—
er—Stuart, or against any other
member of the film unit.”

Theodore Cronberg's expressive face
registered his disappointment.

“Meaning you're not certain who
the traitor is?” he barked.

The bogus Noel Raymond shook his
head.

“No. I am positive of her identity,”
he said. "It is only that my evi-
dence is not complete, But by to-
morrow she will be unmasked. That I
promise you."”

Impressive was the confident way
he spoke, and June's sense of uneasi-
ness and puzzlement grew.

What crafty game was the im-
bostor playing? Why didn't he
accuse her right away? What fresh

evidence did he
against her?

She did not know, but suddenly she
realised that it was a desperate race
between them—a race as to which of
them should act first.

Either she must denounce the im-
postor or he would denounce her!

But before she dare accuse him she
must  secure proof—gilt-edged evi-

hope to produce

June whirled in alarm as the door was flung o;ien.

dence which wouia_ convict him not
only of belng the Green Archer, but
also of heing a rascally masquersder.

How could she possibly find that
gvldoence in the few short howrs left

er?

She had no time to answer that
question, for the fake detective was
speaking again, and it was the pro-
ducer he was addressing.

“It is most undesirable that people
should be allowed to wander around
until I have completed my investiga-
tions,” he stated. *“There may be
footprints outside which can only be
checked when it's light., There may
be other evidence which the culprit
may wish to tamper with, T suggest,
therefore, that everyone retires for
the night immediately aflter subper
and is instructed not to leave his or
her room until morning.”

Theodore Cronberg frowned, puffed
at his cigar, then gave a curt nod.

“0.K It seems a wise precau-
‘‘You hear, folks?

tion,” he agreed.

1t's straight to bed for all of us as
soon as supper's over."”

At that moment there came the
boom of a distant gong, so the pro-
ducer led the way back through the
West Wing to the dining-hall in the
main part of the castle,

It was to see Theodore Cronberg
and the bogus Noel Raymond stride angrily into the office.

Never had June eaten a more un-
comfortable meal. Bob, Dick and the
rest of the Tweenies treated her as if
nathing had happened, but she could
not help neoticing the suspiclous.
almost hostlle way some of the com-
pany were regarding her. Clear it
was that many of them believed that
she was the mystery traitor.

The moment the meal was over, the
impdstor pushed back his chair and
rose to his feet,

“1 don't want to hurry you, ladies
and gentlemen,” he said, " but you re-
member what Mr. Crohberg's orders
were,"

A little resentfully the members of
the film unit filed out of the room
and made their way upstairs. There
was & thoughtful frown on June's
face as she followed.

Why was the bogus Noel Raymond
50 anxious to get them to their
rooms?

With a start she remembered that
conversation about the two mystery
green hoxes she had overheard be-
tween the Green Archer and his three
confederates,

‘Was It possible that he intended to
deliver the boxes to-night? Was that
why he wanted to make certain no
one was roanling about?

June’s heart leapt.

“That's it—I'll bet it is!" she ex-
claimed. “Golly, if only I could
catch him red-handed deing it——"

She finished with an excited gasp,
for, thrusting her hand into her
pocket, her flngers had suddenly
Ellosed on a tiny object which lav

nere,
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Eageriy she pulled it out, then her
eves lit up.

A small cheese biscuit!

The one she had taken from one of
1he green boxes and which she had
been about to test earlier in the
e’venmﬁ ‘On hurrying off to investi-
gate the suspicious sound she had
heard. in the other room, she must all
unknowingly have thrust it into her
pocket,

Qutside the door of the do:mitozy
she shared with five other girls, she
paused and looked ciuickly around.

No oné was in sight, so excitedly
she put the bhiscuit into her mouth
and bit on it,

But even her strong teeth failed to
break it in half. TUnder the biscuit
was something unusually hard, She
sucked and chewed at the biscuit
covering, and when it had all gone

she removed the object that re-
mained. As she took it from her
mouth, it flashed and sparkled green
in the light.

With wide, astonished eyes June
regarded it.

“Why, it’s a jewell™ she gasped.

“ An emerald, and—golly, but it must

be worth pounds and pounds!™
VITAL EVIDENCE

O that was the secret of the green

tin boxes!

The hiscuits which had been
packed in them were only a blind.
The real contents were—valuable
jewels! For June felt sure that all
the other biscuits contained similar
unsuspected booty.

But who did the jewels really
belong to? And in what way were
they connected with the Green
Archer’s feud against the film com-
pany and his audacious masquerade?

Those were the questions which
June could not answer, but her latest
sensational discovery made her more
determined than ever to keep watch
to-night.

If the impostor did intend to hand
over those green hoxes, then she
meant to be there.

Suddenly she felt all her doubts
and worries slipping away. There
was yvet & good chance of turning the
tables on the bogus Noel Raymond.

If she caught him red-handed with
the tin boxes she might bhe able to
obtain the proof she wanted. And
to-morrow there would be a letter
from Parker, the real Noel's man-
seivant in London—a letter contain-
ing a specimen of her uncle's finger-
prints.  That would also help her to
unmask the impostor.

“ Hallo, Miss Stuart, what are you
up to? Reﬂectlnp‘ on what is going
to _happen to- morrow ?"

That soft, mocking voice made the
girl detective swing round, the
cmerald hidden in one clenched fist.

1t was to find herseif confronted by
the very rascal she was planning to
expose. Fiercely she regarded his
handsome, smiling face.

“As @ matter of fact I was,’”” she
declared. “I've got the feeling that
it's going to be a day of surprises—
not only for the ﬁlm unit, but for
someone else as well!

His smile vanished instantly, An
angry gleam ilashed into his grey
eyes,

“What do you mean?” he de-

manded, his voice harsh.
But it was June's turn to laugh.
“Ah, that would be telling,” she

niocked, and, leaving him standing
there, scowling and uneasy, she
slipped  into the dormitory where

Vera March and the other girls were
already undressing.

Quickly June followed iheir ex-
ample, but, though she got between
ithe sheets, she had no intention of
going to sieep. When the light had
been switched off, she lay there
silently, watching and waiting.

Fortunately, the sensational events
of the day had tired out the Tweenies
and it was not long before they were

asleep.

Throwmg back the bedclothes,
June felt for her slippers. She put
them on, donned & dressing-gown,

then Liptoed to the door,
Now to start her watch on the
impostor!
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Bul when she pulled at the knob
siyve received an unpleasant shock.
The door refused to open. It was
locked.

" So that's why the rascal was in
the corridor,” she told herself angrily.
“He suspected that I might investi-
gate, so he took no chances.”

Desperately she. crossed to the
nearest window, only to discover that
that also had been - locked. She
fumbled with the catch of the second
one, but it also failed to open.

Whether she liked it or not, she was
2 prisoner until the morning. All
hope of trailing the bogus Noel Ray-
mond had gone. (nce again he had
been too clever for her, Now he would
carry out his plans undisturbed. But
the most alarming fact of all was the
realisation that she might never be
allowed another chance to investl-
gate,

At any - moment he chose next
day the impostor could keep his
threat—could accuse her of being the
Green Archer’s confederate!

For a few moments despair seized
her and then, as she remembered
Parker's promise to post his em-
ployer's fingerprints at once, a slim
ray of hope returned.

“Those fingerprints will enable me
to unmask the rogue,” June told her-
self, " He’s heen smart, hut not smart
enough.”

Next morning she was up before
any of the other girls in the dormi-
tory were awake, and when she went
to the door she found it unlocked,

Making her way downstairs, she
called to Bromley, the grey-haired
butler, who was busy Jlaying the
breakfast table.

“ Has the post arrived?” she asked.

He nodded.

“Yes, miss. It
minutes ago.”

“ And is there anynhin% for me?”

Eagerly she regarded him, but to
her dismay he shook his head.

“No, miss. I'm afraid not.
you expecting something?”

“ T was, Bromley. A most important
letter from London. Oh, what can
have become of it? Surely " She
broke off as an idea occurred to her.
Perhaps Parker had registered the
letter. “Does the registered post
come with the ordinary mail?" she

asked.

The butler shook his head.

“No, miss. It always comes a
little later. As a matter of fact, I
ant expecung the registered mail any
minuteé now,

June gave a gulp of relief,

“Well, if there should be a letter
for me, please let me have it the
moment it arrives. It's terribly im-
portant.”

“Certainly, miss.
happy to oblige,
else?"”

“No, T don't think so. At least
June broke off as & sudden thougbt
came toc her,

Suppose, after
had not delivered the green boxes
last night. In that case, they were
likely to be hidden in his office.
And, even if he had handed them
over his room might contain some
other unsuspected evidence. In any
event, it might pay her to conduct a
secret search. In view of the way
things were boiling to a climax, it
would be wise to secure all the prooI
she could,

“Have you seen Mr.
morning?” she asked.

Bromley nodded.

*Yes, miss. A remarkably early
riser is Mr. Raymond. He was out
just bhefore six, and now he's in his
office. He informed me that he was
not to be disturbed, It seems he has
some very private business to trans-
act.”

June's eyes gleamed. This sounded
promising.

“Private business?” she echoed.

*“¥Yes, miss, Mr, Raymond seemed
very annoved when unwittingly I dis-
turbed him just now. Possibly he's
working on this Green Archer busi-
ness. I certainly hope so, Last
night's wretched affair has caused
more upset. Angother of the malids

came not ten

Were

T'll be only too
Was there anything

all, the impostor

Raymond this

has packed up. and left, and I hea
several of the young ladies in the ﬁlm
are thlnking of going. It is all very
—ahem!

The butler finished With a cough,
and June, turning, saw & tall,
athletic figure standing in the door-

way.

The bogus Noel Raymond !

How long had he been standing
there? she wondered. How much had
he overheard?

The impostor ignored the girl de-
tective. He looked across at Bromley.

“ls there any mail for me?” he

'I‘he butler shook his head

‘"Fraid not, sir.”

“Very well,”

8till without a glance at June, the
impostor tuwrned and walked away,
but he did not make for his oflice,
Instead, he opened the door giving
access to Theodore Cronberg's private
sitting-room and disappeared inside.

June's heart leapt as an idea
entered her head.

Now was her chance to search for
evidence!

With & smile at Bmmley, she
hurried along the corridor. Once in
the room the fake detective used as
office, she gazed about her specula-
tively,

“Now, let me see!” she murmured
Lhoughcfullv, her keen eyes roving
the room, taking in every detail.
*“Where is the best place to hegin?
Ah!” She nodded, "I'll start over
there.”

To the right of the fireplace was a
tall cupboard. Darting across to it,
she opened the door, but the cup-
board was empty. Next she turned
her attenticon to a bureau. It also
afforded nothing of interest. She
crossed to the desk and began to
search the drawers, but she failed to
find the green boxes, or anything
which would help her o unmask tha
impostor.

She frowned with dlsappomt.ment

Wes she on & wild goose chase?
was the:e nothing to—&

“ Golly!"

June gave a sudden cry of exclte-
ment. The next drawer down refused
to pull open. It was locked. But
why should the bogus Noel Raymond
have locked that particular drawer?
Surely because there was something
of importance stored away in itt

“Perhaps it’s the boxes,” she told
herself, and thrilled at the mere
thought

Eagerly June thrust her hand into

her pocket, to withdraw a set of
skeleton keys. With them she got to
work. The lock did not resist her
skilled attention for long. There was
a click and the drawer slid open., Her
heart pounding, she peered down into
it, then caught in her hreath at what
she saw.
- The green-painted tin boxes were
not there, but something just as ex-
citing, just as vital, met her gleam-
ing gaze.

A bulky bundle of green cloth. A
costume—the Green Archer's cos-
tume!

“ Got him at last!” June exclaimed.
“Even that rogue will find it difficulc
to explain what this is doing in his
desk !”

She made to pull out the inerim-
inating costume, but the sound of
approaching footsteps halted her.
She straightened up and whirled, and
as she did so the door was pushed
open and two men entered the office.

First came the broad figure of
Theodore Cronberg, chewing at the
inevitable cigar; close behind him
was the rogue Noel Raymond.

The producer stared at the girl de-
tective In angry astonishment, but
the impostor did not seem either sur-
prisea or perturbed. It was almost
moakmqu that he regarded June.

“Well, “well, 1f it isn't Miss—er—
Stuart,” he said softly, a dangerous
edge to his voice. " And pray what
are you doing here?”

Will June be able to make use of the
vital evidence she has found ? Or will
the Green Archer spring his threatened
trap ? More exciting chapters in next
week’s QIRLS' CRYSTAL—on sales
Wednesday because of Easter.
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THE STRANGE MEDALLION

“FT'S lovely! 1It's the most won-
derful  pirthday present I've
ever had, Aunt Jane.”

Sheila Fenn's eyves glowed with
excitement as she held the colourful
dress against her and then spread
out the flared skirt to tts full extent.
idvery colour of the rainbow seemed
1o have been woven into it. !

“It's going to be my best birthiday
yet." Sheila enthused. *‘Just fancy—
my birthday and the Carnival of
Flowers on the same day! When I
walk into Santancas this afternoon
everybody will turn to stare at the
senorita in the lovely dress. Thank
rou. Aunt Jaue!”

She hugged her aunt and kissed
hier. And it was then her eves
clouded for a moment.

" 11 only daddy were here to see me
wearing it,” she said in a more sober
voice. " That would have made every-
thing absolutely perfect.”

Once again she held up the dress.
It was certainly never intended for
ordinary  wear—it was much too
colourful. It was a special dress—a
carnival dress,

" Dave will like me in it!d" Sheila
exclaimed and all her excitement was
back again.

Dave was her cousin, and they were
both taking part in the carnival.

Sheila had_ spent most of her life
in Mexico. Her father, Roger Fennh,
was a professor at the University in
Mexico City, and he was an expert
on the old Aztec civilisation. Some
few weeks before he had left the St.
Paula Hacienda—Sheila's home—on a
rather mysterious journey into the
interior. Nobody knew exactly where
he had gone, and no word had since
come from him.,

" He's probably exploring some old
Aztec ruin or the other.” Aunt Jane
Lad declared. * And he's probably so
far out in the wilds there's no chance
of his getting in touch with us.”

At that moment old Amalita, the
cook, came waddling into the long
and cool dining-room. She was the
only servant left at the hacienda, ror
all the others had left early that
morning Ior Santancas in order not
to miss 2 moment of the Flower Car-
nival.

“Postman just left this parcel for
you, Senorita Sheila,” she annournced.
" No stamps on it so I liad (o pay.'

It was a very small and a very
grubby parcel that she held out.

Aunt Jane smiled at her,

ST let you have the postage,
Amalita.” she said. * Thank you for
taking it in” .
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"It must be another birthday pre-
sent!” Sheila excitedly exclaimed as
she took the parcel.

Yet it did not seem much like a2
birthday present. It was tied with
what appeared to be an old and
frayed bootlace, and the paper itself
was crumpled and greasy. It had
been addressed in pencil, and the
writing was so faint Sheila could
scarcely read it.

She opened out the parcel, and her
puzzled  frown grew more pro-
nounced.

" Would you believe it!" she gasped.
“It's something wrapped up in grass.
Grass—of all things!" Then next
moment her eyves had widened with
delight, “O—oh!"  she breathed.
*But it's lovely!”

She held up what appeared to be
a solid gold medallion to which a
thin gold chain’ was attached. On
both sides of it strange figures and
diagrams had been drawn.

“I'm sure it's gold!" Sheila went
on. "It's so heavy.”

Aunt Jane had been staring at the
medallion with equal interest. Then
she glanced again at the crumpled
baper and the dry, brittle grass in
which  the medallion had been
packed.

“One of the servants must have
sent it you, Sheila.” she decided. “1I
don't suppose it is gold for a moment,
and I believe it's a copy of an Aztec
lucky charm., I think I've seen some
of the servants wearlng similar
charms.”

Sheila turned the
in her fingers.

‘A lucky charm,” she echoed. “ And
it's been sent me on my birthday. I
must wear it to-day otherwise the
Iuck may turn {rom good to bad.”

She slipped the thin gold chain
about her neck. Then old Amalita
came waddling into the room again,
and there was a note of excitement
in her voice now.

* Visitor coming towards hacienda.™
she announced. “He seems to be
carrving young senorita in arms, Per-
haps there has been accident."

Both Sheila and her aunt hurried
out to the veranda. They saw a tall,
white-haired man coming slowly to-

medallion over
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wards them, and they saw the slim
form of the young glr! in_his arme.
They saw, too, that her right ankle
was heavily bandaged.

“There has been an
Aunt Jane exclaimed.

Sheila went running to meet the
stranger. As she approached he in-
clined his head.

*I seek hospitality, Miss Fenn.” he
said in a cultured voice, *“I inust
trespass on _ vour Kindness. My
daughter and I were travelling to
Santancas when I had a tyre burst
and my car skidded off the road and.
overturned. My daughter las not
been badly hurt, though she cannot
walk at the moment. It is the shock
that has upset her most, and it is
necessary she should lie quietly and
undisturbed for several hours."

The injured girl turned her head
to look at Sheila, and her dark eyes
seemed to be shadowed with pain.

“It was dreadful,” she said with
only a faint trace of accent in her
voice "I cannot yet believe I am
still alive.”

Sheila’s face was all concern.

" Of course vou may rest here,”’ she
cried impulsively. * You may stay as
long as you like.”

Then she smiled
haired man.

“You knew my name,” she went
on. “You must be a friend of my
father's?”

Just forr the moment hLe looked
taken aback—as thougl the mention
of Sheila's name had been a slip of
the tongue. Yet almost at once he
was smiling again.

