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STRANGEST

REUNITED

NDER the name of Carolyn Stuart.
June Gaynor, nicce of Noel
Raymond, the fameus detective,

joined a film company staying at
jonely Knoll Castle. A mysterious
ngure, known as the Green Archer,
was plotting to drive the Aim com-
pany out of the castle.

Also staying there was & man who
was masquerading as June's -uncle,
and the girl detectivg discovered _that
the Impostor was also the Green
Archer, :

June was forced to become a [ugi-
tive by the Green Archer, and learnt
of a great coup he was plannhing
which he called Operation Van Dyke.
She believed that the solution to the
mystery lay hidden behind a locked
door underneath the castle.

June returned to the castle dis-
guised as a maid, and found an iron-
glove curio which she belleved would
open the locked door.

She was on her way to Rainbow
Cave to investigate when she saw a
figure she believed to be the impostor
stumbling along the beach. But all
at once she realised that it was not

the impostor, hut — Noel Raymond
himsell!
. . L - 1]
3 NUNKY! It's Nunky!” :
Joyfully though June Gaynor

cried out, that look of incredulity re-
mained in her eyes.

sSurely there must be some mistake!
Her uncle was a prisoner—in the
power of the confederates of the
audacious rascal who was  mas-
querading up at the castle! _

Torn hetween amazement and
delight, the girl detective stood there
in the shadow of the cavern entrance,
staring wonderingly at that tall,
athletic figure which was stumbling
up the beach towards her.

Tn the fading light his face looked
thin and white, and his clothes were
dishevelled and torn.

Her last doubts vanished.

This was certainly not the debonalr
impostor who was secretly plotting
against the film compang.

“Nunky!” June cried -again. and
now there was nothing but uncon-
irollable delight in her voice.

The stumbling figure came to a halt
and peered uncertainly at her. One
hand was pressed to his head, and he
1looked dazed and bewildered.

June, suddenly remembering she
was disguised, whipped off her horn-
rimmed spectacles and wig,

“Nunky. don't you recognise me?"
she gasped. " It's me—June!”

Still that tall figure did not speak.
As if unable to believe his own eyes,
he stared. Then he started forward,
an excited cry breaking from his lips.

“June! By all that's wonderful-—
it's you!"

His arms went out. and In a
moment June was in them. Hall«

sobbing, half-laughing, she returned
his fond hug.
“Oh, Nunky, but this
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fs simply

i A

super!" she declared. ‘‘The best sur-
prise ever! At first I thought 1 must
be dreaming.”

“8o did I, my dear,” Noel said
huskily. "It seemed too good to be
true, but »  PBreaking off, he re-
garded her in bewilderment. * What-
ever are you doing up here? And in
disguise, too!”

Her new-found hagpine&% found
vent in & teasing laugh.

“1I came up here to keep an eye on
vou—at least on the fellow everyone
thinks is Noel Raymond.”

He caught in his breath in a
startled hiss.

“You mean that you've been work-
ing on this Green Archer case?” he
ejaculated.

She nodded,

“Yes—I joined the film company
specially so that I could spike his
guns. You see—but that can walt.”
Suddenly realising how pale and ill
her uncie looked, June regarded him
anxiously. " But what's been happen-
ing to you, Nunky? Youre—you're all
right, aren't you?"

With his fingers Noel combed back
his untidy hair and grinned a trifle
ruefully.

“Right as rain,” he assured her.
“ though I expect I do look a bit of a
scarecrow. You see, it wasn't easy to
escape.”

“Escape!” June gave Aan uneasy
gasp. “Then you really have been a
prisoner?”

He nodded and, turning half-round,
gestured towards the dark sea to
where, almost on_the horizon, could
he seen the dark shape of an anchored
steamer.

“Yes—on that old tramp. They
took me aboard almost as soon as they
captured me down on the Riviera.
But let's make ourselves a bit more
;;o;pry. Then I'll tell you all about

Leading the way across to two flat-
topped boulders, he seated himself on
one and June perched herself on the
other, cupping her chin in her hands
and gazing at him eagerly.

It was a strange story which Noel
had to tell her,

While convalescing in the South of
France, he had visited Monte Carlo,
and there his attention had been
attracted by a man sealed outside a
calé, talking to a companion whose
seafaring clothes showed him to be a
ship's captain.

he man was the detective's double
and, astonished by the uncanny re-

What A Dramatic Meet-
ing it Was When Noel
And His Double Came
Face To Face In The
Secret Room

LE. W
By PETER LANGLEY

semblance, Noel had edged nearer. A
few scraps of conversation he had
overheard had made him suspect that
his double and the seafaring man—
from Noel's description June realised
that the latter must have been Cap-
tain Kummel—were planning some
rascality. The result was, he had
decided to keep the two men under
observation,

Secretly, during the next few days,
he had shadowed them, and bit by
bit he had learnt that their mysteri-
ous plotting was to be directed against
the film unit which was to take ub
residence in far off Knoll Castle.

Before he could discover the full
truth, however, he himself had been
irailled and overpowered. Dumped
into a boat, he had been rowed across
to an old tramp-steamer which, a day
or two later, had set sail for the North
English coast.

puring the absence of Captain
Kummel and most of the crew, Noel
had managed to wriggle out of his
honds and escape from his cabin.

“I had a tussie with the chap
they'd left in charge,’” he concluded,
“put managed to get the bettler of
him. I then grabbed one of the ship's
beoats and rowed for the shore. 1'd
just landed when you came along, and
—_great Scott! What a shock you
gave me!” Noel grinned and gave

June's arm a fond squeeve. " But
now it's your turn, my dear. Exactly

what have you been up to?”

It took June longer to recite all the
astonishing adventures which had
befallen her since that never-to-be-
forgotten day when she had motored
to Folkestone to greet joyously the
man she had believed to be her uncle.

Noel listened in growing admira-
tion, and as she paused he regarded
her proudly.

“Well done, my dear!” he cried.
“It's simply terrific the way you've
stuck to your guns. That rascal cer-
tainly met his match when he met
you.

His warm praise made her heart
glow, but it was ruefully that she
shook her curly head.

*1 deserve kicking for ever allowing
myself to be taken in.” she declared.
“Looking back, it seems absurd that
anyone could ever have believed that
impostor was you.”

“ Nonsense, my dear!” The famous
detective gave her arm another fond
squeeze. “You've no need to re-
proach yourself at all. You've done
splendidly. But carry on, my dear.
What's this about there being a secret
room under the castle?”

June felt her pulses race as she
explained what she had heard aboutg
the mysterious Operation Van Dyke,
and how she believed that the solu- -~
tion to the mystery lay hidden behind
the locked door of which she had
managed to secure the “iron glove"™

- key.
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“This Operation Van Dyke is_con-
nected with your visit to New York,
Nunky.” she concluded. “That's the
chief reason why the Green Archer
decided to impersonate you. He's
going to- masquerade as you in
America. Oh, what's it all mean?
What's golng to happen in New
York?"” )

To her disappointment Noel shook
his head.

“1'm afraid I'm as baffled as you,
my dear,” he said. *“While I was in
the South of France 1 accepted an
invitation from Mr. van Dyke, the
famous American art collector, to visit
him at the end of the snonth, but
what exactly the Green Archer s
planning_ is not clear. Perhaps he’s
got his eye on Van Dyke's valuable
coltection, though I don't for the life
of me see how any attempt on that
can .be connected with this business
at the castle.”

He frowned wonderingly, and for a
few moments they were silent, both
intrigued by the mystery. Then, as
June's hand encountered the queer

“iron glove ™ key in her pocket, she
jumped excitedly to her feet.
“Come on, Nunky!” she cried.

«we’ll soon discover the truth., I'm
certain we'll get to the Jbottom of
things once we see inside that secret
room.”

Only too willingly her uncle fol-
lowed her into Rainbow Cave, and he
whistled as he watched her open the
slab of rock which guarded the.en-
trance to the underground passages.

“This_is certalnly a place of sur-
prises,” he commented,

June's eves were dancing.

“you haven't seen anything vet,
Nunky,” she declared, and led him up
the steep, stone staircase.

Noel whistled again .when, clicking
on a torch, she let its.bright lignt
shine on the strangely garved door.
and LY silent wonderment -he watched
her produce the *“iron glove™ key
from her pockeét.

June's heart was pounding, and she
was 50 excited that her hands
quivered as she raised the mailed
glove and fitted its spike in the recess
hollowed out In the oak.

Hardly able to breathe, on tenter-
hooks of anxiety, she twisted at the
queer-shaped curio, To her delight
it swung round at her touch. There
was & mufflied click, and slowly the
ancient door swung open.

June could hardly suppress & whoop
of triumph, and feverishly she
clutched at her uncle’s arm.

“Come on, let’s investigate,' she
urged, and eagerly she led the way
into the secret room, the beam of her
torch cleaving the inky darkness like
o sword.

IN THE SECRET ROOM

KACTLY what June had expected
1o find she hardly knew, but cer-
tainly she was unprepared for

what was revealed.

The torchlight showed the secret
room to be a vast, crypt-like chamber,
with stone walls, flagged floor and
arched roof. Dust and cobwebs were
everywhere, and the air was damp
and stuffy.

But what held the girl detective’s
gaze, what made her stare in astonish-
ment, were the objects ranged around
the walls.

There was a minlature blast
furnace: a small prin{ing press; a
rorge: a massive mechanical haminer

—an array of machinery whose pur-
pose she could only dimly guess at.

“Why, it's like being in the machine
shop of a factory!™ she gasped.

Noel Raymond made no comment.
Thoughtfully, shrewdly, his gaze went
around the underground room: then,
noticing o lantern standing on a desk,
he crossed over and lit it.

There were test tubes and a Bunsen
burner on the desk; a sheaf of
papers, too. _Some had coloured
drawings on them; on others were
precisely worded descriptions.

sllently the detective studied them,
alnld wonderingly June darted to his
side,

“iWhat's it mean, Nunky?"
cried, unable to contain her

she
curi-
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osity any longer, “ Exactly what game
is the Green Archer up to?"”

_Noel's face, white and pinched from
his long imprisonment, was grim as
he looked up and surveyed her
flushed, hewildered features.
~ *His immediate game is crystal
clear, my dear,” he said guietly. * 1t
is at all costs to drive the film unit
out of the castle,”

“But why?" asked June.

With an expressive wave of one
hand her uncle indicated the array
of machinery.

“He couldn't possibly operate this
while the castle was occupied. The
noise would lead to instant investiga-
tion. No doubt when all this stuff
was fitted in° here the castle was
empty. The Green Archer and his
men hoped to be able to work undis-
turbed. It must have been a terrific
shock for them when they learnt that
Theodore. Cronberg ,was coming here
to make a film. o wonder they
declded to revive the legend of the
Gre'el‘\ﬁ Arcilser in order to drive him

away,

“Rut why, Nunky?' gasped June.
“\What do they want to use this
machinery for?"

Silently Noel handed over the
of papers.

sheaf

With wondering eyes June

Wwide-eyed, June starea.

“Worthless fakes?" she ejaculate.i.

Her uncle gave another grim tod.

“Yes, that's the purpose of all this
machinery. To make perfect copies
of all. the priceless pleces comprising
the Van Dyke British collection, and
to manufacture replicas of the four
embossed coppel caskets in which
they are stored.” .

Once again June's heart hegan te
pound. Noel's earnest manner was
very impressive. She began to feel
overwhelmed by the stupendous
nature of the coup which had heen
planned.

“But how can the fakes he sub-
stituted for the real curios?” she
asked, “If Mr. van Dyke's collection
is so valuable, surely it will be well
guarded?”

Noel frowned, He realised that,
though they had made many import-
ant discoveries, the main key to the
audacious plan was still missing.

«I'm afrald I can't answer those
questions, my dear,” he said.

“No—but I can!”

The volce, cool, mocking, eame from
the doorway. =

Round June and her uncle whirled.
and then they both gasped, for stand-
ing there, his hands nonchalantly

.fune gave a gasp of dismay as the rock door
and two seamen from the tramp steamer loomed before her.

stared at them. Some of the draw-
ings consisted of pictyres of jewelled
ornaments, so vividly painted that
they seemed to sparkle and gleam.
On others were pictures of elaborately
embossed metal caskets. Each sheet
was numbered, and against each
number were printed the words:

“yAN DYKE BRITISH COLLECTION.”

Though she still did mnot fully
understand, June felt a thrilled shiver
grip her, for obvious it was that these
coloured drawings and the ‘machinery
in this secret room were connected
vitally with the mysterious plan the
Green Archer had titled * Operation
Van Dyke.”

“It's this British collection which
the ‘Green Archer's out to steal, isn't
it, Nunky?” she cried.. )

Grimly he nodded.

“Yes—practically everything is now
clear;” he replied. " Now I've seen this
room, all the little bits I ferreted out
in France fall into place. But the
audacity of the_ plan—its stupendous
nature—makes me gasp. I suppose
vow've never heard of Van Dyke’'s col-
iection of British curios, my dear?”

June shook her head, and Noel
frowned, as if he found it difficult to
explain. ;

“Imagine what a sensation there
would ke if the Crown Jewels were
stolen,” he said at last. “Van Dyke’s
British collection isn't as valuable or
ag unique as those, but—well, it

wld certainly cause a wide world
stir if they went missing—especially
if subseguently it was found that
worthiess fakes had been substituted
for the real jewelled curios.”

swung open and Captain Kumme!
She was trapped.

thrust into his jacket pockets, was 2
tall, athletic figure.

The bogus Noel Raymond!

There was an amused gleam in the
impostor's blue eyes, and he made an
ironical bow in the real Noel's direc-

tion.
“wAt last we are face to face” he
murmured. *Charmed, I'm sure!

Really, but the resemblance is re-
markable!”

Noel, his. face grim and angry,
clenched his fists and strode forward.

“You impudent trickster " he
began, and then pulled up abruptly.

Like lightning the Green Archer's
right hand had whipped from his
pocket, and in the lantern light
something cold and metallic gleamed.

A.revolver, and its deadly muszzle
was pointing straight at the famous
detective.

“ghouldn't risk any argument with
this if I were you,” the impostor
snapped, and he brandished the gun
threateningly. Then his gaze fastened
on the startled June, and once again
a mocking smile curved his 1ips.

“You were ver?r clever, my dear,” he
said, * but not clever enough.”

“{What do you mean?'’ gasped June,

He chuckled,

“¥you overlooked the fact that that
fool Cronberg might gquickly discover
the loss of the library key and report
the loss to me. You also overlooked
the fact that already I was peginning
to suspact that our new maid was not
all she appeared to be. A pity—other-
wise you and your respected uncie
;’:tli_ght. have won the final round. As
it is——"

&3



He paused, ahd his fingers tightened
their grip on the tt of the pistol.

“As 1t Is, I'm afraid you lose. Not
only will the Green Archer bring off
his coup, but the real Noel Raymond
will have to shoulder the blame!"”

A DESPERATE SITUATION

HERE was & wealth of sinister
meaning behind the impostor's
cry{;tic words, and June felt icy

fingers clutch at her heart.

What did he mean? How was it

ssible that her uncle should be

lamed for the gigantic robbery the
Green Archer was planning?

She did not know, but instinctively
she knew the man in the doorway
was not bluffing, and another uneasy
shiver ran down her spine.

Seeing her distress, the real Noel
put & soothing arm around her
shoulders.

“Don’t let what this rascal says

worry {ou. my dear,” he urged. “He's
only bluffing.”
The impostor laughed.

“That's where you are mistaken, my
friend, as you would realise if you
knew the real reasén why Van Dyke
has invited you to New York."”

“The real reason!” Noel frowned.
*“What do you mean?" 2

The impostor laughed again.

*“That our American friend wishes
you to take charge of his collection of
British. curios.”

Noel ga?ed.

“How do you know that?’ he
demanded.

Mockingly the Impostor's eyes
twinkled :

“From the correspondence, my dear
sir.. During your—er—unfortunate
absence from the country Van Dyke
has written several times, maKing
everything clear.,” i

He paused, and, as if sensing that
he might cchd the detective too much,
he curled his forefinger round the
trigger of his gun. ’

" " As you know,” he went on, “all
the priceless curios in the collection
once belonged to this country. They
were sold during the war, and Van
Dyke—a sentimental fool if ever there
e—has decided to present them
to a famous British museum. Natur-
ally they are too valuable to send over
in the usual way, so he is going to
entrust. you to convey them safely
across the Atlantie,”
“]Noel gave another gasp. So did
une,

Obvious now was the solution t{o
the problem which had baffled them.

If the Green Archer, still masquer-
ading as the famous detective,
journeyed to America, the priceless
collection would be handed over to
him, and during the voyage back he
would have plenty of opportunity
to substitute the worthless caskets for
the real ones.

The British authorities would
accept the fake curlos without gques-
tion, and long before the substitution
was discovered the real curios would
have been broken up and sold, and
the Green Archer and his men would
have vanished heyond all trace.
~ The scheme was remarkable both
for its simplicity and its audacity,
Prs:wlciin%1 the Green Archer could
keep. up his pose as Noel Raymond, it
must succeed, and——

June felt the blood drain from her
cheeks. .

Suddenly she had remembered the
impostor's declaration that the real
Noel would be forced to shoulder all
the blame, Like a hammer blow the
meaning of those cryptic words now
became clear.

Until long after the coup was com-
pleted, she and her .uncle would he
kept imprisoned. By the time they
were relegsed it would be too late.

June's eyes filled with horror.

“And when the substitution's dis-
covered everyone will think Nunky is
the thief!"” she told herself brokenly.
‘'His story about having a double will
never be believed. Nunky will he
ruined—may even be sent to prison!”

Hot, stinging tears rose to her eyes.
How correct had been that strange
premonition which had seized her on
the very day when she had first met
the bogus Noel Raymond! The fact
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that, the ruture happiness of the uncle
she loved and admired was at stake
was now proved beyond all doubt.

The arm about her shoulders tight«
ened its grip, and sternly, even scorn-
fully, the real oel surveyed his
double.

“A very clever plan,” he com-
mented. But its success depends
upon two factors.”

““And what are those?” asked the
impostor, his lips curling into a sneer.

. First that you succeed in driving
the film unit out of this castle, 80 that

ou and your gang can get to work
ere undisturbed.”

The man in the doorway laughed.

“Don't worry. That will be soon
accomplished. As soon as Captain
Kummel and his men arrive to take
you two to his ship I mean to create a
really sensational fire. A fire which
will not only burn up all the film
gear and cos! es, but which will
apparently destroy the necklace which
has been lent ta Cronberg. That will
mean ruin for the company—an end
to all this film-making.” - ]

June stared in helpless despair, but
her uncle’s expression did not change,
As If his rascally double had not
spoken, he continued :

“Secondly, you will have to make
sure that June and I are not rescued,”
he declared. . )

Utterly contemptuous was the
laugh with which the impostor
greeted this statement,

“Rescue! That's out of the ques-
tion,” he declared.

But to June's surprise her uncle
shook his head.

*“Oh, no, it isn't!” he said quietly.
“ Apparently it has not occurred to
you that my first job after escaping
from. the ship might have been to
send off a telegram to the authorities.”
The impostor’s grin vanished as if
Ry magic. A startled gasp left his
ps.
" A—a telegram?”
Noel gave a calm nod,
“Perha{:s you would like to see a
copy of 1t,” he murmured.
pparently oblivious of the pistol
which was almed at him, he thrust
& hand into his jacket pockef and
produced a folded sheet of paper.
“Just read what it says,” he in-
vited, and tossed the paper towards
the doorway.
June's eyes were ashine; her heart
was thumping. .
Nunky, how clever of you!"

