
  
    
      
    
  


  [image: title.jpg]


  
    The Mandie Collection: Volume Four

    Copyright © 1990, 1991, 1992

    Lois Gladys Leppard


    MANDIE® and SNOWBALL® are registered trademarks of Lois Gladys Leppard


    Cover design by Dan Pitts

    Cover illustration by Chris Wold Dyrud


    Published by Bethany House Publishers

    11400 Hampshire Avenue South

    Bloomington, Minnesota 55438

    www.bethanyhouse.com


    Bethany House Publishers is a division of

    Baker Publishing Group, Grand Rapids, Michigan.

    www.bakerpublishinggroup.com


    Ebook edition created 2011


    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—for example, electronic, photocopy, recording—without the prior written permission of the publisher. The only exception is brief quotations in printed reviews.


    ISBN 978-1-4412-6015-4


    Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is on file at the Library of Congress, Washington, DC.

  


  [image: part_1.jpg]


  


  This book has got to be for

  Andy Unseth,

  who “bears all” without a complaint.
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  CHAPTER ONE


  EXPRESS TRAIN TO ROME


  Mandie Shaw was quickly scanning the people in the train station in Paris, France, when her grandmother called to her.


  “Amanda! Come on!” Mrs. Taft spoke sharply. “Senator Morton has our tickets, and we don’t want to get separated in this crowd. Hurry up.”


  “I’m sorry, Grandmother,” Mandie quickly replied. She hastened to join her friends, Celia Hamilton and Jonathan Guyer, who were trying to keep up with Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton.


  “Celia, Jonathan,” Mandie said in a loud, breathless whisper. “Did y’all feel someone watching us just now?”


  Jonathan glanced at Mandie and laughed. “Feel someone watching us? Just how does one accomplish that?”


  “It’s an instinct, I suppose,” Mandie replied, holding on to her white kitten, Snowball, as she walked along with her friends. “Maybe it’s because I’m part Cherokee that I have that—what would you call it—the ability to feel someone watching. Anyway, this isn’t the first time I’ve had that feeling over the years.”


  “All thirteen of your years?” Jonathan teased.


  “Well, you aren’t much older than I am, Jonathan Guyer,” Mandie reminded him. “In fact you were only fourteen in January this year.”


   “Mandie, I believe you... that someone is watching us,” Celia said. “I felt it, too.”


  “You did?” Mandie replied. She turned back to Jonathan. “Then I was right. There was someone watching us. And you’d better believe us, Jonathan, and help us look out for whoever it was.”


  “All right, all right,” Jonathan told her as they approached the platform where the hissing train was waiting.


  They followed the adults up the two steps and into the passenger car. “This sure is a long train, and it looks so big, compared with ours back in North Carolina,” Mandie commented as they continued on into a compartment.


  “It’s a lot different, I’m sure,” Jonathan said.


  Mrs. Taft and the senator sat down and motioned for the young people to sit on the long seat across from them.


  “The inside is different, too,” Celia agreed. “We don’t have compartments like this in our trains at home in Virginia.” Celia was Mandie’s roommate at the private school they attended in Asheville, North Carolina.


  “Grandmother, will this train take us all the way to Rome, Italy?” Mandie asked, rubbing Snowball’s head as he squirmed in her lap.


  “No, dear,” Mrs. Taft replied. “This train will only go to the border and there we’ll board the Italian express train for the rest of the trip.”


  “Just think. We’re going into another country on a train,” Mandie said. “We left the United States on a ship, and when we got to London, we took a ferry boat across the English Channel to France, and now we’re traveling on a train.” Mandie and Celia were on a tour of Europe in the summer of 1901 with Mandie’s grandmother and Senator Morton, a family friend.


  “Don’t forget your journals, girls,” Senator Morton reminded them. “You should write things down as they happen, before the freshness wears off.”


  “Yes, sir,” Mandie agreed. “I hate to tell you this, but my journal is packed in my luggage, and I can’t get to it right now. But I will keep it out from now on as we travel.”


  “Mine is, too,” Celia added. “Mandie, if we each had a bag to put them in, they would be easier to handle, especially for you since you have your cat.”


  Jonathan spoke up. “I know just what you girls need,” he said. “As soon as we get to Rome, I’ll show you. There are shops in Italy that sell mesh bags that fold up and fit in your purse, or they will stretch out to carry things this big.” He held his hands about a foot apart.


  “Jonathan, I’m so glad we found you on the ship,” Mandie told him. “You are such an experienced traveler. You seem to know everything. Have you gone to school in Italy, too?”


  “Oh, no, not Italy,” Jonathan replied, flashing his mischievous smile. “But I have traveled some in Italy. And before you ask me, I do not speak Italian, only French and English.”


  Mandie and Celia had found Jonathan on the ship they had taken from the United States to England. Although Jonathan had an aunt and uncle in Paris, where he was supposed to stay until his father came for him, Senator Morton had been unable to contact the relatives, who were out of town.


  Senator Morton did get in touch with Jonathan’s father, a wealthy businessman in New York, who had asked the senator to keep Jonathan with him as they traveled.


  “I guess we’re out of luck, then, unless my grandmother or the senator can speak Italian,” Mandie said, looking across the aisle at the adults.


  Mrs. Taft shook her head. “No, dear, I don’t speak Italian except for a few words. But most of the people there speak enough French, and some English, that we won’t have any trouble getting around.” She looked at the senator. “Perhaps you speak Italian, Senator Morton?”


  “A little,” he admitted. “I’m not too good at it, but I can make myself understood sometimes. Actually, I can understand the Italians better than they can me.”


  “Senator Morton, what about all those other countries we’re going to?” Mandie asked. “Switzerland, Germany, the Netherlands, Belgium, Scotland, Wales, Ireland—will you be able to translate for us when they don’t understand or speak English?”


  “Don’t worry your pretty head about it, Miss Amanda. We’ll manage,” the senator assured her. “I’ve traveled quite a bit in Europe, and so has your grandmother. If the people don’t understand what we say, we can always use our hands. The Italians, especially, use a lot of hand motions when they speak.”


  Suddenly the train whistle blasted, and the car jerked forward.


  “Goodness!” Celia clutched the seat as the train began to speed down the track.


  Mandie laughed. “You said this ride would be different, and it is,” she said over the roar of the rattling, whistling train. “As fast as this thing is going, we should be there soon.”


  Jonathan smiled and nodded. “Soon, I suppose, but it’s an awfully long trip—hours and hours.”


  The girls had never been on an express train before. The only ones they had ridden were the slow-moving ones up and down the eastern seaboard in the United States. They went slow enough for a person to take in the scenery along the way. This train went so fast it was impossible to enjoy the view. The telegraph poles along the way seemed to fly by too rapidly to even be counted.


  The train was noisy, too, with all the rattle and roar of the speeding wheels. It was impossible to carry on a conversation without shouting at each other.


  Many hours later, when the train finally came to a screeching halt at the border to Italy, the young people, dozing in their seats, were caught unawares. As it bumped to a stop in the depot they were thrown together. They all laughed.


  “Whew!” Mandie breathed with a loud gasp. “I’m sure glad that’s over and done with.” She clutched Snowball, who was also frightened by the sudden stop.


  Mrs. Taft and the senator were sitting in separate seats with arms on each side of them and they looked at the young people and laughed.


  “I should have warned you,” Mrs. Taft said. “When you sit on that long bench-type seat there’s nothing to hold on to.”


  “We’ll warn you next time,” the senator told them as they all got up.


  Mandie eagerly looked out the window. All she could see was the depot platform, as she and her friends followed the adults down the aisle to the train steps, carrying their bags.


  “We must hurry,” the senator urged them down the steps. “I believe that’s our train there on the next track.” He indicated a long black train that sat huffing and puffing and faced in the direction they were going.


  As they boarded the train to go into Italy, the conductor stood at the entrance checking papers and tickets. The adults showed him whatever he needed to see as the young people waited and watched. The man kept chattering away in what Jonathan said was Italian.


  Handing the papers back to Senator Morton, the man smiled and said, “Da questa parte,” as he indicated with his hand that they should board the train.


  Mandie climbed the few steps behind the adults, then turned and smiled at the man and said, “Thank you.”


  The man burst into a big smile, bowed slightly and said, “Grazie.” Then he added in English, “Thank you. Welcome to Italia.”


  Mandie was so thrilled with having conversed with a real Italian that Celia had to push her to go ahead.


  “He understood English,” Mandie said excitedly as she followed the others through the train car and into a compartment. This one was larger and much fancier than the one on the French railway. And Mandie noticed the seats had arm rests. They wouldn’t be thrown around on this train because they’d have something to hold on to.


  “I do hope we can see some of the countryside this time,” Celia remarked, as they sat down.


  “You’d better plan on seeing the countryside from somewhere besides a train,” Jonathan told her, laughing.


  “Do you mean we’re going for another fast train ride?” Mandie asked, uneasily holding on to Snowball.


  “I’d say faster. You see, this is the main express,” Jonathan said.


  “How could it go any faster than the one we were on?” Celia gasped.


  “Trust me and get prepared because it can,” Jonathan warned.


  “Well, I’m glad we still have civilized trains back home,” Mandie remarked as she looked out the window and saw the train they had been on being readied to return to Paris. “Look what they’re doing.” She pointed.


  Celia and Jonathan watched through the window with her as the engine from the other train was being disconnected and then run on a separate track that circled back onto the main track where it was coupled to the last car.


  As the engine began to pull forward, Mandie remarked, “You know, all the people will have to ride backwards now, because all the seats faced forward when we were on it and they didn’t turn the cars around!”


  “No, most of the seats are reversible,” Jonathan explained. “The conductor will just go through and flip all the seats to face the other  direction. That is, except for the compartments like the one we were in. If you remember, those seats faced each other. Your grandmother and the senator rode facing backwards all the way.”


  “That’s right,” Mandie remembered.


  Their train suddenly blew its whistle and took off with a jolt down the tracks. The young people still weren’t expecting such a sudden movement and they grasped the arms of the seats to keep from being hurled to the floor.


  There was no possibility of carrying on a normal conversation above the noise of the train. And it was going so fast Mandie was sure they would have a wreck any minute. Besides that, she had trouble on her hands in the form of a white kitten. Snowball definitely didn’t like the fast ride and he clung frantically to Mandie’s dress, meowing loudly in protest. Mandie tried to comfort the kitten and at the same time control her own fear of the fast-moving train.


  When they finally arrived at the station in Rome, Italy, Mandie gave a sigh of relief as the train lunged to a halt.


  “Thank the Lord we made it in one piece,” Mandie gasped as she cuddled Snowball.


  Mrs. Taft and the senator rose. “Now, everyone stay close together. This is a busy place and it would be easy to get lost,” Mrs. Taft warned the young people.


  The senator stepped down and helped Mrs. Taft from the train. The young people followed. Mandie and Celia stared about them.


  “So this is the capital of Italy,” Mandie remarked, holding her pet securely. “Remember when we studied the Roman Empire, Celia? Just look at all the beautiful architecture,” she said, indicating their surroundings in the huge, magnificent train station.


  “And it’s so old and full of history,” Celia added.


  “So much history that even a person who was born here doesn’t know all of it,” Jonathan said.


  Mrs. Taft stopped to look back at them. “Amanda, Celia, and Jonathan,” she called, “hurry up. Senator Morton will hire a carriage to take us to our hotel.”


  Mandie and Celia were so fascinated by the architecture overhead and the old statues in the depot, they kept bumping into people.


  Jonathan made sure that they kept in sight of the adults. Otherwise they all would have been lost. “You girls think this building  is something? Just wait till you see the Colosseum and the Sistine Chapel and the Pantheon and the Forum and the hundreds—probably thousands—of fountains here in Italy,” he told them.


  “I’m so excited. I don’t want to waste a minute,” Mandie replied, hurrying to catch up with the adults. As she did, a woman came bursting around a corner in the corridor, and Mandie had to jump aside to keep from running into her. Then as she disappeared just as quickly into the crowd, Mandie stopped suddenly, causing Celia and Jonathan to bump into her. “That woman!” Mandie exclaimed. “That was the strange woman from the ship!” She pointed in the direction she had disappeared.


  “Are you sure, Mandie?” Celia asked.


  “Of course I’m sure, Celia,” Mandie said sharply. “As much as we’ve seen that woman, I know her when I see her.”


  “Well, it’s too late to catch up with her now,” Jonathan told the girls. “Come on, Mandie. Your grandmother is getting ahead of us.”


  There had been a strange woman on board the ship they had sailed on to England, and she seemed to follow the girls everywhere they went. Then they had seen the same woman in London, and she had turned up again in Paris. But she always vanished before they could catch up with her.


  Mandie stomped her foot. “I am going to find out who that woman is if it’s the last thing I do,” she said.


  “Mandie, that woman is dangerous,” Celia told her as they hurried on through the depot. “You know what happened to us in Paris. I think we ought to stay as far away from that woman as possible.”


  “But she’s not staying away from us!” Mandie reminded her friend.


  “I wouldn’t pay any attention to her if I were you. You know now not to trust strangers,” Jonathan said.


  “I wouldn’t pay attention to her if she’d just stop following us around everywhere we go,” Mandie replied.


  They followed the adults into a waiting room.


  Mrs. Taft turned to them and said, “Sit down right there,” indicating a bench across the room. “Senator Morton will get us a carriage.”


  The senator went through the revolving doors, and the young people sat down.


  “I don’t think we should tell my grandmother about my seeing that  strange woman,” Mandie said under her breath as Mrs. Taft stood just inside the doorway across the room. “It would just worry her.”


  “All right, Mandie,” Celia agreed. “But if that woman does anything besides follow us around, we’ll have to tell your grandmother.”


  “Agreed,” Mandie replied, holding on to Snowball.


  “I’ll help you watch out for her,” Jonathan offered.


  “Well, I hope we don’t see her again,” Mandie said.


  Senator Morton came back inside to show them to the waiting carriage. The young people followed the adults outside. Mandie and Celia again stopped to stare. The city was so old and beautiful. The girls had never seen anything like the huge structures about them.


  “Amanda, Celia,” Mrs. Taft called from the carriage. “Come along. We’ll go sightseeing later. Right now we’ve got to get to the hotel.”


  The hotel wasn’t far away, and the short journey in the carriage was so exciting the girls wished it could last longer. Jonathan and the adults pointed out several famous landmarks along the way.


  “Oh, Grandmother, I wish we could stay here the rest of the year,” Mandie said. “We’ll never be able to see it all on such a short visit.”


  “Don’t worry, dear. We’ll manage to fit it all in,” Mrs. Taft assured her.


  The carriage came to a stop before a magnificent hotel. Mandie’s blue eyes grew big. “Are we staying in this place?” she asked.


  “Yes, dear,” Mrs. Taft replied, stepping down from the carriage. “Now, you young people stay right with me while the senator checks us in.” She led the way into the lobby.


  Senator Morton went to the front desk, and Mrs. Taft sat down on a nearby settee. The young people walked around the lobby to inspect their surroundings. The walls and floor were shiny marble, and there were paintings on the tile ceiling overhead. Roman statues stood as if in attendance, and the artwork of famous artists graced the walls.


  Mandie gazed about in awe. “This must be an awfully rich country!” she remarked.


  “Not really, Mandie,” Jonathan said. “Your grandmother just stays in the best hotels. I’m afraid we haven’t really seen how the average European lives.”


  “You’re probably right,” Mandie admitted. “But I do know how poor people live, because I was poor once myself, that was before I found my Uncle John and my real mother. And my Cherokee kinpeople  are poor compared to most white people.” Turning to look into Jonathan’s dark eyes, she added, “But you probably don’t know much about being poor since your father is so rich.”


  “I’ve never really been poor myself, but I do know how poor people live,” Jonathan told her. “In most of the private schools my father has sent me to, we have adopted a poor family and helped them to live more comfortably.”


  “That’s what we do back home in Virginia,” Celia said. “All the people in our neighborhood try to help poor farmers who don’t have much.”


  Senator Morton rejoined Mrs. Taft and she beckoned to the young people, “We’re ready to go to our rooms, dears.”


  The three young people followed the adults down a huge corridor to an elevator, which they had learned early in their travels was called a lift in Europe.


  “A lift?” Mandie complained, holding her stomach.


  Jonathan smiled. “At least this one has a glass door, so you can see what we’re passing on the way up.”


  “That doesn’t help much. I don’t like them,” Mandie said.


  Celia sighed. “Me either. They make my stomach turn over.”


  The elevator doors opened, and the girls reluctantly stepped inside behind the adults, Jonathan entering last. They all turned to face the front as the operator slid the doors shut. Mandie and Celia held hands and closed their eyes as the elevator began ascending. Snowball squirmed restlessly in Mandie’s other arm.


  A few moments later, it came to a halt, and the doors opened.


  “Here we are,” Senator Morton announced.


  As they entered the empty hallway, Mandie looked around. “I certainly hope that strange woman doesn’t follow us here,” Mandie whispered to her friends. “I want to enjoy this city.”


  Noticing their whispered conversation, Mrs. Taft said, “I do hope you young people are not planning secrets again.”


  “No, ma’am,” the three chimed. They looked at each other and smiled.


  We aren’t planning secrets, Mandie thought. We just don’t want to be followed around by that woman.


  CHAPTER TWO


  THE MAGICIAN


  When they reached their suites, they found the doors standing open, and a young man in uniform waiting to assist them in any way he could. He explained in broken English where he had placed their bags. The senator and Jonathan shared a suite across the hall from the others.


  “Thank you,” Mrs. Taft said to the man as she and the girls went inside.


  Mandie saw that the girls’ belongings were all together in the larger bedroom, and Mrs. Taft’s were in the other. She wondered how the man knew what belonged to whom and which room each would have. Then she remembered they had name tags on all their luggage.


  Mandie smiled at the dark-haired man.


  The bellhop noticed Snowball in Mandie’s arms and motioned for Mandie to follow him to the other side of the parlor. There he pointed to a sandbox for the kitten. Mandie set Snowball down, and the kitten immediately explored the box.


  When the man started to leave, Mandie said, “Thank you.”


  “Prego,” the bellhop replied, motioning with his hands. “Welcome.” He left the room to cross the hall to the senator’s suite.


  Mandie stopped Jonathan, who was still in the hallway. “Where can we buy those bags to carry our journals in?” she asked.


  “There are shops in this hotel,” Jonathan replied. “We can probably find some there.”


  “Could we get them now?” Mandie asked as Celia came to the doorway.


  “Ask your grandmother,” Jonathan answered.


  Mandie rushed back into the suite to get permission from her grandmother, who gave Mandie strict instructions that she and her friends were not to go anywhere but the shops and should not be gone long.


  “Come on, Celia,” Mandie said. Leaving Snowball to continue exploring the room, she closed the door.


  “Do you have money, Mandie?” Celia asked.


  “Oh, no!” Mandie exclaimed. “We don’t have any Italian money.”


  “Oh, that’s right!” Celia remembered. “I have some English and French money, besides a few American dollars.”


  “Come on,” Jonathan called from the doorway of the parlor. “We can exchange it at the front desk, like we did in France.”


  The tall, elderly man on duty in the lobby spoke perfect English but had a little trouble understanding American English. But when the girls began pulling dollars out of their bags, he understood their intentions.


  “We want to use our money in your shops,” Mandie told the man.


  “Dollars?” the man questioned.


  “Lire,” Jonathan said. “We need lire for our dollars.”


  “Sí, sí. Yes, lire for dollars,” the man said. Taking the girls’ money from the counter, he turned to open the safe behind him. “Shops are one floor down,” he said over his shoulder.


  “We are so anxious to see everything!” Mandie enthused. “I think we’re going to the Colosseum and the Roman Forum and the Capitol, and all those wonderful places you have here in your city.”


  The man turned back with a handful of lire and began counting the money into the girls’ hands. When he finished, he looked up and said, “Don’t forget the catacombs.”


  “Oh, we wouldn’t miss seeing them,” Mandie assured him.


  “Good. The catacombs are the ancient underground cemeteries of the Christians,” the man explained. “There are several, but the ones most visited are the Catacombs of St. Sebastian. A basilica was built over these in the fourth century in honor of the apostles Peter and Paul.”


  “They’re that old?” Mandie asked.


  The man nodded.


  “And we can go under the ground and see them?” Celia questioned.


  “Yes, all the catacombs are open to the public,” the man replied. “The Franciscans are the custodians of St. Sebastian’s, and of course the blessed St. Sebastian himself is buried there.”


  “I’ve never been to the catacombs,” Jonathan said. “Can we actually walk around down there?”


  “Of course,” the clerk replied. “You will find several rooms, or sections, and a maze of passageways to explore.”


  “And there are graves there?” Mandie asked.


  “Actually, they are what we call crypts nowadays,” the clerk explained. Noticing another customer standing at the counter, he told Mandie and her friends, “We hope you enjoy your visit in our city. If we can be of any assistance to you, please inform us.” He smiled and turned to his other customer.


  Mandie glanced at the tall, well-dressed young man with thick blond hair and deep blue eyes. He caught her looking at him and quickly turned his back and leaned on the counter.


  Celia and Jonathan started walking toward the elevator. “Come on, Mandie,” Celia called.


  Mandie caught up with her friends. “Did y’all see that handsome man back there at the counter?” she asked. “He looked like someone important.”


  “Humph! He looked like a plain old actor to me,” Jonathan said. “Like the ones we have in New York.”


  “An actor?” Celia said brightly. She stopped to look back. “I think actors are such interesting people.”


  “I do, too,” Mandie agreed.


  While the young people waited for the elevator to descend so they could take it to the lower level, Mandie looked back down the hallway. The tall man was going into a room about halfway down the corridor.


  “Look!” she said, glancing in his direction. “There he is.”


  “He went into that room,” Celia added.


  “So he must be staying in this hotel,” Jonathan said.


  The elevator arrived, and the girls reluctantly entered and held hands as it moved down to another floor. When it stopped, they rushed out into the hallway and looked down the corridors, which were so  long they seemed to vanish from sight. There were shops of all sorts, covering every inch of space.


  “Look at all the stores!” Celia exclaimed.


  Mandie and her friends walked down the crowded corridor. “We ought to be able to find those mesh bags in one of these places, Jonathan,” she said.


  “Remember, your grandmother said we had to hurry back,” Celia reminded her.


  “It won’t take long to find a bag,” Jonathan assured them. “Let’s go in this shop here,” he said, pointing to the first one on the right.


  The girls followed him into the open storefront. There were scarves, jewelry, and trinkets of every kind displayed on the counters.


  Mandie and Celia were so fascinated with the colorful array that they would have looked at each item if Jonathan hadn’t asked the proprietor if he sold the mesh bags they were looking for.


  The man understood English and immediately pulled a handful of bags out from under the counter and laid them out for the girls to see.


  “You mean those are bags?” Mandie asked Jonathan as she examined the tangled mess of brightly colored twine.


  Jonathan picked one up and stretched it out. As the girls watched, it became a full-sized bag.


  “There, you see? You can fold it up when you’re not using it and put it in your purse,” he told the girls.


  “Oh, I like these!” Mandie exclaimed. She picked up a red one, stretching it as she had seen Jonathan do.


  “So do I,” Celia agreed, choosing a green one.


  “Are you going to buy them?” Jonathan asked.


  “Oh, yes,” Mandie replied. “I want this red one. It’ll match Snowball’s leash and harness.”


  “And I’ll take this green one,” Celia said, giggling. “It’ll match my eyes.”


  The girls began pulling money out of their bags to pay the shopkeeper.


  “Jonathan, I know you didn’t bring any money,” Mandie said. “If you want one of these, I’ll buy one for you.”


  Jonathan blushed. “No, no, Mandie. Men don’t carry those things. They’re only for ladies.”


  “I could loan you some money if there’s something else you’d like to buy,” Celia offered.


  “Thanks, but I don’t know of anything,” Jonathan replied. “Besides, the senator has offered to loan me money until my father comes.”


  The girls handed the proprietor some lire, and Jonathan watched as the man counted their change.


  Mandie stuffed the change into her purse as she held the bright new bag. “I hope your father doesn’t come for you,” she told Jonathan.


  “I don’t think he will. He’s always too occupied with all his business,” Jonathan replied as they left the shop.


  Mandie led the way toward the elevator and suddenly stopped. “Look! There are some steps. Let’s walk up.”


  “You mean all the way to the fourth floor?” Celia asked.


  “Why not?” Jonathan said, going toward the wide marble steps.


  “Come on,” Mandie urged Celia. She followed Jonathan, and Celia reluctantly joined them.


  They started up enthusiastically, but by the time they reached the fourth floor, they were all out of breath.


  Mandie wiped her brow with her handkerchief. “I don’t know which is worse—the steps or the lift.”


  “The steps,” Celia said, breathlessly.


  Jonathan laughed and plopped down on the top step. “You girls haven’t been getting enough exercise,” he teased.