But, of course!” he answered.
“Professor Fenn and myself have
been friends for many years. T am
Dr. Diego Albanez, and this is my
daughter, Mepita.”

Aunt Jane was on the scene then,
and she lost no time in taking charge.
The injured girl was taken to a roomnt
on the shady side of the house and
made comfortable on a settee,

“1 beg of you that vou will not
but yourselves out too much,” Dr.

accident!™

at the white-

What A Strange Gift It Was Which Sheila Received—
And What Exciting Adventures It Was To Lead Her
Into!
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Albanez said. "I have bandaged the
injured ankle. and the bandag.> must
not be touched until my return. Al
1 ask is that Mepita be left lying
quif,tly here—she needs absolute
rest.”

. He shrugged his shoulders.

“As for me,” he said, " my business
in Santancas ls important. As you
are not on the telephone I must seek
a. horse from the nearest farm—on
this day of the Santancas Carnival it
is not likely there will be a single car
on the road te give me a 1ift.” X

sheila told him that her cousin
would be arriving with a car early
that afternoon, put he shook his

head.

“Tt will be too late for me, Miss
Fenn,” he answered. "If I hurry now
o fast horse will get me to Santancas
just in time.”

He stooped

cheek.

1 shall be back for you this even-
ing, little one,” he promised.

Sheila cirected him to the nearest
then the door was closed
Sheila went back

to pat his daughter's

farm, and
on the injured girl.
to examine her birthday presents
again and to lay out her carnival
dress on her bed. She would put it
on as ‘scon as lunch was over,

* Poor Mepita!” she thought.
«when she gets over her shock she’ll
probably be so upset at having to
miss the carnival.” .

At Junch Sheila was far too excited
to eat, though she had to make a
pretence because of Aunt Jane's
eagle eye. ‘Then, going up to her
room again, she was half way to the
bed when she suddenly paused.
Somehow the room wasn't quite the
same as when she had left it before
lunch.

It was the carnival dress that first
aroused Sheila’s suspicions, She had
1aid it out so carefully, but now many
of the pleats in the full skirt were
lying out of place. Somebody must
have handled it during her absence.
And the irinkets on her dressing
table—surely they had been moved?
And someone had upset the tin of
powder that had been one of her pre-
sents. Some of it had even spilled on
to the floor.

Apart from her aunt and herself,
Amalita, the cook, was the only other
person in the building. And Amalita
had been in the kitchen all the time.
Sheila was sure of that. There was
Mepita Albanez, of course, but she
could not put her feet to the ground.

Had some unknown entered the
hacienda during lunch?

Quickly Sheila opened every cup-
poard and every drawer. Nothing at
all had been taken.

“I'm imagining things.”
vinced herself at last. “It’s all the
excitement of the carnjval. I must
have spilled the powder myself with-
out noticing it.”

And now to get dressed for the car-
nival. How wonderful to pull the
colourful frock over her head, and
then to watch herself in the mirror
as she iwirled and the full skt
flared out. Exciting, too, to pin a
bright flower in her fair hair.

Only at the very last moment did
she think of the heavy gold medal-
lion. Yes, she must wear her lucky
charm. She slid the_ thin chain
about her neck, and then let the
medallion lie in full view against the
bhodice of her dress.

She looked at her watch. At any
moment now Dave would be coming
for her. And she remembered her in-
jured guest. She couldn't leave with-
out a [riendly word with her.

She found Mepita lying on the
settee with her eyes wide open.
Sheila started to explain that she

would be leaving for the carnival
within a few minutes, but suddenly
realised that Mepita was not listen-
ing—that she was staring wide-eyed
at the medallion.

“That is a, most unusual charm,”
she said in her low, husky voice.
“May I please examine it?”

sheila unclipped the chain. Mepita
took the medallion and turned it
over in her fingers. Next moment a
scornfiil laugh escaped her.

“It ces not gold at all!” she ex-
claimed, her accent becoming more
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she con-.

proncunced. It ees but a cheap copy
of an old Aztec charm. Only to

people of Aztec blood can it bring

good Iuck. If others wear it then it
only bring bed luck—ver’ bad luck.”
~Her fingers seemed .to close more
tightly over the medallion.

“1 am of Aztec blood,” she went
on. *To me ze medallion bring much
good fortune, But you-—you -crazy
ever to wear it again.”

It was a hint that Sheila should
make her a present of the medallion.
But Sheila reached out to take pos-
sesston of it again. It had been sent
to her as a birthday present.

“1 don't think it will bring me ill-
luck " Sheila began, then sud-
denly caught her breath.

Mepita's shoes had been placed be-
side the settee, and now Sheila saw
that powder had been spilled over
cne of them. In a flash she remem-
bered that spilled powder in her bed-
room-—and the conviction that some-
one had disturbed her belongings.

Surely this Mexican girl could not
have been the intruder? Her ankle
was injured and she was unable to
walk. Yet the powder could only
have been picked up in the bed-room.

In that case Mepita wasn't injured
at all—she had entered the house
under false pretences. But why?

Sheila remembered the intent way
in which Mepita had stared at the
medallion. She remembered, too,
that that medallion was a mystery
present—it had come packed in grass,
wrapped in crumpled, greasy paper,
and the parcel had been tied with a
shee-lace. -

It was indeed a strange way to
send a valuable present for, despite
Mepita's statement to the contrary,
Sheila was still convinced it was gold.

Was there a mystery about the
medallion? And was this dark-eyed
Mexican girl concerned in it?

ROBBED AT THE CARNIVAL

HE blare of a motor-horn saved
the situation for Sheila, An-
other moment and Mepifa

would have begun to wonder at her
silence. And Sheila knew she dare
not voice her suspicions—some other
cause might be responsible for the
powder on Mepita's shoe. -

““That'll be Davei” Sheila ex-
claimed. *I must run—Dave always
hates to be kept hanging about.”

She saw the eyes of the Mexican
girl change—just for a moment they
were both furious and baffled, Then
Mepita smiled.

“J must not ‘keep you,” she said.
1t ees too bad I must miss Ze car-
nival, but I will try to sleep and then
I shall not mind so much, Now you
go and enjoy yourself—and Mepita
thanks you for letting her stay here.”

“We—we were only too glad to he
able to lielp.” Sheila found hersell
saying. “1I hope your ankle will soon
be better.”

she ran out of the hacienda, and
there was Dave standing beside a_car,
ithe back of which was piled high
with lovely exotic flowers. He was
dressed as a toreador and, at sight of
Sheila, he lifted his three-cornered
hat with a flourish.

“You look stunning, senorita,” he
grested her. “ Positively stunning.
But you don't look as if vou're bub-
bling over with the carnival spirit.
What's on your mind?”

Sheila undid her medallion and
held it out.
“This.” she said. "My mystery

pirthday present.”

Dave regarded the medallion curi-
ously. and quietly Sheila told him of
its arrival in the strange barcel.

“Wasn't there a note with it?” he
demanded.

Sheila shook her head. and went
on to tell of the unexpected arrival
of Dr. Diego Albanes and lis
daughier, finishing up by describing
how startled she had been to see¢ the
powder on Mepita's shoe,

Dave stared again at the medallion.

“'She was probably right about that
charm.” he said. "1 seem to remem-
ber having seen Felicito, your father s
servant. wearing one like it. It's
probably guite valueless, so I don't
suppose for a moment this doctor

chap and his_daughter are intevested
in it at all. You've let your imagina-
tion run away with you, Sheila.”.

That was what she began to think
herself, She boarded the car, and
soon they were driving out towards
the town., .

“In any case,” Dave grinned sud-
denly, * we're not going to bother our
heads with mysteries to-day. This is
the great day of the year—this is car-
nival time, and we're going to enjoy
ourselves. Shall we take the car into
the town and join one of the pro-
cessions there, or shall we walk in on
foot and mingle with the crowds?”

Sheila, knew no hesitation whatso-
ever,

“Mingle with the crowds, of
;:ourse.” she answered, her eyes shin-
ng. . . 5
“Just what I was hoping you'd
say.” Dave grinned, "We'll park the
car at the first garage we come to.
And we'd better put on our masks.”

Laughingly Sheila donned her mask
—which she must now kKeep on until
the bells rang that night. Only then
were people allowed to unmask, And
Sheila found herself wondering what
lovely, exciting things were due to
happen before the hour of unmask-
ing. :
Their arms were full of flowers
when they left the garage. They
joined in a gaily dressed and mesked
erowd hurrving towards the centre of
the town., and soon it was difficult o
get along, and all about them was
the sound of laughter.

On the way they passed several
miniature battles of flowers, hut
Dave refused (o take any part in
them.

“We want to wait for the proces-
sions to come along,” he explained.
“That's when the fun starts.”

They were near the great square
when Sheila saw another flower batile
start uUp among a Egroup of gally-
dressed youths. Strangely, within a
few minutes. all were sneezing.

Sheila found herself wondering if
the scent and pollen of the flowers
had brought on some kind oi hay
Tever, One of the sneezing youths,
not seeing where he was going, biun-
dered into her and Sheila lost hall
her fAowers.

“ pardon, senorita,” he gasped,

A little farther along they saw a
barrow piled high with bouqueis of
flowers. The street trader, two truly
enormous bouguets in his hands,
stepped directly in Sheila’s path.

“Flowers for the pretty senorita?”
e wheedled. *“Have fun with my
flowers. senorita.”

Sheila remembered she had lost
half hér flowers and these were 1n-
deed lovely bunches, She was reach-
ing for her handbag when Dave
caught her arm and pulled her away.

“But they were so lovely,” Sheila
protested. ‘“And I necd some maore
Aowers )

“Not those flowers,” Dave said
firmly. "I wonder he dares to sell
them in the open street. If the police
get hold of him theyll run him in.”

“But why?"' asked Shella in sur-
prise.

“ Because those flowers have started
all this sneezing. There are small
boxes of pepper hidden away in the
punches,”” Dave explained. “Every
time the flowers are waved il some-
body’s face out files the pepper and
immediately they start to sneeze.
It's a dangerous joke, too, for pepper
can be very painful if it gets in your
eves.

“T'm glad you stopped me buying,”
Sheila smiled, *That isn't my idea
of a joke at all.””

The great square of Santancas was
a seething mass of masked figures,
and already the air was thick with
flying flowers. Moving slowly across
the sgquare was a procession of cars,
whose occupants had started ibe
flower battle

One long American car was piled
high with flowers. A masked driver
sat behind the wheel, and the only
other occupant was a masked girl in
a bright red frock. who appeared to
be seated on a throne of flowers.
When Sheila first saw her the girl
had been seated and taking no part
in the battle, but Sheila formed the
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impression shie was looking for somu-
one,

It might have been her imagina-
tion, but Sheila thought the girl in
the car looked full at her for a
moment, She saw the girl lean for-
ward and say something to the
driver, and he also looked in her
direction. Immediately the car nosed
cut of the procession. heading to-
wards Sheila and Dave.

The bystanders pelted It with
flowers, but the girl still sat quietly,
Then the car was abreast of Sheila
and Dave, and the girl stood up.
gathering armfuls of flowers as she
did so .

*Ah!" she exclaimed in a throaty,
husky voice, * El Caballero Rojo—the
Red Cavalier. I would exchange com-
pliments with you, El Caballero!”

She flung a handful of flowers at
Dave, who grinned and immediately
accepted the challenge.

“This is where the fun starts,” he
Jjoyously exclaimed. *“ We're two to
one, but she's got the most ammuti-
tion. Let it rip, Sheila!”

All in a flash the fun was fast and
furious. The air became thick with
tlowers. and Sheila's stock was soon
exhausted. So was Dave's, and for
a1 while they were content to catch
the flowers thrown at them and 1o
return theni.  But that wasn't good
enough for Dave. Jumping to the
running-board of the car, he seized a
handful of flowers,

“Help vourself. Sheila!” he called.
“We're not going to be beaten.”

sSheila, full of the excitement of it
all, also jumped to the running-
board, She gathered up a huge arm-
ful of flowers, leaning over the slde
of the car to do so.

Just as she was straightening her-
self she felt a sharp tug at her neck.
At the same titne she heard the girl
in the car give a sharp command to
the driver. .

The car moved forward with a jerk

ana. 1 Sheua had not quickly
jumped back, she would have fallen
from the running-board. At the same
moment she let her flowets fall, and
her hands flew to her neck.

The gold medallion was missing! It
had been snatched from her neck
while she was leaning forward for
the flowers—and the thief had been
the girl in the car!

TRICKSTERS REVEALED

HAT thought rioted through
Shelia’s mind even as she strove
to Keep her balance after her

jump. She saw that Dave was still
clinging to the car—for the moment
she thought he was clinging to the
masked girl.

Sheila saw her start back and, at
the same time, she saw the mask siip
away from her face. The girl caught
it at once and hastily moved it back
into position

But she had not been quite quick
enough, and now Sheila was staring
in wide-eyed amavzement,

The girl in the car was Mepita
Albanez—the girl she had left lying
at the hacienda with an injured ankle
—the girl whose father had declared
she was unable to walk.

Sheila's thoughts raced anew at
this startling discovery, Then
Mepita Albanez had been blaying a
part—she had never been injured. It
had been a trick to get her inside
the hacienda. It must have been
Mepita who had entered her bed-
room—seeking the medallion. And
she must have left the hacienda
almost immediately after Dave had
driven away—she could not be taking
part in the carnival otherwise.

Many people were shouting in
anger now—a very strange sound to
hear on Carnival Day. The shouts
were directed at the driver of the car,
for he was driving on and scattering
the crowd.
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Sheila saw Dave fall from the caf;
and then he was pushing his way
back to her. As he came near she
saw that underneath his mask Lis
face was flushed and excited.

And Sheila, with a quick intake of
breath, saw he was holding the gold
medallion,

“T don't get it!" he gasped as sooun
as lhe reached her. " The moment
vou leaned in the car she snatched
the medallion and told the driver to
drive on. You're lucky I spotted her.
for 1 grabbed at the medallion at
once atl a rare old tussle I had to
get it away from her.”

Sheila's excitement

own.

*She's Mepita Albanez,” she cried.
“The girl I left at the hacienda. She
only pretended to be injured—she
was after the gold medallion all the
time."” .

Taking it from Dave, she dropped
it into her handbag.

“I'm sorry now I laughed at vour
suspicipns,” Dave apologised. gt
wish 1 knew why she's so anxious to
get the medallion.”

sheila was still locking after the

car.
* The medallion must mean some-
thing.” she satd. * We ought to iry
and tnd out about it. If we tried
to follow that car maybe——"

In a flash Dave's fingers closed over
Ler arm.

“What are we wasting time for?”
he cried excitedly. * O course we
must follow it. And it can’t move
very fast in this surging mob., Come
on,"”

They pushed their way torward.
Peoble got in thelr way—many pelted
them with flowers—but doggedly they
kept on. And Sheila was glad thatl
Mepita Albanez was dressed all in red
—even in that motley coloured crowd
she was a distinctive figure. .

They saw the car swing into a side
turning.

matched  his
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“ome on!" Dave gaspea again. — I
we lose sight of it now we’lll ne
sunk.”

“They reached the corner just as the
girl in red stepped out of the still
moving car, and they saw her turn
guickly down another narrow street.
ihe car went on, gathering speed
with every second,

**A dodrge to put us off the scent,”
Dave decided, ‘' but she left it a little
too late. We won't lose sight of her
now."

Even the side streets were filled
with people, but the press was not
so bad as in the city square. They
sighted the figure in red and followed
it through half a dozen streets. They
came then to a . residenttal guarter
where the houses of well-to-do citi-
vens stood in their own colourful
gardens surrounded by high brick
walls.

It was a gateway set in one of these
walls that Mepita Albanez passed
through. Running bhard, Sheila and
Dave reached the gate and, peering
through the ornamental iron-work,
they saw Mepita crossing a lawn to-
wards a large open window. Even as
they watlched =2 tall, white-haired man
appeared in the window.

“Dr. Dicgo Albanez!" Sheila whis-
pered,

His excited voice carried clearly to
them.

" You have succeeded, my child?”

They did not hear Mepita's answer,
but they saw the way her father's
face changed, and he was scowling as
she joined him in the room,

Dave lifted the catch of the gate
and it began to swing open.

“I'm going to take a chance,” he
whispered excitedly. “If I creep
along that line of bushes I cught to
be able to get quite close to that win-
dow without being seen. I'd very
much tike to know what's being said
in that room.”

~Sheila's excitement and determina-
Lion was equal to his own.

“I'm coming with you.”

They slipped through the gateway
and darted for the bushes. Slowly
they began to creep along, and Sheila
was just beginning to congratulate
herself that they had succeeded when
their luck gave out.

Another man turned a corner of
the house, and they were in full view
of him.

“What are you doing
stiouted. ' Stop—stop——

But Sheila and Dave were already
running. Out of the gates they tore
and back towards the centre of the
town. Only when they were once
more among the carnival crowds did
they slow down.

“ What rotten luck!” Dave gasped
breathlessly, “We're right back
where we started. And—and we
daren't go back to that house now—
they're bound to be on the lock oul

b

here?" he

for us.

Sheila fought down her disappoint-
ment. As they had crept along the
line of bushes her hopes had been
high that the mystery would be soon
explained,

“They may make another attempt
to get the medallion,” Dave said
quietly. “You see, they Know
exactly how you are dressed. That's
something we've got to try and guard
against,”

His brows furrowed
mask. -

" T've got it he went on. “As we
don't want to miss the carnival we’ll
go back to the square. But from now
onwards T’ll stay a little way behind
vou and keep watch.” '

So when Sheila waiked hbhack into
the town square she was seemingly
alone. 8he found that the excite-
ment was mounting, and that danc-
ing had already started in the centre
of the square. She found herselt
wishing that the medallion had never
been sent to her. Because of it her
fun was being spoiled. She couldn't
enter wholeheartedly into the excite~
ment when the thought was always
present at the back of her mind that
another attempt might be made to
steal the medallion.