“ oh
she exclaimed. “If rescue's on the
way B

A furious shout from the impostor

cut her short.

“This is & trick!” he snarled, yet
he could not help glaring uneasily
down at the folded paper which had
fluttered to the floor at his feet.
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Noel smiled.

“Read it and ses,”
again, ;

For & moment his double hesi-
tated ; ' then, glowering, he bent ta
pick up the paper, and in that split
second when his gaze was diverted
the famous detectivg acted,

with one lightning grab of his
hand he picked up .a -wooden . box
from the desk and hurled it with all
his strength. -

Flying through the alr, the missile
cracked the . impostor over the
knuckles, and, howling with pain, he
let the revolver clatter to the stone

flags. ;

Instantly Noel hurled himself at
his double, and next moment both
of them were rolling over and over,
locked in a fierce, desperate %rlp.

June, bewildered and startled by
this unexpected turn of events, saw
her uncle staring urgently up at her
as he battled with the impostor,

“Run off and fetch help!” Noel
panted. * ly! That telegram
was only a trick. I haven't sent one

off 1"

For a moment the girl detective
hesitated. She hated the idea of
leaving her uncle, yet his instruc-
tions were sensible. Their one hope
was to secure the assistance of the
police before Captain Kummel and
his rascally crew arrived on the scene.

One last uneasy look June cast at
the two savagely fighting men on
the floor, then she darted past them
and went racing down the under-
ground tunnel.

" Panting, she reached the top of the
steep stone staircase. Down it she
plunged, but at the foot she pulled
up, her heart hammering.

What was that?

From behind the slab of stone
came the crunch of footsteps; the
mumble of men's voices.

Panic seized her,

“It must be Kummel and his
ga;lg ” she gulped, and, turning,
made to flee down the second tunnel.

But too late.

The secret doorway at the rear of
Rainbow Cave clanged open and
there, in the light of a ship’s lantern,
stood the burly captain of the tramp
steamer, with two blue-jerseyed
figures ranged behind him.

At sight of the girl detective Cap-
tain Kummel gave a furious bellow,
then his hand lunged out. Before
she could escdpe e found herself
seized and dragged forward,

“The girl detective!” Kummel ex-
claimed. “The Green Archer, he
warn me to look out for you. But
where is the man he is impersonat-
ing—him they call Noel Raymond?’’

June did not reply. Despair had
engulfed heér. 1t looked as if her
uncle’s daring trick had been played
in vain. Escape for either of them
now seemed impossible.

And that would mean:

June gave a groan.

The triumph of their enemies!
The success of the stupendous plan
known as Operation Van Dyke!

The hand on her wrist tightened
its grig. Captain Kummel's eyes
blazed into her own.

“ Answer, girl! Where is this Noel
Raymond? here——"

His bellowing voice broke off, and
the two seamen stiffened and went
tense. From above they had heard
the sound of strug‘gUnf. Wonderingly
they listened. June listened, too.

Who was winning—Noel or the
Green Archer?

Not, that it mattered, for, even if
the detective succeeded in knocking
out his double, he would find himself
cornered,

Suddenly all nolse in the secret
room came to an end, and, his hand
still clutchi June’s wrist, Captain
Kummel strode forward.

“Comel| Let us investigate!" he
ordered.

And he half-led, half-dragged June
up the stone steps. Behind them
came the members of his crew, one
carrying a lantern, the other grimly
clutching a marline spike.

Don’t miss the thrilling climax in next
waeek's concluding chapters of this grand
story.

he suggested
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TERRY'S BIG SACRIFICE

“YTVE got the part—I've got Iit!
Oh, it’s too good t0 be true!"
Terry Esmend almost sang
the words, as she clattered down the
narrow stairs that led from the pro-
ducer's office. Through her mind
ran the lilting refrain of the seam-
stress’ song from the * Wayward
Princess "—the musical hit of the
year,

Even now she could scarcely believe
her amazing luck. Yesterday she had
been an obscure typist in a bl%‘
London firm—and . & spare-time pqui
at the local dramatic. academy. -
morrow, all being well, she would be
the youngest actress in the company
that was taking the " Wayward
Princess " on tour—chosen from
scores of applicants for the small yet
important role of the young seam-
stress, with a haunting theme song
all to herself!

Down the winding stairs she
hurried, feeling as though she were
treading on alr. -

“1 must tell Joyce!” was her first
coherent thought. “She'll be
thrilled, I know. She always teased
me about taking up acting seriously
—but that was just her fun. She
and her mother have been my best
friends since—since Phil went away.”

For & moment her eager smile fal-
tered, and she quickly swallowed the
little lump that rose in her throat.

The joy of her success would have
been even greater if her brother
could have been here to share it. But
Phil's dismissal from the post of
chauffeur to wealthy Cyrus Morgan,
the art-collector, had forced him to
seek a job far away from London.

Her brother had been falsely ac-
cused of the loss of some valuable
paintings—and the mystery remained
unsolved despite all the efforts of the
police, Some day, Terry felt con-
vinced, an opportunity would come
to help him clear his name,

Meanwhile, she knew he would be
delighted to hear of her thtilling new
chance to make a name for herseif—
and the money they both needed.
And so would Joyce Gayford, her
talented, vivacious chum.

After leaving school, she and Joyce
had joined the same amateur
dramatic society, and Mrs, Gayford
had always made Terry welcome at
her home, treating her as if she were
Joyce's sister. And though rumours
must have reached Joyce, and her
mother, neither of them had ever
breathed a word about Phil's dis-
grace,

Terry could never forget the kind-
ness they had shown her when she
had been almost friendless; and she
was determined that Joyce and her
mother should be the first to hear her
good news
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The Gayfords had a small but
pleasant little house in the suburbs,
and Terry could reach it by tube
within an hour of the girls’ hostel
where she was staying.

As she gained the street, she could
see the winking coloured lights of
the theatre sign opposite—advertis-
ing the very show in which she was
soon to appear!

Some day—dreamed Terry—some
day, when Phil's name was cleared,
and she was a famous actress——

Roughly she was brought back to
earth, as someone almost collided
with her on the pavement. .

“Can't you look where youre
going—clumsy?” demanded a bad-
tempered voice.

The speakKer was a girl, a year or so
older than Terry. She stood revealed
in the light of the theatre sign, tall
and smartly dressed, her dark hair
?rawn back from a pale, good-looking
ace,

Terry's good-natured retort was
frozen on her lips, for there was
something remarkably familiar about
the other girl! Where had she seen
her before?

Even as she grappled with an elu-
sive memory, the girl had entered the
theatrical agency Terry had just left
—flaunting past with a swish of a
stylish coat and a waft of expensive
perfume,

Then Terry remembered!

The girl was Claire Silverton—
daughter of the man who had de-
nounced her brother to the police!

Hands clenched, Terry's mind

- flashed back to that dreadful evening

at Mr. Morgan's house, She had
gone to meet her hrother—only to
learn that there had been a daring
robbery; that Phil was under sus-
picion.

She had caught a glimpse of Mr.
Morgan’s secretary—sleek, dark-
haired Vernon Silverton, and his
elegant daughter. They had been
dolng most of the talking, Terryere-
membered.

Feeling suddenly choked, she gazed
through the doorway and up the
stairs after the girl. What was Claire
Silverton doing here? For no reason
at all she suddenly felt uneasy and
on the journey by tube to Joyce's
suburb she found it difficult to shake
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off the worried impression left by the
unexpected encounter.

Thank goodness the girl had not
recognised her! On the threshold of
an exciting new career that might
nean 0 much to both her and Phil,
it would be bad for rumours to get
around—and Claire Silverton was
just the kind of person who would
delight in spreading them.

At last Terry managed to dismiss
the incident from her mind, and
turned her thoughts to the friends
she was going to see—gay-hearted,
loveable Joyce and her mother. She
had not breathed a word to them,
yet, about her application for a part
in the musical play.

She knew that Joyce would have
ragged her good-naturedly—and she
had hardly dared to hope that she
would actually succeed. It had been
a close thing! Another girl had
almost been decided on when Terry
arrived—one of the previous day's
applicants. But struck both by

erry’s ability and her appearance—
which ideally suited the role—the
prlodducer had finally made up his
mind.

Her eyes shining, Terry hugged her
handbag which contalned a copy of
the precious contract she was to sign
to-morrow. The wheels of the train
seemed to beat out the hauntin% air
of her theme seng—and her foot-
steps on the pavement leading to
goyce’s house echoed the same lilting

une,

When she knocked at the house the
door was opened by Joyce's mother—
grey-haired, and a little careworn, but
with her usual charming smile,

“Why, come in, dear! It seems
ages since we saw you. Joyce will be
delighted. She was just golng to
write to you about her new plans,™

Terry's eyes sparkled.

“I've got some plans, too—but I'l}
hear Joyce's, first " she began.

“Ter-ry!" A door was thrown
open at the end of the hall, and a
slim, radiant young figure was sil-
houetted against warm light. * Terry
—you dear—you're just the.person I
wanted to see!"

Terry And Joyce Were Inseparable Friends. It Seemed

Impossible That They Could Ever Quarrel And Yet—

But Read For Yourself What Happens in This Enthralling
Long Complete Story
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Joyce ran forward to hug her chum
in her usual impulsive fashion.

“Such news, dear!” she exclaimed
gaily. "I hardly know where to

start.

“Well, let. Terry sit down and have
a cup of tea, first,” put in Mrs. Gay-
ford, smiling. ' She looks tired.”

“I'm not,” Terry denied happily, as
she accompanied them into the cosy
sitting-room. "I just couldn’t be
tired to-night.”

“That's good,” laughed Joyce,
perching herself on the "arm of &
chair, her auburn hair reflecting the
firelight, “because I'm going to talk
you silly in a minute! My news just
won't keep—will it, murms?”

“Now, don't get Terry all worked
up with suspense,” reproved Mrs.
Gayford, as she poured out tea. " Let

me explain somethingl first. You
Know, Terry, dear, that I lost a great
deal of my savings recently. ome

investments went wrong, you know.”

Terry’s eyes were fllled with quick
sympathy.

“Joyce did mention something
about. it in her last letter. I'm
terribly sorry!”

“Of  course, dear, it might have
been worse,” went on Mrs. Gayford,
smllln% unsteadily, “but it was a
great blow to Joyce, who had hoped
to stay on at the ncademy. But'—
she glanced proudly at the charming
young figure on the armchair—" my
ittle daughter had her own ideas.”

“Let me tell her, mums!” Joyce
cut in, laughing. ‘“You know, Terry,
I was always pretty good at acting—
though I used to rag you for taking
it so seriously, Well, 1 heard through
the school of a part that was vacant
in a touring company—and I went for
an audition yesterday. And I got It,
dear!- At least "—as Terry stared at
her in amazement, her heart beating
%lﬂckly—“ it's almost as good as mine,

he producer sald he'd a few more
applicants to interview, and he'd let

me know to-morrow for certain—but.

I'm sure there won't be a hitch.
Terry—yow’ll never guess what part it

. ist”

Somewhere. at the end of the street
a barrel-organ was churning out a
haunting little refrain. It seemed
like an echo of Terry's own thoughts
as, her face rather pale, she met her
chum's gay, confident smile.

“Joyce, you don't mean——"
faltered.

“Hark!" exclaimed Joyce, her eyes
dancing a&s she held up her hand.
“Do you recognise that tune? That's
my theme song, Terry—the seam-
stress' song in the 'Wayward Prin-
cess '—the part I'm going to take!”

Terry rose abruptly to her feet,
hardly daring to look at her chum.
She crossed to the open window,
ing unseeingly into the deserted
street—deserted except for the barrel-

OTgan,

g‘Why, Terry—what's the matter?”
Joyce's smile had faded, and she was
looking at her chum in hurt bewilder-
ment, “ Aren't you ;IJ;]eased?"

Terry turned quickly, forcing an
unsteady laugh as she t00K & grip on
her feelings.

“QOf course I am, dear! It—it's
wonderful news! But 1 was 50 as-
tounded for a minute that I hardly
knew what to say.” .

1 knew I'd surprise you!" Joyce
laughed, her gatety recovered. “I
wanted you to be the first to con-
gratulate me, Ferry, old thing!"

“you look quite pale, Terry,” said
Mrs. Gayford, with motherly solici-
tude, ‘“It’'s all this office work that
has been tiring you. Do sit down
and have another cup of tea.” -

Gratefully Terry seized at the ex-
cuse, but her hand trembled as she
raised the cup to her lips. Her
thoughts were in a whirl.

How could she break the news to
her chum? The news that she,

she

Terry, had been offered the very role -

on which Joyce had set her heart!
The contract was in her handbag,
now, ready for her signature. By &
cruel stroke of fate she had obtained
her most thrilling chance—at the
cost of unhappiness. to these two
friends to whom she owed so much.
Before the strains of the distant

66

. self who opened the

parrel-organ had died away, Terry
had made up her mind.

Soon afterwards she made an
excuse to leave, pleading that they
had some late work to do at the office.
Both Joyce and her mother urged
her to come to tea next day, to hear
the latesi news.

“A celebration tea, old thing!”
Joyce declared confidently. “ Just
the three of us—to mark the great
occasion !

Terry's eyes were smarting as she
left the house, turning to wave to the
two smiling figures in the doorway.
The chance had meant so much to
her—but it meant even more to Joyce
and her mother,

She still had her job—and FPhil!
Between them they would fight
through to clear his name,

Deliberately she crushed her own
eager ambitions, as_she turned to
wave ain to her chum, Then, &
determined smile on her lips,
made her way to the telephone-booth
at the corner of the street, and dialed
the number of the producer’s office.

o ALL right, Miss Esmond—that will
be the last letter for to-day.”
Terry gave a little sigh of relief as
she closed her notebook and re-
placed the cover on her typewriter.
1t had been & tiring day, but Terry
welcomed the hard work. Yesterday
she had imagined that she had
finished with typing, for good—but &
lot had happened since then.
And not for s moment did Terry
regret her impulsive decision.
her handbag was & torn-up con-
tract, and a little note from Mr,
Hartley, the producer, regretting that
she would be unable after all to take
the part—and promisin§ not to men-
tion her name to the fortunate girl
who would step into her shoes.

Terry’'s heart warmed at the
thought of Joyce, She could im e
her chum's delight when she received
the messagle that morning—the mess-
age that she had been finally -selected
{lor t%'l'e role on which she had set her

eart! '

‘And Terry was going to be the first
to congratulate her at that little cele-
bration tea to which she had been
invited, .-

When she knocked at the suburban
villa an hour later, it was Joyce her-
door; Joyce,
looking more radiant than ever, and
dressed for going out. :

“Why, .. Terry,” she exclaimed,
“didn't you get my phone-call?” -~

Terry shook her head in surprise.

“T've been terribly busy all day,
taking letters for the manager, I ex-
pect;.' the office-boy forgot to give it to

me.

“That's too bad, old thing!™” Joyce
bit her lip, but recovering quickly,
she slipped a hand chummily throu h
Terry's arm, and led her into the
lounge. “Never mind—you can have
tea with mums, I've got to dash out
to meet some important people. You
don't mind, do you?”

For a moment Terry was conscious
of a little pang, as she stared at her
chum. Could anything have gone
wrong?

“But—but aren’t we going to cele-
brate?” she asked, smiling tremu-
lously. “Didn't you get the job?"

“But of course!” laughed Jogyce,
squeezing her arm. *“That was id my
phone message. I s}lgned the con-
tract this morning! here was some
other girl that the producer had in
mind —but she backed out at the last
moment—a bit of luck for me! 1
meant to tell you all about it this
evening—but something even maore
thrilling cropped up!”

“HEven more thrilling?”
echoed, & little blankly,

There was a mysterious elstion in
her chum's manner that bafled her.

“you'll never guess!” declared
Joyce breathlessly. *“When I left the
office, I met someone who'd come
specially to see me—& charming girl,
whose father is a well-known -film
producer on the Continent. They'd
been at the audition—and they want
me to sign on for a film they'll be
making in the near future! Terry—

Terry

isn’t 1t
words!”

Eyes dancing, she seized Terry's
hands; and Terry stared back, her
mind in a whirl, conscious of an un-
easiness she could not explain.

“Who—who dild you say this gil
was, Joyce?” she asked.

“Dolores Duval—her father's Mr.
Ramon Duval, and he's quite famous
abroad. Goodness—I'd almost for-
gotten—I've got her signed photo
with me!"”

Excitedly she opened her hag,
thrusting an expensive-looking por-
trait into Terry's hand. )

Terry stared at it—and a cold hand
seemed to grip her heart, as her pre-
monition was confirmed. .

She was gazing at the cool, insclent
face of the girl she had met outside
the theatrical agency—the girl she
believed to be her brother's enemy!

TERRY’S SUSPICIONS DEEPEN

«TSN'T she lovely?’ asked Joyce
“ And wasn't it & stroke of luck
that she and her father should

have seen me at the audition? ¥You

don't really mind my not staying for
tea—do you, old thing?”

She looked at her chum in that
half appealing, half confident way
thaitt'rerry always found so hard to
resist. :

But now Terry's heart was beat-
ing quickly, and her hands were
tightly clenched. She wanted to
blurt out that the girl was an im-
gg:tor—that her father had never

n & film producer—that the whole
thing was a c\lmmng trick. :

But——supposing she was mistaken?
Apart from that meeting on the pave-
ment, she had only seen Claire Sil-
verton - once—in -a crowd—and at a
time when she had been distraught
by anxlety for her brother. The like-
ness might be a coincidence. And,
in any case, she had never told Joyce
about that dreadful evening-—and her
chum had never asked.

“Why, Terry, 1 do believe you're
cross with me!” Joyce said, pouting.
= You! don't look & bit pleased at my
news!"

Terry gulped. forcing an unsteady

smile.

“RBut I am, Joyce! That is''—she
hesitated—*"1if  you're quite certain
this girl isn't—isn’'t just trying to
gain your confidence for some pur-

of her own.”

“Terry! How can you suggest such
a horrid thing?” A little frown had
crossed Joyce's attractive face, and
instinctively she withdrew her hand
from Terry's. “Why, if T didn’t know
ou 50 well, I'd think you were
ealous of my chance!”

Terry winced, biting her lip. If
Joyce had known the true facts of
how she came to get her chance—but
that was a secret her chum musé
never guess!

“Of course I'm not, Joyce!"” Terry
said hastily. “I'm thrilled to think
you've got the part in the *‘'Way-
ward Princess '—but this new offer
seems so—so sudden. You haven't
even started rehearsals, yet——"

Joyce waved her hand alirily.

#“The first rehearsal’'s to-morrow
morning.. I've got to be at the Belle
Vue Theatre at eleven—just fo read
through the part. Dolores has pro-
mised to bring her father along to
meet me after the rehearsal—and
they're taking me to lunch, to dis-
cuss the new film. And now, I must
really be dashing to keep my tea
appointment with Dolores! So long,
?lge fhmg—n.nd tell mums I won't be
ate!"”