  “Look who’s talking!” Mandie exclaimed. “I could probably outwalk you any day, Jonathan Guyer.”


  “Oh, I doubt that,” Jonathan said with his impish smile.


  “Don’t forget, Mandie’s one-fourth Cherokee,” Celia reminded him.


  “What’s that got to do with it?” Jonathan asked.


  Mandie and Celia sat down beside him. “Indians are great walkers,” Mandie told him. She tried to push loose strands of her blond hair back under her bonnet. “Besides, I was raised in the country, and I also visit my Cherokee kinpeople a lot.”


  “I’d like to visit them,” Jonathan said. “I’ve never seen a real Indian, except for your friend, Uncle Ned.”


  “Maybe you can come visit sometime,” Mandie suggested. “Uncle Ned’s wife, Morning Star, can’t speak much English, but their granddaughter Sally lives with them, and she is as educated as we are.”


  “After Mandie’s father died, her Uncle John married Mandie’s mother,” Celia explained. “He’s one-half Cherokee, and he looks more Indian than Mandie does.”


  “My father’s people are all of Dutch ancestry,” Jonathan said.


  “And what about your mother’s people?” Mandie asked.


  “I don’t really know. I never thought about it because my mother died when I was a baby.” Jonathan stood up. “Let’s go.”


  They hurried down the corridor and quickly found their rooms. Mandie and Celia entered their parlor, and Jonathan went into his suite across the hall.


  Looking around, the girls found that the suite was empty. “Well, where’s Grandmother?” Mandie fussed. “She told us to hurry back, and she’s gone when we return.” She peeked into the girls’ bedroom and saw Snowball curled up on their big bed sound asleep.


  “Let’s see if she’s across the hall,” Celia said, going to open the door.


  At that same moment, Jonathan came out of his suite. “No one’s here,” he said as the girls appeared in the doorway.


  “Here either,” Mandie replied. “I wonder where my grandmother and the senator could have gone. It seems odd that they would go off and leave us.”


  “I suppose we could get cleaned up while we wait,” Celia suggested.


  “Maybe they’ll be back by that time,” Mandie agreed.


  “Right,” Jonathan replied. “See you girls later,” he said, going back inside and closing the door.


  The girls returned to their bedroom. Their clothes were hung in the huge wardrobe, evidently unpacked by the maid. They chose fresh dresses and laid them out. Then they took turns taking baths in the huge marble tub in the adjoining bathroom. They brushed out their long hair and pinned it back up on top of their heads.


  Mandie unbuttoned the red voile dress she had chosen and carefully stepped into it. “Goodness, you’d think Grandmother would be back by now,” she said.


  Celia fastened the neck of her bright yellow dress. “Mandie, do you think we were gone too long and they went looking for us?” she asked.


  Mandie thought for a moment. “No, I don’t think so. We weren’t gone that long.”


  “I sure hope they weren’t worried,” Celia said.


  “Do you suppose we should go looking for them?” Mandie asked, twirling her long skirt before the floor-length mirror on the wall.


  “Oh, no,” Celia said. “They might come back and we’d be gone.”


  Mandie sat on the bed. “This is getting to be a habit, you know,” she said. “Remember? When we were in the hotel in Paris, Jonathan went off and didn’t come back. I’m beginning to dislike hotel rooms.”


  “They’ll probably be back any minute,” Celia answered, shaking out the gathers in her skirt.


  “Let’s see if Jonathan is ready yet,” Mandie suggested, going toward the door.


  Celia followed her friend.


  Mandie opened the door and gasped. “Quick! That strange woman was standing outside our door!” Mandie exclaimed, rushing into the corridor. “She went that way. Let’s find her!”


  “Mandie!” Celia cried, grabbing Mandie’s arm. “Suppose your grandmother comes back while we’re looking for that woman?”


  Mandie turned back and sighed. “You’re right, Celia. Oh, well, she must be staying in this hotel. We’ll just have to catch up with her later. Let’s see if Jonathan is ready.” She crossed the hall and knocked lightly on the door to the senator’s suite.


  Jonathan opened the door, dressed in stylish new clothes. “Are they back yet?” he asked.


  “No. We were about to ask you the same thing,” Mandie told him. “But, Jonathan, guess what? I just saw that strange woman from the ship again. She was standing right outside our door when I opened it.”


  “Did you ask her what she wanted?” he inquired.


  “No, she was too quick for me. She disappeared down that way,” Mandie said, pointing down the hallway.


  “You know, I’d really like to know who that woman is,” Jonathan said.


  At that moment Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton came rushing down the hallway toward them.


  “Oh, dears, I’m sorry we’ve been gone so long,” Mrs. Taft said. “I thought we’d get back before y’all did or we wouldn’t have gone. But it was so exciting!”


  “Grandmother, what?” Mandie asked.


  Mrs. Taft stopped to catch her breath. “We were invited to tea,” she explained after a moment. “That famous English actor, George Rushton, was the guest of honor. You see, I have some old friends staying here, and they know him personally. He was—”


  “Grandmother,” Mandie interrupted as the girls looked at each other, “what does this actor look like?”


  “He’s very handsome—tall, blond hair,” her grandmother replied. “Young and—” She started to enter their suite.


  “And deep blue eyes, darker blue than mine,” Mandie added.


  Mrs. Taft turned around and looked at the girls. “Why, yes, dear. How did you know?” she asked.


  “We saw him in the lobby,” Mandie said. To Jonathan she added, “You were right. He is an actor!”


  “I was only guessing,” Jonathan said. “It might not be the same person.”


  “He’s some sort of magician, too, between his regular stage plays,” Mrs. Taft explained. “Anyway, let me get dressed for dinner. I’m glad to see you girls are ready. We’ll be with you shortly, Senator,” she said as he and Jonathan went to their suite.


  Mrs. Taft started toward her bedroom, then stopped. “Amanda, would you please unhook this necklace for me?” she asked. “I had a terrible time getting it fastened when I put it on.” She touched the ruby-encrusted necklace around her neck and sat down on the settee so Mandie could reach the clasp.


  It took Mandie several tries, but she finally succeeded in unhooking the necklace.


  “Thanks, dear,” her grandmother said, going on into her bedroom.


  The girls sat talking on the settee in the parlor while Mrs. Taft got dressed.


  “I’m sure he’s the same man we saw in the lobby,” Mandie said. “And Grandmother said he was also a magician. I’d like to see what magic tricks he can do.”


  “I would, too,” Celia agreed.


  “We’ll have to ask Grandmother if he’s performing here in Rome. If so, we’ll just go see him,” Mandie decided.


  CHAPTER THREE


  THE UNSEEN SNUFFER


  Mandie and her friends stared at their beautiful surroundings that night as they waited behind Senator Morton and Mrs. Taft at the entrance to the hotel dining room. The white marble floor shone like a looking-glass. Supporting columns throughout the huge room were made of matching white tiles, and even the ceiling was inlaid with mosaics of various historical Italian figures.


  Plush red draperies with gold tassels and fringe adorned the floor-length arched windows around the room. Massive carved chairs and tables stood across the space before them. Although huge crystal chandeliers full of gas lights hung from high above, there were candles on all the tables, and white tablecloths and napkins. Large vases of bright-colored flowers stood about the room amid the huge statues. Smaller containers of flowers graced each table.


  “What a place!” Mandie whispered to her friends.


  “Look at all the ladies,” Celia said. “They look like they’ve just stepped out of a fashion boutique.”


  Jonathan smiled and said, “Don’t forget the gentlemen. They certainly look fashionable, too.”


  Mandie turned and looked at Jonathan. “You know, so do you,” she said. “I don’t see how you manage to have such nice clothes with only that little bag you had when we found you on the ship.”


  “That’s easy,” Jonathan said, shrugging his broad shoulders. “Senator Morton was nice enough to loan me some money for clothes, and I went shopping while you and Celia were dressing for dinner tonight.”


  “You went shopping in that length of time?” Mandie asked.


  “Why, yes, I went downstairs to some of the shops we saw this afternoon,” the boy explained.


  The head waiter led them to a table near a window where they could look out onto the street.


  Mandie and Celia were more interested in watching the people outside the window than in ordering food.


  “Girls, please,” Mrs. Taft scolded. “We have to order our food.” Turning to the senator, she added, “Sitting by this window was not such a good idea after all.”


  “I’m sure they’ll eat when the food comes,” Senator Morton assured her.


  After they ordered, the waiter brought a basketful of breadsticks and butter, and the young people eagerly devoured them.


  Mandie turned to look across the vast room. Spotting the blond man they had seen at the desk, she leaned forward to speak to her grandmother. “Look over there at the table near that post,” she said, rolling her eyes in that direction. “That’s the man we saw. Is he the same one you said is an actor?”


  Mrs. Taft looked over at the man and then smiled at the young people. “One and the same,” she said.


  The waiter brought their food, and after returning thanks, they all began eating.


  “Is he putting on any magic acts while he’s here in Rome?” Mandie asked.


  “Why, yes. The play he was performing in has closed,” Mrs. Taft replied. “In fact, I was going to ask if you young people would like to see his magic show. He’s using a small theater within walking distance from here.”


  “Oh, yes!” the three said together.


  “Could we go tonight, Grandmother?” Mandie asked excitedly.


  “No, dear, by the time we finish our dinner it will be late, and we need some rest tonight,” Mrs Taft told her. “What about tomorrow night?”


  Mandie looked at her friends and they both nodded.


  “Then we’ll just go see this young man do his magic tricks tomorrow night,” Senator Morton said. “I’ll get the tickets.”


  “Thank you, Senator,” Mrs. Taft smiled. Turning back to the young people, she said, “Senator Morton and I thought perhaps y’all would like to begin your sightseeing tomorrow with a tour of the catacombs, and then maybe the Colosseum and the other ruins here in Rome.”


  “Oh, the catacombs would be great!” Mandie exclaimed.


  “Yes, I think they would be very interesting,” Jonathan agreed.


  “Well, I suppose we’ll have to see them sometime or other, but I’m not very anxious to visit dead people,” Celia said hesitantly.


  Mandie and Jonathan laughed. The adults smiled.


  “I’ll stay right with you, Celia, I promise,” Mandie said solemnly.


  “So will I,” Jonathan added.


  “Celia, dear, if you’d rather not go inside, I believe there’s a little refreshment stand at the entrance where you can wait,” Mrs. Taft suggested.


  “Oh, no,” Celia quickly objected. “I’ll have to go inside. You see, I have to keep up with my journal, and I’d hate to write in it that I was there and didn’t go inside.”


  When they had all finished eating, Mandie asked the waiter for some food to take to her kitten. She had locked Snowball in their bathroom and brought the key with her.


  Snowball was curled up asleep in the middle of the huge marble bathtub when Mandie opened the door. Seeing his mistress, he stood up, stretched, and yawned.


  “Here,” Mandie said to him, holding out the saucer of food she had brought. “Here’s your dinner, Snowball.”


  Sniffing the aroma of food, Snowball jumped out of the bathtub and rushed to his mistress. Mandie placed the saucer and a cup of water in a corner for him. He quickly devoured it all.


  Putting the key back in the bathroom door lock, Mandie went in to the bedroom and got ready for bed. “This was a lot easier than trying to tie Snowball under the table or somewhere while we ate,” she told Celia.


  “As long as the maid doesn’t have a duplicate key....” Celia answered, getting into her nightgown and robe. “She might accidentally let him out.”


  “Oh, I hadn’t thought of that,” Mandie said. “Well, I’ll just take  him with us tomorrow. He’s pretty good about walking with his leash and harness on now.”


  “I’ll help you with him,” Celia promised.


  It was warm in the room, and the girls pulled back some of the heavy draperies looking for a window they could open. To their surprise they found a French door behind one of the curtains.


  Mandie pressed her face against the glass and peered out. “Well, we have a door,” she said. “Hey, Celia, look, there are steps outside that go down.”


  Celia looked over Mandie’s shoulder. “They must lead to the street.”


  “It looks that way,” Mandie said.


  Celia continued peering through the glass. “There’s a balcony out there, too.”


  Mandie tried to turn the doorknob. “It’s locked,” she said, noticing a large key in the lock. “Should we unlock it and open the door a bit for some air?”


  “Oh, no, no,” Celia protested. “Please don’t, Mandie. It’s so dark. Someone could be outside.”


  Mandie laughed. “All right. When it’s daylight I’ll open it and look outside.” She turned toward the window they had uncovered. “If you’ll help me, I think we can push this window up so we can get some air.”


  The window was huge, and it took the strength of both girls to raise it. A cool breeze immediately floated into their room.


  “Mmmm!” Mandie breathed in. “It was worth all the trouble, wasn’t it?”


  Celia looked outside. There was nothing there but another wall of the hotel. “I suppose so... as long as someone can’t get in.” She walked over to the French door. “But we’ve got to cover this door. Somebody might look in while we’re asleep.” She pulled the curtains shut.


  The girls hopped into the big bed, and Snowball pounced on their feet. With the window open, they could hear a lot of noise from the outside. Someone was singing opera in loud, high notes, and someone else was playing an accordion. The buzz of conversation on the street below sounded like a hundred people talking in loud tones all at once.


  “This sure is different from home, where everything is quiet and you can hear the jarflies at night, isn’t it?” Mandie said. She wiggled around in an effort to dislodge Snowball, who had curled up on her  feet. “Snowball, I didn’t need you to heat up my feet.” She reached down to push him to one side.


  Snowball meowed and gradually inched his way back toward her feet.


  The girls were tired from the long journey from France, but they were wide awake with the excitement of being in Rome. They talked into the wee hours of the morning.


  When the maid came in at dawn and pulled back the draperies, Mandie and Celia had trouble getting their eyes all the way open.


  Mandie rubbed her eyelids as she sat up. “Feels like dirt in my eyes.”


  “Buon giorno, signorina,” the maid said as Mandie swung her feet out of the bed. The girl had brought a breakfast tray, and she placed it on a table nearby.


  “Sorry, I don’t understand Italian,” Mandie apologized as she smiled at the heavy-set young girl.


  “I only said, good morning, miss,” the maid translated. “Would you like me to pour out coffee?”


  “Oh, you speak English, thank goodness,” Mandie said, standing up and stretching. Celia joined her by the table. “Pour out the coffee? No, we don’t want it poured out. We’ll drink it.”


  “Then I go.” The girl smiled as she left the room.


  “Mandie, I think she meant pour it out into our cups,” Celia explained. “My mother has some friends back home who came from England, and that’s the way they say it.”


  “Well, I’m glad you understand these things,” Mandie said, laughing.


  As soon as everyone had enjoyed a light breakfast in their rooms, Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton took the young people sightseeing.


  It was a bright, clear day and warm. As they rode down the cobblestone streets of Rome in a hired carriage, the girls were overwhelmed by the huge stone buildings, the grassy parks with fountains everywhere they looked, and the crowds of people on the streets, who all seemed to be talking loudly and gesturing with their hands. Mandie and Celia, who were both country girls, had never seen such a bustling, interesting city.


  Mrs. Taft laid out their plans. “We’ll go to the catacombs first,” she said. “Then we’ll have something to eat at noon and go on to some of the ruins, or the Colosseum.”


  “Yes, let’s go to the catacombs first and get that over with,” Celia remarked, patting the mesh bag in her lap that contained her journal.


  “And write in our journals about it?” Mandie asked. She had the harness and leash on Snowball, who sat purring at her side.


  “Yes, that will be something to write about,” Celia agreed.


  At the entrance to the Catacombs of St. Sebastian, a Franciscan monk greeted them together with lots of other visitors. He wore a long, brown hooded robe, and had leather sandals on his feet. He gave a brief explanation of the tour in several different languages.


  “If you will please follow me,” he said, “we will enter the basilica here. It was built in the fourth century in honor of the Apostles Peter and Paul.” He led the way inside the rectangular building, which contained two aisles amid rows of huge columns and a nave.


  Celia held on to Mandie’s hand as they followed the others.


  “Over here,” the monk said, indicating a huge archway, “you will find the entrance to the underground catacombs.” Then he gestured toward the display cases along the walls. “Inside these cases you will see some of the precious gems of our country. These and other artifacts here were found in ruins that have only recently been uncovered.”


  Everyone crowded around the thick glass-covered displays to gaze at the arrangements of sparkling gems and artifacts of gold and silver.


  Mandie gasped. “Oh, they’re beautiful! Look at that huge ruby in the center of this piece. I’ve never seen anything like it before.”


  “Neither have I,” Celia said in wonder.


  Jonathan smiled at their enthusiasm.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton led the way, and Mandie held Snowball tightly as she and Celia and Jonathan descended the stairs. They soon found themselves in an underground cavern lit only by candles, and having a damp odor. The visitors were silent in reverence for the Christians buried there. The walls were rough stone, and crevices in the wall held small crypts containing the remains of the dead.


  Celia began shaking, and she grabbed on to Mandie’s hand.


  “Celia,” Mandie said, “Jonathan and I are right here with you. There is nothing to be afraid of. Dead people can’t hurt you,” she tried to reassure her friend.


  “I know,” Celia replied in a quivering voice. “I’m sorry to be such a scaredy-cat, but the very thought of people buried here gives me the jitters.” She laughed nervously.


  There were several archways leading into the various sections of the catacombs. The crowd had thinned out after a quick look, and Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton became engrossed with carved tablets in the walls, which they tried to decipher.


  Jonathan led the girls forward. “Here’s another room over here,” he said. “Look!” He stepped through an archway into a corridor that went around a bend, and the girls followed.


  Mandie freed her hand from Celia’s long enough to push her bonnet back so she could see better. The long ribbon secured it on her neck. Celia pushed hers back too.


  “I don’t know whether it’s hot or cold down here,” Mandie remarked, breaking the silence. “I feel hot, but the air around us feels cold.”


  The young people looked around the room for some connecting corridor.


  “This seems to be a dead end,” Mandie said.


  “You’re right,” Jonathan agreed. “But look at this carving on the wall.”


  The three inspected the ancient writing, barely visible from the light of only one candle near the archway they had come through.


  “Is it Latin, Jonathan?” Mandie asked, pointing to the inscription.


  Jonathan bent to look closer. At that moment the candle went out. Jonathan caught his breath. The girls grabbed each other. The three were left in complete darkness. The bend in the corridor kept light from coming in from other rooms.


  “Where is everybody?” Mandie cried. “I can’t hear a sound.”


  There was not a single noise to indicate that anyone else remained in the underground caverns.


  Jonathan began feeling his way along the wall. “I think I can locate the archway that we came through,” he said. “You girls hold on to my coat.”


  Mandie and Celia took hold of his coattail and followed him closely in the blackness.


  “Wh-what do you suppose made the candle go out?” Celia stammered.


  “There must have been a draft down here,” Jonathan said, moving along in small, careful steps. “Let’s see, I believe I’ve found the entrance.” He moved a little more and said, “Yes, I think this is where we came in. Now, stay close together.”


  He stepped cautiously through the archway. It was still completely dark in the corridor.


  “Jonathan, what happened to the candles that were along the way when we came in here?” Mandie asked, holding tightly to her kitten.


  “They all seem to have gone out,” Jonathan said, still moving slowly as he felt his way along the stone wall.


  “Then someone must have put them out,” Mandie reasoned. “I don’t see how a little draft could blow them all out at once.”


  “Oh, no!” Celia moaned.


  “Don’t panic,” Jonathan told the girls. “We’ll be out of here in no time, and then we’ll find out what happened.”


  “Why don’t we call out for help?” Celia asked.


  “Too embarrassing,” Jonathan said, as he kept inching his way along. “Don’t worry. We’ll be out of here soon.”


  As they moved along at a snail’s pace, Jonathan suddenly cried out. “Ouch!” He stood still.


  “What’s wrong?” Mandie asked.


  “Nothing. I must have put my hand right on top of a candle that just went out. The wax was hot,” he explained.


  They moved along through what seemed to be several rooms, and still no light appeared anywhere. The girls were getting frantic. Every time they whispered, their voices echoed back at them.


  “Jonathan, someone has put out all the candles, or we would have found a lighted one by now,” Mandie complained, nervously clutching Snowball.


  “It sure looks that way,” Jonathan admitted. “But if we keep going, we’re bound to find the entrance. Then we can get out of this place.”


  “I don’t understand why we keep moving and still don’t find anyone else down here,” Mandie said shakily. “Where is my grandmother... and the senator?”


  Jonathan kept feeling his way along with the girls closely following, but they didn’t find a single light or another person anywhere.


  “We must have made a wrong turn somewhere,” Mandie decided. “I don’t know how we’re ever going to get out of here. We seem to be going deeper and deeper inside these caverns.”


  Jonathan sighed. “You may be right, Mandie,” he said.


  CHAPTER FOUR


  LOST IN THE DARK


  “Jonathan, I’m getting tired,” Mandie complained. “We must have walked a mile by now and haven’t gotten anyplace.” She and Celia were close behind him.


  “My legs are getting so wobbly I can hardly stand up.” Celia’s voice quivered in fright.


  “I’m sorry,” Jonathan replied. Just then he stumbled on something and the girls almost fell because they were still holding on to his coat-tail. “I’m sorry again,” he said. “My foot hit something rough and moveable, probably a stone.”


  “Do you think we could rest for a minute?” Mandie asked. “Snowball is squirming so. I’d like to set him down.”


  “All right. A minute would be the time it takes to count to sixty.” Jonathan was apparently trying to joke, but his voice sounded nervous. “Hold on, now, so you don’t fall. I’m going to stop here.”


  Mandie sighed heavily. “I don’t understand how all this happened to us,” she said.


  “Neither do I,” Jonathan replied. “I’m beginning to think someone deliberately blew out the candle in the room where we were.”


  “But all the other candles were out, too,” Celia added in a shaky voice.


  Mandie gasped. “Do y’all think someone is trying to trap us, or follow us?” She shivered at the thought.


  “I certainly hope not,” Jonathan said as the three huddled closer together in the dark cavern.


  The thought of someone near them in the darkness made Mandie want to get out of there fast. “Maybe we’d better keep moving,” she suggested. “Eventually, we’ve got to get somewhere.”


  “Okay, hold on to me and stay together,” Jonathan replied. “I’m going to start walking again. Ready?”


  “Yes,” the girls replied together as Jonathan moved forward.


  At that instant the ground seemed to open up beneath Jonathan’s feet. He began falling into space. The girls fell with him, and Snowball clung to Mandie.


  “Wow!” Jonathan hollered as he fell through the air. He landed below.


  “Dear God, please help us!” Mandie cried. The girls clung to one another as they fell down beside Jonathan.


  Mandie rubbed her painful bottom and looked around in the dim light. A monk in a hooded robe was crouching in the corner of the room they had fallen into. Mandie and Jonathan got up right away, but Celia remained on the floor, still shaken from the sudden fall.


  Mandie walked cautiously toward the monk. “Please, mister, can you help us get out of this place?” she asked.


  Snowball jumped up and raced about the room.


  The man bowed his hood-covered head and backed quickly away from Mandie, apparently fearful of the sudden visitors from the floor above. He began chattering in frightened tones in another language.


  “I’m sorry if we scared you,” Mandie told the man. She tried get closer to him and see his face, but he kept his distance and his face concealed within the full hood of his robe.


  Jonathan tried speaking to the tall, mysterious monk. “Could you please just tell us how to get out of here?” he asked him.


  The monk continued backing away.


  Mandie turned to her friend, who still sat on the floor. “Celia, are you all right?” She bent to look at her.


  Celia reached up and Mandie helped her to stand. But Celia was still shaking. “I’m all right,” she said in a hoarse whisper. She shook out her rumpled dress.


  Mandie looked back at the monk. “Jonathan, try French,” she begged. “Maybe he understands that language.”


  Jonathan did as she suggested. “We are sorry for disturbing you, but we are lost and are trying to get back outside. Can you help us?”


  The monk continued to back away until he bumped into what looked like a concrete casket standing upright behind him. He turned, quickly pushed the lid aside and jumped in, closing the cover behind him.


  Mandie gasped. “What on earth is he doing?”


  They all stared after the monk, who had vanished into the standing vault.


  Jonathan rushed forward and tried to move the lid. “Let’s see if we can get this open,” he said to the girls.


  Mandie immediately went to help him.


  Celia lagged behind. “Isn’t that a c-c-casket?” she asked.


  Jonathan smiled at her. “Whatever it is, there was enough room inside for the man to get in. There can’t be a body inside.”


  Celia shivered and then hesitantly touched the cold stone in an effort to help lift the lid.


  “It’s so heavy we can’t even budge it, Jonathan,” Mandie complained. They all grunted and groaned as they worked on the lid. “How did he ever open it so easily?” she asked.


  “There must be a latch or something to release it,” Jonathan replied. He bent to walk around the casket and examine the edges.


  Mandie and Celia followed him. Snowball continued to race around the room.