Even so she was forced to take
part in several battles of flowers, and
once she found herself whirled into
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a dance. She quickly realised that
Dave was dancing nearby.

An hour went by and Sheila had
almost forgotten about the medallion.
Then, without warning, fingers closed
over her arm. She turned guickly,
expecting to see Dave. Instead she
saw a very familiar, swarthy face.

"Why, Felicito!” she exclaimed.
And almost in the same breath: “ Has
daddy returned?”

For Felicito was her father's most
trusted servant, and he had left with
Piofessor Fenn when the latter had
started on his mysterious journey.

Felicito shook his head.

“8enor Fenn has not returned,” he
answered, “and it is my fear he will
be very angry with me.”

He drew Sheila to one side.

“1 arrived at the hacienda soon
after you had left.’ he said quickly.
“ Senora Fenn described your dress to
me, and for hours I have sought to
find you in this sguare.”

Sheila knew a quick feeling of

alarm.

“But what is wrong?" she wanted
to know. ‘Has anything happened?
Is daddy .

Quickly he re-assured her.

“‘Senor Fenn is well,” he inter-
rupted. *“It is because of my acci-
dent and my carelessness that I have
had to seek you. You see, senorita,
1 was sent from your father’s camp
with two small parcels—one for you,
a birthday present, and the other in-
tended for the University Museum.
On my way here I was thrown from
my horse. All night I lay uncon-
scious, and wild animals tore my par-
cels to pieces. Knowing that I must
rest. I made up the parcels again as
best I could and I managed to get
to a trail-side post-box. ‘There I
posted your parcel. for I knew it was
intended for your birthday and I
wanted you to receive it on the day.”

He gave a dismal shrug of the
shoulders.

“Then I discovered the mistake I
Nhad made,” he went on. *I directed
the parcels wrongly. Your birthday
present went to the museum, and
the gift to the museum came to you.
And—and that gift is very valuable.
Senora Fenn tells me you have it with
vou, and my fear has been you would
have it stolen from you. that
you give it to me, senorita, so that 1
may take it to the museum with
speed. Your real birthday present
will reach you to-morrow.”

So that was the explanation of the
medallion. It was a valuable ancient
relic intended for a museum. No
wonder an attempt had been made to
steal it—Dr. Albanez must know of
its value. The sooner it was safe in
Felicito's keeping the better.

Quickly she took it from her hand-
bag, and Pelicito almost snatched it
from her. :

*§ must hurry,” he gasped. " There
is no time to waste. Adios, senorita,
and thank you.”

In a few moments he was lost to
sight among the crowd.

“And now,” Sheila smiled, “I've
nothing to do but enjoy myself.”

She looked about her for Dave and,
at first, she failed to find him., Then
she saw him fighting his way towards
her and., despite his 1nask, she
realised how excited and worried he

was,

“Sheila !” he exclaimed as he came
up. "I got cut off from you—I had
to take part in another dance. But
what did Felicito want—what did
you pive him?"

Quickly Sheila told her story, and
her heart sank as she saw the quick
alarm that jumped into Dave's eyes as
she finished.

“ Pelicito is a traitor!” he gasped.
“He must have turned against your
father. Only a few moments ago I
saw him meet Dr. Albanez, I saw him
hand something over, and then they
lmrried off together!™

FOILED BY FLOWERS

HEILA could only stare at her
cousin. Pelicito was her father’s
most trusted servant. And he

had explained why the medallton had
come in such a crude, unstamped
parcel.

Yet if Felicito had handed tihe
medallion to Dr. Diego Albanez, then
he must indeed be a traitor.

“We must do something!’ Sheila
said desperately, " We could go back
to that house. I1f we could only find
out the real meaning of the medal-
lion, its loss might not matter.”

“We'll risk it!” Dave nodded, a
determined glint in his eyes.

He caught her arm, and once again
they forced a passage through the
surging crowds. Through the side
streets they raced, but they saw no

sign of Felicito or of Dr. Diego
Albanez.
Again they came to the iron gate

and, peering through it, they saw Dr.
Albanez and Felicito walking into the
house. A figure moved inside, and
they caught 2 glimpse of Mepita.

“We've got to risk it,” Dave said
grimly. *Come_ on!"”

They crept along under cover of
the line of bushes. And then from
behind the last bush they were peer-
ing right into the room. They saw
Dr. Albanez and his daughter. and
there could be no mistaking their ex-
citement. But never had Sheila seen
a man look so downcast as Felicito
looked.

They saw the inner door open, and
another man entered the room—the
same man who had seen them hiding
behind the bushes on their first
visit. He was evidently in a very bad
temper.

“Must we waste any more time
here?’ he wanted to Know. ‘' Even
now the treasure may have been
found, You may trust our men, but
I do not, Once they glimpse that
treasure, if we are not there to con-
trol them, it will vanish in the space
of a few hours.”

Dr. Diego Albanez twisted Sheila’s
medallion in his fingers.

“You do not know the full story.
Juan,” he said. "1 feared to tell it
you on my arrival lest you should
panic and want to flee. Butl I can
tell it you now.” o

He looked at the cringing Felicito,
and his voice hecame ugly.

“It was you who told us of Pro-
fessor Fenn's treasure hunt, Juan.”
he said; *that he had found some
Aztec picture writing that explained
the hiding place of a treasure. Well,
we followed him and we wajted until
he had found the treasure passage in

the ruins. 1t was easy to make the
professor and his Tfew labourers
prisoners, and we took over the dig-
ging.

“Then,” Dr. Albanez went on, ** this
man, Felicito, escaped. Luckily we
found out about it almost at once,
and Mepita and myself went after
him on horseback. We knew he was
headed. for the nearest town or vil-
lage so that he could inform the
police.”

Every word came clearly to the two
excited listeners. They learned liow
Albanez and his daughter had come
upon Felicito limping so badly he
could scarcely walk. At first they
had thought the danger over. and
then Mepita had noticed that the
medallion-—which he had always
wore—was missing from his neck.
They wouldn’t believe him when he
said he had lost it. They had then
tied him to one of the horses and
hurried him secretly into Santancas.

Sheila shuddered then, for she
heard Albanez describe how Felicito's
small son had been kidnapped.

“He talked willingly enough then,”
Albanez went on grimly. ‘*Having in-
jured himself and knowing we were
on his track, he crawled to a trail
post-box and there he had vosted lis
medallion to Fenn's daughter. We
ki ew then we had to get the medal-
lion at all costs. Unfortunately the

postman had already delivered it
before we arrived at the Fenn
hacienda.”

He placed the medallion upon ihe
table. o

T will show you now why it is s0
imoortant.” he said.

Standing the medallion up on edee,
he repped it sharply against the
table-tap. Instantly the medallion
fell apart and a slip of paper fell out.

‘Please turie to the back page.)
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THE POLICE SEARCH

~HIRLEY BLYTHE and her chums,
Tess and Dick Foley, were stay-
ing in Holland as the guests of
their Dutch chum, Jan.

They were helping Zella van Deen
ward of a wealthy bulb grower, M,
van Hagel, to solve a cryptic message
they huad fofind hidden in a clog-
shaped tulip bowl.

The chums learnt that Zella had
peen sent Lo Winsum, in the North
of Hollund. They themnselves were

framed for a robbery by My, van

Hagel, and forced to become fugi-
tives ubourd a barge which Jun had
hired.

Disguised as Dutch bargees, theyv
set off for Winsum to see Zellu. But

just as they started oul they were
held up bv the police.

. f . . .
“ EAVE TO! We're coming
abourd!” That sharp com-

mand was in Duteh, bul its
neaning was ominously clear to the
2lums.

They stood. freven witlh dismay,
m the deck of the barge as the police
tsunch grated aguinst its bows.

“Leave the talking to Jan! Ii

they Lear our English voices. we'le
4qone for!” Shirley whispered fever-
ishly to Tess and Dick.

A rope ladder was flung up to her,
With icy fingers she caught i
hitched it to the deck-rail in the
zlaring beam of the police search-
tight. )
That searchlight glared mercilessly

apon Shirley and Tess in their
bergee skirts and sea-boots and
jumpers; Dick in his horrowed bell-
bottoms and jersey. The name of
the harge—Viktor—was blazoned
across their chests, .

Was their disguise useless. their

attempted fiight a hopeless mockery?
WwWhy had the canal police so uner-
i descended upon the Dbarge
Viktor?

Two burly officers came swinging
up the ladder on to the barge deck.
Their blue uniforms and gleaming,
forbidding police badges sent a shiver
ibrough the chums. The taller of
1he two wore epatlettes and was ob-
viously the captain.

v 1 want Lhe skipper. Are you the
skipper?” he rapped at Jamn. .

“Ave, aye, sir! AU your service!”
Jan's smuiling coolness, as he siepbed
trom the wheel, made the chums
marvel at his courage.

His peril was as great as theirs.
H: was huarbouring the chums in
threir fAlight from the police. Aiding

and abetting three young foreigners.
Eaglish tugitives in disguise, who
wele wanted in connection with the
Schipol diamond robbery.

“Who have vou aboard?” the offi-
cor demanded.

“ Mysell, and a crew of
Jan waved towards the chums,

CWhat passengers®’

ihres!”
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“ No passengers.”

“We shall see! We are going to
" the police captain said de-

“Where are you bound

for?

““North!" Jan replied calmly. He
dig not name their destination, that
far-distant  Winsum  where they
hoped so desperately to find Zella.
»Trading as tar north #s the Fries-
lands,” he added.

“'What cargo are you
the offlcer rapped out.

CGrain!” answered Jan—and llie
chums thanked their Ilucky stars for
those sacks of grain from Jan's
Tarm, stil lying in the hold where
they had loaded them for their in-
terrupted  work-and-holiday cruise.
“@Grain.” said Jan cheerfully, “Ifrom
Bootendorp!”

* Anything else?” The police cap-
tain patsed. “ Anything from Schi-

carrying®"

pol? Valuables? Digmonds?" he
lred guickly.
Shirley gulped. This was it; this

was what she had feared. known!
The police were here to pursue inves-
tigations concerning the museum
robbery! The robbery which had
made hunted suspects of them all-—
framed by the cunning of Mr. vau
Hagel, Zella's guardian,

“Diamonds?" Jan chuckled. *“Tf
vou can find any diamonds_aboard,
1 would like to help you. Komm!”

“We're not looking only for dia-
monds,” the captain said dryly, strid-
ing to the hatchway., * Were looking
also for the young Ioreigners who
stole them!”

“moreigners?” echioed Jan wilth in-
terest, as they all followed the twu
officers below.

“Three young English Deoble—a
boy and two girls,” the captlain said
crisply. “ We have their descriptions.
They are quite unmistakable. 11
vou've seen any such strangers, 1y
lad., you'd better say so!”

“What are they like?”
Jauz.

“You couldn't  mistake them-—-
vou'd know them Dby the two girls!”
snapped tite ofticer. “ Both were i
ordinary cveling shoris and wore
jumpers. One girl was fair; the other
dark. They might have stowed aboui:d

inguived
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It Was Fun Living Aboard

A Dutch Barge. If Only

Shirley & Co. Had Not
Been Fugitives!
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By ELISE PROBYN

without vour sceing them—but we'll
soon know!'  And lhe switched on a
powerful torely.

sShirley’s heart was hammering.
Those clothes were lying now in the
little ecabin whoere they had changed.
They were Iyiug loosely in the locker.
They werc not even concealed, nor
was there any place in that cabin to
conceal theni

“Let's have a look in the hold first.
That's where they might have stow>d
themselves,” the captain was saying
10 the other nfficer.

shirley edged behind them and
sidled away. to vanish into the little
cabin where they had changed.

“What's Shirley after?” Dick whis-
pered, sensing disaster.

sOur jumpers—theyre  in o ihe
locker!" whispered Tess faintly. “Ir
she drops them through the port intu
the water, the other policeman oul
there in the launch will see her. And
Zand therc's nowhere clse she can
hide them!”

“Then I guess we're bealen!” Dick

Jan, too. had realised that,
although he did not show it. He
was making a pretence of helping the
police search the hold. He was de-
laying the discovery as long as he
could. And then Shirley stole out
o the small cabin aft. Not a momentL
too soon, for hardly had she joined
the chums than the potice officers re-
turned to the large cabin.

They made a brisk search there.
Dick's sports cuat and shorts were
pundled in the coruner, but they were
no different from those worn by lots
o1 Dulch youths, The officers passed
on. And, inevitably, they cume Lo Lhe
small cabin aft.

wIhat is the deck-girls’ quarters.”
Jan explained in a rather guivery
voice.

“ pardon!” the captain said curtly
to  Shirley and Tess—and strode
straight into tihe little cabin.

Tess, Dick and Jan gazed rrom the
doorway, waiting for the exposure.
They watched the police gazing under
the bunks and prodding the blankels
Lo make sure that no one was hiding

Lhere. ;
Then tihe captain went to Lhe
locker. Tess closed her eyes. Dick

aund Jan waited in painful suspense.

The captuin raised the lid ol the
locker. It revealed drah ropes and au
old fishing-net. Nolhing else. He
clused the lid again; swiwched off his
torch. Had he not done so he mius!
surely have seen the stupeficd veliec
o those watching faces.
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“ Any more cabins or cubby-holes
unvywhere?” he asked.

But he sounded guite affable now.
He knew every inch of barges like the
Viktor, and he knew there was no
other place where one stowaway could
hide, let alone three.

“You have seen everything,” said
Jan, his brain awhirl. .

The police captain gave him a
friendly clap on the shoulder.

It was just a check-up, my lad.
You won't be the only one. My own
belief is that the youngstersll stow
aboard a channel bhoat for England.
You can pull off now. Good-night!”

Bo officers vanished up the
hatchway and jumped into their own
waiting launch—and next moment
they were streaking away in the
night, to intercept the next craft that
happened along

Below deck,
ycuthful faces were
iounded, at Shirley.

“Shirley!” gasped Tess.
did you hide our jumpers?”

Shirley lifted the edge of her jer-
sey, and its drabness was offset by a
flash of bright klue and flaming red.

" {)ﬁlilF them on,” she said.

With one accord the chums burst
out laughing.

“Only a girl would have thought of
that!" grinned Dick. * Shirley, vou
saved us!"

“Such resource!” Jan chuckled.
*With your wits and dis barge, minc
Shiriey, we shall get t'rough to Win-
sum yet!”

He led a joyful rush back to the
deck. While the chums seized the
huge barge-pole and pushed off from
the bank. Jan bent again to the
engine. There was a splutter and a
roar. Then it dled to a steady hum
as the barge got under way again.

They were off, forging out on_their
course into the blackness of the
night, -

Dick moved quictly across to tlhe
wheel.

“¥You're skipper, Jan, and youre
not going to do all the work!” he
said. “I've got to learn how to handle
this craft, s0's we can take turn anc
turn about throughout the night.”

*Okay! I shall need all your help,
Dick,” nodded Jan.

“What about us, Jan?"
Shirtey, echoed, by Tess.
going to work, too.” X

“On a harge it is the girls who
work harder than the lads,” Jan
chuckled. * Housevork ! Cooking,
scrubbing, washing, und then—
plenty more cooking! To-night you
turn in_and sleep, mine Shirley and
Tess., To-morrow you vill see!”

Tt was a welcome prospect to Shir-
ley and Tess. ‘They lay in their hunks
that night, listening to the soft throb
of the engine, lulled by the gentle
rocking motion of the barge. It all
seemed strangely peaceful.

Bul they were not deceived. They
were thankful that there would be
work in plenty to keep them occu-
nied. They were fugitives now,
hunted by the police, and cvery
moment f this trip would be fraught
with dangar —ihe threatening, ever-
present dav.ser of detection, and
arrest!

THE NEWSPAPER HEADLINE

“(“HOW a leg there, Dick!”
“ Brekkor's ready! We're tak-
ing it up on deck, to join Jan!”
Dick sat up. sleepy-eyed, on his
bunk in the main cabin. He saw Tess
filling steaming hot mugs on the lid
of the locker, and Shirley at the stove
tending a sizzling frying pan. Therc
was a delicious smell of cotfee and
fried bread and bacon in the cabin.

three
as-

‘in the barge,
gaping,

*'Where

askecl
“Were

“Gee, did you girls say—break-
fast?” And Dick gasped. “Is it
morning?”’

A glorious morning!" Shirley told
him. " There’s some water in ihe
buitcket to wash in, Dick—only don'y
be long, or the grub’ll get cold!”

And leaving Dick to carry on. she
followed Tess up on deck. Jan, at the
wheel, was blowing into his hands to
Keep them warm. It was a brilliant,
sunny rorning. but iey cold. The
water was [rozen into  little beads
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where it lapped the canal banks, and
the flat meadows stretched away on
either side in a silver sheen of frost.

“Mine Shirley und Tess, you are
goot sailors, but better still,” sald Jan

warmly, " you are goot cooks.”

Shirley dragged forth an empty
cheese-crate to serve as a table.

“You tuck in, skipper! You must
be cold, as well as starved.”

“It vasn't the cold that matters.”
Jan said, looking serious for a
moment. *“But ve cannot take the
quiet little backvaters that I vould
vish for our safety—because so many
are frozen up. Here is vun now.”