There was & lump in Terry's throat
as she watched her chum's slim, at-
tractive figure hurrying down the
road, turning to blow a merry kiss as
she reached the corner,

Joyce was feeling on top of the
world—and no wonder! If it hadn't
been for that hateful doubt, Terry
herself would have shared in her
chum’s excitement.

But she could not rid her mind of
the cool, mocking face of the girl
Joyce knew as Dolores Duval! If the
gifl was really Claire Silverton, what
could be her game?

Terry's brown eyes flashed.

Jjust too marvellous 10r
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The Silvertons had done their best
to ruin Phil; not if she could help 1t
were they going to get a chance to
spoil Joyce's cargyr!

Mrs. Gayford's warm, motherly
greeting almoss brose down Tecly's
control, She lonzel to blurt out her
fears—but it seemed cruel to spoil
the other's delight in her daughter's
new success.

There was one person alone in

whom Terry could confide; and, re-
turnin to the hotel, she put
through a trunk-call to her brother.

Phil was amazed at her news.

“1 say, old girl, be careful!” he
urged. "I know what a oné you are
for jumping off the deep end. The
Silvertons left . their “employment
soon afeer I was dismissed:; 1 heard
they'd gone abroad. This girl is prob-
ably some guite charming person who
happens to look like Claire. For
goodness' sake don't go running inte
any scrapes!”

" Don't worry, Phil!l” Terry retorted
lightly, though her pulses were rac-
ing. “What—what did Claire's
father look like? I only saw him

once.’
“"Dark, handsome, clean-shaven—
with a slight scar on his chin,” re-

piled Phil. “He had a way of pluck-
iBng at his ear when he was annoyed.
o !

t why——'

“Just an idea, Phil!” cut in Terry
mysteriously, * Look after yourself-—
and don't be surprised if I send you
a wire, one day soon!”

Cutting short her brother’s puzzled
questions, she affectionately bade him
good-night and rang o

But her smile faded
phone-box. The mystery surmunding
the girl on the stalrs must be solve
_ %oth for Phil's sake, and for the
safety of her chum.

And Terty had a plan for solving

1

Next day, Terry surprised the office
chief by asking for the morning: ofl.
It was something she had never done
before, and her request was readily
granted. .

Just before eleven she turned up at
the stage-door of the Belle Vue
Theatre, and when she mentioned
that her friend was a member of the
new cast she was admitted without
further question.

But Terry had come to watch, and
not to be seen. Standing unneticed
in a shadowy part of the wings, she
looked on with excited interest not
unmixed with a stifled longing as the
parts were read.

Her pulse quickened when Joyce
stepped forward to read her lines—
the lines that Terry might have been
m‘:zatiing1 herself. Her chum's clear,
musical voice and expressive acting
did full justice to the appealing role
—and erry could hardly refrain
from joining in the little burst of
clapping that followed.

“I'm %lad I let Joyce have the
part!” she breathed softly. M And
nothing—no one must spoil her

success!’

Just then there came a slight dis-
turbance at the stage-door—and
Terry, hands clenched as she Trecog-
nised a girl's cool, insolent tones.

“Please tell Miss Joyce Gayford
that her friends have called. The
name is Duval.”

Terry drew back instinctively in
the shadow of the scenery, as Joyce,
her attractive face flushed with ex-
citement, hurried from the stage,

Then Terry heard a man's deep,
suave voice:

“ah, Miss Gayford! This is &
pleasure I have been looking forward
to!”

Cauttously Terry took a step for-
ward—and her heart missed a beat_as
she caught sight of the speaker. For
the grey-bearded, distinguished-
locking man bending over Joyce's
hand was a complete stranger!

In Terry's mind, relief and disap-
pointment conflicted; relief on her
chum’s account — disappointment
that, after all, she was no nearer to
solving the mystery that clouded her
brothel’s name.

In broad daylight. the dark-haired,
stylighly dressed girl standing beside
Joyce looked quite charming and
friendly. Terry wondered if she could
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fi. .
as she left the

have imagined the hard, almost ruth-
less gleamm she had seen in the
other's eyes when she had met her
on the pavement last night

At that moment, the bearded man
straightened himself to avoid a heavy
plece of scenery that a stage-hand
was carrying along the passage. He
frowned in annoyance, and tugged
irritably at the lobe of his ear.

Terry slmost betrayed herself by her
excited gasp. That was the gesture
that Phil had mentioned—a charac-
teristic of. his enemy! Perhaps, after
all, the bearded stranger was an
impostor!

But—how could she make sure?
Even now, Joyce's new friends were
leading her out to the smart Ccar
waiting at the kerb,

Terry threw all caution to the
winds.. Now, if ever, her flair for act-
in%{must come to her aid!

ardly pausing to draw a breath,
Terry sped out of the stage-door,
seizing her chum effusively by both

hands.

+ Joyce—darling!™ she exclaimed.
«what luck, running into you like
this. You simply must introduce me
to your friends. I've mever met a
real, live film producer before!”

to meet chum's
glance.

“I'm so scrry I can't stop now,
Terry,” said Joyce, rather hastily,
“put my friends are taking me to
lunch at Martelli's Y

“Why, I was thinking of going
there myself " Terry declared reck-
lessly, thinking of the slender pay-
packet she had collected that morn-
ing. “They serve such super meals!
Would you mind awfully if I came
along with you?"

And once again she turned a dazz-
ling smile on the bearded Mr, Duval.

nflilnchingly she met the search-
ing glance of his rather cold grey

eyes,

“Not at all!” he murmured
gallantly, as he held oben the door of
the car. “Any friend of Joyce Gay-

friend of ours—eh,

ford's Is a
Dolores?”

“Of course, father,” drawled that
girl, though the swift, forced smile
she shot at Terry held unmistakable
susplicion. *“We'd better hurry, be-
fore the place gets too crowded."”

Terry was conscious of the strained
atmosphere as they drove to the
restaurant, though she pretended not
to notice anything amiss.

her reproachful
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In consternation Terry stared at the photograph. Joyce's new friend was the girl
who had helped to ruin Terry’s own brother.

And she turned a dazzling smile on
the bearded gentleman.

The latter raised his eyebrows, ex-
changing a glance with his daughter.
Joyce's attractive face had turned
pink with surprise and embarrass-
ment.

“Why, Terry,” she faltered, "I
thought you were at the office——"

“I got the morning off, dear” said
Terry airily, “and 1 couldn’'t resist
the temptation to slip round and
see you. Especially as you'd told me
that vou were meeting the famous
Mr. Duval!”

Mr. Duval coughed, fingering the
lobe of his ear. Hls daughter was
eyeing Terry in a puzzled fashion.

“Haven’'t 1 met you hefore some-
where?" she drawled.

Terry's pulses guickened, and she
was instantly on her guard.

“{ shouldn’t be surprised! The
world's & small place, isn't it? I'm
Terry—and Joyce and 1 have known
each other for ages. I was thrilled
to hear of her wonderful chance to go
on the films!™

Terry was deliberately adopting a
vivacious, scatter-brain manner to
divert suspicion from her real pur-
pose—her intention of finding out
more about this couple! .

Joyce was staring at her in be-
wllderment, and Terry hardly dared

Jovce scarcely exchanged & word

with her. It was clear that she was
pboth bewildered and annoyed by this
surprising behaviour on the part of

her usually self-effacing chum.

Mr., Duval made a few polite re-
marks about the weather, and his
daughter busled herself in powdering
her nose,

Arrived at the glittering restaurant,
beneath the roaring streets of
London, Mr. Duval went to see about
a table, while the girls removed their
coats. For a few minutes Terry and
Joyce were left on their own. Her
blue eyes full of reproach, Joyce
turned on her chum.

“W¥ou may have spoilt everything
for me,” she declared. “Though
they are too nice to show 1it, T'm
certain the Duvals are annoyed. You
shouldn’t have "

“pather's ordered lunch,” drawled
the dark-haired girl, linking her hand
through Joyce's Arm Amn ignoring
Terry. “We'd better joln him™

It was a delightful lunch that
awaited them, but Terry was harvdly
conscious of the food. Mindful of
her purpose, she kept up 8 running
flow of gay small talk—mainly dbout
films—hoping to draw Mr. Duval or
his daughter into some unwary ad-
mission.

But by the time the ices were served.
she had completely failed to conflrm
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ner - suspiclons. The orchestra
struck up for dancing, and several
couples moved out on to the floor.

Mr. Duval rose gallantly to his feet.
“May -1 nave the pleasure?” he
asked pointedly, as he bent over

Terry's chair. I believe my daughter
has & little business matter to dis-
cuss with Miss Gayford.”

Terry's eves flashed. So this was
his polite way of preventlng her from
finding out too much. ery well!
It was her wits sagainst his—and
Terry was confident that she could
turn the tables.

“T'd be delighted, Mr. Duvall" she

declared. :
They glided out to the floor. Mr.
Duval  danced perfestly—a -distin-

guished flgure with his greying hair
and heard. But his shrewd eyes were
disconcertiug,

“You're an unusual young lady,
Miss—er—Terry,” he said. *“By the
I didn't catch your second
name.”

“Esmond,” replied Terry, fiashing
him a smile, “You wouldn't know
it, of course. I'm quite an ordinary
person—not famous, like you. But
we've got one thing in common.”

“ Really?” Mr. Duval raised hls eye-
brows. *And what is that?”

Terry drew a quick breath.

“We're both interested
tures!” she replied daringly.

She felt the other stiffen; saw the
suspicious hardening of his grey €yes.
Then he gave & short laugh.

“T see—you mean the movies, of
course?”

“Of course!” replied Terry inno-
cently. “What else could I have
meant. My brother's interested in
ictures, too—the other kind, you
NOW. Did you ever read in the
papers about some valuable paintings
that were stolen from Cyrus Morgan,
the art-collector?”

The other's cold grey eyes narrowed
a little.

“I can't say that I did, Miss—er—
Esmond,” he regued.

“well, my brother believes he
knows who stole them,”. went on
Terry, galmng courage. “And one
day he’ll find proof. The man is
tall, handsome and clean-shaven—
and he has a scar on his chin.”

Mr, Duval laughed, fingering his

beard.
“Quite like a film-story, Miss
Esmond,” he remarked.

in—pic-

“Quite!” agreed Terry, her heart .

beating quickly. They were danc-
ilng away from the others now,
beneath the softly shaded lights.

And suddenly Teiry appeared to
miss her footing on the polished
floor. She gave a little gasp, her
hand flying out as though to save
herself—her fingers closing recklessly
on Mr. Duval's beard.

She heard his stified ejaculation,
and the beard seemed to give way in
her grasp.

And just then the lights in the
restaurant went out as, quick as
thought, her companion brushed
against the switch.

FOR THE SAKE OF HER CHUM

* HAT was a dangerous thing to
do, Miss Esmond!"” came his
deep, unruffled voice from the

darkness. ‘‘You might have had us

both over!”

Her wrist was held In iron grip,
while a clamour of voices arose in the
aarkened restaurant. Next moment
the lights flashed on a%ain—and Mr.
Duval stood there, smiling down at
her reproachfully, smoothing his grey
beard gently with his fingers.

“ A little accident,” he explained to
the agitated waiter who hurried up.
2% ¥ young friend slipped, and fell
agalnst the switch. 1 take full re-
sponstbility. Come, Miss Esmond.”

He led her back to the table,
blandly explaining the “accident”
for the benefit of Joyce and his
daughter,

But Terry’s pulses were racing
madly as she tried to catch Joyce's
Her suspicions were confirmed!
This man was a false friend. He was
Vernon Silverton — her brother's
enemy—in disguise!

But what new, scoundrelly game
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were he and his daughter playing?
What lay behind their pretended in-
terest in her chum?

Terry’s hands were clenched. What
ever their plot, she was determined to
expose it. :

Her chum’s face was flushed with
exeitement, now. It was clear that
Dolores had been spinning some
feasible story.

“Everything's arranged, father,” re-
marked the girl in a low volce, W
a meaning glance in Terry’s direction.
Joyce has eed to sign the con-
tract when e joins our party to-
morrow evening.”

‘S?lendid, Miss Gayford!” said Mr.
Duval, smeothing his beard. “The
party commences at seven—and you
will be able to hire a ' Maid Marian'’
costume and mask. You have the
address safely?”

Joyce nodded excitably, as she
picked up a slip of paper that lay
on the table and dropped it inte her
handbag. ;

Terry saw the swift, cunning glance
that pessed between Mr. Duval and
his daughter. She started forward,
feeling that she must at all costs
try to warn ner chum that trickery

was afoot. “Don’t trust them!
They aren't the people you think the{
are.| They—they're out to tric
youl!”

There was & Sudden, tense silence
at the table; only the blare of the
orchestra had prevented Terry's ex-
cited accusation being heard by the
other diners.

In shocked surprise Joyce looked
across at her chum,

“Terryl What do you mean?
Erour don’t know what you are say-~
ng!”

Mr. Duval
his hand clos!
daughter’'s arm.

“Miss Gayford—I'm sorry. I was
half afraid your friend might cause a
scene. I had not meant to tell you—
but my daughter recognised her
when we first met. She is the girl
who so nearly robbed you of your part
in the ° Wayward Princess.” She was
at Mr. Hartley's office yesterday even-
rsuade him to take
her on in your stead! When she
failed, she determined to do her best
to get the film contract. While we
were dancing, I tumbled to her little
game——"

“On!" cried Terry, her eyes blazing.
" Joyce—that isn't truel”

Joyce was on her feet, her face
deathly ‘pale, her blue eyes fixed
in wondering reproach on her chum's

ve a smooth laugh,
g warningly on his

face,
“Terry—were you at Mr, Hartley's
office, yesterday?” she asked. Then
as Terry was silent, she added
brokenly: *So that is why you
weren't Rleased when 1 told you my
news—why you acted so strange! You
were jealous!”

“ Joyce——" Terry started forward

appealingly. * Joyce, ¥ou don't
understand! I——"

But with a bitter glance, Joyce had
turned away.

“Pplease—nplease let’s go!” she

whispered, slipping her hand through
Dolores’ arm.

Dolores flashed a  triumphant
glance at her father as they left the
table. Mr, Duval lingered to pay the
He tapped Terry lightly on the
shoulder. .

“1 guggest, Miss Esmond,” he re-
marked pleasantly, “that in future
you mind your own business. It
really doesn't pay to meddle!”

Terry felt too choked to reply. Her
eyes smarting, she stared after him as
he followed Joyce and his daughter
out of the restaurant.

«“ Joyece,” whispered Terry brokenly,
« Joyce—they shan’t get away with
this! I'm not beaten, yet!”

TI—IAT night Terry came to a reck-
less decision. She knew that it
would be useless to warn Joyce, now.
After what had happened, her chum
would never helieve her.

But there was one last chance of
foiling the tricksters—of discovering
their mysterious plot, before it was
too late,

Mr. Duval had mentioned a cos-
tume—and a mask. That suggested

a masked ball, of some kind. And
she had canght a ?impse of “the
address on that slip o i)aper.

If her da.ring glan failed, she knew
that ghe woul
from her chum; but it was a risk she
must take—for Joyce's sake—and for
Phil's!

After tes, next day, she rang up
Joyce's house, It was Mrs, Gayford
who answered--and Terry was con-
scious of a little pang at the thought
of the trick she intended to play on
her chum.

In a disguised, affected voice, she
gave her m e. Would Mrs., Gay-
ford please tell Joyce that Dolores
had rung? The time for the part
had been changed, It would be half-

and not seven. -

Terry ated the time, so that
there could be no possible mistake.
Then, a little lump in her throat, she

z‘a.n%l off. ¥

she had already hired the cos-
tume mentioned by Mr. Duval. Why
he should specifically have men-
tioned a *Maid Marion” outfit she
could not understand—but she felt
confident that, with her ability as an
actress, she should easily be able to
pass herself off as Joyce!

At seven o'clock precisely, she dis-
mounted from & taxi outside a big
house in one of London’s more exclu-
sive stiuares. The house was ablaze
with lights, and there was obviously
an important function taking place.

Prom the taxi-driver she learnt
that this was the town residence of a
famous diplomat—a man noted for
his priceless collection of pictures.

Terry's ?ulses quickened. Pic-
tures! Could that be a coincidence?
She was more than glad, now, that
she had decided on her daring mas-

querade.

And just then a slender, dark-

haired re in & shepherdess CO5-
mask came hurrying down
the steps.

*Joyce, my dear! You look en-
trancing! And you're just in time!”

Terry's heart missed a beat, as she
forced a gay little laugh—a laugh
exactly like Joyce's.

“But what a d affair, Dolores!
1 didn’'t dream {t would be anything
like this!"”

Dolores laughed carelessly, as she
linked & hand through her arm.

«“Oh, father gets lots of invitations
to important houses,” she said. “He'll
be waiting for us in the ballroom,
now.”

An important flunkey barred thneir
way. He was accompanied by &
purly, thick-set man who looked like
a plaln-clothes policeman.

The latter scrutinised Dolores’ card.
and then, with a smile, allowed the
two girls to pass.

In the magnificent ballroom an
orchestra was playing softly, as Terry
and her companion mingled with the
gally attired guests.

A quarter of an hour passed and
then she felt Dolores’ hand tighten

comes

on her arm.

“Here father,
breathed that girl. .

She spoke almost nervously, with a
guick glance at the tall ﬁgure who
had stepped through one of the side
doors—a handsome figure attired as
Robin Hood, but unmistakable with
his grey hair and pointed beard,

A quiver of arrows was slung on his
shoulder, and he walked with a care-
less swagger, the object of many
admiring glances.

“Ah, Miss Gayford !"” he murmured,
as he bent galiantly over her hand.
“Maid Marian, I should say! You
look charming! But business before
f vou girls will find
yourself a table on the terrace, T’ll
order coffee and ices, and we'll discuss
that little contract. By the way M
he eyed Terry quizzically—" your at-
tractive costume seems to lack 8
finishing touch.”

With a bantering smile he unslung
his quiver of arrows and slipped it
over Terry's shoulder.

At that moment there came a

now!"

sudden stir in the ballroom—an in-

dignant shout from the Aunkey at

the door. B
(Please turn fo the back page.)
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THE FIRST DANCING LESSON

ESLEY BRAILSFORD arrived in
Mexico to stay with her father's
old friend, Don Ramon. She in-

tended to organise a dancing school
for the Mexicans,

She expected to meet her brother,
Jim, who was ranch foreman for Don
Ramon, but, to her horror, learnt
from Kirk Denby, Don Ramon's
nephew, that Jim was now an outlaw
—a rustler!

Lesley, however, did not believe
this, and suspected that Xirk was
against her brother., She was con-
‘vinced that she could find a clue to
Jim’s innocence ai Bare Pine. Don
Ramon, thanks to Kirk, asked her to
promise not to go there without his
nephew.

L] - . . .

o SENORITA, our guests are waiting.
Hadn't you better get changed?”’
Kirk's soft reminder brought Lesley
to herself with a start.
“Kirk is right. I _would like you
to hurry, my dear,” Don Ramon said
sharpi}y.

course, Senor Ramon—I'm
sorry!"”

Lesley, her cheeks lou.mhngl from a
sense of rebuke, slid from the saddle
and hastened to her room to get
changed.

“Kirk lied—he meant to get me
in trouble,” she murmured. 'And
now L can't go riding without him.”

Then how could she get to Bare
Pine? How could she discover its
secret? A sense of _urgency came
with the guestion. Intuition cried
out that the secret was linked with
the mystery surrounding her btother.