  “No luck.” Mandie sighed. “If I hadn’t seen the man open it and get inside, I’d say it was impossible.”


  Celia stayed close to Mandie. “Where are we, anyway?” she asked, shivering in the damp, musty-smelling room.


  “There isn’t a door or opening anywhere to get out of here that I can see,” Mandie remarked as she quickly walked around the small room. She stopped suddenly. “You know, there must be an exit in that casket! There’s no other way out of here.”


  She looked up at the small, barred openings high in the wall on one side. “It would be impossible to get through one of those windows up there. They aren’t large enough. So how did the man get in here? Not only that, how did we get in here?” She looked overhead. “Look, there’s not even a hole in the ceiling where we fell through.”


  “A trap door!” Jonathan exclaimed, scanning the ceiling. “We accidentally stepped on a trap door, and when we fell through, it closed up again.” He pointed above. “Look! See the cracks in the stone up there in the corner? That’s got to be where we fell through.”


  “You’re right,” Mandie agreed, following his gaze. “There’s no way to get up there. Even if we could, we probably couldn’t open the trap door.” She looked around the room. There didn’t seem to be a single thing in the place except for the casket.


  “What can we do?” Celia moaned.


  “Let’s reenact what that monk did,” Mandie suggested. “Jonathan, make like you’re that man. He was standing right here when I first saw him.” She pointed to a place near where she stood, and Jonathan came to stand there.


  “Then he began backing away from us,” Jonathan said as he started walking backwards.


  “Toward the casket, Jonathan,” Mandie reminded him.


  Jonathan glanced behind him and moved back toward the coffin. Mandie followed slowly, with Celia hovering nearby. Since they were all looking at the floor in search of a release for the lid or something hidden that the monk might have used, Jonathan abruptly bumped into the casket behind him. Nothing happened.


  Mandie sighed in exasperation. “The monk was able to get the lid open. Let’s try again.”


  The three of them once again used every ounce of their strength to try to budge the concrete lid. They couldn’t get it to even shake, much less move. They just stood there, looking at it.


  “If we could only figure out the secret of opening that stubborn lid...” Mandie said.


  “Maybe the man locked the lid from inside after he went through,” Celia suggested.


  Mandie and Jonathan immediately turned to her.


  “You’re probably right, Celia,” Mandie agreed. “He locked the lid so we couldn’t follow him.”


  Jonathan shook his head and looked around the small room. “But I don’t understand why he would want to lock us up in here,” he said. “Surely he knows we have to get out some way or other.”


  Celia shivered again. “Mandie, I’m awfully afraid.”


  Mandie turned to her friend and said, “Celia, we need to say our verse.” She reached for Celia’s and Jonathan’s hands. “Ready?”


  Her friends nodded and Mandie led the recitation of their favorite verse. “What time I am afraid I will put my trust in Thee.”


  The girls blew out a deep breath and Mandie said, “Now we have to trust in the Lord to help us.”


  “But don’t you think we need to help the Lord help us?” Jonathan asked.


  “Well, I don’t think He expects us to just sit down and wait for Him to perform a miracle,” Mandie agreed.


  “Maybe if we yelled real loud, somebody would hear us,” Celia suggested, staying close to Mandie.


  “These walls are probably soundproof,” Jonathan told her. “They look thick, and remember how the other rooms seemed to be so silent?”


  “Well, I agree with Celia,” Mandie said, stomping her foot. “Let’s try it. When we count to three, let’s all holler as loud as we can.”


  “All right,” Celia agreed.


  “All right,” Jonathan relented. “But it isn’t going to do any good.”


  “Ready? One... two... three,” Mandie counted.


  The three yelled at the top of their lungs. “Help! Help!” they cried. The sound reverberated off the stones and almost deafened them. They all clamped their hands over their ears.


  Snowball was frightened by the noise and ran, meowing loudly, to his mistress. Mandie picked him up and tried to calm him as she whispered to him and rubbed his soft white fur.


  “Snowball, I’m sorry,” she told the kitten as she rubbed her cheek on his head. Snowball straightened up and ran his rough red tongue across her face.


  When Mandie put Snowball down, he immediately ran across the room to one corner and stood there meowing. Mandie looked at him, puzzled.


  “Snowball, you must want outside. I’m sorry but there’s no door over there,” she told the kitten.


  “Maybe he thinks you can make one,” Jonathan joked.


  “I wish we could,” Celia said.


  Snowball suddenly yowled loudly and looked back at Mandie.


  “My goodness, Snowball. That’s enough to wake the dead!” Mandie exclaimed. Then she gasped, realizing what she had said. “Not the dead here in the catacombs, though,” she said, laughing nervously. “Come here.”


  She walked toward him, and he continued wailing. As she stooped to pick him up, a piece of the stone wall suddenly swung open, knocking her to a sitting position on the rough floor. “Look!” she yelled to the others, pointing to the opening.


  Jonathan and Celia quickly came across the room. Mandie grabbed her kitten and stood up.


  Jonathan looked through the opening. “There are steps going up in there. Let’s go!” he said excitedly.


  As they moved toward the opening, a hooded, robed figure coming down the stone steps blocked their way. All three young people froze. This couldn’t be the same monk who disappeared from the room. He had been tall, and this man was short and fat.


  When the monk saw them, he stopped and motioned for them to follow him. He babbled in a language they couldn’t understand and turned to go back up the narrow, stone stairway.


  Mandie and her friends looked at each other.


  Mandie shrugged. “Well, it should be easy to find out where he wants us to go,” Mandie said, quickly following the man up the steps.


  “And anywhere would be better than here in this room,” Celia added, joining her friend.


  Jonathan brought up the rear. “I just wish I could understand what he’s trying to tell us,” he said in exasperation.


  The steps seemed endless as the three hurried after the robed man. It was dark and musty smelling in the stairwell, and there were no openings along the way. A faint light from somewhere way above lighted the stairs enough to see the steps.


  “Where do you suppose he is taking us?” Celia whispered to Mandie, staying close behind her friend.


  Mandie held Snowball tightly. “I guess we’ll find out soon,” she replied.


  “I hope it’s soon,” Jonathan added.


  The man didn’t stop babbling all the way up the steps. Finally the light grew brighter, and they suddenly found themselves outside in a garden full of brightly colored flowers and shrubbery. They shielded  their eyes at the brightness and gazed around at the statues and fountains among the greenery.


  “It’s beautiful!” Mandie exclaimed. The monk spoke loudly to catch their attention. Then he pointed to their right and motioned for them to go that way.


  Mandie got a better look at the man then and was surprised to see that he seemed to be awfully old and wrinkled in spite of his agility in climbing the dozens of steps. He caught her glance and gave her a big smile.


  “Thank you,” Mandie said, with her most winsome smile. The man didn’t answer, but continued to point to their right and motioned for them to go ahead. Jonathan and Celia thanked him too, and the three started off in the direction that he indicated. Mandie glanced back in time to see the monk disappear down the steps.


  They followed a stone pathway, and as they came around a bend they were amazed to find they were at the entrance to the catacombs.


  “Well, how do you like that?” Mandie exclaimed, “Somehow we came through another exit.”


  Celia pushed back her tumbled auburn hair. “It must be awfully huge under there when you think how far we walked and everything,” she commented.


  “It is,” Jonathan confirmed. “Remember, the guide said they were still excavating, so there’s no telling how big the place actually is.”


  Visitors milled around the entrance as they approached. The three scanned the crowd for Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton.


  “I don’t see them anywhere, do y’all?” she asked.


  “No,” Celia replied.


  “They’re probably still inside,” Jonathan remarked. “Come on.” He led the way back inside the caverns, and they all kept watching for the adults.


  Mandie finally spotted her grandmother and Senator Morton in practically the same spot she had last seen them. They were standing before a huge inscription on the stone wall. She turned to the others. “There they are,” she said, motioning toward the adults. “What are we going to tell them?”


  “The truth, Mandie,” Celia said firmly.


  Snowball was squirming to get down, and Mandie held him firmly.


  “But they’ll never believe us,” she protested. “And I’m not sure how long we’ve been gone, either.”


  “It doesn’t really matter how long we’ve been gone,” Jonathan said. “We’ll have to tell them what happened, Mandie.”


  “I’ll wait till Grandmother asks me, then I’ll just answer her questions truthfully,” Mandie decided. “Come on.”


  Mandie and her friends walked up to Mrs. Taft and the senator.


  “Amanda, we were just going to look for y’all,” Mrs. Taft said. “Are y’all ready to go?”


  The young people looked at one another and smiled. Evidently they had not even been missed. In spite of the fact that the three looked dirty and rumpled, the adults didn’t seem to notice.


  Mandie quickly pulled her bonnet back into place and motioned for Celia to do the same. “We’re ready, Grandmother,” she replied.


  Mrs. Taft finally turned and gave them her full attention. “This is such an interesting place; I thought perhaps we could come back tomorrow or another day,” she said. “The senator and I were delayed, trying to decipher the inscriptions, and I’m afraid we didn’t get to see everything.”


  Senator Morton smiled. “And we decided it was time to get something to eat,” he added.


  “Sure, anything you say,” Mandie quickly agreed, trying to hide her relief at not being missed. She put Snowball down to walk on his leash.


  They worked their way through the crowd to the entrance, and once outside Senator Morton told them to wait on a bench in the front garden while he went to hire a carriage.


  As they waited, Mrs. Taft asked, “Did y’all find the place interesting?”


  Mandie held on to the leash and let Snowball roam in the tall grass. “It was the most exciting place I’ve been to in a long time!” she exclaimed.


  “Yes, ma’am,” Celia added.


  “I thought it was very educational,” Jonathan remarked. “Something I won’t forget for some time.”


  “That’s good,” Mrs. Taft replied. “Then I know you’ll enjoy coming back.”


  The three young people rolled their eyes at one another when Mrs. Taft glanced away.


  Suddenly Snowball pounced, and Mandie wasn’t holding his leash tight enough. He managed to jerk loose and went running across the garden.


  Mandie quickly chased him. “Snowball Shaw! You come back here! Right now!” she commanded, as she followed him past a group of people sitting on a wall.


  The leash was trailing after him in the grass, and Mandie got close enough to step on the end of it. The kitten jerked to a halt. He looked back at his mistress and meowed meekly.


  Mandie stooped and picked him up, wrapping the end of the leash around her wrist. As she straightened up, she looked directly into the face of the strange woman from the ship. Mandie gasped and started toward her. The woman quickly disappeared in the crowd.


  Mandie stood there, frustrated. She scanned the people in the park. There were so many people around, it was hard to see very far. She stomped her foot and turned to go back to her friends.


  “One of these days I’ll catch up with you!” Mandie muttered under her breath as she walked back.


  Mrs. Taft stood up. The senator had secured a carriage, and they were ready to go.


  Mandie looked at Jonathan and Celia, and they all followed the adults.


  “That strange woman was in the garden back there,” Mandie told her friends in a whisper. “She got away like usual.”


  Jonathan shook his head. “We’ll catch her one day,” he promised in a low voice.


  “But right now we’ve got to worry about coming back to this terrible place,” Celia moaned.


  “Maybe we’ll find more secret places,” Mandie teased as they boarded the carriage.


  CHAPTER FIVE


  ALL ABOUT ROME


  The sidewalk cafe where Senator Morton took the group for the midday meal was different from the ones in Paris.


  The tables and chairs were larger, and about half of them were set outside on the marble sidewalk while the other half were under cover of the roof.


  Mandie and her friends sat with the adults at a table in the shade and watched and listened. By the way the Italian people greeted one another in such a loud, friendly manner, Mandie felt sure everyone knew everyone else.


  “The Italian language sounds so different, doesn’t it?” Mandie remarked.


  “Yes,” Senator Morton agreed. “The language sounds higher pitched, while French is more nasal.


  Celia raised her head and sniffed the air. “What is that mouth-watering smell?” she asked.


  Mrs. Taft smiled. “You must smell the garlic. The Italians use it in almost everything.”


  “Garlic?” Mandie asked. “What’s that?”


  “A cousin to the onion, I suppose,” her grandmother explained. “It’s strong and often leaves an offensive odor on your breath.”


  “The Italian rolls are absolutely delicious,” Jonathan remarked. “I could eat half a dozen with nothing but butter.”


  “Italy is also known for their fine cheese,” Senator Morton commented. “They usually serve a variety of cheeses with the meal. Of course olives are a standard item on the table, too.”


  “And don’t forget tomatoes,” Mrs. Taft reminded him. “Their tomatoes don’t look or taste exactly like ours, but they are good.” She looked up. “Here’s the waiter. Let’s make our order so we can make more stops today,” she urged.


  Since the girls couldn’t read Italian and the adults could barely wade through the menu, the senator finally asked the waiter to bring them chicken and vegetables with pasta.


  “Sí, sí, signor” The waiter bowed and left with the order. “Where else are we going today?” Mandie asked her grandmother.


  “I thought y’all might like to see the Capitol and perhaps the Colosseum,” Mrs. Taft suggested.


  “Great!” Mandie exclaimed. The others nodded their approval.


  Mandie and Celia were so excited that they ate without paying much attention to what it was. They were too hungry to be concerned about the taste, finishing long before the others did. Even Snowball gobbled his food from the saucer under the table.


  Jonathan smiled at the girls. “I know you’ll like the Capitol,” he said. “The huge flight of stairs leading up to it was designed by Michelangelo for Charles the Fifth in 1536. He was the Holy Roman Emperor then. Michelangelo also designed the Piazza del Campidoglio, the courtyard in front of the Capitol. And wait till you see the statue of Marcus Aurelius! It’s the only bronze equestrian statue that has survived ancient Rome.”


  “Oh, Jonathan, I wish I had the knowledge you have about so many things,” Mandie said. “You seem to know something about everything.”


  Jonathan laughed. “No, no. I just learned some things in all the private schools I’ve been to. Besides, I’ve had the advantage of living in Europe and taking a lot of school tours. Someday you girls will know more about it all, too.”


  “I hope so,” Celia replied.


  “Grandmother, do you think the school Celia and I go to will ever go on a tour of Europe?” Mandie asked.


  Mrs. Taft smiled. “I doubt that very seriously, dear. I can’t envision Miss Hope or Miss Prudence supervising a group of girls through a foreign country, can you?”


  Mandie thought for a moment as she fingered the handle on her tea cup. “I guess not.”


  “But you don’t have to worry about that, because I hope we can make more journeys to Europe in the coming years,” her grandmother promised. “Longer ones, too.”


  “We will?” Mandie’s blue eyes sparkled. “Oh, thank you, Grandmother!”


  “In fact, I’ve even thought of talking to your mother about sending you to school in England or France for a year or so,” Mrs. Taft added, smiling.


  Mandie’s blue eyes clouded with hesitation. “But, Grandmother, I wouldn’t want to be gone from home so long... away from all my friends!”


  “Perhaps Celia’s mother would agree to send her to the same school,” Mrs. Taft said, turning to the girl.


  Celia smiled faintly. “I don’t think I’d want to stay away from my mother for so long.”


  “Well, it’s just an idea for you girls to think about,” Mrs. Taft said. “Remember, you are both growing up and can’t stay tied to your mothers’ apron strings forever. You will need a good education for the future, both of you, considering the inheritance due you someday.”


  Mandie sighed. With a small quaver in her voice she said, “I know, Grandmother, but I actually count the days at school in Asheville until I can be home again with Mother.”


  Her grandmother reached across the table to squeeze Mandie’s hand. “Dear, let’s talk about this when we return home. I didn’t mean to upset you.” Turning to Senator Morton, Mrs. Taft asked, “Shall we go? I believe everyone is ready.”


  “To the Capitol!” the senator announced.


  Soon the young people were excitedly viewing the Capitol from the carriage that stopped in front of the huge structure. Then alighting, Senator Morton and Mrs. Taft led the way as they slowly climbed the huge flight of stairs Jonathan had told them about.


  The adults hurried them through the Capitol, reminding them that if they wanted to see the Colosseum that afternoon, they couldn’t spend  too much time here. The girls had caught a glimpse of the ancient structure in the distance, and they were eager to see it.


  When their carriage finally took them to the Colosseum, the young people couldn’t wait to get out.


  Mandie and Celia stopped in the middle of the street to stare at the remains of the enormous amphitheater before them.


  Mandie gasped. “Oh, it’s so big up close!” she exclaimed. “Can we go inside?”


  “That’s what we plan to do, dear,” Mrs. Taft said. She and the senator led the way.


  Inside, the girls looked across the vast structure. Senator Morton told them that it was 205 yards in diameter. They walked up and down the old stone steps that were still standing, and sat on the stone wall to look down into the arena.


  “The gladiators fought here,” the senator said, as he and Mrs. Taft sat down nearby. “In those days it was customary to fight until one of them died. The Emperor Constantine and his successor tried to stop the fights, but the Romans wouldn’t give up what to them was their greatest form of entertainment.”


  “Entertainment? Seeing people killed?” Mandie shivered at the thought as she looked down into the arena of death.


  “That was the Romans’ way of thinking,” Senator Morton replied. “Then at the beginning of the fifth century, a monk from the East named Telemachus walked into the arena and tried to stop the fighting. He begged the people to put a end to these horrible shows, but instead the people stoned the monk to death. However, from that day on the fighting ceased.”


  The young people silently contemplated what the senator had related.


  “He sacrificed himself for the sake of others,” Mandie said to herself. “How could those people kill him?”


  Mrs. Taft leaned forward. “Back then people didn’t live or think like we do now,” she said. “The world has become more civilized.”


  “I hope I live to see the whole world civilized, and living the way God wants us to live,” Mandie replied, wiping a tear from her eye.


  Senator Morton stood up quickly. “Well, shall we go? We must have some dinner before we go see that magician tonight.”


  Mandie jumped up. “Is it tonight we are going to see George Rushton perform?”


  The senator helped Mrs. Taft to her feet. “Remember, we discussed it last night, and the senator has already bought tickets,” she said.


  “That’s right! Thank you, Senator Morton,” Mandie said turning to the silver-haired man.


  “Thanks,” Celia and Jonathan added.


  The senator smiled and turned to lead the way outside. He and Mrs. Taft moved carefully among the precarious stone steps, and the young people trailed behind.


  As they descended one level, Mandie stopped to look down into the arena again. She saw a brown flash behind one of the Roman columns below. “Look!” Mandie said, pointing to the arena. “Someone in a deerskin jacket.” Her voice was filled with excitement.


  “A deerskin jacket?” Jonathan questioned as he and Celia looked to see what Mandie was talking about.


  “It must be Uncle Ned!” Mandie exclaimed, hurrying down the steps. “It has to be Uncle Ned!”


  Her friends followed her.


  “How could it be your Uncle Ned here in Italy, Mandie?” Jonathan asked. “You must be mistaken.”


  “I didn’t see anything,” Celia remarked.


  “Don’t you remember?” Mandie called over her shoulder as she ran toward the arena. “When we saw Uncle Ned in Paris, he told us my mother had sent him over on another ship to look after us while we’re in Europe. And he did say he’d see me later.”


  “But, Mandie,” Jonathan argued, trying to keep up with her, “he said he had business to attend to.”


  “He only meant he had friends to visit in Europe,” Mandie explained. “He has friends everywhere. Everyone knows Uncle Ned, even the President of the United States! Remember, he was invited to the White House too.” Mandie continued to lead the way.


  The adults had taken a longer, safer route. Mrs. Taft glanced back now and then to see that the young people were following.


  “Why does Uncle Ned always hide?” Jonathan asked.


  “Because some people are afraid of Indians,” Mandie replied, keeping her attention on the exit below. “Besides, he promised my  father he would look after me, and I think he stays hidden so he can keep an eye on other people around me.”


  As Mandie reached the bottom step, a low bird whistle greeted her, and Uncle Ned stepped out from behind a column.


  “Uncle Ned!” Mandie exclaimed. She ran to embrace the old man. “I knew it was you. And I knew you’d catch up with us after you’d visited your friends.”


  The old Indian smiled broadly. “Uncle Ned must be sure Papoose all right,” he said, patting the top of Mandie’s head.


  If only Uncle Ned had been with us in the catacombs, Mandie thought.


  Just then Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton joined them.


  “Oh, Uncle Ned!” Mrs. Taft said in surprise. “How nice to see you again.”


  After greetings were exchanged, Mandie’s grandmother asked, “Will you be staying with us at the hotel?”


  “Now and then,” Uncle Ned answered.


  “Now and then?” Mrs. Taft looked puzzled. “What do you mean by that?”


  “Have room in hotel, but also have friends,” he explained.


  “Oh, you have a room in our hotel!” Mandie repeated excitedly. “Can you go sightseeing with us?”


  “Maybe,” the old Indian told her.


  But the old Indian had other plans for that night. He promised to be in touch again soon. So Senator Morton suggested that they dine in the hotel. He promised to take them to a real Italian restaurant the next night, depending upon how much time they spent sightseeing the next day.


  When they returned to their room before dinner, Mandie and Celia discussed their ordeal at the catacombs while they got ready for the evening.


  As they relaxed on the big bed in their robes, Celia sighed and said, “Mandie, I dread going back to that place.”


  Mandie flopped over on her stomach, being careful not to wake Snowball, who was snoozing at the foot of the bed. “I do, too,” she said, “but Grandmother wants to go back, and I don’t think we should tell her what happened. It’ll just upset her, and she might decide to go home... or at least leave Italy.”


  Celia pushed back her long, auburn hair and looked at her friend. “Mandie, do you think that’s the honest thing to do?”


  “Well, we aren’t telling a lie, or anything,” Mandie reasoned. “If Grandmother should ask us anything about where we went, I’ll tell her the truth. But she and the senator didn’t even miss us. We must not have been lost for very long.”


  “It seemed like ages to me.” Celia sighed again.


  “I think that is the scariest place I’ve ever been,” Mandie said. “Here we are in the middle of a foreign country where people can’t even understand what we say.... It’s a wonder we got out. The first monk must have told the other one that we were in that room.”


  “I suppose it shocked the monks, having strange people invade their private domain,” Celia remarked.


  “Well, I guarantee we’ll stick together tomorrow. I won’t let Grandmother and the senator out of my sight,” Mandie promised.


  “Speaking of your grandmother,” Celia said, “It must be about time to get dressed, so we won’t keep her and the others waiting.”


  That night Mandie wore a lavender voile dress. The candlelight at the dinner table made her eyes appear deep purple. Celia’s batiste dress was cream-colored, which highlighted the golden glints in her auburn hair.


  Of course Mrs. Taft and the senator were also dressed elegantly. And Jonathan wore a new suit.


  While they were eating, people passing by turned to take a second look at them.


  “Do y’all feel like everyone is staring at us?” Mandie whispered.


  “Why, yes, dear,” Mrs. Taft said. “I suppose they are. Anyone can see we are not Italians. And many people have the idea that all Americans are wealthy.” She laughed at the thought.


  Mandie smiled. “I thought maybe there was something wrong with my dress,” she said.


  Snowball meowed from beneath the table, where he was tied to the leg with his red leash.


  Mandie looked down at him. “Maybe they noticed Snowball, too. I suppose it’s unusual to have a cat in the hotel dining room.”


  “Oh, indeed it is,” Mrs. Taft agreed. “I had to do some quick talking to accomplish that,” she said, leaning toward Mandie.


  When they had finished their meal, they took a carriage to the theater where the magician was performing.


  As they walked up the theater steps, Jonathan remarked, “Now if you girls will watch very closely, you’ll be able to figure out this man’s tricks. There’s really no such thing as magic, you know.”


  They followed the adults through the brightly lit doorway of the theater. “Oh, you’re just trying to spoil everything for us,” she protested. “I don’t believe you. I think there is some kind of magic.”


  “All right, watch and see for yourself,” Jonathan told her.


  After the senator presented their tickets, they made their way down the aisle of the theater and were seated near the front. As Mandie sat down between her grandmother and Jonathan, she looked around. The theater was enormous. There were several balconies and a few private alcoves. Overhead, half a dozen electrically lit chandeliers illuminated the huge room. The curtains were closed on the stage, but a band sat ready to play in the pit below.


  Mandie leaned over to her grandmother and whispered, “Why don’t we have places like this back home?”


  “We do, dear. You have never been to the big cities,” Mrs. Taft explained in a loud whisper. The band began playing and Mrs. Taft spoke up. “I’ll have to take you to New York some time. Of course, it’s not as old as the cities in Europe, but it’s very large.”


  A sudden loud blast from the band drowned out their conversation. The curtain opened, and everyone leaned forward to watch. To their amazement, the stage was completely empty.


  The music softened to a waltz tune, and various props “floated” onto the stage, propelled by an unseen force. An organ grinder’s cart—without the organ grinder—came rolling in from the left and stopped at center stage. Then a small jewelry box slid along the floor and came to rest beside the cart. From the right an enormous silver cage containing a live monkey rolled in and bumped into the cart.