Shirley saw a narrow waterway
hranching offi the main canal—but a
hoom was slung across its entrance,
closing it to all craft. A notice was
erected there: “ Diversion.” AN arrcw
pointed inexorably to the main canal.

*“It means we can't dodge the
crowd. 50 to speak,” said Dick.

“It means ve haf to be careful
cvery minute—but especially when
we go t'rough the locks,” Jan said
earnestly. *“T'ese big main locks —
t'ev are always filled up with craft,
and t'ey haf very strict rules.”

“Then it won't do for us o make
any mistakes,” Dick nodded. “We
know how to take a punt through
our little river locks at home, Jan—
hut we don’t know how to take a
harge through. Don’'t even know
how to hitch it up while we're wait-
ing to get through. You'd beticr
give us some driil.”

“Jal 1 put you up to the ropes,”
nodded Jan. *“DBut I vill be at the
vheel, and I vill take the lock-
keepel's orders. You vill not haf to
vorry.”

He gave the chums some brief in-
structions as soon as breakfast was
finished. All listened intently. They
could see an endless procession of
vessels following in their wake, and
they knew they would be watched by
many eyes—experienced eyes—when
those duties had to be performed.

Shirley and Tess were washing the
breakfast things, a little later, when
Dick shouted down to them:

*“All hands on deck! We're com-
ing into a lock!”

The girls ran up alertly to their
statibns. Shirley to the for’ard rope
on the prow; Tess to the aft rope in
the stern, Dick: stood amidships,
balancing the pole, Jan slowed down
his engine and steered steadily for
the lock.

The gates were open; a dozen craft
were already in the huge basin. Lock
ufficials were shouting brisk orders,
directing them to their berths.

Jan nosed the barge deeper and
deeper into the basin. Orders werc
shouted to him and he understovd
them, though the chums did not.
Shirley stood waiting tensely in the
prow, the coiled rope in her hands.
The barge crept forward Iinto the
narrow gap between two others.

A girl on one of those other harges
shouted something to Shirley. The
Dutch words were unfamiliar, but
their meaning was clear,

Shirley flung out her rope, and the
Dutch girl hitched it to her own
eraft. Then with practised skill she
flung a rope across to Shirley.. Shir-
ley seized it and made it fast to the
hinnacle of the harge. Then
anxiously she looked to see how Tess
and Dick were faring.

Tess and Dick had safely carried
out their own allotted tasks, and
Shirley breathed a sigh of relief.

“So far so good,” she murmured
Lo herself.

A brisk lock official now canc
aboard to collect the toll that had to
be paid.

‘The chums thanked
stars for Jan's presence.

He had to answer a volley of gues-
tions in quickfire Dutch bhefore a
pass-ticket was given to him. Then
the official clambered over to the
next vessel. Soon the water-level
beean to sink as the sluices emptied.

Shirley & Co. rementbered Jan's in-
structions and played out their
ropes with desperate care. Their in-
experience would give them away if
the barges collided. Then the con-
sequences might be far-reaching—

their Iucky

leading to their detection as  the
young English fugitives! '’ .

They managed somehow without
mishap—but it was a merciful relief
to Shirley when at last she threw
hack the Dutch girl's rope, retrieved
her own, and watched that other
harge pull away.

There were more shouts then, and
a bewildering mass of orders, as-the
for’ard gates opened and the barges
were directed out of the lock one by
one,

“ Gee, am I glad that's over!"” Tess
puffed. “I fell ithat every eve in the
world was watching me!”

“You vyos fine!” applauded Jan,
who had not turned a hair through-
out the ordeal. “You ves_all fine.
goot sailors—and dot is half the
battle to get us safely to Winsum—
and _Zella!”

“ Jan, did your postman friend find
out any more news?” Shirley asked
quickly. *“Any clue to where Zelia 15
in Winsum-—the exact house or place
where van Hagel has hidden her?®"

“To-morrow he vill perhaps hat
news for me,” Jan told her. “I am
to call at a post office we shall pass
on our course. A message vill be
vaiting for me there.”

The chums’ excitement leapt.

“That message may turn our
luck!” breathed Dick. “If only we
can find Zeila before they find us—
we win!”

It fired a mew spirit in them all
It was the first time their suspensc
had relaxed. even for a moment. The
first time they could give their minds
to iess anxious matters.

“Which reminds me,” Shirley said
Nnow. “I'll soon have to go ashore
myself to do some shopping.”

“ Vot for?” Jan asked with quick

caution.

“Milk, for one thing. And bread.
Also,” said Shirley, “we need such
things as toothhrushes, toothpaste

and towels and so on. We haven't a
thing but what we stand up in, Jan.
We left everything behind us in our
rooms—luggage, clothes, even our
passports and tickets.”

- * Better not go ashore till to-mor-
row." murmured Jan. *Ve shall be
farther out then—it vill be safer for
you.”

“ Aye,

Jan's
Viktor.

That day brought its inevitable
crop of scares as they passed in and
out of the bhusy locks, But it was
Jan at the helm who saved the chums
and diverted attention from them in
moments of crisis. Dick vigilantiy
ohbeved his orders. Shirley and Tess
kept themselves busy till nightfall—
cooking. swabbing decks, and cook-
ing again.

Early next morning—hefore breal:-
fast-—shirley seized the empty milk-
pall and went up on deck, watching
there with Tess until she spotted a
secluded-logking farmhouse on the

aye, skipper!" agreed Shirlev.
word was law aboard the

outskirts of a passing village.
“This'll do fine! Nice sleepy-
looking little place,” she sald cagerly,

as Jan pulled in to the bank,
you comming with us, Dick?”

“Skipper says no,” chuckled Dick.

* It is safer if you do not all t'vee
go together.” said Jan wisely.

“Right-ho!” Lightheartedly Shir-
ley and Tess scrambled ashore and
went alone to the farmhouse.

The friendly dairymaid was far too
husy to exchange more than a cheery
“ Good-morning!” with them. But she
half-filled their pail with beautiful,
creamy milk and sold them a dozein
big new-laid eggs.

“Now for the village shop—the
winkel.” said Tess. “I hope you
know the Dutch for hair slide, Shir-
ley. because I simply must get one.”

“I've written it down with 1tihe
other things. Hope I can pronounce
‘em.” said Shirley.

The village “winkel” was a tiny
general store, and seemed to sell
evervthing, A rosy-cheeked young
Duteh girl, of school age, came out
from the back parlour as the chums
entered. She asked with smiling
friendliness what they wished Tor.
And then her smile looked puzzled as
Shirley pronounced the words tooth-
hrush and tcothpaste. -

*Are
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“Pardon?”’ she quericd.

shirley repeated her request
brightly, But she was uneasy. Her
accent was obviously foreign, and this
sharp-witted schoolgirl was looking at
her with very wide-awake eyes. She
served Shirley with her purchases,
ihen moved back into the parlour ¢n
the excuse to get change.

“Did vou see the funny way she
looked at us, Shirley?” Tess whis-
pered apprehensively. “Look, she's
talking about us now!”

Shirley was g)ainfully aware of it,
She saw the girl whisper something
to her father. who was sitting by the
parlour stove rcading a newspaper.
He turned his head sharply and
wzazed at Tess and herself through the
half-open door.

“In the same instant the shop-heil
tinkled and_ a hefty young bargee
strode in—the name Klara hlazoned
on his jersey.

He called out cheerily and rapped
a coin on the counter.

Then, with the ease of a reguiar
customer, he leaned over and ex-
t1acted a newspaper from a pile under
the shelf. Nodding genially to Shir-
ley and Tess. he spread the paper on
the counter and began to read. )

Shirley’s heart suddenly seemed 10
freeze; Tess whitened under the
piercing gaze of the shopgirl and her
Tather,

Staring up at them from that news-
paper, under the caption—" English
Suspects in  Jewel Robbery!”—they
could see their own photographs and
Dick's! The police had published
their passport photographs!

Did that watchful shopgirl suspecet
who they were? Did she recognise
ithem from their photos?

THE CHUMS ON THEIR OWN

- OUR change. dank u!”
Shirley almost jumped out oi
Ler skin as the girl came back

to her, bringing hei’ change.

“Pank u wel!” Shirley picked up
ihe coins, grabbed the milk-pail and
jairly ran with Tess to Lthe door.

But sheer nervousness forced her
10 glance back. She saw the girl stiil
staring at her puzzledly. And ihat
young bargee was still waiting at the
counler to be served. Shirley’s hea:t
hammered as she hurried with Tess
out _of the shop.

“D'yvou think she recognised us,
Shirlev—f{rom those NeWSPapLr
phoios?" Tess asked anxiously.

“1 daren't think about it. I—I'm:
sure she's suspicious!” Shirley gasped.
“The danger is—she’ll probably talk
about it to that boy in the shop. evenlr
il she talks to no one clse. And he's
a hargee! Lel’s hope he's not going
anywhere in our direction.”

But it was a forlorn hope. The first
thing she saw when she reached the
canal bank was another barge moored
only o few yards from their own, its

squat nose pointed on the same
}icfrme:‘ly course. It was the barge
ara.

Dick and Jan tried to be reassur-
ing when they heard what had hap-
pened, but the girls could see that
hoth were perturbed.

“It's a good thing I wasn't with
vou. Jan was right!” Dick muttered.
“The three of us together would
nave given the show away Tfol' cer-
tain.”

Jun cast off hurriedly and made
away at full speed—hoping to Keep
a wide herth of the Klara, in case
of any suspicions aboard.

~¥ou'd betterr not go ashore again,
mine kamarades,’ e said tensely.
“Your danger is too great now dot
vour photos is published.”

~What about that message rom
vour postman friend, Jan-—about
Zella?” Shirley reminded him
apxiously.  We've got to have that
- it's our only hope of finding oul
where Zella is. It's to be picked ap
1o-gay, you said?”

«Ja! = At the post office_at Ven-
dam. 1 vill pick it up—I vill go
ashore at Vendam,' Jan said, with a
rapid glance at his chart. * Dick vill
swke the barge on alone till T join
vou. hut it vill be easy there. Ver-
dam has many backvaters.'

While Dick studied -the chart with
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nim, Shirley and Tess cooked breas-
fact, and then set to the endless
task of pecling vegetables for the
nexv meal. The scare of the morning
gradually faded. Excitement took its
place as the chums speculated on the
vital information that Jan might
find awaiting himi at Vendam.

It was midday—very cold, but
brightly sunny—when the barge
rounded the canal bend near Vengani.
Shirley and Tess were sitting on deck,
on the upturned cheese-crate, slicing
carrotis, They thrilled when Jan
stepped down from the wheel.

““Okay, skipper!"” said Dick, taking
over. ‘I follow the next bend, where
it forks west, and then wait for you.”

“ ¥ou vill not have to vait. T shall
he there as guick as you—I can cut
off a big corner across land,” chuckled
“Keep going and then ve losc
ho iime. I hope to bring you hig
news—about Zella!” .

‘The girls waved to him breathlessiy
as he sprang ashore.

“Good luck, Jan!" .

“We're banking on vou, skipper!”
Shirley called with a smile,

Then Jan’'s plump ligure vanished
across the meadows towards the Lowi.
What message would he bring? Their
own safety, their own victory over
van Huagel, depended on their lucat-

- o
Uneasily Shii'ley stood there.

ing!™ Dick said hoarsely * Gush,
tlieyre tatking in Dutlch!™
The chums' knowledge of the

Dutch language was limited.

Many expressions of everyday use
they knew:. bui not instructions for
Lhandling @« barge in a lock.

“What am I to do?" Dick panted in
growing panic.

Desperately Shirley tried to get =2
glimmering of what the lock officiais
weare Saving.

“Telling me
expect.” said Dick,

“Keep your nerve, Dick. I
they want you between those wo
front barges. We'll tiec her up!”
wasped Shirley, while she and Tess
rushed to the ropes.

where 1o berth, T
“ But ‘where?”
think

But now a roar came from the
lockinen. Shirley realised in panic
that she had guessed thelr orders
wrongly. But what was the right
thing? what was it they were
velling?

Dick, at the wheel, was white with
auxiety. Those Dutch officials wero
roaring torrents of words at nim—
but not one word did he understand.

He only knew that he was not o
berth between the two barges in front
ol

him,
Desperately he reversed his cugine.

Would the Duich customer suspeet that she and

her chums were the fugitives mentioned in the newspaper report ?

ing Zella swiftly and without delay.

Excitement rah too high for Shirley
and Tess to sit tamely cutting up
carrots, They jumped up and joined
Dick at the wieel. The barge cruised
on for another guarter of o mile to-
wards the next bend. Raptly they
watehed for thal westerly fork in the
canal where Jan was to join them—-—

“OL! It's closed!” came & gasp ol
dismay from Shirley.

A boom blocked the enfrance.
« Diversion.” said a notice, and
pointed its arrow to the main watar-
way.

“That's bad luck,” muttered Dick.
swinging his wheel over. ™1 suppose
Jan'll soon ecatch up with us—but we
can't moor here and wait for bim.”

He driited on, as slowly as he dared,
through the big main canal. But
now otheir vessels hehind him  welre
hooting him to hwrry. A bend loomed
up. Dick navigated the bend. Then
a startling shock met the irio.

v A loek!  We're running into a
lock!' Tess cried.

Shirley trembled for Dick's sake.
For all their sakes. A huge lock
yvowned hejore them, a score of vessels
already berthed there. From the
hridge above 1t uniformed oflicials
were shouting orders through mega-

phones.
“yiktor!” They had sighted the
chums' harge, ‘'They were shouting

orders to Dick now.

1 don't know wihd  ihey're say-

Desperately he backed the barge
before Shirley could cry cut u frantic
warning,

Crash!

The stern ol the Viktor crashed
full-tilt into the barge behing it. 1t
was the Klara. There was & Nowl or
fury trom the youth at the wheel,
He yelled to the officials, who yelied
back. Crowds seemed to spring up
irom everywhere in ihe lockside, all
shouting together.

Shirley went faint as she saw_ Lhe
officials gesticulating angrily. rushiny
across the decks to board the Vikior.
The infuriated youth from the Klara
was already aboard, roaring fierce
accusalions at Dick. What he was
saying Shirley did not know, but she

recognised him, as ‘Tess did. in
stunned panic. He was the yvouth
ihey had met in the shop  this

morning.

He had seen their pholos in ithe
newspaper. Did he suspect who they
were? Was he dehouncing Lhem now
as ihe young English Jugitives—
wanted Dby the police in connection
with the jewel rohbery?

Now there seems no way in which
Shirley and Co. can avoid discovery
and arrest! This story becomes more
and more exciting. Make sure you
don't miss next week's enthralling
chapters in the GIRLS’ CRYSTAL on
sale WEDNESDAY, owing to the Easter
holidays.
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TROUBLE AT THE RIDING PRACTICE

ADDY DARE, leader of the

riding team at Mallington Co-

Ed College, befriended . Vincent
Conrad, known to the rest of the
school as the OQutsider. Sh2 was
convinced that Vincent was not the
rascal he was reputed to be, and
she promised him a place in the
riding team.

She found a riding crop which she
believed belonged to a secret enemy
who was responsible for Vincent's
unpopularity.

She took the crop with her to the
riding practice at Mallington Park,
determined to discover the iden-
tity of its owner. But when she
went to show it to Jo Winter, her
best chum, it had disappeared. But
Jo, however, recognised the whip
from Paddy's description, and in
suspense Paddy walted for her to
teil her the name of its owner.

“ TO—tell mo!? Tt's
Who owns that
described to you?”
Paddy asked that guestipn with
cager excitement as she and-Jo stood
under the trees of Mallington Park,

important!?
riding crop I

with the sunlit practice ground
stretching pleasantly green  before
thern.

Jo's  sweel face looked rather
puzzled.

“Why, Ron Bullton, Paddy,” she
told her in some bewilderment.

Paddy caught her breath.

“Ron! Jo, you—you're sure?’’

*'Of course, Paddy! But why do
you want to kunow?"”

“Gosh!” Paddy muttered. “1
never dreamt N

She s'coin)ed and was silent,
strangely shocked. Whatever name

she had heard she would have been
shocked.

Ron Bullton owned that crop!

She raised her head, and stared
away towards the top of the practice
stretch. She could see burly Ron
Bullton up there. standing by the
zate jump.

Ron Bullton—deadly secret enemy
ol Vincent?

Her gaze drifted nearer to Vincent
Conrac, the boy known as the Out-
sider. He hacd his position, cool and
composed, by the wall jump.

“Paddy dear, what is it? You look
s0 strange?”

Jo's gquery brought Paddy back to
carth with a start. She summoned
» smile for her dark-haired chum.
She did not mean to speak of heyr
startling suspicions yvet. SBhe must be

sure first.

“Don't look so solemn, Jo.” she
said lightly., *Just—just something I
was wondering about. Look. Isabella's

Take the brush-

impatieiit to start!

wood jomap, there's an angel, and
judge her over that. OK.?»Y
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Jo hesitated, nodded, then crossed
to the brushwood jump.

Paddy stared after her fondly.

“Mustn't worry Jo,”” she mur-
mutred. "“She's anxious enough as it
is that I'm not mistaken about
Vincent!”

Paddy believed in Vincent, Oh, he
was reckless, embittered, and cyuiecal
perhaps, but he was not the Qutsider
sp many thought him-—she was sure
of that, And if enly she could prove
he had a secret enemy!

“But to think it may be Rou!”
she hreathed,

It staggered her. Ron was aggres-
sive; Ron was tactless; Ron was someo-
times a grumbler-—and Ron certainly
disliked Vincent intensely. But Ron
as & cunning, treacherous, under-
hand plotter——

"It doesn't seem to fit him!™ she
muttered. “And the whispering
voice I heard didn't seem like Ron's,
But then it didn’'t seem like anyone
else’s I know, either!”