“Kirk's agalnst Jim—I know it,”
Lesley thought. *“He doesn't want
Jim’'s innocence proved!”

She knew that the young rider, for
all his gay boyishness and charm,
was & rival; a dangerous, formidable
rival—the pleasant manner was only
a cloak. :

“But I'm not scared of Kirk, and
he hasn't taken me in, either!”
Lesley breathed.

She was determined to fight—
determined to clear her brother's
good name of the outlaw charge
which Kirk took such great pains to
siress. Her eyes suddenly sparkled.

The great thing now—the first
thing of all—was to make the danc-
ing lesson a success; to prove to
Don Ramon her keenness. Kirk had
tricked her, but that did not mean
she was heaten,

“7'l1 show him!" Lesley decided.

With a %rowing akcitement she
changed info a charming, simple
gown, and hurried down to the white
‘dobe hall. From inside came the
1ilt of stringed harmony, violins, and
guitars. The sweet scent of honey-
suckle and jasmine filled the alr
with their periume,
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“It's wonderful, almost like magic,”
Lesley breathed. “I know I can do
it. 1 know I can make this school
a success!”

She entered
quick breath at the scene.
raised platform a band of
hands provided the music; dark,
picturesquely clad senoritas and
riders swirled to the strains of a
1aNg0.

“Good, so _you are ready, my dear,”
called Don Ramon.

The dancing stopped as the tall
rancher came forward, and every
glance went in Lesley's direction.
Kirk, a half smile on his lips, waited
for the commencement of the lesson.

“we will start with the simple
waltz,” Lesley smiled. *“I'll ask Kirk
to be my partner as I show you the
steps. I'm quite sure he is bound to
be clever!”

An amused smile on his face, Kirk
came forward.

Quietly, simply Lesley explained
every point, then the music struck
up afresh; her own gay and light-
hearted manner made it all seem
ridiculously easy, Now there was no
buzz of conversation at all.

At last the whole class was circling
the hall, Lesley herself taking the
lead. There was laughter at the
little mistakes—flushed cheeks and
sparkling eyes; everything seemed to
he fun, And Lesley's enthusiasm, her
own love of dancing, seemed to in-
fect even the clumsiest.

The lesson finished with much
clapping and merry excitement. Don
Ramon came forward to take Lesley's

the hall and drew a
On the
ranch

arm.
“Excellent, my dear. I'm proud of
you—proud of my own idea,” he said

gently.

Lesley’s heart leapt, for the pleasure
on his face was unmistakable: all the
earlier disapffmiutment had gone.
He was satisfied—glad he had given
her the chance! Relief and joy over-
whelmed her for the moment.

Amidst eager cuestions and con-
gratulations the time for the next
Jesson was arranged, and the riders
and senoritas from the neighbouring
haciendas a} last left the gay, lighted
hall. There was the jingling of
harnesses and the clatter of wheels.

Lesley, a shawl thrown round her
shoulders, gazed into the moonlight
and watched them depart—they were

Kirk Was Gay, Handsome

And Popular. Only Lesley

Knew What A Crafty,

Treacherous Plotter He
Was.

.twinkling eyes.

By DENISE COWAN

her
coming true,
“That's one thing Kirk didn't

class! It was like a dream

spoil,” she thought merrily. *And
he's not stopping me helping Jim,
either.”

Sleep was difficult for Lesley that
night, and she was glad when the
warm Mexican - sunlight streamed
into the charming little room she
had been given. Downstairs the

.motherly Rosa already had breakfast

pre;iared. 4
*1 'ave 'ea you do great things
last night, senorita,” Rosa smﬂe%i.
when Lesley entered the room, "I
theenk Senor Ramon 'ave much sur-
prisg for ylou‘.?" R
“A surprise? Oh, Rosa, be
and tell mel” & arling
Lesley's excitement made her finish
breakfast only with the greatest of
efforts, and Rosa watched her with
Both started guiltily
when & faint ringin of _spurs
heralded the approach of Don Ramon
himself. He smiled when he saw
Lesley’'s flushed cheeks.

“So the good Rosa has been talk-
}ng. senorita?” Don Ramon said.
‘My dear, I have something I would
like you to wear for the next lesson
to-night—something to be worn now
whenever you dance.”

Lesley glanced up quickly, for Don
Ramon’s fine face had grown sad.
The white head bent as he laid a
polished sandalwood box on the
table. )

“It is an ornament that will make
your appearance more like that of
my own people,” he added. “It was
last worn by "—he hesitated—' some-
one else who loved dancing. Lesley,
won't you open the box?”

Lesley nodded. For some reason
she found it difficult to speak:. the
slight hesitancy brought a lump to
her throat., The content of the box,
whatever it might be, must have
once belonged to someone Don
Ramon held dear.

. Then she opened the lid and an
incredulous cry burst from her lips

Glittering stones burned in the
light of the sun, flashing and glinting
from a background of velvet. She
gazed awe-stricken at a beautiful
tiara fashioned as & tall Spanish

comb,
“You like it?" Don Ramon asked

gently.

“It—it's wonderful, I doun’t know
what to say,” Lesley faltered.

“It's for you, my dear, to wear
when dancing,” Don Ramon smiled.
“1 think someone else would have
liked that as well. Go to your room
and try it on now.”

Lesley tried to smile back, but her
eyes were blurred and the smile
rather shaky. She could ouly sgueeze
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the rancher's hand, then 1y from the
room. It was a tribute such_ as she
had never been paid before in her life.

Before her own full-length mirror
she tenderly arranged the shining
comb in her hair,

“It's bheautiful!" Lesley breathed.
“I shall be afraid to——"

She broke off with a start, for
another reflection shadowed her own
in the mirror. A reflection of bronzed,
daredevil features surmounted by
curly brown hair,

“Ohl™ Lesley whirled.

“Yyes, it is Dbeautiful—and very
valuable, too,” Kirk grinned boyishly.
“Lesley, you are honoured indeed.”

“Thank you, Kirk. And now would
you mind going?”

Kirk shrugged.

«“All right, I oniy came to warn
you,” he smiled. “Still, I suppose
uncle takes it for granted that even
an outlaw wouldn’t stoop to robbing
his sister. Or isn't that why you
just sald you'd be afraid?”

i{.ﬁgley‘s cheeks flamed, then went
W,

“Get out, Kirk!” she blazed.
«Jim’'s innocent—you know itl
You're against him! You're de-

liberately trying to——" She bit
back the direct accusation in time.

“Quien sabe—who knows?” Kirk
mocked.
those jewels all the same, Lesley.
The tiara is valuable enough to
tem};l)t even a brother,” he said slowly.

The young rider swung from the
room and Lesley's anger chilled to
misgiving; from misgiving to fear,

Supposing someone did steal the
tiara—someone unknown? The blame
would be put on Jim right away.
Behind Kirk's hinting lay something
much grimmer,

Lesley's hands clenched at the
thoughts, and fears raced through
her mind, She recalled the secret—
the possible clue—hidden at the first
rock near Bare Pine.

If only it would giﬁ proof of Jim's
innocence!

“f must find cut right away. I
daren't waste any more time,” she
determined. “I'll have to chance li—
get to Bare Pine alonel™

A VISIT TO BARE PINE

ESLEY sighed with relief when
the jewelled comb had been
safely returned to Don Ramon.

Once again she was clad In riding

clothes. )

“T11 lock this away with the rest
of the family treasures,” the old
rancher told her. *“You see, In
Mexico, my dear, we iry to keep up
tradition—that's partly why I want
you to wear this. Out here we take
dancing seriously.” 2

“I'm serious about it, too,” Lesley
answered,

Her smile vanished directly Don
ramon had goue, With swift, de-
cisive steps she stepped into the
bright sunlight outslde; the general
roise and flurry showed ranch life
had been in full swin% since dawn.
Tethered horses stood by the hitch-
ing-rail.

ley moved to the rail and
glanced towards passing riders and
ranch hands; no one seemed to pay
any heed. A dust-stained Mexican
driver nearby was preparing his
loaded horse-buggy for a return to
the town.

“yt's a risk, but I'll try to slip
away now,” Lesley decided. "1 can
lead my horse to the cover of those
trees over there—they often let
horses aze loose—then I'll mount
out of sight of the buildings.”

Her heart beat faster when she
reached the chestnut horse, which
was hers for the duration of her
stay at the ranch. Again she thought
of Don Ramon's order that she was
not to go riding alone.

“1 hate to have to disobey him,”
she murmured, “Oh, why does
everything have to work out like
this? It’s Kirk—Kirk who's at the
back of it alll” :

The very recollection of Kirk made
Lesley look about warily: she half
expected to see him behind her. Her
pulses raced when she made cegtain
he was nowhere about. With grow-
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“But I shouid look after

ilnégl'.seexcitement she untethered the

“1 theenk the senorita forget,” a
sharp voice rang out. *“Eef you ride,
then Ricardo come, 001" ’

Lesley wheeled with a gasp of dis-
may. From the shadow of one of the
buildings a tall, scar-faced Mexican
rideIr s;cepped tforwi;rd. i -

“I—I'm not going riding,” ey
said. * Not just now.” .

She eased the tethering rope and
stood back from the chestnuti, a
feeling of despair making her fumble.
Of course, uld have known
Kirk would never take chances—he
left Ricardo with orders to

watch her. 5 :

“My apologies, senorital” Ricarde
shrutgged. and strolled across to lean
on the hitching rail. ‘‘Eet is better

1 stay here in case you should need
me.”

Inwardly, Lesley frowned, but
man to force a smile and walk
away carelessly.

How could she get to Bare Pine?
The guestion seemed to ring in her

ears. .
The mental image of Kirk's mock-

in% smile stung Lesley to anger;
determination grew into recklessness.
The sudden clatter of wheels made
her turn swiftly—the horse-buggy
was starting out for San Redas.

Through a rising screen of grey
and red dust Lesley could see the
team being urged forward; the loaded
buggy Swayed and bounced Aacross
the uneven trail.

“The buggy!” Lesley tensed, her
eyes shining. “I wonder i

Inspiration sped through her ming;
the very daring of it held an appeal
in itself. In a second she was run-
ning fast to where the bu wWas
beginning to turn, The choking
clound of dust from the wheels com-
pletely hid her from view.

The swinging, clattering tailboard
seemed to rise up in front of her
and Lesley made one frantic grab;
her fingers chafed on rough wood,
The next she knew, she was perched
precariously over the tailboard and
drawing herself on to the cart.

“Golly, I've made it! What a
jump!”

Breathless and dishevelled, Lesley
rolled amongst the roped crates and
cases; she rather felt she wanted to
laugh. The noise of the ron-shod
wheels and jolting cargo drowned
any sound she might have made in
her scramble, The driver remained
staring ahead.

Lesley kept down out of sight and
made herself comfortable against the
largest of crates. The bugy was al-
ready clear of the ranch and ascend-
ing the slope, which formed the one
made trail into town. They would
gass within & quarter of a mile of

are Pine.

“Even Kirk could hardly have done
petter,” Lesley pondered triumph-
antly. “I almost wish he could have
seen me do that!"

She hugged her knees and watched
the purplé outline of the beautiful
Sierra Madre mountain chain; forest
and woodland stretched away in the
distance.

At long last the gaunt outline of
Bare Pine rose clearly against the
backglround of sky, and Lesley eased
herself to the edge of the tailboard
afa.m. Her cheeks flushed with ex-
¢ ;,eénent and the cool beat of the
wind.

“Sapristi!” the astonished driver
gas;g[gg, suddenly turning.

“hank you, senor,” Lesley called
merrtly, and slid neatly from the
back of the cart.

She landed gracefuily on the trall
with both feet and commenced run-
ning into the scrub. The bewildered
driver shook his head, shrugged, and
turned his attention back to the

team.

“It's a pity he had to svce me, but
it can’'t be helped,” Lesley thought
gaily. “ Anyway, I haven't exactly
ridden alone.”

She ran between the boulders and
clumps of prickly pear, making her
way to the pine. What would she
find there? Would it help clear her
prother? Whatever the secret, she

knew it must be of vital importance
to Ju

m,
At last Lesley reached the great
pine and carefully determined which
Eogktr,xler brother had meant by the

“Jt must be this one—this great
boulder here!”
Lesley stooped by the rock and

rer heart beating wildly, studied
every inch of its surface. Nothing
hidden there, anyway. If only she
knew just what to look for! The
note had simply stated: “FIRST
ROCE—BARE ”,

“There's certainly nothing written
on the boulder,” she murmured.
“Hallo, what's this?”

Lesley's keen gsz.e sped to disturbed
earth under the boulder, although
the rock itself appeared bedded
firmly. More as an experiment than
anything else, she suddenly leaned
all’ her weight on the rock.

“QOhnh!" she gasged.

For the great boulder had vielded
quite easily; it rolled back—to reveal
a hole hidden beneath.

In & flash Lesley was on hands and
knees, cautiously exploring the aper-
ture. The hole, part rock, part earth,
was two feet deep and roughly as
wide—but sunk in the side of more
rock. She could only feel for what
it contained. Then she tensed.

All Lesley’s hopes seemed to die.
To her astonishment and bitter dis-
may the cavity appeared perfectly
empty. No, not perfectly empty.
There was 8 single green kerchief,
a siik bandana similar to the one
Kirk and his men had already
recovered.

The bandana was down a crack in

the rock.

“That's all, But Jim wouldn’t
have scribbled a note for just this”
Lesley murmured despairingly.

She pushed the bandana into her

cket  and knelt without moving, -

hat could have happened? What
else had the cavity hidden?

Again Lesley reached out to ex-
lore, but she already knew it was

opeless, A light movement made
her turn round. - . -

“Kirk!"” she burst out. A

Kirk Denby, his sombrero tilted
from his unruly curls, stood beside
his horse and smiled down at her.

“Well, are you satisfled, Lesley?”
he asked mockingly. *“You look a
little disappointed about something.”

Lesley did not answer at first, but
understanding came with a rush.
Suddenly she knew why the cavity
had contained nothing except that
bandang. The angry colour swept to
her cheeks.

She was too late, she realised with
horror. She had been outmanceuvred
after all, The smiling Kirk must
have reached Bare Pine first. He
had already removed what had been
hidden there!

A HOLD UP

1" IRK, it was you! You've taken
out what was under the
rock!”

Lesley blurted the accusatlon
before she realised she had
done so—blurted it_furiously.

Of course it was Kirk! Kirk, who
was against her brother, wished to
see him condemned! In her anger
and bitter disappointment Lesley
saw everything clearly. Now she
knew that the secret would have
helped Jim to prove his innocence!

““you think you can do as you like,
Kirk—that everyone's under your
spell!” Lesley blazed. "“Well, Tm
not! I'm not taken in by you!”

“No, I can see youre not! My
charm seems rather wasted!” Kirk
grinned. “X wish I quite understood
all you meant!”

He suddenly threw back his head
and laughed boyishly, the broad
shoulders shaking with mirth. But
his eyes were mirthless when he
looked back to Lesley.

“Why should I take anything from |
beneath the rock?” Kirk asked softly.
“My poor Lesley, you let your lma%'m-
atlon run away with you!l he
senorita finds an empty hole—prob-
ably the lair of some animal—and
then jumps to stupld conclusions!”
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“That's where you're wrong!'”
Lesley flashed.

For one moment she ve nearly
showed him the bandana, W ich she
now guessed had been overlooked
when everything else was removed.

Caution” prevented her barely in
time; she gl psed a slight tighten-
ing of Kirk's lips. His eyes narrowed
dangerously.

(30 on, senorita,” he drawled.

v don't know what to believe,”
Lesley countered.

She was relieved when she saw his
handsome features seem 1o relax.
The young rider was his * devil-may-
care ” self once again.

“And mnow all the compliments
have been paid,” Kirk said §s.lly, “I
suppose vou'll rely on me to take you
back to the ranch? It'll be an awful
long walk, you Know, Lesley!”

“1'1l1 manage.”

Lesley bit her lip when she thought
of the long trek back over uneven
ground to the ranch-house.

“But I really couldn’t allow that,”
Kirk smiled. * A vacquerois supposed
to be gsllant, and my uncle lays
great store by that. Senorita, my
horse will take two.” )

He bowed laughingly, then his face

hardened.

“Of course, but you may have
something else on your mind," Kirk
said slowly. I shall believe you have

if you dislike me too much.’

“I accept — vacquero!” Lesley
lau%hed. .

She must play up to Kirk, she
decided. She had to find out what

his game was—how he fitted into the
mystery. For that reason she dared
not antagonise him too far at present,

Lesley mounted Kirk's horse and
glimpsed the yc»uu%l rider vault on
behind her, He hummed merrily
whilst they returned to the ranch,
his deft hands wheeling the roan
petween boulders and scrub.

“ pAdios, till the lesson to-night!”
Kirk doffed his sombrero and slid
down to help Lesley dismount. His
eves twinkled. *“May the senorita be
an even greater success!”

Once in her own room at the ranch-
house, Lesley drew out the bandana
and studied it, Why should it he
almost identical to the one normally
worn by her brother? Was there
some particular meaning behind it?

An excited cry rose to her lips.
She stared at the bandana,
€

wide-

yed.

“It's been worn as a mask! The
way it's been folded shows it's been
drawn tight Across someone’s Nose.”

Lesley experimented, testing the
folds against her own face to make
sure. Two ends of the silk bore
deep creases where they had been
knotted many times in exactly the
same spot, and the width was too
great for anyone's neck.

“14's been tied round the head!”
Lesley breathed. "It would cover the
wearer’s face to the eyes”

Then who had worn the silk mask?
she ruled out her own brother at
once. Who but an outlaw or rustler
would have any need to go masked?

wCould it be—Kirk?’ she asked

herself wonderingly. “Oh, if only I
could be sure!”

Supposing the young rider were
linked with the rustlers, who came
from the hills? Lesley’s eves shone,
for a way of testing her theory
pecurred to her. She was in a fever
of impatience until the time of the
dancing lesson that evening.

“My dear, the tiara looks wonder-
ful on you!" Don Ramon smiled,
when hé led Lesley into the hall
“Jt ought to inspire you to-night!'’

Again laughing senoritas  and
riders swirled to the strains of the
musie, Lesley's faultless tuition
overcoming thelr slips and mistakes.
The flickering flames from a small
log fire threw shadows across the
white 'dobe walls.

“The good Rosa’s work,” Kirk
grinned when he entered. “1 warned
her the dancing would beat the
night chill.”

e looked more handsome than
ever in full Spﬂ.nlﬁh costume with
bolero éacket embrotdered in gold.

“Kirk, you're just in time to prove
exactly how much you've learned.”
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Lesley regarded him with a thought-
ful expression. “Could you do the
first waltz steps without watching
your feet—do them biindfold?”
“The senorita moccks me!” Kirk

joked.

“No, I'm not)” Lesley declared,
holding out the green bandana.
“Come on, let me see if you can
dance blindfolded!”

To her delight Kirk nodded and
tossed his sombrero aside.

Lesley held her breath. Only the
fact that her colour was a little
higher than usual might have given
away what she felt. Would the

creases of the Eknot marks?  Her
hands shook slightly as she placed
the scarf ound rk's head and

ar
started to pull it tight.

“Lesley!” Kirk hissed.