  Mandie turned to Jonathan and whispered, “What makes everything move? There’s no one up there.”


  The music grew louder and picked up tempo. Jonathan tried to explain, but the music didn’t allow him to be heard. He leaned close to Mandie’s ear and yelled, “I’ll tell you later.”


  Mandie quickly put her hand over her ear and moved away from Jonathan as she continued to watch the stage.


  Suddenly, from the ceiling above the stage, George Rushton, dressed in a black tuxedo with a black silk top hat, descended in a golden cage suspended on ropes clearly visible to the audience. When the cage reached the floor, he quickly stepped out and waved a white handkerchief, greeting the crowd.


  As he passed the handkerchief through his hand, it turned into several handkerchiefs of various colors. The people applauded enthusiastically.


  The magician bowed, took off his top hat, and pulled a white rabbit out of it. The audience again applauded.


  Mandie grabbed her grandmother’s arm in excitement. She had never seen anything like this.


  Then George Rushton placed the rabbit in the silver cage and led the monkey out by a ribbon. The monkey jumped on top of the organ grinder’s cart and danced as the band played. He was dressed in a tiny tuxedo, and when the music stopped, he stopped dancing, took off his top hat and bowed to the wild applause of the audience. Then the monkey jumped down and returned to the silver cage, which also held the rabbit.


  As the music softened again, the magician finally spoke to the crowd. Picking up the jewelry case on the floor, he said, “Ladies and gentlemen, I show you an empty case.”


  He opened the box and shook it for the audience to see. “I will now close the empty box,” he said. “From this handkerchief I will make a stone fit for a king appear inside the empty box.” He pulled another white handkerchief out of his pocket with one hand while he held the box in the other.


  Shaking out the handkerchief, the magician draped it over the box. “Now when I remove this handkerchief, please watch closely.” He slowly turned toward the audience. His gaze swept from one side to the other. Keeping the box covered, he called out, “Are you ready?”


  “Yes!” the crowd shouted back in unison.


  Slowly, he slid the handkerchief off the empty box. Then, opening the lid, he held out the contents for everyone to see. What looked like a giant-sized ruby lay on the black velvet lining.


  The audience oohed and aahed in wonder. Then as they watched, George Rushton reversed his act and made the stone disappear again.


  “Well!” Mandie exclaimed. “I wonder how he did that!”


  “Easy,” Jonathan replied.


  Without turning her gaze from the stage Mandie whispered, “I’d like to see you do that since you know so much about it.”


  “I could if I had his equipment,” Jonathan told her.


  The volume of the music increased and George Rushton performed several other acts. Mandie and Jonathan didn’t have another opportunity to talk.


  However, in the carriage on the way back to the hotel the young people discussed every detail of the show.


  Mandie said to Jonathan, “So, you think you could do what he did if you had his equipment.”


  Jonathan smiled mischievously. “Sure, nothing to it.”


  “He’s staying in our hotel. Let’s see if he brings his equipment with him. And if he does, maybe he’ll let you use it to show me how it’s done,” Mandie suggested.


  “Oh, he’d never agree to that,” Jonathan said. “That would give away his secrets.”


  “Of course it would,” Celia agreed.


  The carriage came to a halt at the front door of their hotel.


  Mandie smiled at Jonathan. “We’ll see.”


  “Tonight?” Celia asked as they rose to leave the carriage.


  “No, it’s too late tonight, but as soon as I get a chance I’ll ask him,” Mandie promised.


  CHAPTER SIX


  TROUBLE IN THE CATACOMBS


  The next morning was bright and sunny, and after an early breakfast, Mandie and her friends went with her grandmother and Senator Morton back to the catacombs.


  The young people whispered to each other during the carriage ride there while the adults carried on their own conversation.


  “I wonder if we could find those monks again,” Mandie said softly.


  “Oh, no, Mandie!” Celia objected. “Let’s not go looking for them.”


  “I really don’t think we ought to try to find them,” Jonathan agreed. “We might get lost again, and Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton wouldn’t like it at all.”


  Mandie smoothed Snowball’s white fur. “It just bothers me that so many mysterious things seem to happen to us, as if people are trying to hurt us or get us distracted.”


  “But, Mandie, we don’t know that anyone at the catacombs was trying to do something to us,” Celia reminded her.


  “That’s right,” Jonathan said. “I think we just got lost and went into a section where visitors are not allowed.”


  “I’m not so sure about that,” Mandie replied. “After all, I did see that strange woman there.”


  “That’s true,” Jonathan said with a sigh. “But I’ll tell you right now, if you go wandering off looking for those monks, I will not go with you.”


  Mandie looked at Celia who was silent and avoiding Mandie’s gaze.


  Mandie shrugged her shoulders. “Oh, well, who can tell what might happen this time?”


  Their carriage pulled up in front of the catacombs amid a group of uniformed school children, whose teachers were herding them into lines headed toward the entrance.


  Mrs. Taft stepped down from the vehicle. “Hurry, dears,” she called to Mandie and her friends. “Let’s see if we can get ahead of all these children.”


  The young people quickly followed the adults inside. Mrs. Taft stopped to speak to them. “The senator and I never did get into the recesses below yesterday, and that’s what we’d like to do today,” she explained. “Be sure you stay within sight of us at all times.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three answered together.


  They looked at one another and smiled as they followed Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton down the stone stairs into the caverns below.


  “Why don’t we go to the left here and see if it circles back,” Mrs. Taft said, leading the way into a large room lighted by candles.


  “I don’t believe we were in here yesterday,” Mandie said as she tried to read a plaque on the wall. “What does this say, Jonathan? Can you decipher it?”


  Jonathan moved closer. “It’s Latin,” he said. “I have to take it in school next year, but right now I couldn’t tell you what it says.”


  Down the length of the room they found other plaques in Latin with Italian translations alongside them. Mandie felt frustrated that none of the three could read the inscriptions.


  They wandered to the far end, and found an alcove with only a half wall dividing it from the rest of the room. The floor was covered with tiny loose stones, and Mandie suddenly felt something in her shoe.


  “Wait!” she cried, stopping at the half wall. “I have to check my shoe. Something’s stuck in it.” She handed Snowball to Celia and placed her bag on top of the partition.


  The chatter of dozens of school children came closer until the room  was filled with them. They spoke rapidly in Italian, and the teachers had all they could do to control them.


  Mandie unbuttoned her shoe and a tiny pebble fell out from between the buttons. Jonathan offered a hand to steady her as she put her shoe back on. Then she stooped to fasten it.


  The schoolchildren left as suddenly as they had entered.


  Mandie breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m glad they decided to move on,” she said, straightening her long skirt and adjusting her bonnet. “There are so many of them, and they are so noisy.”


  “Yes, our teachers never let us talk that loudly in a group,” Celia agreed. “At least not at that age.”


  Mandie reached for her purse on the half wall and gasped. “My bag! Where did it go?” she exclaimed, quickly scanning the floor around the partition. “I put it right here.”


  “I know. I saw it there,” Celia confirmed. She handed Snowball back to Mandie, and she and Jonathan began searching the alcove.


  “Maybe one of those children picked it up,” Jonathan suggested.


  “Let’s catch up to them and find out,” Mandie quickly replied.


  The three hurried down the length of the room to where Mrs. Taft and the senator were reading plaques.


  “I lost my bag, Grandmother,” Mandie explained hastily. “One of those children might have picked it up. We’re going to see.”


  “Then we’ll go with you,” Mrs. Taft said. “I don’t see how you could have lost it.”


  As they hurried back to the entrance, Mandie explained what had happened.


  “I’m sorry, dear,” Mrs. Taft said. “Perhaps one of those youngsters did pick it up by mistake.”


  They got all the way to the front door just in time to see the carriages full of children leave.


  “They’re gone!” Mandie exclaimed. “And we don’t even know who they were.”


  “I suppose that’s the last of that,” Mrs. Taft remarked. “Amanda, you should be more careful of your belongings. You’ll probably never see that bag again.”


  “I’m sorry, Grandmother,” Mandie said, frowning. “I guess I was careless.”


  “Are you sure one of those children took it?” Senator Morton asked. “Maybe it fell behind something. Let’s go take another look.”


  “Yes, we should,” Mrs. Taft agreed, turning to lead the way back inside.


  By using hand motions and a mix of French and English, Senator Morton was able to enlist the help of the guard at the entrance. The tall, young Italian smiled sympathetically at Mandie and searched all along the way as they walked back to the alcove where the bag had disappeared.


  The guard and the young people stooped to examine the floor, but the bag was nowhere to be found.


  The young man finally stood and looked at Mandie in dismay. “No bag, Signorina,” he said.


  Mandie couldn’t hide her disappointment. “Thank you for looking,” she said sadly.


  “Grazie,” Senator Morton told the young man. “Thank you very much.”


  “Prego,” the guard replied. “You are welcome.” He bowed slightly and went back to his station at the entrance of the catacombs.


  Mrs. Taft looked at her granddaughter. “I’ll buy you another bag, Mandie.”


  “Thank you, Grandmother, but I did bring another bag with me to Europe,” Mandie replied weakly. “That one just happened to be my favorite. I took it everywhere.”


  “What did you carry in it, dear?” her grandmother asked.


  “I don’t really know,” Mandie said. “I’ve been trying to remember. Let me see—I think I had a handkerchief, a comb, and a little money in it.”


  “Is that all?” Senator Morton asked.


  “I think so,” Mandie replied.


  “Then there was nothing that can’t be replaced,” Mrs. Taft said. “Now let’s get on with our tour.”


  As the group slowly made their way through the catacombs, Mandie and her friends watched carefully for any signs of her bag. They scrutinized everyone they passed, looking to see what each person was carrying. They also searched the stone floors as they followed Mrs. Taft and the senator through the maze of tombs. But there was no sign of Mandie’s bag.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton entered a small room at the end of a long corridor, and Mandie heard her grandmother greet someone. The young people pushed forward to see who it was.


  “Good morning,” Mrs. Taft said courteously. “Imagine seeing you here.”


  “Good morning, Mrs. Taft,” a male voice replied. “I am delighted to see you and the senator again.”


  Mandie gasped and said, “It’s Mr. Rushton.”


  The man kept looking from one side to the other, as if in a hurry to go on. “If you will excuse me, I hope to see you all later.” He quickly proceeded down the passageway.


  Mandie watched him go, and when he got to the end of the corridor, he stopped to speak to another man. The candlelight was too dim to make out what the other man looked like. The two disappeared around the bend.


  Mandie turned to Jonathan. “I wish I could have spoken to him. I would have asked him if you could use his equipment to show us some magic, Jonathan.”


  “Mandie, you know that man isn’t going to let anyone touch his equipment,” Jonathan insisted.


  “You never know till you ask,” Mandie replied.


  Mandie and her friends caught up with her grandmother and the senator, but they quickly became bored with the place. Time seemed to drag. There were so many other things to see in Rome. Mandie wanted to move on.


  The young people were relieved when the adults finally decided to leave.


  “I believe we have seen about all there is to see, dears,” Mrs. Taft said. “Everything else is just more of the same. Shall we go now?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three quickly answered.


  “I don’t know about you young folks, but something tells me it’s time to have some more of that good Italian food,” Senator Morton said with a smile.


  “Yes, sir,” the young people agreed.


  They walked quickly through the passageways, and on upstairs. As they arrived at the top step, they were shocked to see policemen everywhere.


  “My goodness!” Mandie cried. “What’s happened now?”


  A policeman standing near the stairs stepped forward to speak to the senator. He was carrying a small notebook.


  “Please, Signor, may I have your names and where you are from and where you are staying?” the policeman asked in perfect British English. He looked from one to the other of the group.


  Senator Morton pulled their papers out of his pocket and handed them to the policeman. “Of course,” he said. “I believe you will find the information you need for all of us right here.”


  The man took the papers and began copying information from them into his notebook.


  “What has happened, officer?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “There has been a robbery, Signora,” the man said without looking up. “We must take all names and addresses of visitors and investigate.”


  “You’re not talking about my bag, are you?” Mandie quickly asked.


  The man stopped writing and smiled at her. “Signorina, I do not know anything about your bag. What is missing is the very large ruby from that case over there.” He pointed across the room toward the display case the young people had looked into the day before. He bent over his notebook again.


  Mandie said, “My bag was stolen, too. At least I think it was stolen. Anyway it just disappeared.”


  The policeman looked up again. “If you will please stop by our headquarters and make up a report, we will be happy to pursue the matter for you,” he said patiently. “Right now we must expend every effort to find the ruby. It is part of our national heritage.”


  “Thank you. I understand,” Mandie replied. “And I’m sorry about your ruby. I sincerely hope you find it.”


  The policeman finished taking the information and returned the papers to Senator Morton. “Thank you. You may proceed now,” he said.


  Mrs. Taft walked slowly past the case where the ruby had been. “My, my, what a loss!” she exclaimed. “I remember seeing the stone.”


  As they went outside, Senator Morton said, “They have a good police force here in Rome. They’ll probably find it. Whoever took it must still be in the catacombs.”


  The young people lagged behind.


  “And the catacombs have more levels than most people realize,” Mandie whispered to her friends.


  “Yes, it’s a perfect place for thieves to hide,” Jonathan said quietly.


  “They would have to know this place pretty well, or they’d get lost and maybe never find their way out,” Celia added.


  “You are so right,” Mandie agreed. “But you know, I just don’t understand how anyone could have stolen the ruby. It was locked in that case, and there’s also a guard there. Remember, he came and looked for my bag for me.”


  “That’s right,” Jonathan said. “Whoever took the ruby must be a professional thief. No one saw him.”


  “Him or her,” Mandie added.


  “Oh, Mandie, do you really think that strange woman could have been involved in this?” Celia asked nervously.


  Mandie’s heart sank. “I don’t know,” she said. “But I feel so awful about asking the guard to help me find my bag. Maybe that’s when the thief took the ruby!”


  Jonathan tried to console her. “You had no way of knowing.... Besides, whoever took it would have found a way, with or without the guard gone looking for your bag.”


  “We should tell someone,” Celia urged.


  “What would we tell them?” Jonathan asked. “We can’t prove any of this.”


  Mrs. Taft stopped in front of a bench in the middle of a flower garden and sat down. “Let’s sit here while Senator Morton finds a carriage for us,” she suggested. The young people sat down with her. Senator Morton hurried down the road.


  Mandie allowed Snowball to roam on his leash, and he immediately began to scamper in the grass.


  “Whew! I didn’t realize I was tired until I sat down,” Mrs. Taft said, fanning herself with her white lace handkerchief. “It’s so warm out here after being in that cold place. But it was awfully interesting, didn’t y’all think so?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” Mandie agreed. The others nodded.


  “I don’t believe we would ever be able to cover the entire place,” Mrs. Taft continued. “There are so many nooks and crannies and  passageways and steps. The Franciscan monks are the custodians of the place, but I certainly didn’t see a single one.”


  The young people exchanged glances.


  “They probably have private living quarters where the public can’t go,” Mrs. Taft rambled on.


  Jonathan cleared his throat.


  Mandie, believing he was about to speak, quickly said, “They wouldn’t allow visitors to invade their private rooms, I’m sure.”


  “No,” Jonathan agreed. “It might scare the monks, for one thing. I don’t imagine they are used to mixing with other people.”


  “I, for one, wouldn’t want to go visiting monks,” Celia added.


  Mrs. Taft rose. “I see Senator Morton waving at us,” she said. “Let’s go.” She started for the carriage the senator had procured.


  Mandie picked up Snowball, and the young people lagged behind again so they could talk quietly.


  Mandie nudged Jonathan. “I thought for a minute you were going to tell my grandmother that we had seen some of the monks,” she whispered.


  “Do I look that dumb?” Jonathan replied sharply.


  “Of course not,” Mandie answered, “but sometimes a person says things without thinking.”


  “Speak for yourself,” Jonathan teased.


  “Sorry,” Mandie whispered.


  They all boarded the carriage, and Senator Morton took them to an inside restaurant for the midday meal. The decor was done entirely in black and white—the tile, the murals on the walls, the furniture, the china, even the tablecloths were of a black-and-white-checked fabric.


  The waiter didn’t speak a word of English and couldn’t understand anything they were saying. He had to get another man, apparently the owner, to take their order. But he didn’t know much English, either. Finally, Senator Morton gave up and simply said, “Ravioli.”


  The man smiled broadly. “Ah, ravioli!” he said, and rushed off to get their food.


  “What is ravioli?” Mandie asked.


  The senator tried to explain: “It’s like macaroni, only shaped in squares and filled with meat or cheese. It is served in a spicy tomato  sauce,” he said. “I think you will all like it. If you don’t, we’ll try something else.”


  When the food came, however, the young people ate eagerly, finding the dish very tasty. Even Snowball seemed to enjoy the portion that Mandie put on a saucer under the table.


  After a while, the conversation turned to the theft at the catacombs.


  Mrs. Taft showed her concern. “I feel sorry for these people,” she said. “Imagine how it would feel to have a national treasure stolen in our United States!”


  Mandie dropped her fork suddenly onto her plate. “I just had a great idea! I wonder if the Italians are offering a reward for the return of the ruby. Maybe we could find it and collect the reward!”


  “Amanda!” Mrs. Taft said sharply. “Don’t even consider such an idea. We will not become involved in this. It doesn’t concern us.”


  Mandie meekly dropped her gaze. “Yes, Grandmother,” she said. “We won’t get into what is not our business.” Then under her breath, she added, “But I sure wish we could.”


  Jonathan and Celia glanced at her in alarm.


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  OUT OF THE PAST


  That afternoon they continued their sightseeing, and it was a day never to be forgotten by Mandie. The Bible came alive for her.


  The senator took them to see St. Paul Outside the Walls, the most illustrious church in Rome and the burial place of the apostle Paul. As they alighted from their carriage, Senator Morton told them the story.


  In awe, Mandie and her friends walked toward the giant stone structure.


  “You mean the Paul in the Bible? He’s buried here?” Mandie could hardly believe it.


  “That’s what the Italians say,” Mrs. Taft replied.


  Mandie and Celia held hands as they gazed about them. The portico was composed of 150 columns, and a statue of the apostle Paul stood in the center. Mosaics on the facade glittered with gold and many other colors.


  Inside, the senator directed them to a marble casket. “This sarcophagus is claimed to contain the remains of the apostle Paul,” he said.


  Mandie felt her knees weaken as she stared. “I know the Bible is true,” she said, “but this makes it all so real to me.”


  “And to me,” Celia whispered, squeezing Mandie’s hand.


  Jonathan kicked at nothing on the floor and turned around.


  When they had seen everything they wanted to see at St. Paul’s, the senator took them to St. Pietro in Vincoli, which in English means St. Peter in Chains. Here they viewed the chains used by Herod to keep Peter in prison.


  And then they saw the famous statue of Moses by Michelangelo. As Mandie stared up at the immense sculpture, she felt as though Moses would come alive any moment. He looked so real, so majestic.


  Mandie and Celia held hands most of the afternoon for support as they viewed the realities of the past. Jonathan volunteered to carry Snowball, who was well behaved for a change.


  By the time they finally returned to their hotel late that afternoon, Mandie and Celia collapsed with fatigue on their big bed. Mrs. Taft had told them to get some rest before dinner, and they gratefully complied.


  “Oh, Celia, I wish I could have lived when Jesus was living on earth,” Mandie told her friend. She turned over on her stomach and propped up on her elbows. “The people who actually knew Jesus then were the luckiest people who ever lived on this earth.”


  “I agree, Mandie, but it would have been terrible to live through the time of His crucifixion,” Celia reminded her.


  “Oh, you’re right,” Mandie said. “You know, I think this day will be the most important day in all our journey through Europe. Nothing else could compare with it.”


  “Yes,” Celia agreed. “Including the robbery at the catacombs and the disappearance of your purse.”


  “I still can’t remember for sure what I had in my bag,” Mandie said pensively. “I suppose it was nothing important. Anyway, whatever it was, it’s gone now.”


  “Too bad,” Celia murmured.


  Suddenly Mandie bounced off the bed. “Come to think of it, I have to find my other bag to take tonight.” She went to the bureau and began opening drawers until she found it.


  “Here it is,” she said, holding up an embroidered drawstring bag of various colors. “With all these colors, it goes with everything I have. Now I have to find an extra comb and a handkerchief.” Finding these in another drawer, she put them in the bag.


  Celia sat up on the side of the bed. “You had some money in your other bag, too, didn’t you?” she asked.


  “Yes, but Grandmother still has some of my money, if I need it,” Mandie said, pulling the strings on the bag shut.


  Celia got up and fetched her bag from a nearby chair. She opened it and pulled out a roll of paper money. “Here, Mandie, I’d like to share what I have with you. Take this.” She held out about half the bills to her friend.


  “No, Celia,” Mandie protested. “My grandmother has more of my money. I can’t take yours.”


  “Mandie, this is an opportunity for me to share something with you,” Celia insisted. “You’re my best friend, and you’re always so patient and considerate. I’d just like to give you something.”


  Mandie sighed. “Well, if you insist. I’ll buy something nice to remind me of Rome and say that you gave it to me. Will that be all right?” She took the proffered bills and stuffed them into her bag.


  Celia smiled. “Whatever you want to do with it is all right with me,” she agreed.


  At that moment Mrs. Taft knocked and then opened the door. “Girls, it’s time to get dressed for dinner,” she said. “And please wear something special. Senator Morton is taking us to the Roma Ristorante, which is probably the most expensive place in Rome. You have about thirty minutes. And, Amanda, this is one time you’ll have to leave Snowball here. Just lock him in the bathroom. He’ll be all right.”


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie said.


  Mrs. Taft left the room and closed the door.


  The girls hurriedly flipped through their clothes in the huge wardrobe. Mandie chose her blue silk dress and Celia her yellow silk. They were dressed and waiting by the time Mrs. Taft returned. Mandie put a pillow in the bathtub and set Snowball on it, admonishing him to behave while she was gone. Then she locked the bathroom door.


  Senator Morton was able to get a public carriage right away, and they were soon on their way. They traveled through a part of the city where the young people had not been before. They enjoyed the ride and the scenery. Soon the driver pulled up in front of a huge marble building with bright electric lights illuminating the whole area.


  An attendant assisted everyone from the carriage, and the girls looked around with excitement.


  Mandie’s blue eyes sparkled. “All these electric lights are going  to have us spoiled,” she said. “Everything is so much brighter than with oil or gas lamps.”


  “You probably don’t know it, but the people of Franklin are getting up a petition to have electricity run into your town,” her grandmother replied. “And if they do, your mother will get it, I’m sure.”


  “It might be all right in our house,” Mandie said, glancing at the many light bulbs overhead as they entered the restaurant. “We’re supposed to get it at our school sometime, too.”


  “Yes, lots of places in Asheville already have it,” Mrs. Taft told her. She turned to take the senator’s arm to enter the dining room.


  Jonathan stepped between the girls and held out both arms. “My pleasure, young ladies,” he said with his mischievous smile.


  Mandie and Celia each took an arm, and they followed the adults into the dining room. Mandie’s dress was a little too long, and she had to be careful not to trip on it.


  The head waiter led them all to a table near a small platform where a trio of uniformed men were tuning their musical instruments.


  After everyone was seated, Mandie looked about the room. Almost every table was occupied. All the diners looked well dressed, and were of many different nationalities.


  All at once, for no reason at all, Mandie felt terribly homesick—homesick for her mother and her stepfather, who was also her Uncle John, and for her lifetime friend, Joe Woodard. Joe—what would he think of this place and the countries they had been to? And the mysterious events that had happened? A slight smile curved her lips as she stared into space. Joe was always trying to keep her out of trouble, but he usually managed to become involved before her adventures ended.


  Celia nudged her friend. “Mandie!” she whispered.


  Mandie came back to the present with a start. Her grandmother was waiting to hear what Mandie wanted to order.


  “I’m sorry, Grandmother. My mind was back in North Carolina,” Mandie said.


  Mrs. Taft looked at her with concern. “I hope you don’t get homesick, dear,” she said. “We have lots more traveling to do. But right now we must order our food.”


  The waiter, who stood patiently beside Senator Morton, smiled at Mandie.


  “What do they have, Grandmother?” Mandie asked.


  “Dear, the waiter just ran down a long list, but we’ve all decided to have ham,” Mrs. Taft explained. “It’s familiar to us, and it’s rather late for us to be eating a big meal. But they also have many kinds of vegetables and salads.” She looked up at the waiter, who immediately ran through his list again for Mandie.


  Mandie shrugged. “I guess I’ll have ham, too,” she said. “And I’ll have to take Snowball something to eat.”


  “No, dear, that would be too messy,” Mrs. Taft told her. “We can get something at our hotel for him, I’m sure.”