She frowned.

“Is—is it Ron? Ron who wrecked
the library this afternoon to try to
get Vincent blamed? Ron who in-
directly was the cause of my getting
into trouble with Mr. Voster? And
Ron who N

She paused. And Roun who had
secretly removed the riding cron from
under her jacket a little while ago?

“But how could Ron have Known
it was there?” she wondered. * And
what chance did he have to take it?
Gosh, this is tricky!"”

With thoughts racing. still shaken
and uncertain, Paddy realised that
Isabella Rocco had started to take

her grey mare, Sancho, over the
jumps.

Paddy pulled herself together. Hev
cdiscovery was startling. She eant

to follow it up, but she had to re-
member thls important team prac-
tice. She watched Isabells,

The South American girl rode well
in a flashy way, and her grey was
good. She made a superb jump at
the stile, where Jimmy Court stood
with his quiet f{riend, Max Milden.

Max, no rider, was there taking
photographs.
Isabella did a good round, even

though the high jumps were not up.
and at the finish she tretted in to-
wards Paddy with obvious seli-
satisfaction. Other boys and girls
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“Unless The OQutsider
Leaves The Riding Team,
We Resign!’'—
This Week'’s Ultimatum
To Paddy

AT THE

By DOROTHY PAGE

who had been acting as judges wa'ked
in from the nearby jumps.

Paddy noted that Ron Bullton did
not come in: but then Ron, with
Dot Nelson and Bette Grindle, was al
the [ar end of the practice ground.

“Well done, Isabella!” Paddy ap-
plauded. “1 faulted you only twice
-—once at the pole jump and once at
the wall, where vou dislodged a
brick. And now, Vincent!"” she called.
as Isabelln opened her mouth to
argue ;. for the South American girl
disliked any form of criticism, help-
ful or otherwise,

The red-haired, wiry boy strolled
over. If he noticed some hostile and
uncertain glances shot at him he did
not show it.

“Yes, Paddy?” he inguired.

“Vincent, do a round on Whitey,
will you?” Paddy asked with a smile.
“We'd like to see how you shape!”

“Glag to,” he drawled. He glanced
up the course. Paddy was certain
she saw a curious, dangerous tlicker
inn his greyv-green eyes. What was
passing in this strange boy's mind?
“Jusl what I wanted, in fact!”

He strolled back to his magnificent
black, Whitey.

The others, looking very -expectant,
moved to their posts at difterent
jumps. But Paddy, on a sudden im-
pulse, beckoned Jimmy Court to stay
behind.

Next te Jo, fair-haired, freckled.
cheery Junmy was her closest chun:.
Perhaps Jimmy might be able to give

her vital information about Ron
Bullton's movements that afternoon
—whether or no Ron could have

slipped back inte school and caused
that trouble in the library.
»Jimmy, just a sec,” she whispered.
“First let me tell you that Vincenu
couldn't help being Ilate this after-

noon!"

Jimmy  looked surprised, a  tritle
doubtlul.

“(Gee, are vou swe, Paddy? L
thought -

»Dead sure, Jimmy,” interrupted
Paddy. “But leave that a moment,
please. There's something else 1 wani.
to ask you—something awlully im-
portant about Qh dash!” she
broke off; for Isabella Roccu, who hit
dismounted, came strolling up.

Isabella’s  darkly beautitul
showed displeasure. .

“For an Outsider. this Vincent
Contad  thinks much of himselr--
ves?" she purred. It is a pity, Paddy.
ithat you cannot see through him
like Roun and T aund some otherst”

Jimmy answered that belore Paddy
could. Jimmy was Paddy's friend,
whatever he thought about Vinceprs
—and Jimmy had no great liking tor
the South American girl, She was
too subtly calty for Jimoy!

fave
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“Blow it, Isabella, you can't com-
plain of Vincent's behavmur at the
moment!'” he pointed out. * And
Gee, look at that!" he added with
spontaneous admiration., *He cer-
tainly can ride!"

Vincent had taken Whitey over the
stile jump in & manner absclutely
faultless and full of easy grace.
Paddy glowed., momentarily forgetting
the clue of the riding  crop—forget-
ting its mysterious disappearance.

The pole jump, the first brushwood,
swept back effortlessly under Whitey,
Isabella’s dark eyes flashed.

“Perhaps he can ride,” she said.
" But he is a trouble-maker, that boy.
He cannot be trusted—mno!”

Before Paddy could voice the
sgtrlted reply that sgrang to her lips

e amazing thing happened.

Vincent on Whitey was approach-
ing the top gate jump which was
near a small copse and where Ron
Bullton stood.

Suddenly Vincent swerved and
slowed. He bent from the saddle,
His outstretched hand caught Ron
Bullton’s arm, and before nearly a
score of startled eyes, he carried on
at a trot into the copse, forcing Bull-
ton to walk beside him! )

They vanished in the trees. There
was a stunned silence. It was broken
by Dot Nelson. That plump-faced
girl was at the next jump. She stared
towards the copse, then came run-
ning down the coursc.

“ Paddy—all of you—quick!" she
shouted. " That Outsider's done it
again! He's cdragged Ron into the
copse and is going for him with a
riding crop!”

RON'S ULTIMATUM

OT'S veice carried clearly over the
vractice stretch, causing a hum
of consternation.

*Ah, did I not warn you, Paddy!'"
exclaimed 1sabella. “He tries to
wreck the pracfice He goes for Ron,
because he does not like Ron!"”

"It —it ecan't be!” stammered
Paddy. She started forward, meehmg
Dot as that girl ran up. “DOL vou're
mistaken, Vincent wasn't even carry-
ing a riding crop!”

““He's got one now-—a  silver-
mounted one !’ panted Dot. " Quick!”

But Paddy had already broken into

a run. Dot's last sentence had told
her a lot. A silver-meunted riding
‘crop!

That was Ron Bullton's c¢rop—the
" one that had vanished!

Then—it must have been Vincent
who had recognised and removed the
crop from under her jacket; Vincent
who had all along suspected where
she had found that crop.

He had said no word—but obviously
‘he had been waiting his chance to

" have it out with Ron, without any
careful checking of facts as Paddy
had intended.

“0Oh gosh!"” Paddy breathed, and
fairly raced along.

'~ She neared the copse, well ahead
‘oi anyone else, She heard Ron Bull-
ton's voice, upraised and spluttering
in fury.

" Yes, it is my riding crop! But if
you think I'm going to let a rotten
‘Outsider like you question me
Here, take your hands off my arm!"”

*Not until you've answered my
question!” came Vincenl's voice,
(%raw]ing ancd contemptuously ceol.
“Did vou drop that crop in the boys’
lihrary?"

Paddy put on a spurt, swerved
through the trees, and came into a
little clearing.

Vincent had dismounted {rom
. Whitey, who stood some distance
away. He was holding the riding crop
outstretched on the palm of his left
hand. His right held the shoulder
of a furious, red-faced Ron Bullton,

In a flash, and with relief, Paddy
realised that Dot had exaggerated.
Vincent was not threatening Bullton
with the crop, but was demanding
that Bullton admitted its ownership.
And Vincent, wonderfully controiled
for him, was speaking now.

“1 don't care & jot for any retten
tricks yvou play on me!” he said con-
temptuously. “1I'm used to having
everyone against me! But this was
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different. It got Paddy inio trouble.
New, out with the iruth, Bullton!
Were you in the lihrary this after-
noon after I left?"”

Ron, rather ugly with wrath,
savagely wrenched his arm free.

“Daon't know what you're talking
about—and don't care!” he shouted.
“T1 suppose this is just another of
yvour underhand games to make
trouble, en? Well, here's my answer,
you Outsider!’

Without warning, Ron hurled him-
self forward. He was far bigger and
heavier built than Vincent. His right
fist swung round.

Vincent was unprepared, but in-
stinctively he ducked. Nevertheless,
Ron's fist caught him a glancing blow
on the forehead.

“Ron, stop it!"” Paddy
“ Vincent, please don't fight!*’

Vincent seemed Lo check himself.

“ I don't want to scrap in Ironl. of
Paddy, Bullton,” he bit out. “But I
want ar answer Lo my guestion!”

“Coward!” jeered Buliton in rage.
“Coward and cad, eh? Trying to
shelter behind Paddy! You'd like to

cried.

sLeps, she heard the voll of hoofbeats
s he eantered away

“Dash!" she muttered. ‘' Ohdash!”
She turned. ‘he others were
clustered round Ron Bullton. Max
Milden helped him to his  Jeet.

Sympathy was plainly all with Ron.
“That—that cad!” he stormed,
standing upright. “I—I'11——"
Paddy stepped impulsively forward.
“Just a moment, gang !’ she cried.
“Let's be fair about about this!"”
She looked directily at Ron, who was
angrily caressing his chin. ‘“Ron, be
honest! You struck twice at Vincent
before he attempted to defend hin-
self, didn't you?”
A pause. Gazes turned
His angry fiush deepened.
“Well, what if T did?”’ he growled
sullenly. ' Think I'm going to let an
Onitsider like that guestion me?" -
Paddy drew a deep breath, eves
asparkle, and came to a rapid de-
cision. She stooped and picked un
the riding crop Vincent had dropped.
“I think he had a good excuse,”
she said guietly. “And Tl tell you
all why. This afternoon Vincent was

B w =

to Ron.

12
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** You're to report to the headm:stress lmmedlate!,v." the senior sporis captain
announced. Paddy gave a startled gasp. What was the reason for this unexpected
summons ?

be able to blufl me as you biufl her,
eh? Well, take that, you Outsider!™”

He struck suddenly again, Vincent
sidestepped like a cat.

“You've asked for it!"” he gritted—
and sent Ron Bullton reeling to the
g;‘lqund with a hard, deft blow to the
chin.

Builton stayed there. Silence fell
on the clearing, and then, from be-
hind Paddy burst out excited voices,

The others, some on horseback,
some on foet, had arrived in time to
see that last blow,

“What the dickens is the game,
Vincent?' demanded Jimmy angrily,

“Is it not clear?” cried Isabella.
‘“"He is behaving as one who knows
him would expect him to behave--

yes'-‘ Ah, poor Ron!"”

What' 3 beastly thing to do!"
exclaimed Dot, her plump face
Hushed, ‘“Going for Ron like that

without cause!”

Y Just a moment, everyone!” Paddy
had started gquickly, when Vincent
turned. He met a half-circle of
accusing stares, Twistedly, cynically,
he smiled, then shrugged.

*Thanks for the remarks,” he said.
“The Outside:r couldn't .expect any-
thing else, 1 suppose!’’ i

He stopped, looking at Paddy. His
expression changed.

“Sorry, Paddy Dare’”™ he said.
“Seems I've made & mess of things
again. Better if I get out of thist”

“Vincent, just a moment!’ Paddy
blurted.

But he had furned. With swift
steps he went through the trees to
where he had left Whitey., Before
Fardy ceuld take more than a few

detained by Mr. Voster. That was
the vreason for Vincent's lateness
heve,”

She paused, watching Ron Bullton
intently, and continued to explain
about the task Vincent had been
given in the library and how she had
gone there to find him.

“I found the library wrecked!”
continued Paddy evenly. * Someone
had wrecked it after Vincent left to
get him hlamed! And that someone

accidentally left this riding crop
behind!”

She held it up. A hush Tlell.
Startled glances were  exchanged.
Jo looked quickly at Paddy. She was
seeing now the reason for Paddy's

(uestions earlier on.

Paddy tuwrned to Ron Bullton and
held out the riding crop.

“You don't deny that this belongs
to_you, do you?” she aske

. He seemed stageered by the ques-

course not!" he growled.

“But what are you getting aiv?”
“1'm just pointing out that Vincent

had a good regson for asking vou

questions,” said Pacldy steadily. “I'm
not accusing you!
“1 should jolly well think nou!”

Ron Bullton blazed,
—-yes, but I mislaid
haven't seen it since.”

“That's my crop
it yesterday

He paused, very (ruculent and
aggressive,

“Pretty clear what happened!" Lie
growled. ' Vincent found my crop,

messed up’ the library, and left my
crop there to give himself an alibi!"”

h, that's not fair!” cried Paddy.
it was Bette

Grindie,
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the pig-tailed,
spoke ther.
hard.

*There's something I ought to say,
you know!" she put in excivedly,
stammering a little. ** Whatever hap-
pened in the l-llbrary cu-couldn't
nave concerned Ron, because he was
the first here with me!"”

They all looked at Bette's earnest

ace,
“Oh!"” whispered Paddy, startled.
Bette could not be doubted-—which
meant that Ron, despite the riding
crop eclue, could not possibly be the

rather deaf girl, who
She had been listening

Whls erer! Then who——
“There you are!” snorted Ron
triumphantly. “1t's pretty plain that

Paddy's been fooled by that outsider
from start to finish and that he'll
keep on with his underhand tricks.
And therefore——"

He stared aggressively at Paddy.

* Either you sling him out of the
team, Paddy,” he said, “or I resign!
That's flat! Tl give you until to-
morrow morning to decide which!”

He turned and stamped out of the

cleartng.
“And that,” murmured Isabella
iocco, “is what comes of having

Vincent Conrad in the team!™

A NOTE FROM THE WHISPERER

HE trees cast long, cool shadows
over the Mallington Park prac-
tice ground. The jumps had

been neatly stacked away. The field
was deserted.

Paddy and Jo were standing to-
gether by the gateway. The practice
was over, and they were the last to
leave, except for Max Milden, who
had mislaid his precious camera and
was searching for it.

“What an afternoon, Jo!" gsald
Paddy, with something like a sigh.

Gosb after that upset I thought
the practice was going to flop!”

“1 think it would have—but for
you,” said Jo quietly, “The way you
rallied everyone and got things going
again was really wonderful!”

Paddy smiled at her aﬂe(,tmnateiy

"Old modest!” she said. =L
wouldn't have stood an earthly if
you and Jimmy hadn't backed me up
s0 welll But——"

She paused, thlnkinE back with a
grimace to that very awkward moment
after the stormy departure of Ron
Bullton, ;

That had been tricky! Everyone,
naturally, had been affected, and
Paddy had had great difficulty in
smoothing over excited discussion,

The team had been rather split-
minded. On_ Paddy's evidence it
seemed that Vincent had had some
excuse for tackling Ron Bullton. On
the other hand, Vincent was not liked
or trusted, and Ron's suggestion that
Vincent himself had deliberately left
the riding crop in the library as an
alibi had not fallen on deaf ears.

Paddy just could not credit that.
But if Ron was completely innocent—
as Bette Grindle had surely proved-—

then who had dropped the riding
crop?
Who, in short, was the unknown

Whisperer?

More urgently vital still, what of
Ron Bullton’s ultimatum?

Jo was thinking of that, too. She
paused, preparatory to swlnging up
on her horse,

* Paddy,” she said hesitantly, * what
are you going to do about Ron? And
about — Vincent? It's awfully im-
portant! Ron's a good rider, and if
—if he went, Isabella might, too,
and some of the others!”

Paddy knew it. She looked at her
chum and suddenly answered Jo's
quvstlon with one of her own.

“Jo, tell me! Do wpou think, as
Ron suggested, that Vincent dropped
that riding crop himself as an alibi?"

Jo gave it serious thought: she
knew how Paddy felt.
“I don't know, Paddy,” she said.

“In a way, it seems that Vincent be-
haved quite well in that upset with
Ron. Ron really is awfully guick-
tempered, rather a bully, and unfair
sometimes; but, even so, I just can’t
??liﬁve he'd play such an underhand
rick."”

“1 know,"” said Paddy slowly. "It
doesn't seem to it Ron!
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“Then if Ron didn't, and—and you
don't thkink Vincent did,” sald Jo,
“who did? Who would?”

Paddy shook her head helplessly.

That was something she had asked
herself a dozen times.

“What are you going to do about
Ron? Paddy, you just can't have
trouble in the team—a split team!”
Jo's voice was anxious.

“I'll have to think about it, Jo—
hard. It’ll ]:nobably mean a meetmg
of the gang." Paddy frowned slightly.
“Dash it, Jo! Ron lost his temper
badly. and it seems so beastly unfair
if I kick Vincent out because Ron's
sort of holding a pxstol to my head!"”

Jo toyved with the bridle of the
chestnut, and looked at Paddy with
a touch of appeal.

“1 know how you feel, Paddy. I
like you for wanting to give Vincent
a chance,” she said. *“But do re-
member what the riding team means
to you. Is it worth risking trouble
with the others when—when you
may be proved wrong about Vincent,
after all?”

Blue eyes met brown, and the blue
were very steady. :

“Yes, Jo,"” said Paddy simply. * Call
me an ass, but I think it i1s. And I
don't think I'll be proved wrong
about Vincent.”

Jo said no more; she knew Paddy.
She just nodded and swung grace-
fully into the saddle.

“71'll take the horses back to Mall-

ington stables, Paddy,” she sald.
“You'll walk to coll?”

“Yes, Jo, I want to think a spot,
anyway. See you later.”

Jo trotted off, leading the chest-
nut. Paddy watched her a moment,
admiring her horsemanship, thinking
what a dear, understanding friend Jo
was. Then she turned and strolled
down the lane, thinking deeply.

Things were certainly reaching a
head in the team. Ron had delivered
an ultimatum, He or Vincent! And
others might follow Ron's lead.

A little, anxious frown puckered
Paddy's brow.

“Blow!" she muttered. *This
wouldn't have happened if it hadn't
heen for this unknown Whisperer!
Who is it? Who?"