With a cat-like movement, all the
the more startling because it was 50
unexpected, he ripped the bandana
away from his face. Whirling on his
heel, the young rider sprang to the
fire and hurled the strip of silk into
the flames.

‘“ Come on,
qut the folded silk bandana.

a bad friend,” he whispered.
i iSehrt)‘rit.a. you have made one to-
n

he. lesson took & more practical
side and everyone joined in dancing
again. Then someone begged for the
traditional rumba

“Thees ees where we show the
senorita!” laughed a rider. .

“and I love to learn!” Lesley

kled.

She danced with. the rest, Don
Ramon himself beconung her part-
ner., The flames of the fire—the
colourful dresses—gave 8 romantic,
(xotic effect. Suspended raskets of
flowers vibrated on their slender
chains from the ceiling beams.

But Lesley's gaze was seeking tor
Kirk ;: for once even dancing could
not hold her. She wondered what he
was thinking and planning: their
antagonism now reached a

climaX.

Kirk was lost to sight in that gay,
whirling throng, however, and with
an effort she recalled her attention to
dancing. The tiara in her hair
purned like fire,

Suddenly a blast of cold air warned
that the doors had been hurled open
wide. Everyone turned. There were
oasps—~Aa Scream from a girl.

let me see if you can dance blindfolded,” said Lesley, and she held
Little did Kirk realise

the grim purpose behind her

laughing challenge.

“Kirk!” Don Ramon burst out in
astonishment.

Lesley went white, her gaze on the
blazing silk neckerchief. Kirk must
have recognised her intention in
time. For that split second she noted
the cruel set of his mouth--the cold

eyes.

“T was right, then. The mask
would have fitted him,” Lesley
breathed. *“It was hisl!”

The incident had passed in a flash,
Kirk’s expression changing again.
He was smiling and collected as usual
when he turned to his uncle and
gugsts

{;ea?olog‘les. Now I shall have to
sley my own bandana for a

give

plindfold,” Kirk said. *“There was &
Boisonous spider on the other!
esley, you had & closer call than
you know!"”

He grinned shakily and pretended
to shudder, whilst one or two of the
guests gasped in horror. Don Ramon,
grave-faced, strode to the
snatch up a poker and press the
neckerchief deeper in the biaze.

“Good going, Kirk,” congratulated
an American rider. “I guess we've
got to hand it tc you for nerve!"

Laughter and chatter broke out
once again, Lesley having to go
through the pretence of testing
Kirk's steps. Her gaze met his for a
second.

“I once warned you about making

“Stay where you are—and Kkeep
your hands up!”

The harsh order rang out over the
hubbub. Framed in the open door-
way stood a tall figure; a figure in a
cream, high-crowned stetson, a black
mask coverlng the lower part ol the
face. In the gloved, unwavering
hands glittered two levelled six-guns.

Now there was a startied silence.

Then one of the men—an American
cowboy employed on Don Ramon’s
ranch—made a movement to reach
down to his hip.

Again that volce rang out, grim and

steely.
“Reach up, I said, or I'm warnin’
you there'll be shooting!”

The hubbub broke out again.

“The outlaw!”

“It's Brailsford—Jim Brailsford!”

Lesley was staring at that masked
figure dazedly.

The colour had drained from her
face, for the volce—like the clothes
—had been familiar. From heneath
the down-turned brim of the stetson
there showed a stray lock of blond
hair. A murmur of horror came from
her lips.

The masked intruder’s general
appearance was that of her brother!

Is Lesley’s brother a thief after all ?

Ses next week's GIRLS' CRYSTAL for
more chapters of this exciting new serial.
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VINCENT THOUGHT HER A SNEAK

HOUGH the rest of the riding
team at Mallington Co-ed College
belteved Vincent Conrad to be

an Outsider, Paddy - Dare, their cap-
tain, trusted him. She was certain
that Vincent had an unknown enemy
in the school working against him,
and declared that if Vincent did any-
thing to prove she was wrong to trust
him she would resign her captaincy.

When it appeared that Vincent had
heen to a local bookmaker’s Paddy
challenged him. He arranged to meet
her in Balton Woods, which were out
of bounds, and explain. 3

Paddy expected him to send her a
ndte, telling her the time of ! the
meeting, but was imprisoned by an
unknown enemy whom she had nick-
named the Whisperer. $She was re-
leased by Isabella Rocco, the South
american girl, and hurried along to
léhek practice ground at Mallington

ark.

But before she reached it she met
Derek Mallard, captain of Boys' Slde.
He was leading Whitey, Vincent's
horse, and behind him was Vincent.

It appeared that someone had
sneaked to Mr. Voster, one of the
masters, that Vincent was .breaking
hounds. And Vincent believed that it
was Paddy's doing!

o YOU can all go to the dickens—
all of you!”

Those last, furiously bitter words of
yincent Conrad still rang in Paddy's
pars as she stared in dismay down the
lane after him.

“On gosh,” she breathed unhappily,
«yincent thinks I gave him away to
Mr. Voster—that he was trapped out
of hounds because of me!”

It hurt Paddy. Not that she blamed
vincent. In the circumstances he had
made a very natural mistake.

“paddy, dear, please don’'t te upset.
This was bound to happen.”

Jo Winter was at her side, gentle
and sympathetic.

paddy glanced at her chum,

* Jo, he may be cxpelled "

+But, Paddy, he asked for trouble
—he always has!" Jo pointed out.
She lowered her voice so that the rest
of the riding team grouped at the
gates did not overhear, “I'm only
thankful that you didn’t go tc meet
nhim as he wanted you to. Then you
would have been caught out of
bhounds, too!”

Paddy bit her lip.

“ Maybe, Jo. But vou don’'t under-
stand- -

“aAll I understand,” sald Jo with
firmness, "is that you've been saved
an awful row with the Head. That's
what matters to me—not Conrad!”

Paddy was silent. She could under-
stand Jo's point of view and she
valued her chum's concern for her-
self. But Jo did not appreciate the
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Neither did the
others for that matter, as their
different comments proved when they

came up.

“Rotten biz, this, Paddy.” said
curly-haired Jimmy Court. * At least,
though, you're wise to the Iellow

now,
“ Ahout time!” grunted Ron Bullten
in his aggressive, tactless way.
“Well, let’'s drop the matter,” sug-
gested Dot Nelson. ‘‘Blow Conrad !
Don't forget we came out here to

full circumstances.

practice——
“and don't forget,” put in Isabella
Rocco, the South erican ghrl, .

softly, “that Paddy made & promise
about resigning the captaincy if
Vincent did another shady thing!"”

“Oh, don't talk about that now,
Isabella!” cried Jo angrily. -

“vyes, we can surely discuss that
later,” put in quiet Max Miden. "I
wonder, though,” he added thought-
fully, “who gave Conrad away to Mr.
Voster? Not that it matters, 1
suppose.

But it
Paddy. It exercised her mind gbove
all else just then—that and the pos-
sible punishment awailting Vincent
Conrad back at the college. |

She made a guick decision.

“Look, everyone,” she said, “this—
this has all been a hit upsetting. Do
you mind awfully if I don't take part
in the practice just now?”

“Of course not, Paddy,” said Jimmy
instantly, and most of the others
nodded.” “And we can talk about the
captaincy later,” he added, with a
slightly hostile glance at Isabella.

“Thank you.” sald Paddy. She
turned and picked up her bicycle.
“1'1] see you all later.”

“Paddy,” called Jo, “there’s some-
thing 1 want to say -

“Later. Jo, please.” said Paddy. and
swung on to her cycle and pedalled
away down the lane. She was con-
sciouls that they stood in 'a group,
staring after her. She pedalled hard,
lips set.

“They think I'm against Vincent

v

AEEEAEEUEEEEAUEEEURNEEEURASBENESAFRANIAREEREnE

FORBIDDEN TO RIDE—
HIS HORSE TO BE
SENT AWAY

That Is The Drastic Pun-

ishment Meted Out To

Vincent Conrad. Read

How The Fiery Rebel Of

The College Reacts To
The Ban.
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did matter. tremendously, to |

By DOROTHY PAGE

now,” she muttered, *“I'll have to tell
them later that I'm mnot—1l'm Jolly
well not! But Vincent thinks I'm
against him, too! He thinks I
sneaked on him! Oh gosh, that's
Just awiul!™ -

She reached the colle%e, and dis-
mounting irom her cycle, marched
towards the school, wondering what
was going to happen to Vincent, won-
dering what she could do.

She knew she wanted to put her-
self right in his eyes; she sensed that
beneath his fury and bitterness he
had been deeply hurt at the supposed

-discovery that she had turned against

_him. She had been his only friend
in the whole school.
Would hez hit bad trouble? That

worrled Paddy. There was no_doubt
that Mr. Voster would take pleasure
in punishing Vincent—and if the
matter came before Dr, Heron Ames,
tife  Headmaster, expulsion  was
possible.

Paddy winced. In her mind’s eye
she saw again Vincent's twisted grin,
his Dblazing green-grey eyes, heard
again his bitter: *Paddy's againsi
me, too! Well—you can all go to the
dickens! It doesn’t matter now.”

“He doesn’t care what happens,”
Paddy muttered. *“He thinks every-
one hates him. But I jolly well care!
He's not going to be thrown out just
because oi the plotting of this awful
Whisperer!™

The Whisperer! The unknown! 50
clever, so ceadly cunning! Yes, the
Whisperer was at the root of so much.
The Whisperer! A member of the
riding team, she felt sure—but which

member? If only she could unmask
him—or her! That would help.
surely?

And then Paddy paused. Her
roving eyes, looking for some sign of
vincent, caught sight of a tall, gowned
figure stalking from Boys' Side.

Tt was Mr, Voster. He was alone,

On swift impulse, Paddy leant her
bike against the school wall and ran
to intercept the master.

«Mr. Voster—nplease, could I speak
to you?” she called breathlessly.

He stopped, turned, and regarded
her coldly.

*Well, Miss Dare?”

Paddy stopped before him. She dis-
liked this cold, harsh master, but she
strove to be as polite as possible.

“T know I really have no right to
ask you, Mr. Voster,” she panted.
“But—but have you seen Vincent
Conrad yet?”

“you certainly have no right to
ask. Miss Dare,” he agreed. " But as
a matter of fact I have seen the boy
—_and dealt with him summarily!”

Paddy bit her lip. *“Dealt with him
summarily.” What did that mean?

Mr. Voster knew that Paddy cham-
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poned Vincent. His small mouth
held a tight smile, ;

“Ag @ iriend of his,” he said, “ you
may be relieved to know that he is
not faced with expulston.
duct merited it, I think,

¥,
gave him will brin

Paddy gave a tiny gulp. BSo it was
not expulsion—or the threat of it!
She knew relief, then uneasy anxtety.

“May—may I ask what punishment
you_gave him, Mr. Voster?”

“you may, Miss Dare,” he sald
calmly. “And I shall tell you.” He
paused, watching her with that un-
Eieasant little smile. “I_have for-

idden him to ride again this term1!”
If there was
remely im-
t was horse

Paddy's jaw dropped.
one thing that was 5U]
portant to the Outsider

riding!
«and I am now on my way,” con-
tinued the master, ' to see the Head

and arrange with him that the boy’s
horse—its name is Whitey, I helieve—
shall be sent away from the college
as soon as possible!”

“ Whitey—sent away!"

v Exactly!” He nodded.

«0Oh, Mr. Voster—nol” she burst
out impetuously. “He's terribly fond
of Whitey! It would break his heart
to lose him, Please! It is the worst
possible punishment—"

“Naturally,” cut_ in the master
curtly: *“That is why I chose it. It
will. I trust, teach the boy the lesson
e needs.” )

He turned away. Paddy was
appalled, This was no way to handle
Vincent! If anything, it would make
him break out and do something
really reckless, Jawless. She was abo'it
to protest, whatever the consequences
to herself, when behind the master,
by the entrance of Central Hall, she
saw & burly boy standing.

It was Guy Quist of the Fifth Form.

A startling thought—a flash * of
inspiration—made Paddy call out.

“ Mr. vOst.er—wgleaae listeal” she
cried. “If I could prove that Vincent
Conrad has an enemy who has made
things worse for him, has been plat-
ting against him all the time,
wouldn't that make a difference?
Wouldn't that alter his puntshment?”

The words came out in an impulsive
rush. The tall master turned, plainly
startled. He stared at her.

“ What nonsense is this, Miss Dare?"
he demanded. “An enemy—plotting
against Conrad? Rubbish!”

“put it would make a difference,
Mr. Voster?” Paddy pressed.

He frowned, puzzled, annoyed.

« possibly,” he said curtly. “How-
ever, 1 do not credit the idea for one
momentﬂ‘-wand I have no more time

to waste.

He staiked on. Paddy hardly saw
She whirled and started
run—run towards Guy Quist.
For Bl%lht of Guy had given her a
sudden hope right out o the blue!

w1 pelieve,” she whispered, “there’s
a chance to help Vincent, a chance to
unmas%i and bow! out the Whisperer
—now!”

VINCENT DOESN'T BELIEVE
ADDY was afire with eagerness and

to

hope.

Everything depended on Guy
uist—iox Guf had been in Central
all near the letter rack after lunch,
and wasn’t there an excellent chance
that he had been there when
vincent's note to Paddy had been
removed? That he would know who
had taken it?

“Oh gosh, if only he does know!”

):4 to Guy earlier,

put had only asked him if he had
seen Isabella in Central Hall. Paddy,
suspecting Isabella to be the Whis-
t time, had not gues-
fioned him further. But she would
now. She certainly would!

“Guy—please, Just a
called.

The burly boy turned. He was a
bully by nature and not popular.

«well, what is it?” he grunted.

Paddy reached him, eyes gleaming
excitedly.

“Guy. you know I asked you if
you'd seen Isabella Rocco 1n Central

sec!” she
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Hall wnile you Wwere there alter
lunch?” )

“aAnd I told yeu I hadn't.”
~ “Yes, I know, Guy. Forget abou
Tsabella—but listen: did you notice
if there was a note in the letter rack
for me?” B .

His answering nod made her heart

leap.

“Matter of fact there was a note
for vou,” he said. "I spotted it when
1 was looking for a letter I was ex-
pecting.”

Paddy grew tensed. So much de-
pended on his next answer.

“That note for me wasn't in the
rack when I came in,” she said, trying
to speak calmly. " You didn’t happen
10 see anyone take it?”

“vYes, I did,” he sald instantly.
“YWhat's wrong, anyway? Didn’t you
get the note?”

Paddy drew a long quivering breath.
This was it] Triumph! The Whis-
perer had tripped up at last] Possibly
the Whisperer had not noticed Guy
sitting reading in the alcove neat by.
But Guy had seen the note en.
And although he did not realise the

for if this were true then it looked as

slgnificance of it, he had the vital
information so necessary to Paddy.

Now .she could unmask Vincent'’s
enemy ! surely, she could do
something to minimise his latest
punishment, and save him from going
completely off the rails!

Flushed, thrilled, she stared at the
Fifth Former.

“Qh gosh, this is terrificl
tell mel Who took my note?
. He regarded her blankly.

“Hey, mean to say she didn't pass
it on tri"you?” he demanded.

s Guy—

“Af course!l Your chum's a she,
isn't she?”
Paddy's lips slowly parted. A

strange chill seemed to strike at her,

and she found it an effort to speak.
“My—my chum! You mean: &
« Josephine Winter, of course!

was Jo who took your note.”
Here was the answer, the answer

It

she had awaited 80 eagerly and
excitedly!

Pa.(k;‘l:]i3 stood_stunned.

Jo—the Whisperer, the deadly,
cunning secret enemy?

It horrified Paddy, and for seconds

she could not speak but stood staring
wide-eyed at Guy Quist. Then every-
thing in = her rebelled against the
thought, and almost furiously she

blurted  out words of denial and
protes

“No! Youre wrong! You—you're
making it o " She stammered in

p—
her agitation. ' You know it wasn’t

Jo! You know it1"”
Guy Quist’s rather small eyes
pulged.

« It was Jo who took your note,”’ declared the Fifth Former.

“Hey, what the dickens! Of all the
nerve——of all the cheek!”

With a great effory, Paddy
grip on herself.

“1'm sorry, Guy,” she gasped.
didn't mean to say that. But you
must have made & mistake—just
must! When you Saw Jo she was
probably just~—just collecting a letter
that had arrived for her.”

Guy Quist glared at her in annoy-

got &

andce.

“No, she Jolly weil wasn't!” he
snapped. ' Think can't see the
difference between & letter that's

come through the post, and an ei-
velope with Jhust. your name o i

And, very huffily indeed, he turned
and stamped away.

Paddy made no move to stop him.

*“QOh, no! ' Jo—you couldn't!” BShe
stared unseemgl% at the ground,
shocked as never efore, seeking some
explanation.

Jo did not like Vincent. Jo did not
trust vincent—but_ to take Paddy’s
note and pass on the information it

contained secretly to Mr. Voster—that
was the

act of the Whisperer!
=2, |
L\ %

Paddy was stunned,
if her chum was Vincent’s secrel enemy.

Jo Winter—the Whisperer? -

Jo Winter who had locked up Paddy
to prevent her getting the note?

“No!” Paddy exclaimed, pale-faced.
“Rot! Impossible!”

And then she remembered one
significant fact. .She had told Jo—
and Jo alone—that vincent was going
to send her & note.

Apart from vincent and herself,
only Jo had Known about it!

The evidence was strong, yet Paddy
shook her fair head fiercely.

1 can't—I jolly well won't—hbelieve
it!" she muttéred. " Not Jo! There's
some awful mistake somewhere. There
must be. And once I've seen Jo it will
all be cleared up—I'm sure of it!”

Paddy _found  hersell drifting
towards Girls’ Side. 1In that bad
moment she had temporarily for-
gotten Vincent, his troubles, and her
recent high hopes of helping him, but
now she suddenly saw the boy himself.

Vincent was striding from Boys’
side towards the stables, some dis-
tance away.

Paddy stopped, feeling oddly
ashamed. Guy Quist’s news had dis- |
turbed her deeply—vet what of the
blow Vincent had received? To ride
no more this termt Soon to lose his

beloved Whitey!
Impulsively Paddy hurried aiter
him. Whatever her own problems,

she had to put herself right in his

eyes.

“And he just mustn't think that
everybody’s against him now,” she
murmured. ‘*Gosh, how awful he
must be feelingl”

She reached the stables. The main
door was open. Vincent was ohviously
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inside. Paddy., usually so confident,
entered slowly. It was not going to
be easy to convince the boy that she
had not given bim away to Mr. Voster.

She glanced along hetween the
rows of loose-boXes. Whitey's double
(oors  were Open. Paddy walked
towards them.

sShe suddenly heard Vincent
speaking.

“Whitey, old chap, this is Jjust
ahout the finish,”

How quiet his volce was! Quiet
and husky, with a deep emotion that
Paddy had never really suspected to
he In Vincent Conrad, Something
made her move cautiously, She
peered into the loose hox,

Vincent stood with his back half
towards her, Hc had one hand on the
dark glossy neck of his horse. Whitey s
ehrs were pricked forward, listening
as his young master spoke.

*“The whole lot of them hate me,"
Vincent muttered. “ Even—Paddy,
now, You're my only real pal, Whitey
You're the only one whowioesn't ihink
ol me as the Outsider: H

Whitey dropped his head against
Lhe hoy's shoulder.