  Before long, they were all enjoying their meal. The musicians roamed the dining room as they played and sang Italian songs, and they gave special attention to Mandie and her friends. They stopped at the end of the table and played several soft tunes. Mandie, Celia, and Jonathan eagerly applauded. Senator Morton dropped money into the cloth bag which hung from the shoulder of one of the men.


  Then as the senator and Mrs. Taft held their own conversation at the other end of the table, the young people spoke quietly among themselves.


  Mandie said to her friends, “This is more fun than the dining room in our hotel. I wish we could come here every night.”


  “It would be awfully expensive, I imagine,” Celia replied.


  “I don’t think we’ll be spending much more time here in Italy, anyway,” Jonathan told the girls. “In order to visit all the places your grandmother has planned for you to see, I’d think we’d be going on into Switzerland soon.”


  Mandie looked at him. “I hadn’t thought about that,” she said. “Yes, we do have a limited amount of time, so we have to spread it over several countries. Maybe we can come back to Europe next summer.”


  Jonathan looked worried. “I have no idea what my father will do about me.” He sighed. “I’d rather go home to New York and go to school there. I’ve been to so many foreign schools.”


  “It would be nice if you could stay home with your father and go to school there,” Mandie said with a wistful smile. “That’s what I wanted to do. I tried to get my mother to let me stay home and go to school in Franklin, but she thought I’d get a better education at the school Celia and I go to in Asheville.”


  “But as your grandmother said, Mandie, we can’t stay home with our mothers forever,” Celia said.


  “We could,” Mandie quickly replied. “We might have to grow up, but we don’t have to get married and leave home.”


  “Oh, Mandie,” Jonathan teased, “you’ll get married someday.”


  Before Mandie could answer, Celia spoke up. “Mandie, you know Joe expects you to marry him when you both grow up. He—”


  “Celia!” Mandie quickly interrupted. Her face turned red. “I don’t have to marry Joe or anyone else if I don’t want to. I wish you’d—”


  “I’m sorry, Mandie,” Celia said. “I didn’t mean to—”


  “Girls!” Mrs. Taft spoke sharply. “What is going on? I expect you both to act like young ladies.”


  “I’m sorry, Grandmother,” Mandie said meekly. She glanced at her friend and added, “Please forgive me, Celia. I didn’t mean to shout at you.”


  “That’s all right, Mandie,” Celia said, smiling. “I started it. I’m sorry, too.”


  Jonathan smiled mischievously. “Now that we’re all sorry, let’s change the subject,” he said. “Have you girls discussed the robbery at the catacombs today?”


  “Well, yes, we did,” Mandie told him, “—and the loss of my bag. But we haven’t figured out anything new, have you?”


  “The senator told me there have been several gem robberies in other countries recently, and it’s always a national treasure of some kind,” Jonathan said. “The police think these are all connected.”


  “They do?” Mandie gasped. “You mean there are what you’d call international thieves?”


  “Yes, there always have been,” Jonathan replied. “These people steal something and then cross over the border into another country so the police can’t so easily find them. They probably assume the police can’t do anything to them once they’re in another county,” he explained.


  “But they can, can’t they?” Celia asked.


  “They certainly can,” the boy agreed. “The European countries cooperate with each other when it comes to crooks like that.”


  “I wonder if they’ll ever find your bag, Mandie,” Celia said.


  Mandie shook her head. “No, that’s gone,” she said. “Grandmother and Senator Morton decided it wasn’t worth the trouble to go through a formal police report, so no one is even looking for it.”


  “That’s too bad,” Jonathan said sympathetically.


  Mandie took a sip of tea. “It doesn’t really matter. I don’t think I had anything in it that can’t be replaced, and I have this other bag.” She held up the one she was carrying.


  Mrs. Taft caught their attention. “Girls, Jonathan. Senator Morton and I have decided that we’ll travel on into Switzerland this weekend. So y’all need to let us know if there is anything else you especially want to see here in Rome in the next two days.”


  The young people looked at each other and thought for a moment.


  Jonathan spoke first. “You girls may want to see Trevi Fountain,” he said, winking at Mandie. “They say if you throw a coin over your shoulder into the water there, you will return to Rome some day.”


  “Really!” the girls exclaimed.


  “Then let’s do go see it.” Mandie smiled eagerly at her grandmother.


  “Please,” Celia added.


  “We’ll do that tomorrow,” Mrs. Taft agreed. “Then there are a couple of other places the senator and I want to visit.”


  “I’d also like to go back by the entrance to the catacombs, to see if they found the thief who took the ruby,” Mandie suggested.


  “We won’t have to do that,” Senator Morton said. “It’ll certainly be in the newspaper when the thief is apprehended. And if nothing does appear in the paper before we leave, we can ask the police.”


  “Thank you, Senator,” Mandie said. “I hadn’t even thought about the newspaper.”


  Mrs. Taft looked around the table. “If everyone is finished, I think it would be nice to take a stroll before going back to the hotel,” she said.


  They all agreed and once they were outside the restaurant, Senator Morton led them through several narrow cobblestone streets where the local people were walking about or sitting in small groups conversing animatedly in their native tongue.


  As they passed bakeries and shops of all kinds, Mandie took in deep breaths of air. “Italy even smells different from France,” she said with a laugh. “There’s a delicious edible aroma here.”


  “It’s the highly seasoned foods and wonderful breads,” Mrs. Taft explained.


  “The city is noisier, too, I think,” Celia added.


  Senator Morton laughed. “That’s because the Italians are such fun-loving, friendly people, and they love nothing better than to talk,” he told them.


  “I think the French are more dignified,” Jonathan said.


  “Well, so far, I love them all in every country,” Mandie decided.


  After a long stroll, Senator Morton hired a public carriage and they rode back to their hotel. The day had been an exciting one.


  When they arrived at their hotel, Mrs. Taft told the girls to get to bed immediately since it had been such a long day.


  There were no arguments.


  As Mandie and Celia entered their bedroom, Mandie glanced at the closed bathroom door. “Snowball!” she exclaimed, rushing into the bathroom to get him.


  Mandie and Celia found the white kitten curled up in the huge lavatory, sound asleep.


  “Look at that,” Mandie said. “I make him a nice soft bed in the bathtub, and he climbs up here in the sink.” She picked him up.


  “Mandie, do you know what we forgot?” Celia asked.


  “Food for Snowball!” Mandie exclaimed. “I’ll ask Grandmother if I can go downstairs and get something for him.”


  Mrs. Taft reluctantly agreed, but told the girls to hurry back.


  When Mandie and Celia approached the front desk, they were surprised to see George Rushton standing there, talking to the clerk.


  “Hello, Mr. Rushton,” Mandie greeted him. “Are you already finished with your performance for tonight?”


  The magician turned and smiled at the girls. “I didn’t have one scheduled for tonight,” he said. “However, I am working on setting up a performance right here in the hotel in the next few days. I don’t know the exact date. I’ll have to let you know, but I would be proud to have you young ladies come.”


  Mandie and Celia became flustered with the important man’s invitation. “Thank you,” they managed.


  “We have to see what my grandmother has planned before we can say whether or not we can come,” Mandie told him.


  The clerk spoke up then. “Miss Shaw, I believe we have something here that belongs to you.” He stooped under the counter, and when he stood up he held Mandie’s missing bag in his hand.


  “My bag!” Mandie reached for it. “Where did you get it?”


  “Someone left it here on the counter tonight,” the clerk explained. “No one saw who it was, but they also left this piece of paper.” He handed her a note.


  Mandie read it aloud: “Property of Miss Amanda Shaw.” She turned the note over. “That’s all there is on the paper.”


  George Rushton looked over Mandie’s shoulder at the note. “It would be impossible to identify anyone from that,” he said. “But at least you got your bag back.”


  Mandie examined the purse. It was dirty and looked almost as if it had been dropped in the mud. “It’s so soiled I don’t know if I will ever use it again,” she said, untying the drawstrings. “But it looks like everything is still in it—my money, my comb, and my handkerchief.”


  Celia examined the stained bag. “Maybe you ought to just throw it away, Mandie,” she suggested.


  “I think so,” Mandie agreed. “I’ll just wrap everything in the handkerchief.” She spread it out on the counter and rolled the money and comb in it. Turning to the clerk, she said, “Could you please just drop the bag in a waste can?”


  “Wait!” George Rushton spoke up. “My maid could wash it for you. She comes in every day, and I could ask her to try to clean it so that you could use it again.”


  “Oh, would you?” Mandie said, smiling. “That would be so nice of you, Mr. Rushton.”


  The magician picked up the bag. “No trouble at all,” he said. “I should get to my room. I’ll leave the bag here at the desk for you.”


  “Thank you,” Mandie called after the tall man as he walked on down the corridor.


  “Mandie, what did you do with the note?” Celia asked, looking around.


  “Oh, I guess Mr. Rushton took it with the bag. It doesn’t matter,” Mandie said, turning to the clerk. “I need some food for my kitten. Can you tell me where I could get it?”


  “Sí, sí, Signorina,” the clerk replied with a big smile. “I will have something sent up to your room right away.”


  Mandie looked at him in surprise. “I don’t want to cause extra work for anyone. I could carry it upstairs.”


  “No, no, I must find a maid,” the man explained. “We will send something up soon.”


  The girls thanked the clerk and returned to their suite. When they got there, Mrs. Taft was relaxing in her robe, reading a book. Mandie told her grandmother about the missing bag turning up at the counter downstairs, and Mr. Rushton’s offer to clean it.


  “That’s strange, dear. You didn’t have your name on the bag, did you?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “No, I didn’t, Grandmother,” Mandie replied. “I don’t know how anyone would know the bag belonged to me.”


  “And your belongings were still in it?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “Yes,” Mandie said. “Even the money.”


  Mrs. Taft looked puzzled.


  “If Mr. Rushton’s maid can’t get it clean,” Mandie sighed, “I’ll just throw it away. And I might as well forget about the mystery surrounding it.”


  “That’s right, dear,” Mrs. Taft said.


  Just then a maid came with food for Snowball.


  “Feed your kitten, Mandie,” Mrs. Taft said, “and then you girls get into bed immediately.”


  The girls did get right into bed, but they lay awake a long time, discussing the return of Mandie’s bag.


  “Maybe someone tried to play a joke on you by taking the bag and then bringing it right back,” Celia suggested.


  “Well, if that’s true, it sounds like a crazy joke to me,” Mandie said. “Maybe Jonathan will have some ideas tomorrow.”


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  ANOTHER MYSTERY


  Mandie and Celia were still asleep the next morning when the maid came in and opened the draperies. The bright sunlight woke them. They quickly sat up in bed. Snowball stretched, yawned, and jumped down to the floor.


  The maid stood beside their bed in her uniform with a starched white apron and cap. She pointed to the tray on the table nearby and smiled. “Breakfast I have brought,” she told them.


  “Oh, thank you,” both girls replied. They jumped out of bed and went to see what was on the tray.


  “Two trays,” the woman explained. “One for the lady.” She pointed toward the parlor. “And one for the signorinas.”


  She walked toward the door, told the girls good-bye, and left.


  “I’m starving for some reason,” Mandie declared. She pulled up a chair and after returning thanks, she began eating a roll.


  Celia poured coffee into the two cups provided and joined her. “I’ll get fat from all this traveling,” she said, buttering a roll from the covered dish. “It makes me so hungry.”


  Snowball came to beg. Mandie put a saucer on the floor with a piece of a roll that had bits of ham baked into it.


  “I need to catch up on my journal,” Mandie told Celia. “You know, I haven’t written in it for days.”


  “It didn’t do any good to buy the bags to carry them in because we don’t take them with us,” Celia said, sipping the strong, hot coffee.


  “It’s just too much trouble to carry a book around all the time,” Mandie decided. “We’ll have to remember to write in them when we get the chance. Maybe we could do it now, before Grandmother asks us to get dressed.”


  “Good idea,” Celia said.


  The girls quickly finished their food and sat on the bed with their journals opened in their laps.


  Mandie thought for a moment and then began hastily writing in her book. Celia did likewise. And by the time Mrs. Taft came to tell them to get ready, both girls had managed to enter the events for each day up to the present.


  Mandie closed her journal and placed it back in the mesh bag. She hurried over to her small trunk in the corner, raised the lid and put the book inside, then pushed the lock shut.


  Celia frowned. “Mandie, why are you locking up your journal?”


  Mandie smiled as she took a dress from the wardrobe. “Well, because I wrote some of my innermost thoughts in that book, and I don’t want anybody else reading it.”


  “I never thought of that. I guess I’d better lock mine up, too.” Celia walked over to her own trunk and locked her journal inside. “However, I don’t know who would want to read our journals.”


  Celia started to select a dress for the day, and suddenly turned to Mandie and asked, “Mandie, where are the keys to our trunks? I don’t have them.”


  “Neither do I,” Mandie said matter-of-factly. “Grandmother has all the keys to everything, remember?”


  “I hope she has these,” Celia replied.


  The girls dressed hurriedly, and Mandie put the red harness on Snowball and attached the leash. He fought it as usual and rolled over and over trying to get it off.


  Mandie tried to straighten out the leash. “Snowball, either you wear the harness or you stay here,” she told him. “I’ll lock you up in the bathroom again.”


  Snowball immediately flipped over onto his feet and meowed loudly as he looked up at his mistress.


  “Now that’s better,” Mandie said. She stood up with the end of the leash in her hand.


  The white kitten began purring and rubbing around her ankles. The girls went into the parlor and sat down.


  “You know, Mandie, he’s a smart kitten,” Celia remarked. “I think he knows what you’re saying.”


  “He probably knows the different tones of my voice, whether I’m scolding or playing,” Mandie said. She sat down again and Celia joined her. “He ought to by this time. You know I brought him from Charley Gap right after I lost my father. He was just a tiny kitten.”


  Mrs. Taft opened her bedroom door and walked across the parlor to the girls. “Amanda, would you please see if you can get the hook fastened on this necklace?” she asked. “And Celia, please knock on the senator’s door and tell him we’re ready.”


  Celia went across the hall. Mrs. Taft turned and sat on the settee so Mandie could reach the hook.


  “Grandmother, isn’t this the same necklace you wore to Mr. Rushton’s tea, the one I had to unfasten for you before?” Mandie asked.


  “Why, yes, dear, it is,” Mrs. Taft agreed.


  Stepping back, Mandie admired the ruby-encrusted necklace around her grandmother’s neck. “Grandmother, is that a real ruby?” she asked.


  “Of course, dear.” Mrs. Taft stood and smiled at the senator and Jonathan, who had come in with Celia just in time to hear their conversation.


  As Mrs. Taft greeted the senator, Mandie and Celia exchanged glances.


  Mandie whispered to her friend, “It sure looks like that ruby that was stolen from the catacombs.” She laughed softly. “Of course, I know it’s not.”


  Jonathan apparently overheard her remark. “Sure,” he teased, “your grandmother stole the ruby and had it made into a necklace that fast!”


  “Oh, Jonathan, I know it’s not the same one,” Mandie said sharply. “I said it looks the same!”


  Senator Morton opened the door to the hall. “Ready?” he asked.


  “We are now,” Mrs. Taft replied. “Come on, dears,” she urged the young people.


  As they rode down in the lift, Senator Morton suggested, “If it is agreeable with all of you, we thought we’d visit the Fountain of Trevi this morning and the Sistine Chapel this afternoon.”


  Everyone agreed.


  As the Fontana de Trevi* came within sight, the girls gasped in wonder at the huge body of water and the front of the magnificent building behind it. The carriage stopped to let them out.


  Mandie and Celia rushed to the rim to look down into the fountain. Water spouted from every statue and stone decoration around it.


  As Senator Morton came up behind her, Mandie turned to him. “How old is this?” she asked.


  “I believe it was built about 1735,” he replied.


  “Then it’s not really old compared with other landmarks we’ve seen,” Mandie said. The breeze from all the rushing water stirred a strand of hair from under her bonnet.


  Jonathan reminded her, “But don’t forget the old saying that if you want to return to Rome someday, you should throw a coin into the water and make a wish. Then you’ll probably come back.”


  Mandie and Celia hastily dug into their bags for coins. Mandie put Snowball down on his leash as she tried to find a coin. She didn’t have one, only bills. Looking up at Jonathan in disappointment, she said, “I don’t have a coin. Could I throw paper money in there?”


  “Paper money wouldn’t go to the bottom,” Jonathan told her.


  Senator Morton held out a handful of coins. “Here, take these.”


  Mandie hesitated. “But if I throw your coins in, you will be the one to come back.” She laughed. “I have to have my own coins.” She thought a moment. “I know. You take this paper bill for a coin.” She offered him a lire note.


  “If you insist,” the senator said, smiling. He accepted the paper money and deposited several coins in Mandie’s hand.


  “Thank you,” Mandie said. Turning back to the edge of the fountain, she spoke thoughtfully, “Now I have to think of a wish.” She gazed silently into the pool of water.


  “You have to turn around and throw it over your shoulder like this,” Jonathan told her, tossing his coin into the water.


  The girls watched. Mandie silently made her wish and threw all her coins into the water.


  “Mandie, you only have to throw in one coin,” Jonathan said.


  “I made a wish for each coin, so I had to throw them all in,” Mandie said with a shrug and a smile. “Anyway, I don’t really believe all this.”


  “I never thought about doing that,” Jonathan said, tossing all his coins into the fountain.


  Celia studied the coins in her hand. “There are so many things I’d like to wish for, I don’t know exactly which ones to pick,” she said. “I suppose the best one would be to wish to come back to Rome, and—”


  Jonathan interrupted. “You aren’t supposed to tell what your wish is.”


  Celia looked crestfallen. She quickly threw all the coins into the fountain. “I’ll just wish for several things besides that,” she said.


  As Mandie stood there between her two friends, she said, “I hope someday the three of us will be able to come back to Rome together. I’ve had such a wonderful time.”


  “Me, too,” Celia agreed.


  “You never can tell,” Jonathan said lightly. He reached to stick his hand in the water spouting out of a nearby statue.


  Mrs. Taft rose from where she was sitting on a nearby bench and came to speak to the young people. “This area has a lot of shops. I thought maybe y’all might want to look around to see if there is something you’d like to buy,” she told them.


  “And there are sidewalk cafes where we can get something to eat later,” the senator added.


  “Oh, yes, Grandmother,” Mandie said. “I have some money that Celia gave me, and I want to buy something special with it.”


  “Celia gave you money?” her grandmother asked.


  “Yes, ma’am,” Mandie replied. “When I lost my bag. Now that I got the bag back, I have that money too.”


  “But, Celia,” Mrs. Taft said, “that wasn’t necessary. I am holding money that belongs to Mandie.”


  “I know, Mrs. Taft,” Celia said, dropping her gaze. “I just wanted to give Mandie something.”


  “I’ll buy something for Celia, too, Grandmother,” Mandie said.


  Senator Morton, hearing their conversation, spoke to Jonathan, “If you want to do any shopping, I can settle up with your father later.”


  “Thank you, sir, but you’ve already paid for my new clothes,”


  Jonathan said. “That was the most important to me. And I still have some money left over from yesterday.”


  The group moved away from the fountain, and as they strolled along, they found dozens of vendors’ stalls, displaying everything imaginable. The local craftspeople were selling handmade articles of silk and lace, leather goods, ceramics, and articles made of tortoise-shell and raffia.


  Mandie’s eyes grew wide as she stopped in front of a collection of cameo brooches. “Look, Celia!” she told her friend. “Would you like one of these?”


  Celia looked at the rows and rows of jewelry. “I think the cameos are the prettiest and the most practical,” she decided, opening her bag. “I’ll buy one.”


  “No!” Mandie said quickly, drawing money from her bag. “I saw them first, and I’m going to buy one for you and one for me.”


  Celia looked at her friend. “All right, but I’m going to buy something for you, too.”


  The owner of the stall did not speak English, but between Senator Morton and Jonathan, they finally figured out how much money the man wanted.


  “Signorina.” The man smiled and handed Mandie the two brooches. “Grazie. Thank you.”


  “Thank you,” Mandie replied, smiling up at the big Italian man. She turned to Celia and gave her one of the brooches.


  “Why don’t we wear them now?” Celia said, fastening hers to the neck of her dress.


  “Good idea,” Mandie agreed.


  “Thank you, Mandie,” Celia said. “I’ll always treasure this. I’ll show it to my grandchildren one day and tell them all about you.”


  Mandie smiled. “I’ll always keep mine, too,” she said.


  “Now it’s my turn to buy you something,” Celia told her as they followed the adults through the market.


  Jonathan tagged along behind them, showing little interest.


  “Oh, look at the beautiful combs!” Mandie exclaimed as they passed another stall.


  Mrs. Taft heard Mandie and turned around. “What about one for your mother, Amanda?”


  “The very thing! One of those tortoiseshell combs with the diamonds in it,” Mandie replied, looking at the colorful array.


  “They couldn’t possibly be real diamonds, dear, but they are beautiful,” her grandmother explained. “I think your mother would like one of those.”


  Mandie and Celia both bought combs for their mothers. Then Mandie found tiepins and got one for her Uncle John.


  “Mandie, how would you like one of these?” Celia asked as she caught sight of a table full of brightly colored scarves.


  “Oh, yes, Celia, that would be nice,” Mandie said. They stopped in front of the display. “I’d like a red one.”


  Celia bought two red scarves alike, one for Mandie and one for herself. “We’re going to be twins—the same brooches and the same scarves,” Celia said, laughing. She handed the scarf to Mandie. “You don’t have to wear it today. It’s too warm. Just put it in your bag.”


  “Thank you, Celia,” Mandie said. “I really like it. It’s something I’ll always use and keep.” She tucked the silk scarf into her bag.


  When it was time for the midday meal, they stopped at a sidewalk cafe and had a light snack. Whenever they ate outdoors, Mandie enjoyed watching the people as they passed by.


  When they were finished, Mrs. Taft decided they should go on to the Sistine Chapel.


  As they rode in the carriage, Senator Morton explained what they were about to see. “The Sistine Chapel was built in 1470,” he told them. “The paintings in it were begun in 1481, or thereabouts, and were done by various well-known artists.”


  “How do you know all the dates, Senator Morton?” Celia asked.


  “Oh, I just read about the Sistine Chapel this morning before we left,” he admitted. He continued his explanation: “The paintings, or frescoes, as they are called, represent the life of Moses from the Old Testament on one wall and the life of Christ from the New Testament on the opposite wall.”


  “It sounds so interesting,” Mandie said thoughtfully.


  “Wait till you see it,” Jonathan told the girls. “You’ll always remember it, I’m sure.”


  When they entered the Sistine Chapel soon thereafter, the girls were speechless as they viewed the artwork. There was the baptism of Christ portrayed, with John the Baptist, the story of Moses, the  temptation of Christ, the purification of a leper, the Red Sea, the calling of the apostles, God giving Moses the Tablets of the Law, the Sermon on the Mount, and many, many others. They all stopped before The Last Supper by Rosselli.


  “The Italians have so much religious heritage,” Mandie remarked as they viewed the painting of Christ at the supper table with His disciples.


  “Now look up at the ceiling,” Senator Morton told them, pointing above. “It took Michelangelo four years to do the art on this ceiling, and twenty-three years later he painted the Last Judgment. That took him about six years.”


  The young people stood in silence, gazing at the scenes portrayed.


  “That’s Christ in the center with His right hand raised,” Jonathan told the girls. “The others are the prophets, apostles and martyrs. The good are standing on his right and the sinners are on the left.”


  The girls gasped in amazement as the painting came alive for them.


  “And that must be the resurrection of the dead,” Mandie whispered, moving along as she looked overhead.


  “Look, the angels are holding the Book of Judgment,” Celia added.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton followed as the young people roamed the chapel and excitedly discussed its treasures. But finally everyone was tired. Mrs. Taft decided they should all return to the hotel and rest awhile before dinner.


  The girls didn’t stop talking for a moment all the way back in the carriage. They were so enthused with the city of Rome.


  Mrs. Taft led the way into the lobby of the hotel. As they walked past the front desk, the clerk cleared his throat.


  “Signorina Shaw,” he called.


  The whole group stopped to see what he wanted.


  The clerk reached under the counter and came up with Mandie’s old bag. “Signor Rushton tells me to give this back to you.” He handed her the bag.


  Mandie took it and looked it over. Holding it up, she said to the others, “Mr. Rushton’s maid did a good job of cleaning this. It looks almost like new.”


  “Yes, dear, it does,” Mrs. Taft said. “Let’s go to our rooms now.”


  “Thank you,” Mandie called back to the clerk.


  He smiled at her, and Mandie hurried along with the others down the corridor.


  Once they were alone in their bedroom, the girls quickly changed into their robes. Snowball curled up on the bed and went to sleep.


  Mandie picked up her old bag from the table and sat on the edge of the bed. “I’ll have to thank Mr. Rushton for getting this cleaned for me,” she said. “I don’t know when I’ll see him, but, come to think of it, he hasn’t let us know when he’ll be performing here at the hotel.”