Here was food for thought indesd.
It couldn’'t he Ron apparently, Then
why had Ron's riding crop been
dropped in the library? That seemed
so pointless,

“1 wonder!" Paddy stopped in
mid-stride, eyes wide. “Was it so
pointless, or really jolly cunning?
Consider the plot! If that crop isn't
found, then Vincent gets it in the
neck, anyway! But if the crop is
found—as it was by me—then the
chances of Vincent accusing Ron are
pretty good. And the Whisperer,
knowing Ron's temper, could guess at
the result—more trouble for Vincent!
Gosh ! ;

Paddy was a little shaken.
she felt,
clever
deed!

It strengthened her -theory that
Vincent's troubles in the past had

Here,
was evidence of a very
and unscrupulous mind in-

been incressed because of the
Whisperer's secret activities. Vincent
himself, embittered and cynical, had

obviously not thought of one deadly
enemy.

But Paddy had—and did! She
felt she knew. She felt that more
than ever now she wanted to stand
by the Outsider!

She plunged her hands deep into
her jacket pockets and strode on
along the lane, thinking hard. How
could she get on the track of the
Whisperer? And, far more urgent,
how could she settle satisfactorily
this upset in the team?

Two vital points. They held her
mind until the college gates hove in

sight. It was only then that she
became conscious that she had been
toying with a slip of paper in her

pocket.

She took it out wonderingly: for,
prior to her arriving at the practice,
that pocket had contained only a
handkerchief.

Her discovery was a small piece of
thin paper, torn from a pad. It held
8 short message. No names were
mentioned. It was printed neatly

Paddy stopped dead, staring at the
words :

“S0 YOU STILL STICK BY HIM!
YOU FOOL! WON'T YOU EVER
LEARN? 1 WARNED YOU. YOU
HAVEN'T LISTENED. YOU HELPED
HIM THIS AFTERNOON, NOW YOU
CAN REAP THE CONSEQUENCES!™”

Paddy re-read that note.
anger flashed in her cheeks.
“O—of all the rotten things
She paused, amazed, This note from
the unknown Whisperer must have
been slipped into her jacket that very
afternoon!

“What a nerve! Then it is one
of the team definitely!” she breathed.
“And really threatening me now!
Well, we'll jolly well see about this!™

Paddy wad angry and determined.
She was not geing to be frightened
by a warning message—{far from 1t

**Perhaps this note—the actual
paper—may give me g clue!” she
muttered excitedly, ramming it into
her pocket. "“Perhaps I can track
it to 1ts owner, Whizzo—yes! Right,
secret enemy, do your worst! You
can't scare me into turning agalnst
Vincent!"

In that rather fierce mood, she
hurried towards the school gates, and
almost ran into a tall, strongly-built
senior standing there.

- ‘?h, Paddy, I've been waiting for
you!”

Paddy was a little surprised to see
May Garrick, senior sports captain ot
the college. She liked May, & blunt-
speaking girl who was rather in-
terested in riding.

“Hallo, May!
about riding?”

May shook her head.
Paddy with a frown.

“Look here, Paddy,” she demanded
bluntly, “why the dickens do yow
want to stick up for a fellow like
Vincent Conrad? You might have
had the sense to realise it imight
cause trouble for you!"

Paddy started.

" Really, May, I don’t quite under-

ncl
“All right,” cut in the prefect,
“let it go. All I know is that yvou've
hit that trouble.”

Paddy stared at her blankly.

“May, please, what on earth
you mean? I've hit no trouble!”

The prefect shrugged.

“You're to report to the head-
mistress immediately. That's why
I've been walting here”

Paddy stiffened. The colour went
from her cheeks a little, Personal
interviews with Miss Bridgett were
very rare indeed—almost as rare as
those with Dr. Heron Ames, Head of
the whole college.

sake, May,” she

“For goodness’
blurted, “Why cdoes Miss Bridgett
wont to see me? What's happened?
1 haven't done anything!"

May shrugged again.

“All I know is that the
mistress received an  anonymous
phoene call, Then she got i touch
with Mr. Voqtel of Boys' Side, He's
with her now.

*An—an anonymous phone call!'
Paddy breathed. - May, from whom?
What about?”

kid?" asked

‘*How_should I know,
May. “But when I was called to the
Head I overheard a bit. Mr. Voster
was looking pretty gtim the Head
looked very serious. Voster was
saying something about this being
the consequences of your foelish
friendship with Vincent Conrad ana
that it merited severe punishment!’

Paddy drew a shaky brealh. Her
hand, in her pocket, suddenly clenched
sharply on the note from th2 un-
known Whisperer,

It was the Whisperer who had
phoned Miss Bridgett! She sensed it;
knew it. The Whisperer had struck.
as warned, and in some way that
was extremely serious.

What awaits Paddy when she faces the
headmistress ? There will be further
exciting developments in the next instal-
ment. Don’t fTorget that owing to
the Easter holidays the next QIRLS’
CRYSTAL will be on sale Wednesday
instead of Friday.

Scarlet
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A DAY ON THE RIVER

o, H, it's going to be grand!”
chirped Joy Oliver. " A day
on the river in this glorious

sunshine.”

Jov had a haversack
in it. & cushion under either arm,
a large sun-hat, and her bathing
suit and tcwel round her neck.

She stood on the lawn of her
Aunt Jemima's cottage, where she
was staving, and  waited patiently
for Aunt and her Cousin Hypatia.

“Have you ordered the punt,
Joy?' called Aunt Jemima. "I re-
l'usfe to go on the river in any other
craft.”

“Yes, aunt. I've
beauty,” said Joy.
varnished, lovely cushions,
sleek, Oh, it'll be grand!
taking the gramophone?”

“No; the portable 1adio
enough, Joy.” . i .

*Oh, well, Hypatia's coming wilh
us, and she's as good as a gramo-
phone,” said Joy gaily. ; ;
-1 beg vour pardon.” said Hypatin
sharply from the cottage, ¢merging
at that moment.

“Granted,”  returned
now. . L
. She could never resist twitting
wolomn, learned Hypatia, who was
as full of guotations as *“Hanilet.”

*1 should like to make absolutelw
sure of the punt, Joy. I shan’t go

with Ilunch

picked a
* Freshly
dry and

Are we

will be

Joy with o

inless we have a sound craft,” in-
sisted Aunt Jemima. .
“yery well, aunt.,, I'll go chead,”

gald Joy. .
. They were all due to go by taxi
to the boathouse, although there was
s bus that went near by, for the
amount of equipment theyv carried
made travelling hy bus difficult.
However, Joy could manage her owil
little lo1d, so off she went as a bus
was due. and ten minutes later she
wis sirolling along the towpath of
the shining river towards the boatl-
house.

It was ecarly—only nine o'clock—
but aiready boats were on the river,
and it was a case of first come, first
served. Joy had been there once
already and booked the punt; now,
because Aunt Jemima was jittery,
she was anxious to make sure that

everything was all in order, No
punt—no river picnic!
The boatman was down at the

water's edge, pushing a boat off,
when Joy arrived.

“Just came to make sure the
punt’s all right. That's mine—the
Ermyntrude,” said Joy, pointing to

it. "I've paid the deposit. I see it's

the last punt.” .
QK. said the boatman with a

nod, and he went back to the boul-
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house. “That's certainly the lust
punt.” . X

Joy picked up her things with the
idea” of taking them down to the
water's edge, when she nearly col-
lided with 1iwo supercilious young

men in college hlazers.

“Hev, steady!™ said one to Joy.
"L;’Pk where youre going, my
girl1™

He gave her a bump that knocked
her cushions down and laughed.

“And you mind that dog,” said
Jov sharply, as she picked up the
cushion.

Sne didn’t like being bumped into,
and decided that the young man
needed teaching a lesson for his
rudeness. There wasn’t & dog in
sight, but Joy the ventriloguist soon
made it seem that there was, As the
voung man turned she let oul u
growling bark that seemed to come
from just behind him.

The young man skipped into ihe
air,

* Hey—keep—off — keep — oft ! he
velped, and charged into his frieud,
who reeled and diopped a parcel.

“Grrrrr!"t growled Jov's  imagi-
nary dog us she went on ventrilo-
guising,

She rushed Jforward, swinging
cushion, making shushing noises,
und then produced a doggy yelp that
fuded away.

“ Yowp-yowp-yowp!"’

“That's all right,” she said to the
two voung mei. “You're saie now

—no need Lo huddle together any
more |”

“We're not huddling!™

Then ihey muarched up to the
vouth, who was employed as an

assistunt at the boathouse.

“We want a punt. That one will
do—the Ermyntrude,” said the young
man in the red-and-gold blazer.

“Yes, rather. Bring it along
here,” said his companion.
Joy swung round, Her  punt!

And they were thinking of sneaking

it—the only one therve. Not so
likely !
The beoatman's grufl  voice was
heard.
“You can't have uhot. That's

FESU SRS EEST VAN P T ANN ST ANSARTROENARARERAS

The Boys Who Took lJoy's
Punt Were In For A Shock.
They Didn’t Realise They
Were Up Against A Girl
Yentriloquist !

By IDA MELBOURNE

hooked for an imporiant customer.”

“0O.K., boss!” called buck the boy.

Not one of ithem looked towards
the boathouse or they would have
seen that the boss was inside, talk-
ing to someone. He could not have
given that loud cull {rom where he
stood.

Of course he hadn't given it. Joy
had done that, venuriloyuising again,
and she chuckled when she sauw ihe
VOUnNg men's scowls.

Not even Aunt Jemima and
Cousin Hypatia knew that Joy wus
such o clever ventriloguist and

mimic—a girl with a hundred volces
—us she liked to think of herself
if ever she achieved her anibition
and got @ chance 1o appear on the
riadio or the stuge.

Cnuckling to herself, Jov watlched
ihe young men shutlle aside to o
rather ancient rowing-boat. Then
she dumped her things in the punt,
and nodded to them casually.

“Turned out nice aguin,” she
observed.
They regarded her from a loflty.

contemptuous height, but she did nov
expect good manners from people
who knocked other people's cushions
from their hands und didn't pick
them up or cven express an apologyv.

Joy left them to theilr inferior
craft, and then hurried back o
meet her aunt and cousin. She meu
the car just as it came Lo the tow-
path, and she was in time to give a
hand unleading the stuff.

“Now vou're really sure about the
punt, Joy?" asked Aunt Jemima.

“Yes, ves, aunt. It's ready [or
us now.” -

1 think I should have deult with
the matter,” frowned Hypatia. “If
1 had not overslept, owing to work-
g past midnight ut my Greek, 1
could have done it

“very few of these boatmen know
Greek," said Joy humorously. “Ju
wasn't worth sitling up for. A sly
shilling in the hand and a wink gets
more than any quotation from
Homer."

Hypatia put down her things to
explain that she had not_stayed up
swotting Greek in order to speak o
boatmen—but Joy walked on with
Aunt Jemima, so Hypatia iad o
pick up her things und follow,

*Here we are,” said Joy, when they

reached the jetty. “And there is
the Ermyntrude! The smurtest,
niftiest punt—-—" Her voioce

trailed away, and she gasped.

The Ermyntrude was not at its
mMoorings. There weasn't a punt of
any kind in sight.

Buit there was something else on
1he river bank  that Joy recogniscd

al u plance. They were the things
she had left in the punt--her
cushions, her bathing suit and towe!,
her haversack.

“My golly! But the--t h ¢

Ermyntrude!” she gasped in horror.
Hypatia onswered her. she
pointed to mid-stream
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“Look, Joy! 1i yoll alre SeeKily
for a punt with the name of Ermyn-
trude—there it goes with two
young men in it. I think they know
someone on the bank here. They
appeal to be blowing kisses!”

Joy did not speak. She .could not.
Hypatia was right!

The Ermyntrude was going up-
river with the two young men
aboard. One lounged back on the
cuchions with his arms akimbo: the
other punted in leisurely manner.
J-‘And they were both laughing
[

at

JOY GETS BUSY

28 0! sald Aunt Jemimu in fury
five minutes later. *You
didn't book the punt, Joy!

We have wasted our time. We can-

not go on the river atter all. I told

vou i1t was 8 punt or nothing!"”

"1 did boox it, aunt,” insisted Jov,
and quivered wtth indignation.

"Woere's thut boatboy? Where's
that boatman?"”

Neither was in .sight. Joy hur-
ried in and out of the hoathouse;
she looked here and there with no
result. But they had known the
punt was hers, so obviously those
two objectionable young men must
nave taken It in some underhanded
way.

“Oh, this is awful!"” she groaned.
“But I'll get that punt bacg if—if
it’s my last deed!”

“Don’t be ridieulous, Joy I
snapped Aunt Jemima. “How can
vou get it back?”

Joy could not answer that without
confessing the truth about her
ventriloguism. But, In any case, it
was no time for argument. Action
was required.

Joy had no douht as to her ability
to get back the punt by using her
ventriloguism; but the immediate
problem wuas to keep Aunt Jemimu
and Hypatia on the spot. If they
went off home Joy could not remain
—they would see that she went with
.them. And she had been so look-
ing forward to this trip on the river.
1t was a perfect day for it.

But already Aunt Jemima was
picking up her things, resolved to go.

Joy thought desperately; but even
with the ald of ventriloguism, what
could she do? She couldn't order
her aunt to stay—she couldn’t think
of any voice that could give Aunt
Jemima such an order.

A ruse was needed—what?

Joy's brain did not fail her in this
moment of need. Not a dozen vards
away was & mound of boat cushions,
They were mostly old ones needing

vepair: but there were some new
ones, too. )
“Hark!" said Jov suddenly, point-

ing to the cushlons,

She walked towards them, and as
she did so she threw her voice art-
fully. A strangled crv seemed to
come from under the pile of
cushions.

*Oh. help—let me let
out! I'll suffocate!"

Aunt Jemima hurried forward.
She and Hypatia had both heard
that cry, and theyv now approached
the mound of boat cushions.

“Did vyou hear that, Hypatia?"
Aunt Jemima qguavered.

“A voice—1rom under
cushions, mama.”

" @uite so. But how could sonie-
one get burled by cushions?”

The strangled voice answered
them furiously.

“Never mind how I =oi here—get

out, m?

those

me out! What does it matter how
{ got here?”

The gasping sounds were most
realistic, and Aunt Jemima svrang
to action.

“Hypatia—follow me,” she said.

“ Hurl these cushions aside.

Aunt Jemima had thrown no more
than three cushlons when the boat-
man saw her, His cushions—being
tossed about like that!

*“Hey!" he shouted angrily.

He rushed to the scenz just in
time to stop a red plush seat
cushion with his face,

His by assistant came hurrying
forward, too, and to him it secemed
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whnat Aunt Jemima was attacking his

boss with a seat cushion. He ut
once Look action.
Seizing a cushion that Hypatia

had flung aside, he swiped her with
it and sent her spinning sideways.

“Come on, boss!™ he veiled.
“Sock ‘em!"

He had not left school long, and
}]l;e idea of a cushion fight thrilled

im.

It didn't thrill the boss, however.

“Stop!” he yelled, just as
Hypatia staggered back and hurled
a cushion at thes boy. She missed
him and sent up a fountain of
water instead, for the cushion
landed in the river.

Aunt Jemima turned to the boss
as he caught at her arm.

*Hurl aside these cushions!™
cried.

“You leave the cushions alone.,”
he howled. "“What's the idea of a
grown woman of your age playing
pillow-fights?”

Aunt Jemima coloured in wrath.

“Pillow fights? Do you suppose
I am engaged in pillow-fighting?"”

“¥You hit me in the face with o
cushion, didn’'t you?”

Aunt Jemima gave a start of sur-
prise.

"It I did, I am sorry, I was merely
trying to free this unfortunate
prisoner.”

" What prisoner?”

* Under these cushions,” said
Aunt Jemima, and she whipped
cushions left and right until the boss
velled with rage and stopped her.

“There's nobody under those
cushions,” he shouted.

“My dear si¥, you are gravely in
error!” snapped Aunt Jemima.
“Very gravely in error. My daughter
here heard the voice, and so did my
niece & She looked around for
Joy. “Where is Joy, Hypatia?" she
ended in surprise,

Hypatia was bending her giasses
straight, and in the meantime could
net see clearly.

‘1 do not know, mother, but I am
convinced that someone is buried
under that pile of cushions!”

Aunt Jemima locked vaguely for
Joy, without seeing her—and then
gave her attention to the boatman.
Joy saw Aunt Jemima and chuckled.

Joy was afloat, rowing down the
river—and with any kind of luck she
reckoned to recapture the punt and
return with it before Aunt Jemimau
and Hypatia hed left the scene.

TEACHING THEM A LESSON

" ELL, Claude, we've got the
punt after all. Nasty shock
for that girl, what?" "

r

Teach her a lesson, old boy.
like to see her face.” sald Claude.
He could have had his wish merely
by looking behind. But he did not
even think of looking. He lounged
with legs crossed and arms akimbo.
The other yeouth punted in an
elegant and leisurely manner.

she
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Neither noticed Joy, even when
she rowad up dz2ad astern.

“Hey, there, you In the punt—you
roured g man's voice. ' Keep
out of the middle unless vou wanu
to be drowned. It's hard gravel al
the side—much safer!'”

The voice came from Joy, who wus
using her ventriloguism once again.
She had ducked her head so that
they should not see her face if they
chanced to look in her direction.

It was not a girl but a man they
looked for, however, and the only
man they saw was on the towpath,

“Mind your own business,” ong
shouted teo him.

He seemed surprised.

But now Jov was nedar enough to
them Lo heuar what they said. They
were taking the advice seriously.