That simple action, the boy's whis-
pered words, brought a lump to
raddy’s throat. Here was a side to
his character that Vincent had shown
io no one; the gentle and affectionate
side that must always have been there
beneath a cool, bitter exterior.

Vvincent spoke to Whitey,

“And now—that rotter Voster's
forbidden me to ride again! He's
golng to arrange for you to be sent
away, Whitey!" A change came. into
his voice; it strengthened with blazing
fury. “Well, I'm not standing that!
They all think of me as an Outsider!
They think I do rotten, caddish
things. O.K.! Well, I'll give” 'em
something reckless — something to
talk about! And if I'm expelled. '

He stopped. His whole frame
stiffened. It was as if he had sensed
someone hehind him, for with a fierce
abruptness he whirled, starin%at ner
his green-grey eyes cold and hard.

“Vincent,” Paddy started, almost
timidly, “I'm sorry——""

“Do you have to spy on me?” he
blazed. *Haven't you got what you
wanted? All right! Then pleass
leave me alone!™
. Paddy flushed, but she guessed how

hts):imust have hated to be caught like
this.
“1 had to speak to you, Vincent."
she sald. “I've heard about your
punishment. I think it's awful, but
— 71 didn't sneak on you!”

He was sllent, his face ccldly hostile

OW.

“ Honestly, Vincent. Look, I meanl
to meet you this afternoon, but I
didn't get your note. Someone'—
she hesitated—" someone else took it.”

Her slight, uncomfortahble hesita-
tion gave him the wrong impression.
He gave a twisted, sardonic-grin.

“Why worry about explanations?”
ne said, "It hardly matters now.”

“I1t does!” Paddy flashed instantly.
“I'm terrlbly sorry about your riding,
and about Whitey—but for goodness'
zake don’'t let it make you go all
reckless and <o something crazy! I'm
sure there's a chance even yet to put
things right!”

He stared, then laughed derisively.

“That's fine—coming from you!"

Paddy breathed hard, but kept
control, For his sake she must make
nim believe what had really happened,
and that he had in fact one dangerous
secret enemy who might perhaps be
-unmasked.

“T tell you, Vincent, that 1 never
saw your note. Someone else did take
it. On my honour!”

A pause. The sincerity in her voice
hrought the bitter look out of ‘”?1-
cent’s eyes. He drew a slow breath.
I, was as if he wanted to belleve, but
was afraid to.

“1f you really are sticking by me,
Paddy, then "—he stopped, gazing at

her intently—* prove it!"
“and I jolly well can!” she cried
impulsively. * That note £

~ Abruptly she snapped short, realis-
ing that she had gone too far. She
could convince him—yes; but in so
doing——
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v paddy,” he said, *why don't you
answer?”

She nearly groaned.

For how could she convince him
without bringing Jo’s name into this
—without, in effect, accusing her own
dearest chum of being his secret
enemy?

A SHOCK FOR PADDY

INCENT walted, watching her. A
flicker of eagerness in his lean
face died then, His lips twisted.

“S0.it was just a yarn, eh?” he said,
his volce low and biting. " Well—O.XK.
You needn't have troubted to try to
make excuses. 1 was a fool even to
think that you ¥

W.th a sudden movement he left
the loose. box, slammed the doors
and strode past Paddy and out from
the stables.

‘Paddy half raised a hand to check
him:; she let it fall. His footsteps
rapped sharply away outside.

*'Oh, dash—dash!” she exclaimed.
“But what could I say? I just
couldn't clear myself by putting the
blame on Jo, even for Vincent.”

And now he had gone, convinced
that he was indeed a boy without one
single friend in the whole of Malling-

ton College,

“I1diot me! I did it wrong!"” she
decided. “Perhaps if I'd asked
Vincent to wait until I'd spoken to
Jo, we. could have cleared everything
up. But even to suggest to him that
Jo's the Whisperer—impossible!’’

she hurried into the sunlight.
Vincent had vanished. however.

Perturbed, Paddy wandered through
the trees mearby. o

“I've got to put things right—some-
how,” she told hersell. “In his
present mood, he's reckless enough to
do the most crazy things!”

She glanced guickly at her wrist
watch. .

“The riding team will soon be
back. Now, if I can see Jo and clear
up this mnote business—find out
exactly how Guy Quist made that
mistake—-""

Her brow cleatred suddenly.  If Jo
had been in Central Hall, perhaps Jo
herself could give her some line on
the Whisperer ! :

“This awful Whisperer!" Her eyes
glinted anerily, ‘* Why on earth is he
—or' she—so  agalnst Vincent? It's
more than just dislike. There's some-
thggg_) hig behind it. Must be. But
pod

It was then that Fate played a
queer trick on Paddy.

Wandering through the_ irees, her
toe stubbed a ridge of hard mud.
Instinctively she glanced down and
<aw & piece of folded notepaper. There
was writing, in a firm hand, on one
side only.

Paddy nearly passed on, but three
or Tour words caught her idle glance.
With a catch of the breath she lifted
the paper.

It was dirtieq and had been half
covered by earth for perhaps a day
ot so. But the writing was easy
enough to <ecipher :

“_— . as I have told you, you
must make sure. I need hardly

point out that this is vitally im-

portant to yourself as well. Nothing

less than cxpulsion will meet the
case! With a boy of that type,
and your own shrewdness, it should

be——
Paddy reached the bottom of the

page. The strangest of feelings swept
over her. &he reread the words
intently.

“M-my gosh,” she breathed, “Why,
this—this is . K
Could there be any doubt that it
was one page from a letter written to
the unknown Whisperer? Could there
be any doubt that the secret enemy

was aiming at one thing—Vincent .

Conrad's expulsion?

Who had written the letter, and
why Vincent’s linal disgrace was so
important, Paddy had no idea.

Slowly, rather dazedly, she put the
page inio her pocket.

“It's amazing! Almost incredible!
So that's it! A beastly plot.”

She paused, breathing fast, excited.
To her, with her knowledge of the
Whisperer, this was conclusive evi-

deliberate campaign
It would not S0

dence of - a
agalnst Vincent.
to others' eyes.
“No matter!” Paddy told hervsell.
“I know! So that's the game!”
Vincent's expulsicn was aimed at
And how near to expulsion the hoy
had been—and was! His present
mood was & deadly danger to himsell
kl;addy strode swiltly towards Girls'

e.

“Now I've got to discover the
Whisperer! And my first_move must
be to have a word with Jo.”

Very determined, Paddy hurried to
study B in the Fourth Form corridor
and plomped herself in the armchalr
and set herself to wait for her chum.

Hardly a moment later, however,
she sprang to her feet, hearing well-
known footsteps hurrying along the
corridor. -

Jo came in with a rush.

“Paddy dear, so there you are!" she
cried. *‘Listen, I think it's going to
be all right about your captaincy of
the riding team. 1 simply had to
dash and tell you before changing!”

“Jo! That sounds wonderful, but
just a sec >

“you see, Paddy,” Jo rushed on,
« Jimmy, Dot and Belte and I had a
word together at the end of the prac-
tice. The four of us agree that despite
Isabella and Ron and one or two
others we just can't have a better
captain than you, especially now that
vou've given up Vincent Conrad——"

Paddy had to butt in then.

“But I haven't,” she said firmly. “I
believe in him more than ever!”
Jo stopped, drew back, startled

and anxious. Paddy saw her look, but
with enthusiasm caught her dark-
haired chum’s hands.

“And youre golng to believe in
him too, Jo,” she cried. " Even if vou
don't like him very much, I'm going
to prove he hasn't had a iair chance.”

~Jo did not respond to her enthu-
siasm,

“paddy! Oh, we've been through
this before, and you're wrong b

“I'm not, Jo. I'm jolly well not!
Just wait until vou hear all T have
to say. But first, you may be able to
tell me something frightfully m-
portant.”

All Paddy's excitement was back,
sShe impulsively hugged her chum.

“Don't look so solemn, Jo! This is
bhig! Now listen. I'll give all the dope
later, but herc’s the point. An enemy
of Vincent's hit against him this
afternoon, and you may be able to
tell me who!™

Jo started.

“I—I don’t understand.”

“You will, Jo!” In her excitement
paddy strode up and down the study.
“Now—this awful enemy Is someone
I've got to unmask for Vincent’s sake.
This enemy took a note meant for me
from the letter rack this afternoon.”

Jo stiffened, listening intently.

“Guy Quist of the Fiith was in
Central Hall at the time,” continued
Paddy. ‘“The silly ass made an awful
bloomer and thought he saw you take
the note. Now, Jo, the thing is this—
when you were in Central Hall, did
you see anyone——"'

She paused, surprised, for Jo had
turned away.

“Hey, old thing," she blurted, “you
must listen. Honestly, this is all
jolly important.”

Jo, without moving, answered in
tones that were queerly strained.

“1 know that,” she said.

“Well, then, Jo, don't you see—
we've got to find out who really took
the note, and why Guy made that
mistake.” .

Jo suddenly whirled. ¥er face was
pale and set,

“But Guy didn't make a nustake,
Paddy;’,

Jo looked at her steadily.

“I'm sorry you've found out,’” she
said... “I didn't want you to Know,
but if Guy saw me, then it's no good.”
She paused. “Yes, 1 took the note
vincent Conrad left for you!”

What a terrific shock this is for Paddy !
Can Jo, after all, be the Whisperer,
Vincent's enemy? There will be a further
enthralling instalment in next Friday’s
QIRLS' CRYSTAL.
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A DISAPPOINTMENT FOR JOY

C HERE, Hypatia, that's the frock
T want, Isn't it lovely?”

Joy Oliver stopped in front
of the shop window, and took ‘her
Cousin Hypatia by the arm. To make
sure there was 1o misunderstanding,
Joy pointed to the pretiy blue-and-
white summer frock that a model
was displaying.

Cousin  Hypatia's learned face
creased in & smile, and she took
Joy's arm. Jt was her turn.

“Look!” she said, and pointed
skywards.

Joy, perplexed though she was by
this odd behaviour, looked up at the
sky -in the direction indicated. She
saw @& large yellowish-greenish object
far, far away. = :

“That's the moon,” she said.
“What about it?”"

“T'd like it,” said Hypatia humour-
ously.

“you're not Ilikely to get i
frowned Joy.

“I'm as likely to get it as you are
to get your frock!” smirked Hypatia.
“He, he, hel”

1f° she expected Joy to collapse
helplessly with laughter, she was
disappointed. Joy did not-raise even
a tg ostly smile.” In fact, she was

0

not amused.

“ Joking apart, Hypatia,” she said,
«I'm having that frock!”

« “wyou have the money with you?”
Hypatia asked loftily.-

T haven't—but you have. I hap-
pen to know,” explained Joy, "that
aunt sald I could have a frock this
morning!"

Joy was standing no nonsense.
She had heard Aunt Jemima say that
she, Jo%r nad better have a frock to
go to the garden party next week,
ang that Hypat.a could choose it.
But Joy meant to choose her own
frock—and she had chosen it. The
blue-and-white one, That was what
she wanted, and what she meant to

havel

Hypatia adjusted her glasses, She
was & few years older than Joy, &
prefect at her school, and so she
always adopted a superior attitude.

“I'm afraid, Joy,” she sald, “that
your taste, discrimination, and judg-
ment are inadequate to cope with
the delicate task of choosing & frock,
If you are to have a frock I will
ch.(.)ose"i:c.!"

“But.” continued Hypatia, *your
having the frock depends upon your
continued good behaviour. Mother, is
not at all satisfled that you avre well-
behaved enough to go to the garden
party, and it might be throwing
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money
occasion 1
compelled to forbid
“Bah!"” said Joy.
and rubbish!™
Joy said that,
voice.
come from
mare sense
such & manner

e

coldly to the 8

The woman 1o
frowned.

“Were you
asked.

“Were you ad
turned Hypatia,
you say
bish!t’”

The woman look

sou

dressing me?”’
“1 distinctly heard
“Twaddle, bosh, and

my girl,
tless the words were used
air comment on some utterance

By IDA MELBOURNE

away to buy a frock for the
f at the last moment she is
you to gol"”

“Twaddle, bosh,

but not in her own
the words seem to
ner mouth, for Joy had
than to speak openly in
to Cousin Hypatia.
Those critical comments cal
seemed to come—from a
woman who was glaring
shop window.
As Hypatia
was a ventriloguist, natural
not suppose even
that Joy was
words, :
Indeed, madam?” said Hypatia
urprised woman,
oked at her,

addressing me?"” she

of yours—but not by me.

morning !
She stro
pink-faced and
“Well, reall
—daring to—

"“Oh, we
judges of
person up

Joy

lind.

“] heg your pardon!”

“ Not at al

Hypatia passed 0
sharply almost at on
at the blind.

de off and left Hypatia

5 lete stranger
aving the cheek to
remarks rubbish and

1. some people are good
acler and can sum &
in a fash, Hypatia,” said
with a faint grin

“That,” sald
eyes, “is mere

She
collided with the arm of

Hypatia, a glint in her
1y being rude!”

and carelessly
the shop

she snapped.

nly to pull up
ce and blink back

Joy Had Set Her Heart
On The Pretty Blue-And-
White Frock—And With
The Aid Of Her Ventrilo-
quism She Meant To Get

ILCITTY Tl

me—or
r-faced
into the

did not know that Joy
ly she did

d moment
responsible for the

and

re-
rub-
ed Hypatia up and
down.

“as the cap evidently fitte
had bette

said.
as a I

d, you
" she

a=

« Extraordinary ! " she gasped. 'I—-
I tl;ﬁg;lht 1 heard someone say ‘' Not

at J

«Perhaps it was one of the models
in the shop window,"” said Joy.

" lf.hlbbis 1 They are all made of

She looked at one of the models,
and it looked back at her with large
glassy eyes. .

“That's all you know,” it said.

Hypatia drew back. If she could
pelieve her ears—they had never
falled her yet—the voice undoubtedly
had come from the wax model. Joy,
of course, had seen to that; her ven-
triloguism had failed her less often
than Hypatia’s ears had let that
learned girl down

“This is truly remarkable,” frowned
Hypatia. “Surely a girl cannot stand
in the window as still as that? Tt
seems almost incredible!”

“Oh, a lot of odd things happen
these days. She may be doing it for
a bet or a competition or something,”
said Joy. ‘Let's go in and ask.”

Joy went into the shop. She could
not resist havlng fun with Hypatia.
But this was not idle fun. The sus-

icion had taken shape in her mind
hat Hypatia wanted to avoid this
shop and go to another—just in case
Joy became insistent about the frock.
Joy really did want that frock, and
she meant to take no chances. Any
excuse would do to get into the shop.

She walked up to. the floor-walker,
a sleek man who stood rubbing his
hands ingratiatingly

WMy cousin here thinks one of the
models in the window s?oke to her,”
Joy said. *Is that possible?”

The shop-walker beamed in a bland
smile and %ave a little glggle.

“Oh, guite impossible.” he said.
“They are made of wax.”

“Ha, Ha, ha! There, Hypatia! You
were wrong!” said Joy.

Hypatia's face was crimson.

] _I—er—it was just a fleeting
thought,” she sald.

“WwWhat can I show you, ladies?”
asked the Bhog—walker.

“There's 8 blue-and-white dress in
the win‘c_low.!' sald Joy. " We should

like—

“wWe should like af}aacket of pins,"”
interrupted Hyfpatia. rmly. ,

“A packet of pins?" exclaimed the
shop-walker, looking down his nose.
“Indeed!” He clapped his hands to
summon help. '* Miss Jones! A packet
of pips,” he said in an aloof tone,
scorning such a trivial sale himself.

Miss Jones, & le-faced assistant,
came hurryin the counter to
serve, and &s she looked in a drawer
for the pins, Joy took Hypatia's arm.

“Hyppy. aren’t you even going to
ask to see the frock?” she pleaded in
an %ng'uisned tone.

“Nol"

«But—but just to look at it?”
urged Joy. - “No harm in that!"

“Nol! You have made me look
absurd—and, in any case, 8s I've told
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you, tne matter is not settled!"”
Hypatla said angrily. "I will not be
puilied into buying & frock—or even
looking at one. ASs soon a3 we have
the pins, we’ll leave this shop!”
Joy set her lips. That was what
Hypatia thought, But Joy had other
jdeas. Walk out of the shop indeed!
Hypatia had the money with bher to
puy the frock, and she had the
authority to buy-it, too, She was just

being difficult and obstinate.
“Whoa, Hypatia!" Joy sald desper-
ately. "I think you're right. _Llsten!

dow!’

Thet model in the win !
the nearest

Joy threw her voice to
model.

“It's a secret,” the model seemed
to say. “Don't let anyone know!"

Hypatla, startled, was suddenly
filled with resolution. She would get
to the boitom of this mystery !

Before Joy could guess her cousin's
intentlon, Hypatia strode forward,
grasped the model by the arm, and
gave it a slight tug.

The model swayed, rocked.

“On, look out!” wailed Hypatia, in
11061*01'. “It's fallingt”

rash!

The model tottered, and then fell
full lenﬁth.

Hypatia, white-faced, looked down
the shog. The shop-walker had
turned, but did not see what had
happened: nor did Miss Jones, wWho
had been peering into a drawer.

“Run! Bolt!" panted Hypatia.
«Oh. this is awful! = TI'll never come
in this shop again!”

Dragging Joy by the hand, fearful
that the fallen model would be dis-
covered, Hypatia strode to the deor,

Joy gasped in dismay In another
moment they would have left the
snop—Tfor good. It would be good-bye
to the blue-and-white frock she had
set her heart on having.

“Stop!"

It was the shop-walker's voice, and
it spoke in a tone of command that
could not be ignored,

UNHAPPY HYPATIA

YPATIA stopped, pale and shaken.
I I Slowly, she -turned her head.
“They — they know?"
gasped fearfully.

Joy looked down the length of the
shop. The sharp, angry voice that
nad sounded so exactly like the shop-
walker's had not teen his. Joy het-
self had uttered the warninc cry,
imitating the man's voice nerfectly
and ventriloquising at the same time.

“ghush!” she now sald. T dom't
think he realises!” .

But the shop-walker was peéering
rcund suspleiously. !

“What was that crash, Miss Jones?’
he asked,

Joy bobbed down, snd Hypatia
readily did th® same. They were not
¢isible in that position, fot Joy moved
back so that a show-caée hid them.

“We can't hide like this!” chat-
tered Hypatia.
Nip into the

she

“Of course not.
window and pick the model up,”

urged Joy.
Hypstia ground her teeth.
“1—1 dare not. You nip inl"”

insisted Joy. *“You
1 don't think the
Of course, if it is,
back ten pounds or

“No, you nip!”
knocked it over
model's damagad.
it might set you
more, perhaps.”

“pon't!” begged Hypajla in horror.
«“What would mamma say?"”

Joy almost pushed Hypatia into the
window. Her eyes were shining and
nher heart was thumping. She felt
that she had Hypatia in the hollow
of her hand once she got her into
that window!

Hypatia herself had only one con-
cern-to get out of this mess, and
then out of this shop.

Nervously she crawled into the
shop window. No sooner was sne
there than Joy gave & Warning pgasp.

“Look out! Hidel”

“Hide? Oh dear, where?”

«Pretend to be a modell”
Joy.
“How?"