  “I imagine he will,” Celia said. She flopped down on the bed. “Mandie, we can’t write in our journals, because we don’t have the keys to our trunks. There is so much I’d like to write about today.”


  “We can’t disturb Grandmother right now. We’ll get the keys later,” Mandie promised. “My head is spinning with all we’ve seen today. Let’s take a little nap.”


  “Shall I pull the draperies to cut out the sunlight?” Celia asked, getting up and going toward the windows.


  “Yes,” Mandie said. “I’ll help you.” She went to another window and started to draw the heavy curtains. “Celia, look! My trunk is unlocked!” She stooped to examine it.


  Celia glanced at it and then rushed to hers. It was also unlocked.


  “How could anyone unlock our trunks when Grandmother has the only keys?” Mandie pondered. She sifted through the contents. “I don’t think anything is missing.”


  “My things are all here, too,” Celia said, standing up.


  Mandie sat on the floor. “I don’t understand what’s going on,” she said. “If someone went to all the trouble of unlocking our trunks, why didn’t they take anything?”


  “It’s a puzzle to me,” Celia replied, joining Mandie on the carpet.


  “Celia, do you suppose that strange woman has been in our room?” Mandie asked thoughtfully.


  “Oh, Mandie, I hope not,” Celia replied. “But I suppose we’d better tell your grandmother about this.”


  “Well, I don’t know,” Mandie answered, rising from the floor. “There’s nothing missing. And it would only upset her. We can’t disturb her right now anyway. Let’s take a nap and talk about it later.”


  ______________


  *Fountain of Trevi


  CHAPTER NINE


  WHAT WAS “IT”?


  After a short nap, the girls got ready for dinner. While they were dressing, they discussed the unlocked trunks.


  “Do you think my grandmother could have unlocked the trunks for some reason?” Mandie asked as she tied a wide ribbon sash around her waist. Before Celia could reply, she added, “No, that couldn’t be possible. Grandmother has been with us ever since we locked the trunks this morning.”


  Celia tried to get her hair to stay up. She used all the combs she could find. “Mandie, I just haven’t learned the trick of putting hair up,” she moaned. In frustration she removed the combs and brushed her hair out, then started all over again.


  “Neither have I,” Mandie said as she began pinning up her long blond tresses. But she couldn’t get her mind off the mystery of the trunks. “I haven’t decided whether to tell Grandmother about the locks on our trunks being opened or not.”


  Once more Celia failed to get her hair to stay up. “Oh, well,” she sighed. “I’ll just let my hair hang loose tonight. It needs washing, and I don’t have time to do it.” She quickly pulled out the combs and again brushed out her long auburn curls. Then she tied a ribbon in her hair.


  “Me, too,” Mandie said, letting her hair fall around her shoulders.


  “This is tiresome work. I don’t think it’s worth the trouble. For tonight I’ll just use the comb that I bought for my mother in my hair.”


  “You know, Mandie... about those trunks...” Celia straightened the bow in her hair. “I think it had to be someone besides your grandmother who got into them.”


  “I can’t figure out how it happened,” Mandie said. “I’m sure I locked mine, aren’t you?”


  “Oh, I’m sure. I even tried the lock after I shut the trunk,” Celia replied, going to sit on the side of the bed.


  Mandie picked up her old bag and looked at it. “I could use this bag tonight. It looks all right.” She hesitated. “Oh, I don’t know. I suppose I’ll take the one I already have my things in.” She put the old bag back on the table near the bed.


  Mrs. Taft knocked on their bedroom door and then opened it. “Time to dress, dears,” she said, looking into the room. “Goodness, you two seem to be ahead of me all the time lately.”


  The girls laughed and followed her into the parlor.


  “Grandmother, I need to talk to you about—” Mandie began, with the intention of telling her grandmother about the unlocked trunks.


  Mrs. Taft cut her short. “Not right now, dear. I must finish getting dressed. I’ll be ready shortly.” She went back into her bedroom and shut the door.


  Mandie looked at Celia. “I’ve decided to tell her about our trunks.”


  “I think you ought to,” Celia agreed.


  But when Mandie once more tried to talk to her grandmother, she was told, “Later, dear,” and they all went downstairs to the hotel dining room for dinner.


  Mandie tethered Snowball to the table leg again so that he could eat with them.


  “We will be leaving Italy the day after tomorrow,” Mrs. Taft told the young people during dinner. “We’ll go on over into Switzerland.”


  “That sounds exciting, but I just love Rome,” Mandie remarked as she ate her salad. “I hate to leave.”


  Celia took a sip of tea. “So do I, but I am anxious to see other countries, too,” she added.


  “We could stay here a year and never see everything,” Jonathan told them. “I’ve gone to school in Switzerland, but I’m glad I can go back as a tourist and see everything again.”


  Senator Morton told them, “We won’t be staying in a hotel there, you know. We have the use of a friend’s chalet.”


  “Chalet?” Mandie questioned. “Oh, a house.”


  “Exactly,” the senator replied, smiling at her.


  “That will be a lot of fun, staying in a real house instead of a stuffy old hotel,” Mandie said excitedly.


  “Especially when domestic help is furnished with the chalet,” Mrs. Taft said.


  George Rushton came into the dining room, and seeing Mandie and her friends, he came over to the table to speak to them. There was a taller man with him, but the man walked across the room to sit at a table evidently reserved for them.


  “Hello, everyone,” Mr. Rushton greeted them.


  They all returned the greeting.


  But before anyone could say anything else, Mandie said, “I want to thank you for having your maid clean my bag. It looks almost new again. I really appreciate it.”


  “I thought she did a good job.” He winked at Mandie, then turned to Mrs. Taft and said, “I had told the youngsters that I would be having a performance here at the hotel some night. It’s set for tomorrow in the concert room, and I’d like all of you to come as my guests.”


  “Why, thank you, Mr. Rushton,” Mrs. Taft replied, smiling up at him. “We are very grateful for the invitation. However, the senator and I have already made plans to have dinner at a friend’s house tomorrow night.”


  “Does that include Celia and Jonathan and me, Grandmother?” Mandie quickly asked.


  Mrs. Taft smiled at her. “No, dear, in fact we were trying to think of something interesting for you young people to do while we are out,” she replied.


  “Then couldn’t we go to Mr. Rushton’s performance? Please, Grandmother?” Mandie begged.


  Mrs. Taft considered the request for a moment.


  Senator Morton spoke up: “I’m sure they would be all right here in the hotel. We could be back before Mr. Rushton’s performance is over. And they would be in the company of other people.”


  “I suppose it would be all right,” Mrs. Taft finally agreed. Turning back to Mr. Rushton, she added, “We just don’t want to take any chances, leaving them without supervision.”


  The magician smiled. “I promise to keep an eye on them while I go through my act,” he said. “Thank you for letting them attend.” He turned to the young people. “Then I’ll see you three right after dinner tomorrow night in the concert room.” He nodded and went to join his friend at the table across the room.


  “I do hope I’m not making a mistake by allowing y’all to go without us,” Mrs. Taft said. “Our time is getting short here in Rome, and I had promised a dear friend that we would come to dinner sometime before we left. But since it’s an all-adult dinner, you young people wouldn’t be able to go with us.”


  “Don’t worry, Grandmother,” Mandie told her. “We’ll be all right.”


  “But you remember what happened when we left y’all in a hotel in Paris,” Mrs. Taft reminded them.


  “We won’t get separated this time,” Jonathan promised.


  “I’m going to be awfully strict about this,” Mrs. Taft told them as she looked around the table. “You are not to go anywhere else or even speak to anyone else. And you are to stay in the concert room until we come for you. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three replied.


  Mandie smiled. “Thank you for letting us go, Grandmother,” she said.


  “Are you sure you want to go?” Mrs. Taft asked. “After all, you have seen Mr. Rushton do his tricks. I don’t know what could be different this time.”


  “Oh, yes,” Mandie replied eagerly. She looked at her friends for confirmation.


  “Yes, ma’am,” Celia added.


  “I don’t know of anything better to do, so I’ll go along with the girls,” Jonathan teased.


  Mandie frowned playfully. “Oh, really, Jonathan Guyer,” she said sternly. Then she burst into laughter.


  “What’s so funny?” Jonathan asked solemnly.


  “You are,” Mandie replied, still laughing. “I know you’re anxious to see how he does his tricks, but you won’t admit it.”


  “All right, after you’ve seen him do his magic again, I’ll wager you will have caught on to some of his tricks,” Jonathan replied.


  “If I do, you’ll be the first to know,” Mandie promised.


  Mrs. Taft told them, “Please hurry now and finish so we’ll have time for a stroll before we retire for the night.”


  As the group walked around the square near the hotel, people stopped to look at Snowball parading along at the end of his leash. Then suddenly the kitten came face to face with a white, woolly poodle—also at the end of a leash. Holding the leash was an exquisitely dressed older woman who was accompanied by a young man.


  Snowball stopped in his tracks. But the poodle kept walking along in his direction. Mandie started to pick up her kitten when Snowball decided to attack. He lunged forward into the poodle’s face. The leash slipped out of Mandie’s hand. The poodle was so surprised he just stood there as the white kitten spit at him and boxed him with his paws.


  Mrs. Taft gasped, “Amanda!”


  Jonathan quickly bent to pick up Snowball, but the kitten tried to claw him. Mandie stooped and slapped Snowball’s paws as she picked him up. The young man grabbed the white poodle.


  “I’m very sorry,” Mandie told him.


  The young man was tall and muscular with a ruddy complexion and eyes almost as blue as Mandie’s. “We are sorry, too,” he replied. “Where we come from cats do not attack dogs.” He laughed.


  “They don’t where we come from either, that is, except for Snowball. He’ll attack anything,” Mandie told him.


  Mrs. Taft apologized to the woman, who didn’t seem to understand a word that was being said. The woman chattered away in a language Mandie had never heard before. The young man translated.


  “My grandmother apologizes, also,” he said to Mrs. Taft. “She would like to give you a ride in her new motor car to wherever you are going.”


  “Motor car!” Mandie and Celia exclaimed.


  Mrs. Taft was equally surprised. “Oh my, she has a motor car?”


  “Yes, it’s sitting just around the corner,” he said, pointing in the general direction.


  “I have never ridden in one,” Mrs. Taft told the young man.


  “We would be pleased to have you travel in ours then,” he replied.


  Senator Morton encouraged Mrs. Taft, “Now would be a good time to try it out. You’ve said that perhaps you’d purchase one someday.”


  Mandie and Celia were speechless. Mandie could only think of the  awful noise the cars made. The few she had seen seemed to jerk and start erratically. She wasn’t sure she wanted to ride in one.


  “They’re a lot of fun,” Jonathan remarked to the girls.


  The young man and his grandmother conversed in their language for a moment, and then he spoke again to Mrs. Taft in English: “My grandmother would like to introduce herself to you. She is the Baroness Hildegard Geissler, and I am Rupert Geissler. We are from Germany.”


  Mrs. Taft gasped, then at once composed herself as she looked the woman over. The baroness, too, was tall and strong-looking, with the same coloring as her grandson. “Did you say your grandmother is a baroness?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “Yes, that’s right,” Rupert said with a smile.


  “Please introduce us to her. I am Mrs. Norman Taft. This is my granddaughter, Amanda Shaw, and her friends Celia Hamilton and Jonathan Guyer.” Then turning with obvious respect to the senator, she said, “And this is Senator Morton of the United States Senate in Washington, D.C. We are Americans. We are pleased to make your acquaintance.”


  As Rupert translated, his grandmother smiled and then spoke rapidly. He spoke to Mrs. Taft again, “My grandmother says to tell you that her daughter, my mother, is married to an American and living in New York,” he explained. “She also says, now that we are properly introduced, would you care to take a ride in her motor car?”


  Snowball struggled in Mandie’s arms and hissed menacingly at the white poodle Rupert was holding. She had to hold him tight.


  “Grandmother,” Mandie said, “I don’t think it would work to get into a motor car with Snowball and the poodle, too. I could take Snowball and walk back to the hotel while you ride in it,” she offered.


  Jonathan reached for the kitten. “I’ll take Snowball, Mandie. I’ve ridden in motor cars lots of times. You haven’t.”


  “And I will walk back with Jonathan,” Senator Morton volunteered. “I have ridden in motor cars before, too.”


  Mandie held on to her kitten, and both girls waited silently for Mrs. Taft to instruct them how to proceed.


  “Please thank your grandmother,” she told Rupert. “And tell her we will be happy to ride back to the hotel in your motor car. However, our hotel is only four or five blocks back that way.” She pointed in the direction they had come.


  Rupert told his grandmother and then said to Mrs. Taft and the girls, “If you will, please follow us.”


  Mandie finally gave Jonathan her kitten. “Please pray for us to get safely back to the hotel,” she said.


  Jonathan smiled his mischievous smile as he took the cat. “You’ll get back all right. It’s not that dangerous.”


  “Sounds dangerous to me,” Celia finally spoke.


  “You don’t have to go, Celia,” Mrs. Taft told her. “You may walk back with Jonathan and the senator if you wish.”


  Mandie looked at her friend.


  Celia took Mandie’s hand and said, “Thank you, Mrs. Taft, but if Mandie is going, then I’ll go too. That’s what friends are for—times like these.”


  Mrs. Taft smiled at her, and the young man led the way down the street. Senator Morton and Jonathan went the other way with Snowball.


  The motor car was parked under some trees on the next street. The car was fancier than any Mandie had seen before. There were a lot of shiny accessories on it and no visible top.


  As they stood in awe surveying the vehicle, Mandie asked, “Who is going to drive it?”


  “I am,” Rupert told her as he helped his grandmother and Mrs. Taft into the small rear seat. Then he turned to help the girls squeeze into the narrow front seat with him.


  The girls held their breath. When Rupert got the car going, they held hands and softly repeated their verse: “What time I am afraid I will put my trust in Thee.” No one seemed to hear them over the roar of the racing motor.


  To their amazement, the car did not jerk or rattle, as they expected it would, but sailed smoothly forward. The girls kept their eyes shut during the short trip, and in a few minutes Rupert pulled up in front of their hotel and tooted the car’s horn to announce their arrival.


  “Here we are,” he said. He helped the girls out and then assisted the ladies from the vehicle.


  Mrs. Taft thanked the baroness and asked Rupert to tell his grandmother that they would be going to Germany before leaving Europe.


  The baroness insisted that they come to visit her. She and Rupert  would be home by the time Mrs. Taft and her group arrived in Germany, they said.


  Senator Morton and Jonathan walked up in front of the hotel.


  As the Geisslers drove off, Mrs. Taft watched them. “Yes, yes, I must have one of those motor cars,” she told the senator.


  “But, Grandmother,” Mandie said, “you won’t get rid of Ben and the rig, will you? Celia and I love to ride in it.” Still nervous from the ride, she wasn’t sure that she ever wanted to go anyplace in another motor car.


  “No, of course not, Amanda,” Mrs. Taft assured her as they all entered the hotel.


  Mrs. Taft didn’t stop talking all the way to the elevator and up to their rooms. Mandie knew how much her grandmother loved to socialize with royalty and important government figures. She also knew they would eventually visit the baroness and her grandson.


  Once they were in their room and had dressed for the night, the girls sat on the bed discussing the events of the evening. Snowball had already curled up in a ball and was sound asleep.


  “How did you like the ride?” Mandie asked her friend.


  “I didn’t like it one bit. I was absolutely terrified,” Celia admitted.


  “But you didn’t say anything,” Mandie said.


  “Because I didn’t want your grandmother to know how scared I was,” Celia answered. “I know you were afraid, too, Mandie. Otherwise we wouldn’t have said our verse, right?”


  Mandie nodded. “If we go to visit the baroness in Germany—I should say when we go, because I know my grandmother likes to associate with people like that—I don’t think I’ll ride in her motor car,” Mandie declared. “It was scary for me, too.”


  “Our journals, Mandie,” Celia reminded her, getting up to fetch hers from her trunk. She returned to the bed with the book and a pencil.


  Mandie jumped off the bed. “Yes, we have to write about this in our journals,” she agreed. She got hers and went to sit in a big chair to write.


  Celia looked up from her journal. “Mandie, you never did tell your grandmother about our trunks being unlocked,” she reminded her friend.


  “I know. I never could seem to get her attention,” Mandie said.


  “But I suppose now I shouldn’t tell her. She probably wouldn’t leave us here in the hotel tomorrow night, even though we’re going to Mr. Rushton’s performance.”


  “But after that, we’d better tell her,” Celia suggested.


  “I will if I can get her to listen to me,” Mandie agreed, writing rapidly in her journal.


  When the girls finally crawled into bed, they were exhausted and soon fell asleep.


  Mandie dreamed about the motor car. Somehow her mother and her baby brother, Samuel, were riding in it with her. There didn’t seem to be a driver, and the vehicle was flying through the streets of Rome. She could hear the horn tooting by itself. The faster it went the more out of breath she became. Suddenly she awoke with a start.


  Trying to quiet her racing heartbeat, Mandie took a few deep breaths and stared at the ceiling in the faint light from outside. All at once she heard a slight noise as though something had been torn. She listened carefully, and as she turned in the bed, she saw a shadow on the wall by the bureau. Someone was in the room!


  Stifling a scream, she nudged Celia and whispered in her ear, “Don’t move.” She grabbed her friend’s hand.


  As they lay there, holding hands, Mandie could feel Celia trembling. Mandie tried to see what the shadow was doing but couldn’t. She glanced down at the foot of the bed. Snowball was not there.


  Just then Snowball let out an angry wail. The intruder had apparently stepped on the kitten. The shadow quickly stepped aside.


  Mandie sat upright. “What do you want?” she shouted.


  Celia sat up, too.


  The shadow moved slightly.


  Mandie jumped out of bed. “Who are you?” she demanded.


  “What did you do with it?” the voice was gruff, and Mandie couldn’t tell whether the intruder was a man or a woman.


  At that moment Celia let out an ear-splitting scream and disappeared under the covers. The shadow quickly moved to the French door that led outside.


  Mandie screamed and raced across the room in time to see the shadow disappear through the doorway.


  Mrs. Taft came running into the room, dressed in her robe and nightgown. Senator Morton and Jonathan were close behind.


  “What on earth is going on?” Mrs. Taft asked. She switched on an electric lamp and looked around the room.


  “We heard someone scream clear across the hall,” Senator Morton said.


  Mandie’s heart was pounding, and she could hardly speak. “Grandmother—someone was in here—just now,” she said. “Whoever it was—” She turned to see what interested the intruder at their bureau. “Look!” She held up her old purse. “They tore up my bag!”


  “Are you or Celia hurt?” Mrs. Taft looked anxiously at Celia, who was still cowering under the bed covers.


  “No, ma’am,” Mandie shook her head. “We were just frightened.”


  Senator Morton checked the French door and found it unlocked. There was a key in the lock, and he turned that, then pulled the draperies over it. “Maybe I should go down to the desk and report this,” he said turning to Mrs. Taft.


  “Oh, I don’t know, Senator, whoever it was is gone now,” Mrs. Taft said, obviously shaken. “Why don’t we notify the hotel clerk in the morning.”


  “If you girls are afraid, I’ll be glad to sleep on the sofa in the parlor,” Jonathan offered.


  “No, but thanks anyway, Jonathan,” Mandie said.


  “Could we leave the light on the rest of the night?” Celia asked nervously, peeking out from the covers.


  Mrs. Taft went over to comfort the girl. “I’ll tell you what, dear,” Mrs. Taft said. “We’ll leave both bedroom doors open and the light on in the parlor. Will that be all right?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” Celia replied. “Thank you.”


  After everyone said good-night and the others went to their rooms, Mandie and Celia huddled together in the big bed. The faint light from the parlor lamp was a small comfort.


  But Mandie couldn’t go to sleep right away. She kept wondering why anyone would tear up her old purse. If the intruder were trying to rob them, he—or she—would surely have taken the bag that had something in it. Celia’s bag was also on the bureau, in plain view.


  What was it the intruder had said? “What did you do with it?”


  Mandie couldn’t figure out what “it” was.


  CHAPTER TEN


  HIRED PROTECTION


  Everyone was tired and groggy the next morning. When the maid came with the breakfast trays, Mrs. Taft had her place them on a table in the parlor and she and the girls sat and ate there together.


  “Amanda, dear, I’m wondering whether we should leave Italy today,” she said. “After last night, I’m puzzled and concerned about what they were after, whoever it was.”


  “I don’t know, either, Grandmother,” Mandie replied. “I can’t imagine why someone would come into our room and tear up my old purse with nothing in it.”


  “If we hadn’t screamed, there’s no telling what they might have done,” Celia added.


  “As soon as I get dressed, I’ll ask Senator Morton to go downstairs with me, and we’ll talk to the manager,” Mrs. Taft promised.


  Mandie was so upset about the intruder that she completely forgot to tell her grandmother about their trunks being unlocked.


  When they were finished with their food, Mrs. Taft told the girls to get dressed quickly. She would ask Jonathan to stay in the parlor with them while she and the senator went downstairs.


  The girls looked through the clothes in their wardrobe. “I’m going to wear this older dark blue dress since I don’t know what we’ll be doing yet,” Mandie said. “And I think I’ll plait my hair today.”


  “And I’ll wear my brown dress,” Celia decided. “I don’t care for it on me, but my mother likes it. I’ll tie my hair back with a bright ribbon, maybe yellow. What do you think, Mandie?”


  “Sounds fine, Celia,” she answered. After they had dressed, Mandie and Celia stood before the floor-length mirror. They both giggled at once.


  “We look like schoolgirls again!” Mandie exclaimed. “And we’ve been trying to look so grown up.”


  “But we do look like proper young ladies, even if it is younger ladies than we’d like to be,” Celia added with a giggle.


  When Mrs. Taft brought Jonathan in to stay with the girls, he looked from one to the other and smiled his mischievous smile. “That fright last night must have caused you two to lose a couple of years,” he teased.


  “Jonathan! We’re only trying to look like nice young girls today,” Mandie protested. “I see you’re also wearing darker clothes than usual. That dark gray does make you look very intelligent, whether or not you are.”


  Jonathan shook his head and laughed at Mandie.


  “After what happened to us last night,” Celia said, “We’re not in a teasing mood this morning.”


  Jonathan looked concerned. “I’m sorry girls. I really am. I know it must have been terribly frightening to wake up in the night and find someone in the room with you,” he said.


  “Do you think it could have been that strange woman from the ship?” Celia asked.


  “I don’t know,” Mandie said. “In fact I can’t figure out the whole situation. Why would anyone go to the trouble to break into our room just to tear up my old bag?”


  “Well, come to think of it, your bag has had some mystery attached to it,” Jonathan told her. “First, it disappeared at the catacombs, and then it turned up anonymously on the front desk down in the lobby. Why would anyone steal it and then return it?”


  “Celia may be right. That strange woman may have had something to do with it. We did see her at the catacombs, you know,” Mandie reminded him. “And for some reason she always tries to avoid us.”


  In a few minutes Mrs. Taft came back alone. Hurrying into the parlor, she thanked Jonathan for staying with the girls and sat down  near the door. “Senator Morton has gone to engage the services of a private detective for the rest of our stay here in Italy,” she told the young people.


  “A private detective!” Mandie exclaimed.


  “A real one?” Jonathan asked.


  “Yes, a real private detective,” Mrs. Taft replied. “The manager recommended one who speaks English, and the senator has gone to talk with him. Of course, the manager apologized for what happened last night. He’ll have that outside door to your room sealed up today after we go out.”


  “Did you report it to the police, Grandmother?” Mandie asked.


  “No, dear,” Mrs. Taft replied. “The senator and I talked it over, and since we want to leave Italy by tomorrow, we thought it best not to become involved in legal technicalities, which might delay us.”


  “Where are we going today, Mrs. Taft?” Jonathan asked.


  “Well, I thought we could get a carriage and just ride around the city to no place in particular,” she said.


  “And just stop whenever we like?” Mandie added.


  “Sounds great to me,” Jonathan said.


  “I think that would be very relaxing after such a terrible night,” Celia agreed. “I just don’t have much energy or enthusiasm today.”


  When Senator Morton came in a few minutes later, a huge man was with him. The senator introduced him. “Mrs. Taft, this is Mr. John Swaggingham.”


  The detective bowed slightly and greeted Mandie’s grandmother warmly. He was not only big around but awfully tall. He was a friendly, middle-aged man with curly brown hair and a darker mustache. When he spoke, Mandie decided he was British.


  Hearing the man’s name, Mandie turned her head to hide her smile. He did swagger slightly when he walked. And he was so big! As they all sat down in the parlor, Mandie noticed that the detective was bigger than the chair.


  The young people were introduced, and Mandie liked the detective immediately. Jonathan and Celia seemed to like him, too.