“ Better go to the near-side, old
boy, if it's gravel,” said the lounger.
“Don’t want to fall off the punt, us
vou might if it gets deep.”

"Poot! I can swim,” said the
fellow punting.

That settled it for Joy. She had
hatched a plan bul huad hesitated
because she wasn't sure if they
could swim. She now heard that
they both could—and that was
enough, If they could, they should:!

She eased back as the punt went
to the near-side, und then waited,

Joy knew what the river was like,
because she had been on the river
before, She kKnew, therefore thut far
from being gravelly the river-bed at
the near-side was muddy—and that
meant that the punt pole, being
driven in, would stay in.

Joy walted breathlessly, Sure
enough, the voung man elegantly
punting dropped the pole through
nis fingers into the water and
heaved.

The expression on his face when
he tried to haul the pole up was
comically startled. The punt sped
on, but—alas!—the punter remained
with the pole! .

“Hi!" he vyelled, clinging despe:-
ately to the sinking pole.

His [riend, who had been
looked up and saw  him
monkey on a stick balunced on
slowly sinking bpole.

The business end of the vole was
embedded in sticky mud, but not
firmly enough for the whole pole to
be kept upright.

dozing.
like  u
the

*Oh, watch him do ithe swallow
cdive!” chanted Joy.
The other fellow in the punt

serambled up and waved to her.

“Help!" he called.

He went to the end of the punt
and held cut a paddle—but too lute.
Before his pal could grab hold of it
ithe pole toppled over and he wen:
into the water with a loud splash.

Meanwhile, Joy was responding (0
that eall for help und rowing to the
rescue : but she didn't seem to be
lovking where she was going, o fact
which the one in the punt tried o
point out to her.

However, at the last moment she
looked round and, by giving a flick

of the oar, saved u bead-on crash.
But her bow lifted the end ol the
punt.

"Crash !

Splash!

The second man weng into tho
water,

In leisurely manner then, Joy
transferred hersel? to the drifting
punt, and the wvoung man’'s things

from the punt to her skitt.

In the water the two young men
swam about gasping and grunting,
and Joy took pity on them; she
hurled them an oar.

“Feteh it, Fido!™” she called.

Wwhen the sound of a savuge dog
came from behind them the two
men set up a4 new swimming record
over short distauces in their eiforts
to reach the skifl.

Jov, aboard the punt, paddled to-
wurds the pole and relrieved i,

*You—you dangerous jdiot!”
raved Claude, whe had now managed
to climb into the skifl and wuas try-
ing to haul his pal out of the water.

“It's that girl!" velled the second
yvouth. " Gel out of our punt!”

(Please fura fo the back page.)
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HE COULDN'T RESIST A “DARE**

HY th> crowd?” asked Sally
Warner. “ Somebody holding
a meeting?”

“Could be a fight,”
Johnny Briggs hopefully.

“If 1t is, it's only a pillow-fight,”
smiled fair-haired PFay Manners.
“Everybody's yelling with laughter—
not with anger!”

“Maybe 1it's just that they all
wanted to stand on the same spot at
the same time,” grinned Don Weston,
the fourth member of the little groun
kXnown as the Merrymakers, ‘“Any-
way, T've got a wizard idea.”

“What?” asked his chums simul-
taneously.

“Let's go and g:ee—then we'll know
what's happening.'” chuckled Don.

" Cl\ump' ' laughed Sally. ' Come

suggested

InL:lsmnci they made their way
across the campus to the drive lead-
ing to the International College on
Waloorie Island, Australia, where
they were students. And as they
approached the milling ,crowd of
laughing studenis their eyes opened
wide in astonishment. Then they,
100, broke into peals of laughter.

Among other statues lning the
main drive to the college was one of
a giunt kangaroo, disrespectfully re-
ferred to as Wally., But Wally was no
longer an object of beautifully carved
white stone. Perched at a rakich
angle between his sharp ears was g
mortar-board, and draped around his
shoulders was a black gown. And on
a large card attached to him were the
words “ MR. GRULEY.”
© " QOh golly!" chuckied Sally.

“I never before realised what o
gompous expression Wally had until

saw him in a cap and gown,”
laughed Don.

*0Old Gruley would he hopping mad
if he could see thal,” grinned Johnny.
“He doesn't like practical jokes,
es{)feclally when they're against him-
se
* That was true! Horace Gruley, the
peppery, rather corpulent smence
master, keenly interested in geology,
was notorious for his lack of Iumour.

Sally” nodded, a look of anxiety
crossing her face. i

“1 just hate to spoil a joke,” she
gald slowly, “but unless some dutfer
wants to get into a really first-class
row, it seems to me we'd betier get
Wally back to his original ferm. Sup-
posing Gruley: "

As i the mentlon of his name had
conjured him to the scene, a voice.
cxplosive with wrath, hoonied out a
few inches from Sally’s ear. i

"“What—what is the meaning of
this—this outrage?” bellowed Mr.
*Gruley, glaring up at the disguised
kangarco. " Who has perpetrated this
msult—this vendalism?”
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His glittering grey eyes darted from
one startled face to the other, finally
coming to rest upon the still pal-
pitating Sally.

‘Miss Warner, you seem to be well
in the forefront of this—this gang.
Have vou any knowledge of the
author of this insult?”

Rally gazed up at the irate master,

Mr, ruley,” she replied
m'mly. I have no idea at all!”
“H'm!” Mr. Gruley glared. * This

matter will not be allowed to rest
here, and if I discover who has done
this you may be sure I shall not err
on_ the side of leniency. Weston!
Briggs! Remove those articles from
that statue and bring them to my
study. The rest of you disperse!”

With smothered grins, the students
sirolled away, while Mr. Gruley strode
off. still bristling with anger.

*“Sure now,” said 8 soft voice with
a lilting Irish brogue, "’tis apolo-
gising vou should be for saying I
wouldn't do it!"

Sally swung round. her eyes widen-
ing as she saw Michae! Finney, the
hlue-eyed Irish hoy standing there,
smiling impishly at Jerry Cantell.

“Mike!” she exclaimed. “You!
You did is!”

“Why, Sally mavourneen,” said Mike
meltingly., turning to her, “sure and
didn't I have to do it when this
fellow dared me?”

Dared  you!” roared Johnny,
“Why, you ass! Didn't we tell you to
keep out of mischief for a while?

Have you forgotten the broadcast
to-night?”
In utter exasperation the four

chums glared at the Irish boy. Much
as they liked Mike, he certainly could
bhe annoying at times. Always into
mischief, never able to resist a dare—
that was Michae!l Finney.

Usually it did not matter, but
to-day it mattered very much!
o-day was very important! To

start with, Mr, Giles Pembroke, one
of the school governors, was arriving
this afternoon to unveil a bronze
statue in the library. And he was
staying on until evening for a radio
broadeast of a play 1pt‘oduced by Sally,
in which Mike was leading man.

Mike was perfect for the part, and
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By DAPHNE GRAYSON

“Sure now,” he said coaxingly,
*"Twas jiust a 'bit of fun, and notlmw'
to worry about. Would you have me
refuse a dare, now?”

Before Saily & Co. could answer,
Jerry Cantell broke in.

“Shucks! You don't call that any-
thing, do you? That was easy
‘Sure now, and was 2" asked
Mike, bristling. *“It's caught I could
have been——"
" Well, it's caught_yvou weren’'t—not
a chanre!” sniffed Jerry Cantell. 1

call & real dare something like—like
climbing the clock-tower and altering
the hands of the clock,” continued
Cantell. * Yes, that’s it! T dare yonu
to do it. Finney! But, gee, T know
you'd funk-it!”

' Mike, don't listen to him, please.”
begged Sal]y a feelmg of alarm grip-
ping her as she saw the reckless light
in Mike's eves.

“ Well, well!
scared!” scoffed Cantell,

Sally flung round on him. her eyes
flashing.

*Are you trying to make him run

So the mighty Mike ix

into trouble?” she asked bhitingly.
"Do go away! And, Mike.” she added
pleadingly. "“if vyou won't think of

your own safety at least think of the
broadcast.”
Mike's eyes softened as he looked at
Sally’s troubled face. .
“There now, there's not a thing 1o

worry about,” he said gentlv " Faith
I wouldn't 1ét you dowh——'
“That's a good get-out!” sniffed

Cantell. "' I'd never have thought—---"

The clanging of the bell for first
lecture drowned his words, but as
Sally gave Mike's arm a tug she saw.
with a feeling of alarm, the reckles=
light in his eyes. Surely lie was not
really going to take up that dare?

She almost dragged Mike info
college, followed by Don. Johnny and
Fay, A still-fuming Mr, Gruley was
awaitinz them in No. 1 Lecture Rocom,
and he made some cutting remar s
about punctuality as they scurried to
their seats. ,

The chums hardly heard it. They
were far too concerned about Mike.
But as the lecture drew to an end
Sally felt much easier in her mind.

Mike's face wore its usual exXpres-

he was wildly enthusiastic about it. sion of bland innocence: his smiile
Two good reasons, it seemed, why he was disarming as he turned to her
should try to control his high spirits when he collected up his notes. .
and keep out of trouble at least for Before Sally could speak 1o him,
one day. however, several other  stidents
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gatnered around her, questioning her
about the rehearsal which was due to
he held after lectures. It was almost
ten minutes before she got away and
Joined her chums. .

C'Just time for &  guick  keed
pineapple squash,” said Sally, * then
we must dash straight off to the
rehearsal-room. I told Mike about it;
I expect he'll be walting.”

They had their drink, then hurried
back from the tuckshop. But as they
crossed the campus Sally almost un-
thinkingly raised her eves to the tall
clock-tower,

o " That's queer!"” she sald puzzledly.
faT?e clock’'s wrong—half an hour
Poil "

“Eh? Are you seeing things?"
asked Don. ™ ¥You ought {o know by
now that our clock is never wrong!
It—ro gosh! It is, too!" he
announced, glancing at his  wrist-
watch perplexedly, **But how u

And then, catching Sally's horrified
glance, his eyes widened with alarm.

" Look!" gasped Sally. *“Oh, look!"

She pointed upwards to a fluttering
obiject caught in the carving just
below the-clock-face.

- blurted Fay. “A

"A green silk scarf!” sald Sally
agitatedly. “ Exactly like the one
Mike PFinney was wearing! Oh good-
ness! That's why the- clock's fast!
Don't you see—the reckiess idiot has
taken up Jerry Cantell’s dare! He's
climbed the clock-tower and altered
the clock——"

"And without knowing it.,” said
Don worrledly, “he's left his green
searf behind! If anyone in authority
‘sees that it'l be good-bye to Mike's
chance of appearing in the broadcast

to-night!!

JOHNNY TO THE RESCUE

OR a moment the ¢hums stood
staring in dismay at the flutter-
ing scarf near the clock-face.

At any other time, apart-from their
concern for the safety of the reckless
Irish boy, they would have been
amused at this jape and its con-
fusing consequences, for the janitor
rang the bell for lectures and so on
strictly according to the college clock.

But right now they were not
amused.

_The culprit could not hope to evade
discovery sitice he had, inadvertently
ol course, advertised his identity with
that scarf,

The least punishment Mike would
receive would be a ban on his appear-
ance in the radio play that night.

“Pity we can't get the scarf some-
how and put the clock right,” said
Fay despondently. ** But that's out of
the question.”

“Not at all,” replied Don calmly,
*“"What's been done once can be done
again——"

“By me!” put in Johnny firmly,
‘' Now, now, laddie!” he added as Don
began to protest indignantly. * You've
rot a higger part in the play than I

ave, and if I get caught it won't
matter so much.’”

“ But, Johnny,” cried Fay in alarm,
“yvou might fall——"

“Fall!™  Johnny waved his hand
airily. “Didn’t you know my middle
name's limpet?” And without wait-
ing for further objections he darted
across to the clock-tower and com-
menced the tricky climb,

Despite Johnny's assurance, Sally,
Fay, and Don watched with great
trepidation as their bev chum began
to ascend the tower.

Up he went, then a delighted cry
came from the lips of his watching
chums as they saw his hand recach
olit and grab the incriminating scarf
A few more inches and hz had
reached the clock-face, had grabbed
the big bronze minute hand and
glven it a tug. And then he was
climbing guickly down again. With a
final leap and a loud whoop, he
landed on the ground, turning a red,
damp, but jubllant face towards his

chums.

“Well, I did it!" he announced
jauntily. *“No trouble at all. Here's
the scarf all safe and sound, and
there’'s the clock right again. And no
m_llel will ever Know it's been tampered
with."”
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It's a scarf!”
green scarf!”

Sally,
glances.
“ Except for one thing,”
Sally in a tiroubled voice. 3
Johnny, it was marvellous of you to
do that climb and get that scarf so

Don, and Fay exchanged

put in
* Oh

that Mike shouldn't be found- out.

And it was wonderful of you to risk

altering the clock again, but—but you

altered it the wrong way. Instead of

putting it back half an hour, you put

it another half an hour forward!”
'What?”

Johnny stared unbelievingly at his
chums, from them to the clock-tower,
Irom the clock-tower to his watch.

Then gradually a twinkle appeared
in his eye. It changed to a grin, and
the grin to a sudden shout of mirth,

Next moment the four chums were
laughing unroariously.

A sharp voice ended their mirth.

“Is it necessary for you four
students to make 50 much noise?” It
was Mr, Gruley, glaring at the mirth-
ful qguartet. *“Perhaps you are un-
aware that the bell for next lecture
has just rung—obviously you did not
hear it. Pull yourszlves together at
once and hurry aleng! I myself was
50 engrossed in preparing for the
second period of my lecture I did not
renlise the time . had passed so
quickly."

‘The chums did not need to he told
to pull themselves together, The
realisation that they would be atiend-
ing Mr. Gruley's lecture an hour
earlier than necessary acted like a
douche of icy water.

Mayhe this clock business was not
so funny, after all!

They straightened up and began to
move off. Then once again there
came an exclamation Irom Mr.
Gruley.

“Briggs, how did you get vourseif
into such a disgusting state? And
how dare you contemplate attending
lecture in such a condition!”

The chums stopped. staring at
Johnny in bewilderment. Then their
eyes widened in alarm. Goodness,
they had not given a thought to it
before. but Johnny certainly had not
emerged from his climb unscathed!

His white shirt, his white flannels.
were grimy and smeared all down the
front where he had pressed against
the clock-tower: the toes of his shoes
were scuffed where he had pressed
theén into the niches to find foot-

U I—T—"
ably.

" Go and clean yourself up at once.
boy!"” rapped Gruley. * And don't he
too long about it, You others—come
along!”

With a sympathetic smile at
Johnny, the three chums hurried off
after Mr Gruley, linking up with
other students who, with bewildered
faces and indignant grumbles. were
hurrying towards the lecture-room.

“Say, don't we see enough of
Gruley without being forced to come
back an hour early?” demanded Linda
Powell aggrievedly.

“I'd just settled down to a nice

he blurted uncomfiort-

little snack,” groused fat Tubby
Winwood,
The aunnoyed students did not

hother to lower thelr voices as they

entered the lecture-room, and Mr.

Gruley blinked in surprise at the

g;xmber of dagrer-like glares cast at
m.

Gruley. They were looking at
Mike Finney, who sat at his desk with
a look of angelic innocence on his
handsome face, ignoring the covert
grins of Jerry Cantell.

‘I'he murmuring grew louder: there
was a pointed flourishing of watches.
Mr, Gruley eould ignore it no longer,

" Would someone explain——" he
began.

He was interrupted by an agitated
rap on the door, and in response to
his call the janitor, looking very hot
and bothered, walked in. whispered
hurriedly to Mr. Gruley, then
withdrew.

His face Dblack as a thundercloud.
Myr. Gruley glared at the students.

I am informed,” he said, ' that the
school clock has suddenly and mys-
Leriously gained one hour. The
janitor has also received information

that one of tha boy students attached
to this college was responsible for the
aqutrage!"”

Horace Gruley stopped, drew a deep
breath, and glared round.

“Perhaps the culprit would care to
own  up—unless he desives all his
Tellow-students to share the punish-
ment he so richly deserves!”

.Satly’s heart gave a lurch. Trust
Gruley to think of a way of forcing
the guilty one to admit his guilt.

She saw the triumphant expression
oun Jerry Cantell's face as he glanced
towards Mike, saw Mike's face whiten
a little as he suddenly realised the
treuble his recklessness had led him
into. She felt a sinking sensation as
Mike slowly began to rise to his feet.
But before he could speak a voice
sounded from the doorway.

"I am responsible, sir! That was
how I got my clothes so messy!”

It was Johnny. He cast a warning
glance at the chums as he advanced
towards Mr. Gruley, and Sally felt &
lumyp rise in her throat.

Dear old Johnny! Ready to
shoulder the hlame just because he
knew he could be better spared from
the play than Mike.

* But, sir " oeried Mike. jumping
te his feet.

Sally reached forward, dragged him
back as Mr. Gruley waved an im-
patient hand. The master was too
engrossed in  his pithy lecture to
Johuny to heed any interruptions.
And he ended. as Sally had known he
would, by banning Johuny from the
play that eveniug.

*Now you realise what trouble your
idiotic pride has led to. perhaps you'll
behave sensibly in future.” said Sally
severely to a very woebegone Mike
when they wore dismissed a few
minutes later.

“Sure I realize. Sally. me darlin’”
said Mike unhappily. * But. faith, I
don't want Johnny to suffer for me! I
can take my punishment. v

“Not when it means punishing
Sally as well,” put in Johnny gruHy,
“Aanyway, I guess It's a pretty good
punishment for you to know vou've
got me bharred from the piay. Now,
no more ool tricks. Promise!”