“Stand  still.
morlel's sunshade.
shop-walker!"
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hissed

Borrow that other
Here comes the

The shop-walker was 1indeed
approaching, and Joy looked away
fiom the window where Hypatia,
having borrowed the: sunshade, was
now pos:ng as & model—to the
delight of two shop gazers. B

“What is going on here?” snapped
the shop-walker fussily. “I heard a
crash!"” .

He looked about him, frowning,
and Joy realised that the time had
come to divert his suspicions. Fhrow-
ing her volce, she made it seem that
an angry, haughty woman had
appeared on the scene. And what
petter volce than Aunt Jemima's?
Joy could imitate her Aunt Jemima’'s
voice so well that it would baffle
anyone—even Hypatia.

# Am I never gomg to receive atten-
ttoin?" demanded Aunt Jemima's
voice. -

The shop-walker wheeled, purring
and rubbing his hands,

“But cerfainly, moddom. What is
moddom’s pleasure?”’

w1 like ice-cream with strawberries,
sugar almonds, peaches, and a really
good play,” said Aunt Jemima's voice.

The shop-walker looked a little

dazed.

“Er—this 1s only a draper's and
ladies outfitting establishment,
madam. We do not sell ice-creams ol
—er—peaches.” Then, s eaking from
behind his hand, he a dressed Miss
Jones anxiously. “Where is this—er—
1ady?" he asked, staring about him in
perplexity.

« ecan't see anyone,” blinked Miss’

Jones. *“But I can hear her voice!”

Joy, still imitating Aunt Jemima,
now made the voice come from just
outside the shop door.

“Of course you cannot see Ine. 1
am here. Please get me——" 1t was
a brilliant idea Joy had then. “ Please
get me the blue-and-white frock from
the window. I want it for my niece
here—this good-looking girl with the
pleasant smiling expression !

Joy gigegled as she thus described
herself, but the shop-walker was not
at all taken aback.

«Certainly, moddom. Miss Jones,"
he added imperiously, “bring the
blue-and-white frock from the window
for moddom!”’

Miss Jones went to the window, and
Joy gave a sudden gasp. Hypatia!

There she stood as & model, carrying
the suushade. The assistant must
surely see her

“Waig!" Joy exclaimed hastily. i |
will get 1t myselfi—-"

Then her voice trailed away. For
the shop door opened—and in walked
Aunt Jemima herself in person!

SHOCKS IN THE SHOP

UNT JEMIMA! Joy near iy
collapsed.
“0Oh, gig-golly!” she gasped.

“ Ah, you are here, Joy! Butl where
is Hypatia?” Aunt Jemima demanded,
striding into the shop.

Joy met Hypatia's round, goggling
eyes. That girl was still in the shop
window, holdin% a sunshade and sup-
gortmg the fallen model, which she

ad half raised, The appearance of
Aunt Jemima had startled her as
much as it had Joy, Hypatia did not
want her mother fo find out what
nad happened.

Meanwhile, the shop-walker
beaming at Aunt Jemima.

“I am glad to see you, moddom.
1t was odd hearing your voice with-
out seeing your—er—person,” he
smirked.

Aunt Jemima stabbed him with a
piercing glance.

“What's that?”

« Br—nothing,” he sald,
aback. i
“] am looking for my nlece. She
came here to buy a frock.” .

“Ah, the blue-and-white striped
frock, moddom?”

Joy pulled herself together.

“That's for me aunt,” she said.

«Por you, Joy? Whether or not you
have a frock depends upon Hypatia's
opinion of your behaviour.”

Joy jumped. This wasn't so good !

“Oh golly!™ she gasped. “1—I'm
sure Hypatia will say I've behaved
jolly well ”

was

taken

«1 shall prefer Hypatia's own ver-
dict of that. Now, where is Hypatia?
1 foolishly gave her my note-case
without extracting some notes for
myself. Y can do no shopping until
1 find her!’’

-Joy stole a glance at Hypatia.

She saw the sunshade in_ the
window twitch. At any moment,
Aunt Jemima would see Hypatia in
the window, or Miss Jones would, or
the shop-walker would.

And then—alas!

Joy knew who would be blamed
then—Joy! The good report from
Hypatia on which she depended
would not be given, and that wonder-
ful blue-and-white frock would re-
main only a dream,

But Joy had her wits, and she had
her powel of ventriloguism. Now was
the moment for action—desperate
but purpeseful action,

Suddenly, Hypatia's voice came
from the window-—thanks only to
Joy's wonderful gift.

‘“Here I am, mamma! Iam looking
at Joy's blue-and-white frock she S0
well deserves!”

“In the window?"
Jemima, staggered.

“Good gracious! Customers are
not allowed in the window!” pro-
tested the. shop-walker,

Hypatia, the game being up.
dropped the sunshade and anxiously
erected the fallen model.

“ I—J—er: " she faltered. 1

Aunt Jemima went to the window.
She was utterly amazed.

" I-})ypstl.a, what ever are you doing

ere?”

“8he's looking at my new blue-and-
white frock,” said Joy, and winked at
Hypatia meaningly

“yes—er—I—er—that’s it!”
Hypatia feebly.

“Well, dear, I'm not wholly in
agreement with your going into the
window, my pet,” said Aunt Jemima.

“Oh, she's welcome,” the nearest
model seemed to say. .

Aunt Jemima jumped and blinked.

“Good gracious! I thought these
were wax efigies!” she exclaimed.

“They are wax effigies,” said the
shop-walker,

“But that one spoke to me!”
declared Aunt Jemima, pointing.

gasped Aunt

said

“Spoke to you, moddom?  Im-
possible!" He stepped into the
window

Joy knew that her fate—the fate of
her frock—werz as suspended by a
thread,

As the man stepped into the win-
dow the model which Hypsttta had
picked up and rested against
window
again,

“Owowowowowooh!” it seemed to
veln.

Thud!

4Pick me up, silly!” it called in a
shrill tone,

The shop-walker stood there dazed
and bafiled. He copld not deny that
it spoke! He could believe his own
ears. Yet

Joy had stepped up to the blue-
and-white frock, and while the others
were dithering and the shop-walker
was recoiling from the inert wax
model, Joy unbuttoned the frock
down ithe back, zipped the zip, and
removed it.

“'This is the one I'm having, aunt,”
she said,

They ignored her. Aunt Jemima
was staring at the shopwalker, and
he was staring back at_her. It was
the mystery of the talking dummy
that baffled them.

“«This — this model is only a
dummy,” he chattered. * But—but 1
heard it speak!™

“aAnd I—1I heard it speak!" faltered
Aunt Jemlma.

They were silent: but Joy was not.
She gave a sudden squeal of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

There were some people peering in
at the window, and a man who had
been staring with the others had just
turned away.

“That man!" Joy cried.

«what about him?” asked Aunt
Jemima. |

“Don't  you see?” asked Joy

(Please 1urn to the back page.}

frame swung round and fell

ex-
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A SURPRISE FOR SALLY & CO.

" T we want,” sald Sally
Warner thoughtfully, “is a
girl who can dive like a
swallow and cut through the water
like a seal 2

“In other words, a winged fisi,”
said Don Weston with a smile.
“Can’t say I've seen anyone in the
club answering _that description.
Sally. Looks as if we'll have to give
the Sarneville Junior Swimming Club
a walk-over in that event.”

“Not likely!” snorted Johnuy
Briggs. “ Why, before I'd let that
hs}]fmen I'd joily well take it on my-
self."”

“ Apart from

two small points vou'd
do splendidly, Johnny,” said Fay
Manners dryly. *One, you're not par-
ticularly elegant at high and fancy
diving. And, two, you don't look
even remotely like a girll”

Sally, as president of the Merry-
makers' Club, had been delighted Lo
receive a challenge from the Sarne-
ville Junior Swimming Club for an
aquatic contest on Saturday . after-

noon.

The winners of the greatest number
of points were to receive a handsome
challenpe shield, besides various in-
dividual prizes to be presented by
local celebrities, and the members of
the Merrymakers' Club were very
keen to see that shield decorating the
wall of their new club-house.

Their team was complete nNow,
except for one event—the girls’ high-
and-fancy diving contest. And, try
as they might, Sally & Co. coultd
think of no one to fill the bill.

“Well. T suppose we'd better enter
someone,” said Sally with a little
sigh. ‘' Fay or Linda or myself—"

““Hallo, there!” broke in a pleasant
voice. “You al look unusually
gloomy! Anything wrong?”

“Oh, Mrs. Elton!” Sally & Co.
jumped to their feet, smiling. " We're
just—— But, I say,” sald Sally, eye-
ing the suitcase in the woman's hand.
“You're not leaving?”

Mrs. Elton's sweet, grey
clouded a little, and she nodded.

“Yes,” she said heavily, “I'm just
off. I—I left Wynne resting. There's
no point in my staying any longer.
I—— But never mind that,” she
added, forcing a bright smile to her
face. “Walk up the drive with me
and tell me what's worrying you.”

While Don grabbed the suitcase,
Sally took Mrs. Elton’s arm. Thou
Mrs. Elton had only arrived at the
International College to see her
daughter yesterday, and had stayed
overnight, she and the chums already
felt themselves to be old friends.

eyes
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“we'll tell you," smiled Sally, * but

I'm afraid you won't be able to help.”
‘And while Mrs. Elton listened in-
terestedly, she told her of their
Sally was quite startled
when, at the end of her recital,
Mrs, Elton gripped her arm.

“{" can help vou,” she sald
vibrantly. “There is one member of
your club who could win that event
for you—my daughter, Wynne!”

“ But—but she——" began Johnny,
then stopped abruptly, turning red.

‘“ She cannot walk properly,”
finished Mrs. Elton, in a_low, Dain-
filled volce. “1 know! But {hat is
why I came down here——" She
Jooked round quickly, spotted a col-
lection of deserted chairs beneath the

huge, shady gum tree just off the
drive. *Sit down for a moment,” she
urged, “and I'll explain.”

And, while the chums listened in
ever-growinz amazement and excite-
ment, she told them how Wynne had
earned nation-wide fame as a swim-
ming and diving champion; how,
some months ago, just as she had
dived from the highest board, some-
one else had dived in from the side
of the swimming-bath.

To avoid the collision, which would
injure them both, Wynne had somer-
saulted. But she misjudged her
distance and crashed on the side of
the bath, badly injuring her knee.

“1 expect you read about it at the
time.” said Mrs. Elton, “but, as she
always entered as Mary Elton, you
would not, connect the two.”

She—she’'s never mentioned it.,”
said Fay in pitying tones.
“No,” agreed Mrs, Elton. " Wynne

spent many months in hospital, in
great pain—and, worst of all, she lost
hope. She felt she would never swim
again, so she cut all thought of it
right out of her life.”

“And she’s wrong?” asked Sally
eagerly.

“Quite wrong!” said Mrs. Eiton.
«We sent her here originally because
we were told that mixing with other
boys and girls might alter her out-
look. And then yesterday I came
down here with the great news that
there is nothing wrong with her now
—that all her knee needs is exercise.
Swimming, diving, running-—any-
ihing! I—I thought she would be
delighted, but—but——"

“She wouldn’'t believe you?” Sally
asked quietly. .

“No,” said Mrs. Elton. *She—she
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was just trying to cheer
her up. If only she could forget her-
self oniy for a few moments and run,
jump of swim, and find she suffers no
ill-eifects, her cure would be com-
plete.”

“and that's where we come in,
eh?" asked Don eagerly. “Gosh, we'll
see what we can do, Mrs. Elton—for
Wynne's sake and for our own. Mary
Elton—here! Who would have
believed 1t?"”

“Tf you could do it—o, if only you
could do it!” murmured Mrs. Elton
chokily. “But, remember, WwWynne
must not know I have told you any-
thing—she must not suspect that you

thought I

Know who she really is. And you
muat tell no one else.”
“Leave it to us, Mrs. Elton” said

sally quietly. " And don't worry!”

A little later, after having seen
Mrs. Elton off, the four chums made
their way to Wynne's chalet.

They found her lying on a long
chair on- the veranda of lher chalet.
She looked a little surprised as they
hailed her,

“Hallo, Wynne,” said Sally cheer-
fully. “We need some help. e
want you to help us decide which girl
we shouid choose for the high and
fancy diving——"

Wynne drew in her breath sharply.

She  flinched as if with pain, her
hands clenching convulsively. 1&
took all Sally’s self-control in that

moment to stop herself from uttering
words of sympathy and pity, But
that, she knew, was the last thing she
should do That wouldn't heip
Wynne at all.

“Of course, we realise you know
nothing about such things, but thal
doesn’t matter. You'll be able to get
some idea of whether Fay or myseif is
the better of the two.” Sally smilec
brightly, noting with a pang how pale
Wynne's face had turned, “If you
could come along to the swimming-
bath now, Fay could take her turn
before the first lecture.”

ynne shrank back a little, ner-
vyously biting her lip.

“I—3 don't think——" she began.

“It's jolly good of you to be so
helpful, Wynne,” said Don breezily,
and, almost, before the girl realised
what had happened. she found herself
with Don on.one side and Johnny on

In This Week’s Grand Story You Will Meet The
Champion Swimmer Who Was Terrified To Go
Into The Water
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the otlizr, being half-lifted down her
chalet steps and escorted across the
campus.

The open-air swimming-pool looked
deliciously sparkling and enticing 1in
the bright morning sunshine. High
above were the diving-bcards, and at
sight of them a look of infinite sad-
ness, of yearning desire, crossed
Wynne's attractive face,

The two boys gently helped her
into a chair while Fay, discarding her
shorts and jersey to reveal a trim
bathing-suit,” began to climb the
ladder leading to the diving-boards.

*1 don't know why Sally and the
others are so worried,” she calied
gaily to Wynne, "I know we're up
against stilf competition, but I'm
sure 1 can show our rivals a thing
or two!”

Which was a remark so unlike the
modest Fay that Wynne frowned in
amazement, whilst;the chums quickly
turned aside to hide their grins.

Fay, stll acting a part, proceedea
to demonstrate what she woudld show
the rival club—a lesson in the worst
possible diving. For one usually so
graceful, she managed to land in the
water with the most elephantine
splashes, But she was smiling coun-
placently as she climbed cut,

“1t was a pretty good dive,” she
said smugly. * Bet none of you could
have done better!"

“Good!” Wynne's voice was horri-
fied. "It—it was awful—awfui!”
Unconsciously she had jumped to her
feet, the first spontaneous movement
the chums had ever seen her make.

*Why. you can't realise what you're

up against! Those Australian girls
are marvellous divers.”

“Wynne — please!” chided Sally.
“Don’'t you think you're exaggerating
slightly. After.all, you know nothing
about diving 2

Wynne swung round, lips com-
pressed, eyves fashing, -

“Oh, don't I?" she_cried. * That's
what you think. . Just find me a
swim-suit and I'll jolly well show you
how that dive ought (to be made!”

For a moment the chums stared
open - mouthed, completeiy bowied
over by the fact that their scheme
should have met with such quick
suceess.

“Well, if you really want
Wynne,” said Sally with a pretence of
indifference, thou hﬁ—inwar ly she was
hubbling over with- elation as she
held out her own swim-suit.

Wynne almost shatch&d it and then
went off towards the girls’ cubicl:s,
while Sally & Co. watched delightedly.

They had hurt Wynne's priue by
doubting her ability to pass éudgment
on Fay's diving, and she had momen-
tarilly forgotten her injury. She had
only to make one tliva realise it had
no ill-effects, and thedear which had
lurked for so long at the back of her
mind would be gone for ever!

But even as Wynne reached the
cubicle there came the patter of
hurrying feet. Sally & Co. saw a girl
dart from behind the cubicles,

S*Wynne!” she cried. * What are
you thinking off Sally, how could
vou—you know how dangerous it is
for Wynne to do anything active!
Wynne, dear, let me help you over to
vov.}_‘rl chalet right away—you must
rest!”

In helpless dismay the chums saw
Wynne herself, so startlingly re-
m_ilnded of her accident, suddenly
wilt.

 Dropping Sally's swim-suit with a
'ittle shudder, giving the chums a
look of reproach, she limped off more
heavily than ever on the arm of Ellen
Chandler, a spare-time secretary em-
Dloyved at the college.

THE CHUMS TRY AGAIN.

" ELL!" exclaimed Sally, bitter
disappointment in her blue
eyes, “Why couldn't Ellen

have stayed away just a few minutes

longer?” .

orosely the chums wandered into
college for first lecture. Wynne
was not in her place, Sally noticed.

Probably out of mistaken kindness

Ellen had persuaded her to cut

lecture and rest. And as she thought

of that, Sally's brow furrowed deeply.
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to,

Ellen. though she probably thougiit
she was doing what was best fPr
Wynne, was in reality giving her the
worst possible treatment.

The sooner Wynne could be made
to forget all about the accident, the
sooner she could become once agan
a normal, active, happy girl.

If only they could tell Ellen that—
but they couldn't: Wynne's mother
had bound them to secrecy. But at
least they could make their peace
with Wynne; and so, after lecture,
Sally collected a lovely bunch of
fiowers, Don contributed two new and
exciting books he had just received
frqm England, and Fay and Johnny
clubbed together to buy a box of
candies. Armed with their gifts, they
made their way to Wynne's chalet.

Buat as they reached it-Sally gave a
muiled exclamation of impatience.
For, seated beside Wyrine, who was
once more reclining in_her dong chair
with a rug wrapped found her legs,
was  Ellen Chandler, And Ellen,
apparently, was no-rhore pleased to
isee the chums than they were to see
er,

“1 think Wynne is still
tired,” she said pointedly.

“We thought she might be—of
lying here and doing nothing,” said
Sally sweetly., “Don’s brought you a
couple of his new books, Wynne, and
here are some candies and some
flowers for you.”

Wynne, after one wary glance at
the chums, swung herself upright, her
eyes beginning to sparkle.

*Oh, you are Kind- " she began.

“We've also brought you some work
to do,” twinkled Sally. “I thought
you might like to help me with the
list I've got to make out. It's the
competitors’ names and the events
they’'re appearing in 4

She._ pretended not to notice the
way Wynne suddenly stiffened, but
prattled gaily on. And she was
rewarded by the girl's gradual! relaxa-
tion, the interest she began to show.
Until once again Ellen, who had been
shifting restlessly, broke in:

“ Sally, aren't you being unkind to
ask or expect Wynne to take an in-
terest in something in which she
can'tghope to join "

“Ellen!” cried Don sharply.

But the damage was done. With a
little gasp, Wynne drew back, Sally's
papers fluttering from her hand.

In that moment Sally felt very near
despair. Why—oh, why, had Ellen
decided to appoint herself Wynne's
protector?

Don saw the dismay on Sally’s face,
knew what she was thinking. With
a muttered excuse he slipped away.
A few minutes later a small page boy
arrived and handed a note to Elien.
With a frown, she opened it, then
gave a petulant exclamation.

“It's from Professor Willard's secre-
tary,” she e¢xplained. “She needs
seme help with a mass of correspon-
dence.” She glanced suspiciously as
Don_strolled up. *“I—I'll have to go.
I'll be back as soon as I can, Wynne
dear-—and do remember not to tire
vourself in any way while I'm gone.”
She glared at the chums. ‘Perhaps
it would be better if we all left her
now?"” she suggested.