  “Mr. Swaggingham has agreed to accompany us for the rest of our stay here in Italy,” Senator Morton explained. “Of course I told him about last night, and he will sleep on the sofa here in the parlor tonight. We’ll be leaving tomorrow.”


  “We appreciate your help, Mr. Swaggingham,” Mrs. Taft told him. “We’re all going to feel safer with you around.”


  “Thank you, madam,” the detective replied. “It will be my pleasure to be in the company of such lovely ladies.” He glanced over to include Mandie and Celia.


  Mandie suddenly had an idea. “Can you catch people who try to get away?” she asked. “I mean, suppose I kept seeing someone, and every time I tried to catch the person, they disappeared? Just supposing, of course.”


  Celia and Jonathan quickly glanced at Mandie.


  “Yes, Miss, I probably could,” the man assured her. “I know I look big and clumsy, but I get about rather quickly when necessary. I lose very few indeed.”


  Mrs. Taft stood up. “I think we’d better get going if we want some time to sightsee before the noon meal,” she said.


  As they all prepared to leave the suite, Mr. Swaggingham instructed them to stay together and near him since he couldn’t very well keep track of them in five different directions.


  Mandie and Celia trailed behind to whisper. “I guess we’ll have to go to restrooms to talk, if we don’t want him to overhear everything we say,” Mandie told Celia.


  They walked toward the hired carriage in front of the hotel.


  “But that means we can’t talk to Jonathan without the detective hearing,” Celia whispered back.


  Jonathan looked at the girls curiously and smiled his mischievous smile. “I know what you’re talking about,” he teased in a whisper.


  “No, you don’t,” Mandie replied.


  “You were trying to figure out how we’re going to talk privately with him around,” Jonathan said softly.


  The girls smiled at him and climbed into the carriage. But it didn’t turn out to be much of a problem after all. As the carriage driver took them up one street and down the next so they could see most of the city, Mr. Swaggingham carried on a conversation with Senator Morton and Mrs. Taft most of the time. He didn’t seem to notice what the young people did or said. Now and then they all stopped to look at some historical landmark, and at noon they ate at a sidewalk cafe.


  At one of the last sites they stopped to visit, Senator Morton spoke to Jonathan, “I suppose I’d better go by the telegraph office and wire  your father,” he said. “I need to give him the address where we’ll be staying in Switzerland so he’ll know where you are.”


  “Thank you, sir,” Jonathan said. “I appreciate your going to so much trouble for me.”


  “No trouble,” the senator replied. “We’re lucky to have you along to help entertain these two young ladies.” He winked at Mandie and Celia.


  “Yes, Jonathan, we really appreciate your being with us,” Mandie told him.


  “We trust you can stay with us the rest of the time we’re in Europe,” Mrs. Taft said, finishing her cup of tea.


  “I’m so glad we met up with you, Jonathan,” Celia added.


  “Well, you all flatter me,” Jonathan said, blushing slightly.


  “I’ll also check while I’m there to see if any message has been received from your aunt and uncle in Paris,” Senator Morton added.


  “I do wish I could hear from them,” Jonathan replied. “I hope I can stay with them when you people go back home.”


  “It would be nice if we could meet them before we leave Europe,” Mrs. Taft said.


  Senator Morton explained the situation to Mr. Swaggingham, “Jonathan’s aunt and uncle are newspaper people in Paris, and they’ve been away on an assignment ever since we got to Europe.”


  “They are French?” the detective asked.


  “Oh, no, they’re from the United States,” the senator told him. “They are with a branch of a New York newspaper in Paris.”


  “I see,” the man answered. “Would you like me to locate them for you?”


  “That won’t be necessary,” the senator replied. “You see, we stay in touch with his father in New York. He has asked us to keep Jonathan with us until his relatives do return to Paris or Mr. Guyer comes over here himself.”


  The detective turned to Jonathan. “You are the son of Jonathan Lindall Guyer, Jr., is that right?” he asked. “I saw the newspaper articles when you ran away from home.”


  “Yes, sir,” Jonathan confirmed.


  “I have done work for your father right here in Italy,” the detective told him.


  “You have?” Jonathan asked in surprise. “What kind of work?”


  “Oh, I’ve checked out a few references on people he does business with and that sort of thing,” Mr. Swaggingham said. “Nothing of great importance.”


  “Any money my father spends is important to him,” Jonathan said.


  “I know,” the detective agreed.


  “Well, if you’ll sit here with the ladies, I’ll get the carriage, and we’ll cover a couple more sights before we go back to the hotel,” the senator told him.


  As soon as Senator Morton returned with the carriage that had been waiting, they went to the telegraph office. He sent Jonathan’s father a message and found that the boy’s relatives had not been in contact with him yet, so he relayed another message to the Paris office of the newspaper they worked for, giving the address where they would be staying in Switzerland.


  “Now, that’s done,” the senator said as he returned to the carriage. “Why don’t we drive along the Tiber River?”


  The others were agreeable, and the driver took them along the river that flows through the city of Rome. Now and then they saw a small boat. And one of them quickly drew Mandie’s attention.


  “Look! That boat over there!” she said, pointing. “See that woman on it? She’s the woman from the ship!”


  They all turned to look. The woman didn’t seem to be aware of their gaze. The boat was traveling in the same direction they were.


  Mrs. Taft shielded her eyes to look across the water. “I do believe it is the same woman,” she said.


  “Can we ride along the river’s edge until her boat docks, and then we could stop, too?” Mandie asked.


  “My, no, dear, we can’t go chasing that woman,” her grandmother said sternly. “There’s no telling where she is headed. I wonder if the others in the boat with her are her companions, or just traveling on the same boat.”


  Mr. Swaggingham listened with interest to the conversation. “That’s a public boat,” he said, “a ferry that people take for a small fee. It stops at various places along the river.”


  “It’s stopping on the other side, and she’s getting off!” Mandie exclaimed as their carriage crept along at a sightseeing pace.


  “And we can’t drive the carriage across the river, so that’s the end of her for now,” Jonathan reminded Mandie.


  “One of these days!” Mandie muttered, mostly to herself.


  Later that afternoon, Mrs. Taft decided they should return to their hotel so the young people could have an early dinner in the dining room. She and the senator were dining at the home of her friend, but she told them they would at least sit with the young people while they had their meal.


  “But, madam, that won’t be necessary,” Mr. Swaggingham told her. “You are paying me to look after the young people. I will be glad to sit with them in the dining room. I can have my dinner at the same time.”


  “Of course, Mr. Swaggingham,” Mrs. Taft said as the carriage drew up in front of the hotel. “I’d forgotten. That will give me time to rest a little before I have to dress for the evening.”


  As they entered the lobby, the desk clerk stopped Senator Morton. “The door has been sealed in the young ladies’ room,” he said. “The window on that side, also. They should be safe now.”


  They all thanked him and went up to their rooms. Mr. Swaggingham checked out the door and the window that had been closed up. Everything seemed to be all right, so the young people freshened up for dinner, and Mrs. Taft lay down to rest.


  When Jonathan joined them in the parlor, Mandie called through the door to her grandmother’s bedroom. “We’re going to eat now, Grandmother,” she said, picking up Snowball.


  “All right, dear. We’ll see you before we go, either down there or up here if you get back before we leave,” Mrs. Taft answered through the closed door.


  In the dining room a few minutes later, the waiter showed them to a table. Mandie fastened Snowball’s leash to the table leg, and they ordered their food. Without the adults to talk with, Mr. Swaggingham was quiet and listened to the young people’s conversation as they discussed the extraordinary sights they had seen in Rome.


  After they began eating, Mandie asked the detective about the stolen gem at the catacombs. “Do you know if they’ve found the stone or caught anyone yet?” she asked.


  “I don’t believe they have,” Mr. Swaggingham replied. “It usually takes a long time to solve something like that.”


  Mandie looked up and saw her grandmother rushing toward them. As Mrs. Taft came up to the table, Mr. Swaggingham and Jonathan stood up.


  “Oh, dear, Amanda,” Mrs. Taft began. “I can’t find my ruby necklace anywhere.”


  “Your ruby necklace has disappeared?” Mandie was shocked.


  Mrs. Taft sat down to talk to her granddaughter. “Do you remember fastening it for me when I wore it the other day, dear?” she asked. “The hook was difficult to work, wasn’t it?”


  “Yes, Grandmother, I had trouble getting it to fasten,” Mandie agreed. “Do you think you might have lost the necklace while you wore it?”


  “I just don’t know,” her grandmother said. “I either lost it or someone has stolen it. I just don’t remember taking it off when I undressed.”


  “Would you like me to search your suite for you?” Mr. Swaggingham offered.


  “Would you, please?” Mrs. Taft was frantic. “I’ve looked everywhere I can think of, but you, being a detective, might have better success than I did.”


  The young people hurriedly swallowed the last bites of their meal and rose to follow the adults back to the suite. Mandie snatched a piece of meat off the table, quickly covered it with her handkerchief, and picked Snowball up from under the table.


  She knew the kitten had not finished what she had given him earlier. Holding him up against her face, she whispered, “Don’t worry. I have a piece of chicken for you.” He rolled out his rough red tongue and licked her cheek.


  As she rode with the others back up in the elevator, she wondered what would happen next. She was sure the ruby necklace was extremely valuable because she remembered asking her grandmother if it were real.


  Well, maybe this detective can find it, Mandie thought.


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  A MYSTERY SOLVED


  Everyone stood by, watching while Mr. Swaggingham thoroughly searched Mrs. Taft’s room and her belongings. Then he searched the parlor and moved on into the room Mandie and Celia shared. The ruby necklace was not to be found.


  Mrs. Taft, nervously overseeing the search, finally sat down on the settee in the parlor and sighed. “I have insurance on it, of course, but that was a family heirloom that I intended passing down to you, Amanda. I can collect the money for it, but that won’t replace its value to me.”


  Mandie sat by her grandmother and held her hand as she looked up into Mrs. Taft’s worried face. “Grandmother, please don’t worry about it. I know it was valuable, but you know that small, simple things mean more to me, like the rose I pressed from my mother’s wedding bouquet when she married Uncle John, and the map we found that showed where Aunt Ruby had hidden her treasure.”


  Mrs. Taft embraced her granddaughter silently.


  “Besides,” Mandie reminded her, “we can’t take material things with us when we die. You have given me your love, and that’s more important than any gift you can ever leave to me, Grandmother.”


  Mandie moved back from her grandmother’s embrace, and saw that tears filled Mrs. Taft’s eyes. Mandie squeezed her tight.


  Suddenly Snowball jumped into Mandie’s lap, startling them both.


  He began meowing and raised his front paws to his mistress’s shoulder.


  Mandie gasped. “Snowball!” she scolded.


  Mrs. Taft smiled. “Why, I do believe your cat is jealous, Amanda,” she said.


  “Maybe, but he also knows I have a piece of chicken for him here in my handkerchief,” Mandie said, taking the rolled-up cloth from her pocket. She got up and walked toward the bathroom to feed him.


  “Amanda! You brought meat from the table in your pocket?” Mrs. Taft exclaimed. She shook her head. “Oh, what you won’t do for that cat!”


  When Senator Morton came to take Mrs. Taft to her friend’s house, she told him about the missing necklace, and he urged her to report it to the police.


  “But you know we’d get delayed with police paperwork, and we want to leave tomorrow,” she said.


  “You could at least report it to the manager of the hotel,” Senator Morton advised. “Especially in light of the other things that have been happening.”


  Mandie suddenly remembered the unlocked trunks.


  “Grandmother, I’ve been trying to tell you something else,” Mandie said hurriedly as her grandmother stood at the doorway ready to leave. “Celia and I locked our trunks when we went out yesterday morning, and when we came back they were both unlocked.”


  “What?” Mrs. Taft turned back into the room. “Amanda! Are you sure?”


  “Yes, Grandmother, we are both certain of it,” Mandie assured her. “Don’t you have all the keys to everything?”


  “Well, yes, I do,” her grandmother said. “In fact, I’ve been keeping them in the pocket of my fur cape in the wardrobe, and I just saw them.”


  “That’s an odd place to put keys, isn’t it?” Senator Morton said, smiling at Mrs. Taft. “How clever of you. I never would have thought of it, so I suppose thieves wouldn’t, either.”


  “Was anything missing, dear?” Mrs. Taft asked Mandie, ignoring the senator’s comment. “How about yours, Celia?”


  “Nothing,” the girls replied.


  “All I can say is, I’ll be glad when we finally leave this hotel,” Mrs.


  Taft said. She turned toward the door again. “Let’s go to that dinner and hurry back before something else happens.”


  Senator Morton spoke to Mr. Swaggingham. “Please be sure these young people stay within your sight at all times.”


  “Yes, sir,” the detective promised.


  When the adults had left, the young people sat in the parlor and discussed the ruby necklace. Mr. Swaggingham sprawled on a chair and listened.


  “I remember you saying the ruby in your grandmother’s necklace looked similar to the stone that was stolen at the catacombs,” Jonathan remarked.


  “Well, I don’t know much about precious stones, but to me they looked a lot alike,” Mandie told him.


  “I thought so, too,” Celia added. “But I don’t see what difference that would make.”


  Jonathan arched his eyebrows. “Perhaps the thief who stole the gem in the catacombs intended to replace it with the one from your grandmother’s necklace,” he suggested.


  “No, I think that would be too complicated,” Mandie disagreed. “Besides, my grandmother wore the necklace yesterday, after the other ruby was stolen.”


  Everyone looked confused.


  Mr. Swaggingham straightened up. “It can get complicated when one tries to unravel the doings of thieves,” he agreed.


  “What do you think the thief will do with the ruby from the catacombs?” Jonathan asked.


  “It would be too easily identifiable to sell as it is,” Mr. Swagginham explained, “so he probably would have it cut, unless he knew a buyer who would take it as an addition to a collection. The police usually work through both avenues.”


  “Maybe whoever was in our room last night took my grandmother’s necklace,” Mandie suggested.


  “But your grandmother said she didn’t hear anything until we screamed,” Celia reminded her.


  “The thief most likely took it while we were all gone, that is, if Mrs. Taft didn’t just lose it because of the faulty clasp,” Jonathan decided.


  “You’re probably right, Jonathan,” Mandie agreed excitedly. “But that must mean he was in our suite three times.”


  “Why?” Jonathan asked.


  “Because we found our trunks unlocked yesterday before the intruder came at night, and Grandmother was wearing her necklace that day,” Mandie reasoned. “She didn’t find it missing until this afternoon. So if the thief stole the necklace this morning while we were out, that makes three times he or she was in our suite.”


  Mr. Swaggingham laughed heartily and slapped his knee. “You young people can really weave a tale of suspense. I think you ought to write a mystery story. It would really be good.”


  They all laughed.


  Then the detective pulled out a pocket watch on a chain and looked at it. “I believe it’s time we went down to the concert room,” he remarked, standing up. “Please stay together and within my sight at all times.”


  The young people promised they would, and they all went downstairs. In spite of Mr. Swaggingham’s protests, Mandie insisted on bringing Snowball with her. She was afraid someone would let him out.


  People were already seated in the concert room when they entered, but they did manage to find four seats near the front. There was a small stage in the room, and the curtain was closed. A pianist was playing soft music in a corner of the room.


  Mandie held Snowball and sat between her two friends, and Mr. Swaggingham sat on the other side of Jonathan. Mandie was glad that she and Celia could whisper without the detective overhearing them.


  “If I can get a chance, I’m going to ask Mr. Rushton if we can see his equipment so Jonathan can show us how it works,” Mandie whispered in Celia’s ear. “Jonathan said he could do the tricks, too.”


  “I’d like to know how he does everything,” Celia whispered back. “I don’t really believe in magic.”


  “We’ll find out whether it’s really magic or just some tricks Mr. Rushton knows,” Mandie whispered.


  The music suddenly became louder, and the curtain parted. The stage was smaller than the one in the theater, but the magician managed to do exactly the same act he had done in the theater.


  Mandie sighed. “Oh, shucks!” she said to her friends. “I thought he’d do something different, but it looks like it’s going to be the same old thing we saw before.”


  She watched closely when George Rushton took an empty case and made a stone appear in it. As he pulled back his handkerchief, revealing a red gem on the black velvet background, Mandie gasped. Her friends turned to her.


  During the applause, Mandie explained her reaction. “That wasn’t the same stone he used the last time. It was shaped differently. I’m sure of it.”


  “I think you’re right,” Jonathan said, “but what difference does it make?”


  Mandie glanced over at the detective. He didn’t seem to be paying any attention to their conversation. “Maybe none. We’ll find out,” she said.


  The performance was over earlier than the young people had expected.


  When the lights came back on in the room and everyone stood up to leave, Mandie spoke to Mr. Swaggingham. “Why don’t we go in the dining room and have a cup of tea or something?” she suggested, cuddling Snowball. “It’s too early for my grandmother and the senator to get back.”


  Her friends looked puzzled, but the detective readily agreed with the idea. “I could use a cup of tea. Just see that you stay together in this crowd.”


  After they were seated for a few minutes in the dining room, Mandie spoke to Celia, “I think I need to find the restroom. Will you come with me?” She stood up, holding Snowball.


  Celia joined her and they excused themselves from the table.


  “Please be sure to come directly back to the table,” the detective cautioned. As the girls started across the dining room, Mandie heard Jonathan say, “I think I’ll find the men’s room myself.”


  The detective urged him to hurry back, and Jonathan said he would not be long. Once Mandie was out of Mr. Swaggingham’s sight, she watched as Jonathan headed for a door labeled Il Gabinetto, which they had learned earlier indicated the restroom.


  Mandie caught Jonathan’s attention and motioned for him to follow as she and Celia slipped past the door to the women’s room and hurried out of the dining room. He caught up with them at the front desk.


  “Can you tell us which room Mr. George Rushton is staying in?” Mandie asked the clerk.


  The man smiled. “Suite 100, Signorina,” he replied.


  “What are you girls up to now?’ Jonathan asked.


  “I thought maybe Mr. Rushton would be in his room by now so we could talk to him and see his equipment,” Mandie told him.


  “Mandie,” Jonathan began, “you know we promised not to get out of the detective’s sight.”


  “It will only be for a few minutes,” Mandie argued. She started walking down the long corridor.


  “But you lied to Mr. Swaggingham, then, Mandie,” Celia said as she followed.


  “No, I didn’t,” Mandie objected. “We will go by the restroom on the way back to the table—after we see Mr. Rushton.”


  Jonathan stepped in front of Mandie, blocking her way. “I’m beginning to see now what Celia was talking about when she said you were always getting involved in adventures,” he said. “But, Mandie, please think about what you’re doing this time. There is a real live thief running loose somewhere. It could be dangerous.”


  “I’m not afraid, Jonathan,” Mandie said. “If you are, then you can go on back to the table with Mr. Swaggingham. Celia, you can, too.”


  Celia shook her head. “It is scary to think about, but I have to come with you, Mandie. I can’t let you get into something all by yourself.”


  “And I suppose I’ll have to come along to guard you two stubborn girls,” Jonathan teased.


  As they began walking again, all three of them saw the strange woman from the ship at once. She was hurrying down the corridor ahead of them.


  “Quick!” Mandie said. All three of them raced after the woman. But she was too quick for them. She rushed into the elevator nearby and left the floor.


  “Well, there she went again!” Mandie said in exasperation.


  “Mandie, don’t you think we ought to go back to the table?” Celia asked. “Mr. Swaggingham is probably curious by now as to what we’re doing.”


  “No, I’m going to see Mr. Rushton just for a minute,” she said, looking at room numbers along the corridor. She finally spotted Suite 100. “There it is,” she said, pointing across the hallway.


  Mandie paused to compose herself and to think of exactly what to  say to the man if he answered the door. Her friends patiently followed to see what she was going to do.


  Slowly approaching the door to Suite 100, Mandie cleared her throat quietly and raised her hand to knock. Suddenly, she realized the door was not completely closed.


  She stood there, uncertain what to do, when a conversation within the room drifted through the slightly opened door. She put her finger to her lips to caution her friends to be quiet.


  A man’s voice with a foreign accent was saying, “I did search. In fact, I tore the girl’s bag apart. It wasn’t in it.”


  Mandie’s heart raced. Someone was talking about her! She looked at Celia and Jonathan, who stuck close by. They opened their eyes wide. They had heard, too.


  Mandie recognized George Rushton’s voice: “That’s your fault. It was your idea—not mine—to sew the gem you took from the catacombs into the girl’s purse.”


  Mandie and her friends held their breath.


  “That was the safest way I knew to get it out of the country,” the voice with the foreign accent replied. “When I returned the bag to the desk here at the hotel, the stone was tightly concealed in it. And when I got to the girl’s room to check on it, it was gone.”


  “That was a big mistake, roaming around in that girl’s room like that,” George Rushton told him.


  “I had to be sure the clerk gave her the bag and that the gem was still in it,” the man explained. “That way I could follow them out of the country and get the bag back again to recover the gem after we crossed the border.”


  “This is all your problem, not mine,” George Rushton replied.


  “What do you mean, my problem? It’s yours, too. You’re in this with me,” the man said angrily.


  “You can’t do anything right,” George Rushton argued. “You blow out all the candles in the catacombs, and then fail to get the ruby. And then the next day, when you finally get the stone, you steal the girl’s bag to put it in and now you tell me the gem is not in the bag!”


  Now just a minute,” the other man said quickly. “We’d better clarify a few things in this matter.”


  “All right, all right, but sit down and wait a few minutes while


  I clean up. I’ve got to get all this stage makeup off,” Mr. Rushton said.


  “Well, don’t take too long in there. We’ve got to do something about this—fast,” the man replied.


  There was the sound of a door closing inside the suite.


  Mandie moved back on tiptoe and motioned for her friends to follow. When they were far enough away from the suite to talk, she whispered to them, “I just can’t believe it! That good-looking Mr. Rushton is a thief!” she exclaimed softly.


  “Imagine a famous man doing a thing like that,” Jonathan added.


  “We’d better get back to the table, Mandie. Mr. Swaggingham may come looking for us,” Celia cautioned her friend.


  “No,” Mandie quickly replied. “Not right now, Celia. I’ve got to think what we should do. No one will believe us if we go and repeat what we heard.”


  “Why not?” Jonathan asked. “There are three of us who heard it all.”


  “Well, I guess I’m afraid of Mr. Rushton now. He might do something to us,” Mandie said in a nervous voice.


  “Like what? If we go tell Mr. Swaggingham what we heard, he’ll see that the men are arrested,” Jonathan argued.


  “I don’t know,” Mandie said, impatiently waving her hand in the air. She paced up and down the hallway a short distance as she pondered what she had heard. Jonathan and Celia silently stood waiting.


  To think that a man she had admired had turned out to be a thief! She was always getting into trouble with strangers. Maybe some day she’d learn how to evaluate a person. But then her grandmother had also been enthused over Mr. Rushton’s performance. And he seemed to enjoy a lot of popularity in Rome. Why had he done such a thing? It would completely destroy his career, becoming involved with a criminal like that.


  Suddenly, something dawned on Mandie. She came to a halt and hurried toward her friends. “You know what? I think Mr. Rushton has that ruby!” she whispered excitedly. “He took it out of my old bag! That’s why he offered to have his maid wash it for me!”


  Jonathan nodded slowly. “And now he’s deceiving his friend,” he said.


  “Yes, he told the man he didn’t know anything about it,” Celia agreed.


  “We’ve got to figure out what we should do,” Mandie said, cuddling Snowball. “If we could somehow let that other man know that Mr. Rushton has the ruby, they could fight it out between them.”


  “They might just kill each other over such a thing,” Jonathan decided.


  “But, Mandie, we don’t have to get them fighting over the stone,” Celia objected.


  “Yes, we do. We have to let that other man know Mr. Rushton has the ruby because if we tell the police, Mr. Rushton will go scot-free. He’ll lie and put it all off on the other man,” Mandie explained.


  “Well, if you are planning to go into his suite, count me out,” Celia told her. “I’ll wait here in the hall.”


  “Jonathan, help me think,” Mandie said, turning to him.


  “You’re right about Mr. Rushton, Mandie, but I don’t know exactly what we can do,” Jonathan said.


  “We’ve got to think of something,” Mandie said, beginning to pace the hallway again. “Help me, Jonathan. Something has to be done, and right away.”


  CHAPTER TWELVE


  UNEXPECTED HELP


  Several people passed along the hallway and looked at the young people. But as Mandie paced the floor, deep in thought, she hardly noticed their curious stares.


  Snowball squirmed as he tried to get down.


  Mandie scolded him crossly. Then suddenly, she got an idea. Hurrying to her friends, she explained what she was going to do. “Let’s listen at the door again to be sure Mr. Rushton is back in the room with the other man,” Mandie told them, hurrying toward the suite.


  “This could be dangerous, Mandie,” Jonathan cautioned.