*Tis hard when anyone challenges
me to resist a dare,” said Mike
heavily, *'bu: you can trust me, [
promise!"”

The chums smiied as he wandered
unhappily away.

He looked very downcast during
next period. though Sally could not
help feeling uneasy at the siy grin on
Jerry Cantell's face. He was the cause
of all the trouble, and Mike was such
a hothead that it was guite possible
he would find it difficult to keep his

promise if Cantell began to taunt
him,

She determined to have a word
with that youth.

So. lectures over. she and her
chums made their way to Jerry
Cantell's chalet. Quietly they

approached. and as they reached it
that bhoy's excited voice sounded
through the open window.

“Can yvou imagine it? When the
statue in the library’s unveiled they'!l
find it painted bright green! T've
made sure Finney gets the hlame.
And if he doesn't ?et chucked out ol
the play for that I'll eat my hat! And
that's where you step in.”

The chums hardly heard the mur-
mured reply,

In frozzn horror, they stared at
each other. So Mike had olready
broken his promise to them! Despite
the sacrifice Johnny had made for
him, he had sallowed himself to he
taunted into another dare. And this
time, it seemed, nothing could save
him!

A SURPRISE FOR JERRY

UVIETLY the chums withdrew.
Q Even allowing for Mike's hot-
headedness, they could not

understand his breaking his promise
to them. - .

* I vote we go round and see him—
tell him just what we think o1 himn,”
said Johnny, his fuce grim and angry.

© Mayne hz hasn't done it. after
all.” said Sally with forlorn hope.

But that hope disappeared wilh
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sickening finality when they reached
Mike's ehalet, saw him emerge with a
paint-pol and brush, and saw the
splodges  of green paint spattered
shout his person. A

" 5o much for your promises!" said
Sally unhappily. " Oh, Mike .

“"Sure I don't know what vou're
ialking about at all.” spluttered Mike,
who seemed to be beside himself with
rage.  “ Butl, faith. I'd like to get my
hands on the spalpeen who dumped
this in the middle of my chalet floor.
Will you look at the state of me
now-——"

" No doubt ypu got a little carried
‘away with yvour decorating job just
now, is that it?” asked Fay coldly.

Bewilderment mingled with
anger in Mike's face.

“1s it riddles yere asking me?” he
asked shortly. *The only decorating
I've done is on meself when 1
stubhed my toe azainst the tin and
the paint splashed up s

There wax such honest anger in his
voice that a strange feeling of excite-
ment began to well up in Sally. She

the

idrabbed Johuny's arm as he was
iboutl 1o speak, motioned him to
-~ilence.

" Mike,” she said earnestly, " listen!
TI'bis is important! Will yvou swear
that you haven't used that paint this
alternoon? That the first you saw of
it was when you found it on yeur
chalet flogr?”

" Mike looked at her, puzzled. Then
he nodded.

"Sure I swear that is right!" he
satd sincerely, “Though,” he added,
with a grin. "I mav have flicked a
drop or two out at the Tops when
they saw me in Lhis state and began
Lo sing " The Wearin' o' the Green.
But  they deserved it! Though 1
nearly hit Clitl Anders. and he wasn't
pleased at all!” )

“Poor old Mike!™” sald Sally briskiy.
" Betler get rid of that paint-pot and
66 and see Slick Kaplin, Mavbe he'll
have something that will remove the
paint trom vour clothes.”

And. with a smile, she motioned
her chums awax (rom Mike's chalet,
But once gut of his sight the smile
disappeared.

" O all the low-down, mean,
heastly tricks!” she murmured.

“You mean you don't believe Mike,
alter all?” asked Fav incredulously.

"Of course 1 believe him,” said
Sally dirmly. “And I could Kkick
mvsell for not having tumbled to this
llitle plot before. We knew Cantell
was getling Mike into serapes, but we
didn’t realise he had any particular
reason jor doing ="

“Well, had he?"
hewilderedly.

o Listen ! continued Sally. ** When
we heard him talking, he didn't sav
Mike had damaged the Sstatite—he
wadd he'd made sure Finney would get

and

asked Johnny

the hlame.

“Why, ves,
Fav aquickly,

“And he said Mike would get
thrown out of the play—— - mused
IDon. " Gosh!  Is that what he was
citer? But why? Cantel!l isn't in the
plavi”

Sa!y smiled grimlyv.

“ Butl the person he was talking to
=oshe said slowly, 1 heard him
sav. "Thanks, Jerrv! If yvou really
have pulled this oll Tl see vou get
yvour reward.'  And the persen whao
said that was George Frogatt. Mike's
understudy! Now do vou see?”

Don, Fay and Johnny stared at
cach other, the light of understand-
g heginning to hlaze in their eyes.

S0 that's it said Jehnuy, his fists
clenching. “ A put-up job between
those rotters!  Playving on old Mike's
weakness 1o get him into a row so
that he’'d be banned from the play.”

"And when it didn't come off,
thanks to Johnny. that horid Cantell
has done something himself and
made sure that Mike will be blamed!”
said Fay indignantly,

There was silence for a moment.
while the chums stared worriedly at
cach other,

that's right!” agreed

“Can't we do something?” asked
Johnny at last.
" Yes.” said Sally slowly, “Yes. T

New. let me see. The
he in ahout half an

Delieve we cujn.
vnvelling will
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hour. Wiih a hit of luck,” she added,
with a mischievous smile, "I think we
might be able to arrange for ihe cul-
1Prit to be caught red-handed!”

Fl‘HERE was a Dhreathless erush in
the library. As many of the
students as possible had crowded in.
and now everv eye was fixed on the
tall. immaculate figure of Myr. Giles
Pembroke as he stood in front of the
white-shrouded statue,.

“And now,” he finished. drawing to
the end of his shart and witty speech,
"1 take pleasure in unveiling this
statite

He tugged the thick red silk tassel
as he spoke. The white covering hung
motionless for a moment., then
crumpled and sank to the ground. As
it did so a gasp rose from the
assembled crowd-—-a_ gasp of utter
herror and dismay. For the beautiful
bronze statue was daubed from head
to foot with green paint.

Mr. Giles Pembroke's voice trailed
away helplessly. Professor Willard's
face turned white: a cry of wrath
came from Mr, Gruley.

And then came Mike Finney's voice,
shocked awed;

George Frogatt guuoa. .

“T don't know witet vod're talking
about!" he cried. I didn't send yon
any note. and if you'd had any sense
you'd have remembered that you
brought vour paint-brush buck with
you——"

He stopped then, suddenly aware
of the sience that had fallen. He
realised that he and Cantell had corn-
Dlelely given themselves away.

Professor Willard, who had been
stunding by, flabbergasied, how
stepped forward. and after a few

sharp words the two boys were led
out.

“Well,  well,” murmured Sally.
“That worked beautifully.”

Sally had reason to be pleased. for
it was she who had written the note
to Cantell, and not Frogatt, as he had
thought. She and her chums had
entered the library just after Cantell.
guessing that he would take refuge
under the linen cover until the coast
was  clear. But instead of that
happening, more and more people had
arrived, and Cantell had ‘been
trapped.

Jt was certainly a just punishment

** Mike- —please don't listen 1o him !’ urged Sally.
the Irish boy from aceepting Jerry Cantell’s

“Faith, will vo look at that now!"

Trhen, remembering hiz paint-
datbed clothes, aware of the meaning
ghinees being cast at his green-
stamed hands, Mike suddenly turned
a vivid red—a red which drained away
lea®ing him white and drawn.

“Finney "osaid Clify
grimly.

“ Zally!” gasped Fay, clutching her
chum’s arm., ' Sally, what's gone
wrang? Oh goodness——-"

But even as Sally stared towards
the statue. wondering, with a leaden-
like heart. what could have gone
wrong with her plan, there came
another shout from Mr. Gruley.

He dived into the heap of white
linen on the floor, then emerged,
dragging nv the arm a white-faced,
cringing figure.

The figure of Jerry Cantell!

“1t's his  fault!” Cantell cried
wildly. pointing a shaking finger
towards George Frowatt. " " He got me
to do it because he wanted Finney
blamed. He wanted his part in the
play——-=

*Gruiet, vou fool!” hissed Frogatt.

"I won't be guiet.” velled Cantell,
“Why should T? You sent me a note
saying I'd left mv paint-brush behind
—that wou'd seen it through the
window, but vou couldn’t get in
because the library was loeked. You
knew I'd borrowed the spare kev so
that T could get in—-—-but yvou didn't
tell me the opening was put forward
hall an hour. You didn't tell me I'd
get caught e

Anders

At all costs she must siop
malicious challenge,

for his secheming. she
especially for what he had tried 1o
do to Mike. She shot a reassuring
smile at that hoy as Professor Willard
stepped forward, and in 2 slightly
trembling voice began 1o speak.

"1 must apologise, Mr, Pemhigke,
most deeply and sincerely for what
has happened here this afterngon.
The boys concerned will be dealt with
severely, of course. Meantime.” nhe
added, I cuan only express the hope
that the excellence of our radio
broadcast to-nighc will dispel 1rom
your mind all memories of this dis-
tasterul scene!"

There was applause at that--and
even greater applause that evening
when Sally & Co., with Mike acling
splendidly. performed their play. A
play in which to their great delight,
Johnny took his part.

thought,

For Mike insisted on telling the
Head the truth abhout 1he c¢lock
incident and. in view ol Cantell's

plotting, he had been let of willi o
severe reprimand.

But of one thing Mike was in-
sistent. Never again, he said. would
he take any notice of challenges!

At which remark Sally & Co. smiled
doubtfully,

(End of this week's story.)

There will be another entertaining
story featuring the Merrymakers in next
week's GIRLS' CRYSTAL, which, owing
to the Easter holidays, will bé on sule
two davs earlier than usval —on Wednes-
day instec 1 of Friday.
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SHEILA'S MYSTERY
BIRTHDAY PRESENT

(Continucd from puge 508.)

Dy, Albanez grabbed at it,

 Felicito got the medallion for us
i the end,” he said. " Fenn's
daughler gave it him. You see he
» hard o tell her a plausible story, for
T i warned him his son would die
[i‘l he returned without the medal-

join."

“What is on that paper?” the other
man demanded.

“It gives the site of the treasure,”
crepiied Albanez, ~and states that the
prolessor is o prisoner.  IL aiso says
that the nolice must be nrormed
without loss of time,”

Deliberately he set fire to the slip
of paper and coolly watched it burn
LAWY, - |

“Aund now we waste no move time,”
he rapped. " We go back at once to
tlic treasare site, and Felicito Lravels
‘with us. " When the treasurs is safe
111 our possession he can return hiere
Lo iree lis son

He pushed Felicito out of the room,
and Mepita paused only to snuteh up
tite meclallion.

“ L owill keop it as a souvenir,” she
slatoert. : ;

And  then Sheila was  staring
Dave in dismay,

Crhey're leaving!™ she  gasped.
“And we atill don't know where the
iveasure has been found. And daddy
is a nrisoner there—-

“We've got Lo stop Daxe
hrok» in  desperately. don’t
kiow hiow we'll do |

The notse ol a car starting up in-
terrupted  him. Round the liouse
thiey raced, just in time Lo see the
long, Mower-hedecked American car
staci away, Dewin o short drive it
roared and into another sireet, head-
ihg 1or the ceulre of the town,

UAfLer it!t Dave gasped. “The
crowds  will  slow it down-—we'rs
boulud £o cateh up with it, And some-
how we'll make people listen (o our
story =

Thier almost cauzht up with the
car us 1t reached  the eity sguare.
Dave shouted that car!™ but
nobndy tooi ce

It was thien

at

them.”
:fI—I

CBlon

Hive dgure moved

In front ot 1 2
“Flowers for a pretiy  sonociin.
inloned »n wheedling  volee.  © Huve

fun with my flowers.”

. ,{t was the sireet vendor with the
Joke DHouguets.
"Dave! Dave!" Sheila ealled. " Buy

all you can! It's our only chance!”

Dave pulled a few dollar bills from
his -pocket- and the delighted flower-
seller pressed houquet after bouguet
uapon them. Then Dave fairly charged
a way through the crowd, Sheila fol-
lowing close behind him. They
reached the slow-moving car and, one
on either side, they climbed the run-
ning-hoards

“Hurray for the carnival!” Sheila
shouted. She saw Mepita's alarmed
1ace, and shook the fowers.

Dave was dealing with tha itwo men
in the car He shouted at the iop of
his voice as il it was all part of the
fun, and clouds of pepper ros2 up out
of the bouguets.

The car swerved as Dr. Albanez
began sneezing. but Dave quickly ap-
bplied lhe brake, bringing the vehicle
1o a stop.

The -three occupants wera Lelpless,
Tears were running down their laces.
and they were sneezing as though
they never intended to leave -off, It
was Dave who dragged Felicito out
of the car. :

"Come on!" he gasped, “The
police station!” :

Sheiln ran alongside and her cves
were Tull of triumph.  For she was
carrying the gold medallion—having
snatched it from Mepita's neck at the
last moment.

“You have restorsd nly  sell-
resiact, hmigox,” Felicito gasped. 1
1 soon be uble to face ilie pro-

lessor again.”
Quite soon they veached the police

‘station.

Feolicito told his story. and within
an amazingly short period of time
volice cars were screaming out of ihe
town, Shella, Dave and Felicito
travelling in onc of them.

Sheila’s father was found safe and

unharmed, and Albanez and all his
men lad been rounded umn. '
The news of the finding of {he
treasuve proved ito be a nine .davs
wonder. And Sheila received a real
birthday gift from her ather— tho

original gold medallion found among

thie Lraasure. and ol which Felicito's

and ail the cthers hed been copies.
THE END.

Another exciting long complets story
next week antitled: ¢ Linda and the
Phantom Ball.”” And make-a note that,
owina to Easter, the naxt issue of QIRLS’®
CRYSTAL wil! bs on sale Wednesday
instead of Friday.

AUTOGRAPHS FOR YOUR

FREE FILM STAR ALBUM

This week's autographs are those of Robert Donat, Ann Todd, Join Mills, James
Stewart, ‘Spencer Tracy, Bette Davis, Bing Crosby and Richard Todd. Another
eight next week.

Y

sion.”

JOY—THE GIRL WITH A
100 VOICES

‘(('mxh'nu('d from pnge 516,y

But Joy staved in it, and then
sturted ventriloquising.

“It's yvour fault, Clande!"” one of
the young men seemed Lo say,

“Oh, yes?” retorted Cluude. *1
may say it wus your idea.”

“Mine? 1 like that—-—"

Now and again Joy threw in o

remuark they hadn't thought of and
much more cutting than their own;
and when she glanced back they did
not appeiar to be on speaking terms.

At her best speed, she went buavk
to the boathouse in confideat mood,
elated and trivmphant.

But alas! Joy's light-hearted
prank had taken a wrong turning.

Aunt Jemima, pale with ruge, was
shaking her parasol at the boutman.

"You have as good as called me a
Har, cried Aunt Jemima.

The boatman snorted in wrath.

M I sald that if you cldimed to heuar
a voice from undér those cushions
you must be nuts?”

Aunt Jemima did not veply.

“I'm a bit nuts myseis,”
the boatman.

He did not really say that—but Joy,

added

Jeing present, had added it for hiin in

exaccly’ his owin volce, -

“Hulr! That is incdeed a confes-
sald Aunt  Jemima. .

-But further argument was. stopoel
by the plea of the strangled voice
from under the cushions.

*Let me out—let me out, you sill:
pair of wranglers. There, now, I've
squeezed out—under this old boat!

Behind the cushions was a lay
bout, and. someone could have got
under it, for it was raised on tresties,
The amazed boatmun went to see.

“Ho's ree now.” sald Joy brightly.
8o, previded tne hoatman  apolo-
gises, aunt, we've nothing to
Lve got the punt. Look! Isn't 1t
a beauty?” -

* Silence, Joy.
hove an explanavion and
said Aunt Jemima.

The puzzled boatman  came
frowning and stroking his clin.
- Y Must ha' been some Kid,” he mut-
iered.  “USeems as i you were rigihi
maam. I'm sorry. Can't think now
h2 got there.”

Aunt  Jemima
look.

*1 am not
zhe said. "I expecl
However, as you have

I am determined Lo
apology,

baci

Ifroze him  with «

in the habit of lying™
to be belicved.
avologised, [

will overlook the mutter.” :
“Th-thank you,” said. the hoai-
man. " I—er—George ! he added 1o

the boy. "“Get the lady some of thoe
hest  cushions. Ancd  bring  that
homper—and the awning, too.

Aunt Jemima almeost purred, ancl
Joy's eves sporkled.

“We've goi the punt, aunt,”
siuid. " And now for a happy day.”

By the time Aunt Jemima was
ready and the punt fally prepaved,
the yoang men were in sight, row-
ing their skiff and drenched to the
skin; but Joy manuged (o get away
before they berthed.

“Dear me,” was Aunt Jemima's
comment when she saw them shaking
their fists and heard their angry
comments. “Who are. these hooli-
gans? What are they suying?”

As what the young men said was
inaudible, Joy suid somethineg ror
them in a voice that seemed to come
across the water.

“Thanks very mwuch for a much-
needed lesson.”

“What lesson was that?”
Aunt Jemima, surprised.

“Qh, just a lesson in manners I
taught them,” said Joy, sending the
punt out into midstrean:. “CGolly,
isn’'t this going to be fun?"

And it certainly was!

she

asked

Joy the Ventriloquist will be having
more fun in another entertaining story
next week.
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