‘Her words were ignored, but Sally
did not miss the angry set of her lips.
the ‘peculiarly apprehensive look in
her eyes. And for the first time sus-
picion began to creep into her mind.
Was there any underlying motive for
Ellen’s sudden interest in Wynne?
Had she any reason for not wanting
the girl to become interested in the
forthicoming contest?

It seemed ridiculous, vet the suys-
picipn rankled in Sally's mind as she
turned cnce again to Wynne.

“I'm glad Ellen's gone,” she said
with a smile. " We wanted to see you
alone. You see, Johnny’s borrowing a
car this afternoon, and we're going
for a drive. We'd love you to come
along—will you?”

Wwynne hesitated, looking rather
questioningly at the chums. She had
never been a close friend of the merry
crowd, though in her innermost heart
she had lonzZed to be.

“1—I'd love to come,” she sald with
sudden excitement.

rather

“Then we'lLbick you up when we re
ready,” ®said Don, and, beaming with
delight, the four chums scurried oft.

“Thanks for getting Ellen out, of
the way, Don,” chuckled Sally, ‘' How
did vou manage it?"

1 just subtly suggested to the pro-
fessor's_sectetary tnat she was doing
more than her fair share of work
while Ellen was loafing,” grinned Don
“It worked like a charm!”

The car drive that aflernoon
worked like a charm, too. Wynne
became gay and vivacious, revealing
to the chums for the first time uhe
real Wynne, who had so far remained
hidden from them under the shs,
aloof manner she had adopted. )

They were whizzing gaily on their
way back when the car began to make
?eﬁmar noises, finally coming to a
alt.

“What's wrong, Johnny?" asked
Sally. But Sally wasn't really anxious,
for she and the chums had arranged
beforehand that this should happen!

“Out of petrol,” said Johnny with
a grimace. *“Gosh! What an ass 1
am—and not much time to go befor:
gates are closed, either!”

“What can we do?’ asked Fay 1n
pretended alarm.

“Easy!” sald Don. *“If we run
across that field we'll be on the main
Sarneville Road. There'll be a bus
along soon, and we'll just about catci:
it if we hurry. Johnny can phone the
garage from college and arrange 1o
Dhave the car collected. Come on!”

Wynne jumped out of the car will
the rest as they began their dash
down the road.

How right Sally’s mother had beeu,
Sally was thinking, Even now Wynne
was running with only the slightest
trace of stitiness—quite natural after
her long inactivity. In a few
moments even thatswould disappear.
She would realise then that her rears
were groundless -

“ Peeeep! Peeeep!”

A car came to & halt beside Wynne.
A woman leaned across and opened
the door.

“How dare vou drag that poor gir!
along in such a fashion?”’ she asked
angrily. ' It's perfectly obvious she
is in no fit condition to be rushing
around. Get In, my dear. TI'll fake
you back to college!”

At her words the old fearful look
flashed back into Wynne's face. She
seemed to wilt, stumblingly climbed
into the car, )

“What about my friends?" she
cried, struggling to open the door.
“You must take them, too. You
can't ieave them behind——"

But even while she was protesting
the car glided off, leaving Sally & Cu.
standing dumbfounded in the cloud
of dust which blew about them,

As she rubbed her eyes, stared after
the disappearing car, Sally suddenly
gave a cry of amazement.

That figure which had
crouched back on the rear seat—
surely it was Ellen! But why had
Ellen appointed herself Wynne's pro-
tector, and why she was always
around just when they had worked
Wynne up to the pitch when she had
forgotten all about her accident?

THE UNEXPECTED HAPPENS

ALLY was still asking hersell those
questions when finally she and
her chums returned to college,

And the more she thought about il
the more puzzled she became. 1If it
didn't seem so fantastic, she would
really begin to belleve that Ellen had
some reason for not wishing Wynne
to enter the aguatic contest on behall
of the Merrymakers’ Club.

The next morning Sally went into
Sarneville, and asked the captain ol
the opposing team if she had yet
dra»_vtn up her list, and if she mighi
see it.

And as that pleasantly smiling girl
agreed, and Sally ran her eye down
the list, she felt her heart give a
terrific thump. For suddenly a nam:

been

seemed to leap out of that list and

hit her.
“Edith Chandler—girls’ High and
Fancy Diving Contest.” So her sus

picions had been justified.
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“ Thanks. Laura!” =said Sally
guietly, and returned 1o cellege.
There she poured out the news of
lier discovery to her walling chums.

“ghe's not thinking of Wynne at
all.,” Sally said indignantly. *She
Just wants to stop her entering the
contest. because she's afraid if Wynne

enters ler sister will stand no
chance -

“Rut why is it so important?”
asked Fay bewilderedly.

~ Probably something to do with
1he prizes.” suggested Don. * But,
whatever the reason, we can't let her
get away with it. Maybe she doesn’t
jully realise it, bul shie's being cruel
to Wynne—"
tell Wynne?” suggested

CCan’'t we
Johnny. a
~Out of the gues tion.” replied

Sally. " It would only draw her atten-
tion to something we're 1rying 1o
make her lorget. No. we've got 10
make one more cfort to help Wynne.”

But how? That was the guestion

which racked the chums' brains.
Then, fust after lunch, Sally's eves
suddenly it up.

“ Got it!" she cried. * Listen 2

Eagerly her chums listened, and as
they did so approving smiles spreatd
over their faces.

“Just the job, Sually.”
Don. “And this time—it's ot
work!”

enthused
10

& I\IM! This Is so peaceful!” Sally,

= stpetched on her pack under 4
sliady tree, sighed happily. © Glad we
pel'sua\ded you tlo come picnicking
here, Wynne!”

wynne's gave awept over the sunb-
baked grass to wliere it sloped gently
to the lake edge.

“It's a lovely spot” she agreeel.
“But—but  why s this piece of
ground wired in? It seems strange.
1s it private?”

v sort of,” admitted Don. " But tie
farmer's a friend of ours. And he

had the paddock wired in because he
used to kKeep a bull in it 2

v A bull?' Wynne sat up. lonking
suddenly nervous. “ It—it's not here
now. is it?"

Sally shook her head, turning away
{o hide her smile. For only too weli
she and her chums knew there was
nothing to fear from Felix the buli.
The look of him was enough to scare
anyone. but in reality he was as
gentle as a kitten and immensely
enjoyed being fussed.

But wynne did not know that yet.
And she did not know that she and
Felix were destined to meet very
woon; for the chums had chosen this
picnic spot carefully, a guick glimpse
having assured them that Felix was

cropping peacefully in the nexu
paddock.
Even nhow, unknown to wynne,

Johnny was swinging open the coin-
yhuniceling  gate, making signs to
Felix. And if the first fearsome sight cf
ihat animal was not enough to make
Wwrynne lorget her stiff knee and run

jor safely, then the chums' last trick
had iailed. Drastic treatment, per-
haps: but, because of Ellen’s bad
influence, drastic measures were Now
necessary.

As Sally slowly straightened up

there came 4 sudden shout Irom
Johnny as he came rushing across the
paddock.

“The bull!” he cried wildly. “It's
loose—run—runt"’

wynne gave a startled cry and
scrambled to her feet. Rather morce
leisurcly, the chums also rose. And
then., anocher glunce at Johmny's

white Tace set their hearts racing.
«Run!" he roared. * We made a
mistake—it's not Felix! Run!”
Sally's own face turned white as
she saw the angry black beast pound-
ing towards them. head down—a bull
that unlike Felix, plainly meant
business. i
“Wynne—run! Run!” she cried.
And then her heart seemerd to sink
like a sltone, Obviously Ellen's crafty
work had done nore damage than
they had realised.
+Y can't run—you know I can't!”’
wynne said in a stricken voice.
YOh. my goodness!” Fay stared
from her to the rapidly approaching
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bull with fear - distended
" Wynne, you must {ry =

“AJl right. Fay—leave it to us.”
muttered Don. He and Johnny
grabhed Wynne one on either side.
half-carried, half-dragged her down
1o the lake, Sally and Fay running
alongside.

The bull was almost on their heels
as they reached the water's edge. And
ihere another shock awaited them.
For, to prevent the escape of this new
and ferocious beast. the farmer had
carried his wire fence right up to the
thick. impenetrable brush which
siretehed on  either side of the
paddock,

Make for the island.” puffed Don,
pointing to the rocky eminence some
little way out in the lake. " Swim for
it, quickly! Wynne, do you think
you can manage on your own?"

“Ican't—I can't™ cried Wynne
I:'an_‘t;’.l ally. * Please—I1 know
can't!”

cyes.

There wasn't a moment to lose.

“Pay and 1 will help you,” Sally
gasped.

Thankful that they were wearing
and blouses,

their shorts they

«T{ was a pretly good dive,” said Fay,
none of you could
Why it was

have done beiter.”” To her delight her ruse succeeded.
awful ! * Wynne exclaimed.

“1'11 go!" panted Don

Splash! Even as le
ward a figure leapt ofl
eminence on which they were stand-
ing, dived neatly and cleanly into
the water. and shot with astonishing
speed towards the terrified girl ut the
lake edge.
~ “Wynne!" gasped Sally unbcliev-
ingly. ‘' Wynne—she—she did it!”

The chums were still staving
awed wonderment when Wynne ro-
turned with Ellen. Unaided she
serambled t) the top of ,the rocks.

“gally! Saliy—I did it!” she cried,
her face radiant, “I forgot all asbout
my knee for a moment. and I dived—
T swam—I climbed. And it dossp b
huri—it reaily doesn’t hurt! —Sally
mummy was right—I'm better! ¥
well again!”

“well enough to enter for the con-
test as our diving champion, Wynne:”
smilingly asked Fay.

“gure—and well enough to win, "
replied Wynne with a wonderful, new-

<l confidence.

just imagine.” said Satly.
glancing sweetly at the dripping, but
furious Ellen. “it was all due to
Ellen here! If she had noi followed
us. Wynne, and got hersell trappeil
by the bull, you'd never have believed
you could swim and dive again!
Ellen. our most grateful thanks!”
At which Ellen glared furiously!
And she glared even more furioua=ly

‘started lor-
the rocky

in

as she climbed out of the water. ‘* Bel
“Good ?
* Just find me a swim-suit and I'H

show you how that dive ought to be made !”

plunged into the lake. while the frus-
trated hbull pawed and snorted at the
edge. Towing Wynne. who seemedl
completely helpless. the two girls sup-
ported her across 10 the island, with
the bovs help somehow lifted her to
t'h]f top of the rocks overlooking the
lake.

“Sure to be a boat along soon.”’
puiled Johnny. “ They'll take us back
1o college. Gee, am I exhausted——"

All, except Wynne, were in the sams
state. And glancing at them as, with
strainecd faces. they tought for breath,
a shamed look began to creep into
Lier eves.

" " pegan Wynne, and then
stopped as a shrill scream echoed
across the water. She turned sharply.
her face paling as she saw the white-
clad Agure of a girl who, unaware of
the danger irom the bull, had comeg
charging down to the lake. “Eillen!”
she shouted. ' Go back—go buck!”

It was too late! Ellen, cringing
pback against the brush, was trappec.
If the bull saw her

“'Swim for it!" shouted Don.

And then another shriek—a cry
that filled them with dread!

«1 can't swim! O, help me—help

Exhausted as they were. the chums
realised that only they could save
Ellen.

the following Saturday when. after a
fierce and exciting ding-dong bultle,
with the two teams equal on Points.
Wynne managed to snaich viclory
trom her opponent in the Ligh anil
fancy diving contest—Edith Chandiler,
Ellen's sister.

victory brought the chalienge
shield to the Merrymakers’ Club for
one year; it brought a part in a 0lm.
being made locally. to Wynne as her
prive—the prize Ellen had coveted for
hier sister.

But, what was better than anvthing
else. it brought complete confidence
back to Wynne, and overwhelmng
Lhappiness {0 her mother.

“And if it hadn't been for yoi.”
laughed the glowing Wynhe to the
equally glowing chums afteywards,
“T'd have been moping and creeping
around for the rest of my life!
Thanks. all of you! But theres just
one thing. 1{ ever you think T need
jerking up in future, promise Nl
won't think up another wheeze lika
being chased by a wild bull?” )

A promise. wWhich the chums wils
lingly gavel

(End of this week's story.)
Another entertaining story featuring

the popular KMerrymakers in next
Friday's issue of GIRLS’ CRYSTAL.
' i



THE MYSTERY WHICH
CAME BETWEEN THEM

(Conlinned from puye 65.)

Terry turned, and her heart missed
a beat.
- Pushing her the

way lhrough

gatly attired crowd, her atiractive:
face white with anger, came—
Joyee!

. Anc her accuslhg gave was fixed on
the masked Maid Marian,

" ROBIN HOOD’'S SECRET

ERRY felt too stunned to move, How
Joyee had come Lo suspect her
trick, she could not imagine.

But her chum was here-—-and therc
was bitter denunciation in her blue
C) 05,

~Mr. Duval gave a startled cjacula-
tion, and Dolores turned pale.

“ Joyee!" exclaimed that girl, “Then
-—then who——"'

Joyce . ran forward, snatching off
's mask, Her cyes were blazing
through her tears,

“You!" she sobbed. *“Terry—how
coutd you? You came here to steal
my chance!”

- “Joyce-—you  don’t  understand!”
Terry exclaimed desperately, 'Icame
here bhecause—hecause I knew thoese
people were impostors! They're try-
Inz to trick you. in some way—like
they trickedl and ruined Phil P

“¥ou're crazy!™  interjecied  Mr.
Duval harshly, as he gripped her arm,
“You can't make a scene like this; in
here. Dolores, take her out into the
grounds, 1ill she cools down and
decides to apologise——"" t
apologise!” exclalmed

“I'll never
Terry recklessly. “You're not Mr,
Duval. You're Vernon Silverton—

the man who denounced my brother
to the police tor stealing those paint-
ings from Mr. Morgan's house—-—-"

“Just a minute, miss!" cut in a
grufl voice.

A burly figure had appeared sud-
flenly  on  the scene—the plain-
ciothes cdetective!.
~ “Excuse_me, sir,” he said, address-
ing the glaring Mr. Duval. “"bul I
couldn't help overbcaring what the
young lady said "

“A-pack of lies!”
Duval, -

S Possibly, sir.'' agreed the detective,
“pbut as it happens we've been look-
g for this Vernon Silverton. Wwe

exclaimed Mr.
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[ne aetective's grasp, .but the next
moment his beard was pulled off—re-
vealing a handsome, clean-shaven
face with an unmistakable scar ou

weren't satisfied with his story at tne

time of the Morgan robbery, but he

and his daughter escaped abroad.”
“What's that to do with me?” de-

manded Mr: Duval. *Surely you the chin! .

don't believe this crazy girl? Her Terry gave a little sob of relief, as

brother was = suspected of that she clutched Joyce's arm. i

robbery - “Phil's innocence is proved!™ she
“Pprecisely,, sir,” admitted the de- whispered. "“And now that the

tective. *Dut her brother isn't here mystery's solved you and I can he

tonight—and so he can’t be the Iriends again.”

person who removed & valuable paint- MR . . .

ing from the art gallety barely half an . . 3

hour ago!" IN the cosy parlour of Mrs.. Gay-

ford's

suburban house, Terry

looked across the table at the  two

people who, next to Phil, were the
dearest to her in the world.

“ 80 everything turned out for the.

best, Joyee,” she said, **and very soon

you'll be singing your theme song in-

There was o sudden sensation in
the crowded ballroom. Terry's heart
was pounding, and: instinctively she
clutched the- quiver of arrows that
was still slung on her shoulder.
“Wait!”

The unexpected cry came from

Terry. Her brown eyes were shining the ‘* Wayward Princess"!' -
—her face was flushed with excite- Joyce shook her head, meeting her,
ment. The detective:stared at her. mother's smiling glance.

/

~“Oh, no, I won’t, Terry! Youl be
singing it!" ;

Then, as Terry stared al: her in be-
wilderment, she added softly :

“I had a long talk to-day with Mr.

“I—I've thought of something.”
Terry breathed. = ' Mr. Duval must
have had some reason for asking my
iriend to come here to-night, dressed
a3 Maid Marian. He gained her con-

fidente by offering her a film con- Hartley. He told me _everything,
tract, and  suggesting she should Terry " She gulped, holding out
come here to -sign it. But that her hand to her chum. “Terry—I
wasn't the real reason! don't know what to say! You've

“Terry! What—what do you been wonderful! T arranged with Mr.
niean?" faltered Joyce, staring Iin Hartley that you should have the

part- that -is really - yours—and he's
‘going to let me take a minor role in
the same play. We're going on.tour
together, Terry—and mum's coming,.
too, to keep an eye on us!” .
Terry was speechless, as she caught
at her chum’s hand, but her heart
was aglow with delight. .
THE END, *

GHOST RIDER OF THE MOOR—that
is the title of next Friday's thrilling
complete story.

amazement at her chum,

“1 mean,” said Terry breathlessly,
“that he planned -that you should
help him in the theft—without real-
ising it?" He knew that there was
bound to be a hue-and-cry as soon
as the robbery was discovered—and
both he and his daughter were
wanted for questioning by the police.
But you, Joyce—an unknown young
actress—wositld never have been sus-
pected, or searched. And afterwards,
cither he or Dolores would have met .-
vou—and asked you to return the
guiver of arrows P

There came a sudden shout from
the cdetective, as the supposed Mr.
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JOY—THE GIRL WITH A

Duval made a sudden dive for the
door.
“Oh, no, yvou don’'t!” he rapped, 100 VOICES

seizing the impostor by the shoulder, (Continued from page 76.)

“Carry on, young lady—let us sec

what that quiver really contains!” citedly. “You thought the madal
Her hands trembling, Terry pulled spoke?” . | .

out the arrows and thrust her hand Well? .

iuto the quiver. Then an excited

. “Well, that's the answer."”
shout went up as she pulled out a

“What 52" o

tightly rolled canvas-—the stolen “yVentrilogulsm!"” said Joy . truth-
masterpiece! fully. '

The impostor struggled furiously in “You mean that that man is a

ventriloquist?®’ gaped the shop-

walker with sudden enlightenment.

“Great goodness! Well, that explains
it!  Ventriloguism! Ha,. ha, hal
And for a moment I really thought
the model spoke!” u :

Aunt_ Jemima's face cleared and
she, too, laughed. i

Joy winked at Hypatia, who was
still panting with fright in case it
hecame known to her mother how she
Lad EKnocked over the dummy and
might have broken it. :

“Isn't this blue-and-white frock
nice, Hypatig?"” Joy was saving
brightly.” “I1l try it on, shall I?"

Without waiting for the answer, she
hurried off and tried it on.

There was no doubt that that blue-
snd-white frock suited -Joy.

“H'm, quite nice!" admitted Aunt
Jemima when Joy reappeared. .

“Quite suits you,” agréed Hypatia.

Joy strolled away, doing a little step
of glee, and looked at herself in the
mirror; and when Hypatia tried on a
frock she wanted for herself, Joy said
it was lovely,

“Thank you, moddom, thank you!”
beamecd the shop-walker when the
putchases were complete. “A happy
ending after -all—despite the ven-
triloguisin !

M Yes, indeed,” said Aunt Jemima,
paying. the bill and looking pleasant.
“Degpite the ventrilogulsm,”

“Or be¢ause of it]” saitd Joy softly
to herself. - - - -

(End of this week’s story.)

Another amusing story featuring Joy
and her ventriloquism noxt week.
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