  “Not if we all stick together,” Mandie replied. “Besides, there are lots of other people around. Haven’t you noticed?” She removed Snowball’s red leash from his harness, rolled it up, and put it in her pocket.


  As they neared the door, they tiptoed and looked around to be sure no one else in the corridor saw them eavesdropping. Mandie stood close to the door.


  The two men were talking again.


  “I found the old lady’s keys and unlocked the girls’ trunks, looking for the stone, and it was nowhere to be found,” the foreigner was saying. “At least I snatched the old lady’s ruby necklace for you. That’s got to be worth something.”


  Mandie and Celia gasped and looked at each other. Mandie’s face turned red with anger. She motioned to her friends, and the three walked a short distance away from the door.


  “Now, I’m going to race up there and shove Snowball through the door, and run back and start calling him,” Mandie explained. “Then I’ll just nonchalantly push open Mr. Rushton’s door to look for him. Understand?”


  Jonathan and Celia nodded.


  Mandie hurried to carry out her plan. She ran back to Mr. Rushton’s partly opened door and pushed Snowball through the crack into the suite. She rushed back to her friends, and started calling the kitten, “Snowball, Snowball, where are you?” she called loudly. She hurried toward the door. “Snowball, did you go in there? Where are you?” She pushed the door open and looked into the room.


  George Rushton and the other man were sitting in the parlor, talking. They jumped up. Snowball wandered on into the back of the room.


  Mandie pretended surprise at seeing Mr. Rushton. “Oh, I’m sorry,” she apologized. “I think my kitten ran in here.”


  George Rushton caught sight of Snowball and reached for him. “Yes, yes, here he is.”


  But the kitten evaded his grasp.


  Jonathan and Celia stood in the doorway. The door was now wide open.


  “I’ll get him,” Mandie said. As she reached for Snowball, she noticed the jewelry case sitting on the table behind the chair where Mr. Rushton had been sitting. Instead of picking up her cat, she picked up the case and opened it. Inside was the ruby the magician had used in his second performance. “Oh, this is beautiful!” she cried.


  George Rushton quickly grabbed the case from her. “Sorry, Miss, I don’t allow anyone to touch that,” he said.


  “It looks so real,” Mandie exclaimed, picking up Snowball. “In fact, I think I’ve seen it before.”


  The magician closed the case and held it tightly in both his hands. “Yes, you have seen it before. It’s the stone I use in my magic show,” he told her. “Now if you don’t mind, my friend and I were involved in a business deal.”


  “A business deal? Oh, are you going into another business?” Mandie asked innocently. She looked at the other man. “Business like—”


  Jonathan quickly cut her off. “Mandie, we’ve got to go now. Come on!” He spoke sharply.


  Celia peeked out from behind Jonathan. “Yes, Mr. Rushton is busy,” she added.


  The magician turned and placed the jewelry case on the table as he sat down. “It was nice seeing you again, Miss Shaw, but right now I have business to take care of.”


  Mandie moved close to Celia in the doorway and handed Snowball to her. Her friend looked at her questioningly. Then Mandie quickly stepped back into the room and snatched up the case. “This is the ruby you two stole from the catacombs,” she shouted to the foreigner. “And Mr. Rushton stole it out of my bag.”


  She ran from the room after her friends who had quickly exited. With shaking hands, she hastily opened the case, grabbed the ruby, and dropped the case to the floor. Racing down the hall, she glanced back. The two men were close behind her. Her heart pounded.


  Just then she nearly collided with someone. It was Uncle Ned, her dear old Cherokee friend! She dropped the ruby into the sling of arrows the Indian carried on his shoulder. Uncle Ned grasped her to keep from falling and rushed along with her.


  Mandie looked back and spotted the strange woman from the ship. The woman put out a sharp-toed shoe and tripped the foreigner, who fell flat on his face.


  The woman smiled at Mandie and said, “You see? I am your friend.” And she quickly disappeared down the corridor.


  “Papoose!” the old Indian exclaimed. “What happen here?”


  “Oh, Uncle Ned!” Mandie cried. “I’m so glad you’re here.”


  George Rushton caught up with Mandie. He stopped short when he saw Uncle Ned. “An Indian? What are you doing here?”


  Suddenly, out of nowhere, Mr. Swaggingham appeared. He quickly threw George Rushton to the floor beside the other man who seemed unable to get up.


  Mr. Rushton looked up at Mandie from the floor. Now that she had protection, Mandie bent to speak to him, “You know, you broke one of the Ten Commandments: ‘Thou shalt not steal.’”


  The man’s face grew pale. He didn’t reply.


  Mr. Swaggingham also tied up the foreigner and then turned to the young people. “Your grandmother is going to be awfully upset  with all this,” he told Mandie. “I don’t know exactly what’s going on except that these two men were chasing all of you and seemed bent on inflicting some kind of harm.”


  After quickly explaining to Uncle Ned and the detective what had happened, Mandie introduced the two men.


  Mr. Swaggingham shook hands with Uncle Ned. “I’ve always wanted to see a real live Indian,” he said, smiling.


  The old Indian smiled back.


  “Well, I’m also one-fourth Cherokee, you know,” Mandie said proudly. Looking down the corridor she saw several uniformed men hurrying toward them. “Here come the police!”


  When the policemen got within hearing, everyone started talking at once.


  Mandie tried to talk to Uncle Ned amid the hustle and bustle, but the policemen were intent on questioning her and her friends.


  A young policeman picked up the jewelry case and showed it to Mandie. “Do you know if this belongs to Mr. Rushton?” he asked.


  “Yes, it does,” Mandie replied. Then, reaching down into Uncle Ned’s sling, she pulled out the ruby and handed it to the man. “This was inside the box when I grabbed it and ran out of his room.”


  The man looked at the ruby and let out a low whistle. He spoke in rapid Italian to his fellow policemen, and they gathered around to look.


  Mandie could guess what they were saying, but to be sure, she said, “Yes, that’s the ruby stolen from the catacombs.”


  “Sí, sí, Signorina,” the policeman said with a big grin. “Yes, yes.”


  Some of the policemen had gone into Rushton’s suite. They came out with a bag full of jewelry, which they told her had been reported missing from various places in Italy.


  “You have caught the most clever thief we have ever known,” the young policeman told Mandie as he displayed the contents of the bag.


  One piece of jewelry caught her eye. She reached for it. “This is my grandmother’s ruby necklace!” she exclaimed.


  The policeman looked sharply at her. “Your grandmother’s?” he asked. “How can we be sure?”


  “I don’t know how to identify it except that I do know it’s my  grandmother’s and hers is missing,” Mandie insisted as she fingered the beautiful necklace.


  Uncle Ned and Jonathan and Celia all spoke at once, confirming that it belonged to Mrs. Taft.


  The policeman hesitated, looking from one to the other. “But we must have some means of identification,” the man insisted. He reached to take it back from Mandie.


  At that moment, Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton came into the hallway from the front door. They stopped in alarm as they viewed the two men tied up on the floor and all the policemen standing around.


  Mrs. Taft rushed to Mandie and her friends. “What is going on? What has happened?” she demanded.


  Mandie, Jonathan, and Celia tried to piece the story together for her. The policeman patiently stood by, waiting for Mandie to give back the ruby necklace. Then Mandie realized she was still holding it.


  “Grandmother, here’s your ruby necklace,” Mandie told her. “The police found it and a lot of other jewelry in George Rushton’s room.”


  Mrs. Taft gasped and took the necklace from Mandie. “My, oh my, I never would have thought such a thing of the man!” she said. “Of course, I’m very glad to have it back.”


  The policeman cleared his throat and reached for the necklace. “I’m sorry, madam,” he said, “but we have to have some proof that the necklace actually belongs to you, please.”


  “Proof?” Mrs. Taft puzzled as the man took the necklace. “Why, that necklace has been in our family for several generations. In fact, the clasp is so old, it’s hard to fasten. Part of the little circle on it is missing.”


  The policeman examined the clasp. He smiled and handed it back to Mrs. Taft. “I am sorry, madam, but I had to make sure,” he said. “Your description is sufficient proof. I am glad to return it to you.”


  She thanked him and carefully put the necklace into her bag as the policemen led the magician and his accomplice away. Then she saw Uncle Ned and gasped in astonishment. “Why, Uncle Ned! Were you in on all this, too?” she asked.


  The old Indian shook his head. “Man at desk tell me Papoose go to number 100. When I look, I find man chasing Papoose.”


  Mrs. Taft turned to her granddaughter in shock. “That man chased you, Amanda?”


  “Yes, Grandmother. After I snatched his jewelry case, he tried to catch me,” Mandie explained.


  Mrs. Taft turned pale.


  Mr. Swaggingham spoke up. “Don’t worry, Mrs. Taft. The young people didn’t know it, but when they left me in the dining room to go to the restrooms, I followed them. I didn’t trust them not to go meddling in something after all I had heard them talk about. I was right here behind that post all the time. And I was armed.” He patted a lump in his coat pocket.


  “Thank goodness!” Mrs. Taft said.


  The young people looked at him in disbelief.


  “But why didn’t we see you?” Mandie asked the detective.


  “Because I am trained not to be seen,” the man explained. “When you first went to eavesdrop at that man’s door, I knew you were up to something, so I just stood there ready to protect you.”


  “I think we’d better find a place to sit,” Mrs. Taft said. “With all this excitement I suddenly feel faint.”


  Senator Morton quickly took Mrs. Taft’s arm and led the way into the dining room. Uncle Ned stayed close by Mandie.


  Mandie squeezed the old man’s wrinkled hand. “Oh, Uncle Ned, you just don’t know how glad I was to see you,” she said.


  “Papoose must not do dangerous things,” Uncle Ned scolded. “What happen if I not be there... if detective man not be there?”


  “I know, Uncle Ned. I’m sorry,” Mandie said. Then she brightened. “Rome has been so exciting, but we’re leaving tomorrow for Switzerland.”


  “I know,” he said with a twinkle in his eyes.


  “We’re going to stay in a real house over there,” Mandie explained. “A chalet, they call it. We won’t be in a hotel like this.”


  “I know, Papoose.” The Indian nodded.


  Mandie looked up at her old friend and said, “You always know everything. Tell us who that strange woman is who shows up almost everywhere we go. She always seems to be following us.”


  Uncle Ned shook his head. “I not know,” he admitted.


  Mandie sighed in frustration. “That woman tripped the foreign-looking man a while ago when he was chasing me, and then she looked at  me and said she was our friend,” Mandie puzzled. “It’s all so strange. Have you ever seen her, Uncle Ned?”


  The old Indian shrugged. “Not know who you talk about.”


  The waiter brought tea for everyone, and the conversation centered around the theft and the man they had all thought to be above reproach.


  “It’s such a disappointment to learn of a person’s dishonesty,” Mrs. Taft said sadly.


  One of the policemen joined them at the table and explained the situation. “Mr. Rushton’s career was failing. He was nearly bankrupt and heavily in debt. He began dealings with this thief about a year ago, from what we’ve been able to determine,” the policeman told them. “The bag of jewelry we found in his room contained some of the most valuable pieces ever to be stolen, and they are from several different countries. We can’t imagine how he was going to get rid of them unless he knew someone who could recut them. But then maybe he didn’t and that’s why he still had all the jewels.”


  They all talked for a while about the theft, and the policeman apologized for any inconvenience caused them while they were guests of Rome. Finally, he told them he would have to leave and make his report. He stood, saluted them at the table, and bowed slightly. As he left the room, he called out, “Arrivederci!”


  Instinctively knowing that he was saying good-bye, the whole group called out, “Good-bye, and thanks.”


  When they had all finished their tea, Mr. Swaggingham asked, “Mrs. Taft, do you wish me to stay tonight now that the mystery has been solved?”


  “What do you think, Senator?” Mrs. Taft asked her friend.


  “Yes, I think it would be a good idea,” Senator Morton advised. “There could be another accomplice that the police don’t know about.”


  They all rose from the table to go upstairs.


  “We’d feel safer with Mr. Swaggingham in the parlor, Grandmother,” Mandie said.


  “That’s right,” Celia added.


  Mandie turned to her Cherokee friend. “Unless Uncle Ned could sleep on the sofa in our parlor tonight.”


  The old Indian shook his head. “Other business tonight, Papoose,” he said.


  “Oh, shucks, Uncle Ned. I was hoping you’d be around for a while,” Mandie said, looking up at the old man.


  “Back tomorrow,” the Indian promised.


  “But we’re leaving early in the morning, aren’t we, Grandmother?” Mandie asked.


  “Yes, dear, right after breakfast,” Mrs. Taft replied.


  “Back before breakfast,” he promised her. “Ned be ready to go Swissyland with Papoose.”


  Mandie’s blue eyes grew big. “You are going to Switzerland with us?” she exclaimed. “Oh, Uncle Ned, I’m so happy.”


  Jonathan spoke up, “Yes, we’re glad you’re coming along with us, sir.”


  “House in Swissyland have mystery,” Uncle Ned said with a laugh. “Ned go see Papoose not get into trouble.”


  Mandie stopped in surprise. “The house in Switzerland has a mystery about it?” she asked. “Oh, that’s just great!”


  “We see, Papoose,” the old Indian said. “Sun come up, Ned come.”


  That night as Mandie and Celia lay in bed, they were so excited about the events of that day and about the new mystery in Switzerland that they could hardly get to sleep.


  Finally, Mandie closed her eyes. Oh, I can’t wait to get to Switzerland! she thought. What kind of a mystery could there be about the house?
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  CHAPTER ONE


  MIDNIGHT IN SWITZERLAND


  “Amanda! Wake up! We’re at the Thalers’,” Mrs. Taft said, as she gently shook her granddaughter’s shoulder.


  Mandie, comfortably resting in the corner of the carriage seat, blinked her blue eyes and straightened up. She looked out the window into the darkness, but could only see faint lights on an enormous doorway. Snowball, her white kitten, uncurled in her lap, then stretched and yawned.


  “Oh, we’re in Switzerland!” Mandie said excitedly to her friend, Celia Hamilton.


  “Of course we’re in Switzerland. Where did you think we were?” answered Celia, sitting next to her.


  “I—I must have been dreaming,” Mandie explained. “I was back home in Franklin, North Carolina, and my mother was rocking my baby brother to sleep.”


  “I hope you don’t get homesick,” fourteen-year-old Jonathan Guyer teased, with a mischievous smile brightening his face.


  Before Mandie could reply, her grandmother stood up and said to the young people, “It’s time to get your things.”


  Senator Morton, their traveling companion and friend of Mrs. Taft, stepped down from the carriage and reached up to assist Mandie’s grandmother.


  Everyone scrambled for their handbags and followed.


  Mandie, firmly holding on to her white kitten, gasped when she finally noticed the huge building they were about to enter. It seemed to go completely out of sight on each side. Even well-traveled Jonathan was surprised—it was absolutely monstrous.


  “This doesn’t even look like a house!” Mandie said.


  “Not like one I’ve ever seen,” Celia added.


  “It is rather large, isn’t it?” Jonathan agreed. “I can’t wait to look around tomorrow morning, when we can really see how big it is.”


  Mandie stepped ahead to catch up with her grandmother. Tugging on her sleeve to get her attention, Mandie asked, “Grandmother, how many people live here?”


  “It’s only the Thaler family and their servants, as far as I know, dear,” Mrs. Taft told her. “I’ve known the Thalers for years and have visited with them in other houses they own in Europe, but I understand they bought this one only recently.”


  Uniformed servants seemed to be hovering everywhere in the dim light from the gas sconces by the doorway. They were taking the bags and directing everyone inside.


  The three young people followed the adults into an enormous stone-walled hallway lit by more gaslights. An older woman in a black uniform approached them. She spoke directly to Mrs. Taft. “Madam, welcome, I am Hedgewick, the housekeeper,” she said smiling, her gray-haired head bobbing beneath its white cap. “Madam Thaler regrets that the family was suddenly called away to Germany because of the illness of her mother. She offers you her home for as long as you wish.”


  “Oh, dear,” Mrs. Taft said. “I hope her illness is not serious.”


  “We do not know yet, madam,” the housekeeper replied, turning to the servants who were bringing in the luggage. “You will take the madam’s things to the green suite and the gentleman’s to the blue suite. The young people will stay in the east wing.” The uniformed men moved on with the bags, and Mrs. Hedgewick turned back to Mrs. Taft. “Now, if you will be so good as to follow me, I will show all of you to your rooms. This way, please.”


  The woman led the way up a wide, curving staircase at the end of the front hall. The walls along the steps were covered with ancient  portraits and other paintings interspersed with metal armor, swords, and antique guns. There were gaslights everywhere.


  Mandie whispered to her friends as they brought up the rear, “This place looks like an armed fortress.” Snowball, content in his mistress’s arms, settled back to sleep.


  “It probably is—used to be, I should say,” Jonathan told her. “These walls must be hundreds of years old.”


  “Hundreds?” Celia stopped in surprise.


  “Don’t forget, Europe is old,” Mandie reminded her. “Even Uncle Ned will be impressed with this place.”


  “When did Uncle Ned say he would get here?” Celia asked, as they continued up the stairway.


  “Probably tomorrow,” Mandie said. “He seems to have friends everywhere. He has become aquainted with a lot of important people who move around the world. His work to help the Cherokees has made him well known, too. He had to stay in town to visit someone when we got off the train.”


  “Town is a long way off,” Jonathan said. “We’ve been traveling in the carriage since way before dark, remember.”


  A clock struck twelve somewhere within the house. Mandie paused to count. “Twelve o’clock—midnight,” she announced.


  The housekeeper arrived at the top of the stairs and waited for Mrs. Taft and the Senator.


  “I’m sorry I’m so slow. I guess I’m not as young as I used to be,” Mrs. Taft said, laughing as the senator took her arm and assisted her to the top step.


  “But I am too fast,” the housekeeper replied with a smile. “I go up and down all day. Down this corridor, please.” She led them down a long hallway to the left.


  “This must be a mile long!” Mandie whispered to her friends, as they hurried to keep up with the others. She shifted Snowball in her arms.


  The housekeeper ushered Mrs. Taft into a suite of rooms while the others waited in the doorway. Inside, a maid was already unpacking valises.


  “This is lovely, thank you,” Mrs. Taft told the woman. “Now I will need to know where you are putting the young people. This house is so large I may have trouble finding them.”


  “Of course, madam,” the housekeeper replied, crossing the hallway to open another door. “This is the gentleman’s suite.”


  “Thank you,” Senator Morton said, taking a look inside. “I’ll go along with you to see where the other rooms are.”


  Everyone followed the woman down several hallways and through heavy doors that divided the wings of the house. The group fell silent as they took in the surroundings. The place seemed empty.


  Finally, the housekeeper stopped and opened a door. “These are your rooms, young ladies,” she said, “and young man, you will be across the hall.” Mandie noticed how deserted this part of the house was and how far away from the adults they would be.


  “Will Uncle Ned have a room in this wing, too?” Mandie asked the woman, as she and Celia stepped into the suite they would share.


  “Uncle Ned?” the woman questioned.


  Mrs. Taft spoke up. “He’s not really her uncle, just a family friend. He will be coming out from town tomorrow. I don’t know if I mentioned him to Mrs. Thaler when she invited us to stay here.”


  “There is plenty of room, madam,” Mrs. Hedgewick said. “And if the young people would like him to stay in this wing, I will have the maids prepare another suite first thing in the morning.”


  “Oh, thank you!” Mandie said. “I really appreciate that.” She breathed a sigh of relief. This huge house, with its dark shadows and dim lights, was eerie. And with her grandmother all the way across in the other wing, she felt deserted. Uncle Ned, her father’s Cherokee friend, had always looked after Mandie since her father’s death. Uncle Ned had promised Jim Shaw to take care of Mandie, and he’d kept his promise. Her friend wasn’t here yet, but he would arrive.


  The housekeeper smiled at Mandie, then crossed the hallway to open the door to Jonathan’s suite. A servant was inside unpacking his luggage.


  “Amanda, can you and Celia and Jonathan remember the way to my suite in case you need me?” Mrs. Taft asked, as she and the senator turned to follow the housekeeper.


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three chorused.


  “Just knock on my door if y’all need anything, no matter what time of the night,” Senator Morton told them.


  “Thank you,” Mandie said for them all.


  “Breakfast is served at seven o’clock, but since you arrived so  late, if you’d rather have it later I could arrange it,” the housekeeper said to Mrs. Taft.


  “No, no, seven o’clock will be fine,” Mrs. Taft replied. Turning back to the young people she said, “Be sure you are all up and dressed in time. Good night now, and sleep well.”


  Mandie rushed to her grandmother and stood on tiptoe to plant a kiss on her cheek. Mrs. Taft embraced her, returning Mandie’s sudden show of affection.


  “Good night, Grandmother, I love you,” Mandie whispered.


  “You are my pride and joy, dear,” Mrs. Taft said, gently pushing a wisp of hair under Mandie’s bonnet.


  Mandie rejoined Celia and Jonathan in the hallway.


  “Good night, Mrs. Taft, Senator Morton,” Jonathan said.


  “Yes, good night to y’all,” Celia added.


  The three stood there in the dimly lit corridor, watching the adults until they disappeared around a corner.


  “Well, here we are in Switzerland,” Jonathan commented, thrusting his hands into his pockets.


  “Yes, here we are, and it all seems so spooky,” Celia said, shivering.


  “Celia, I’m sure it won’t seem that way in the morning when the sun comes up,” Mandie said, “especially after Uncle Ned gets here.” She untied her bonnet and removed it with one hand, still holding Snowball with the other.


  “But remember, Uncle Ned said there was a mystery about this house—or chalet, as they call it here in Switzerland,” Jonathan remarked.


  “I know, and as soon as he comes we’ll see if we can find out what it is!” Mandie exclaimed.


  “I guess we’d better say good-night so we can be up in time for breakfast,” Jonathan told the girls as he turned toward his open doorway. “Besides, I need to see where my belongings are being put. See you both in the morning.”


  He went into his suite as the girls said good-night.


  As Mandie and Celia entered their rooms, Mandie saw a maid hanging her clothes in a large wardrobe in one of the bedrooms off the large sitting room.


  “I suppose this will be my room. Those are my clothes,” Mandie remarked as she and Celia stood watching.


  “Yes, miss,” the young maid said in perfect English. “And we have supplied a commode for your kitten in the water closet.” She showed them through a doorway into an enormous bathroom with gleaming marble surfaces and gold-plated fixtures. She gestured toward a large ceramic flower pot filled with sand at the end of the big bathtub.


  “But how did you know about my kitten?” Mandie asked in surprise.


  “We did not know until we saw you get out of the carriage with him. Then we sent the houseman to fill this pot and place it here,” the maid explained.


  “Thank you. I appreciate it, and I’m sure Snowball appreciates it,” Mandie said with a little laugh.


  The maid turned to Celia and said, “Your bedroom is on the other side of the sitting room, miss.” She led the way, then opened the wardrobe to display Celia’s neatly arranged clothes. Celia removed the bonnet from her auburn curls and dropped it onto the dresser.


  “Thank you. You are very efficient,” Celia said.


  The dark-haired girl smiled and asked, “Is there anything you young ladies would like before I retire?”


  When the girls assured her they had everything they needed, the maid bid them good night and left, closing the door to the hallway behind her.


  Mandie put Snowball down and removed his red leash and collar. He shook himself, washed his face, then began exploring his new surroundings.


  The two girls inspected everything, too. There was an outside door in Celia’s room. They checked it and found it locked securely.


  “I don’t care if it is locked, Mandie. I don’t like outside doors in my room,” Celia complained. “I won’t sleep a wink.”


  “Oh, Celia, you can sleep with me. These beds are big enough for three people anyway,” Mandie said, leading the way back into her bedroom. “Besides, I think it’s kinda cold, don’t you?”


  Celia laughed nervously. “Mandie, you don’t have to make up excuses on account of me. I just plain don’t like this big dark house.”


  “I tell you what,” Mandie said. “We’ll just leave the light burning  all night in the sitting room. That way, at least we can see if we get scared.”


  Celia got her nightclothes, which were laid out in her room, and came back to Mandie’s to get ready for bed.


  Even though it was after midnight, the girls lay awake talking. Snowball curled up at their feet and went to sleep.


  “This year sure has been wonderful,” Mandie began. “And the best thing of all is this trip to Europe with my grandmother and the senator, getting to travel on a real ship, meeting so many people, and seeing so many places. Meeting up with Jonathan has been one of the best things.”


  “Yes, 1901 will be a year I’ll always remember,” Celia replied.


  “You know, I’ve certainly had some adventures—more than most thirteen-year-old girls,” Mandie said, giving Snowball a little shove as he rolled onto her foot.


  “I’ll say—some adventures,” Celia said. “Some of the most scary experiences I’ve ever heard of, much less lived through. And all the dangerous people we’ve come in contact with...” She scooted up a little on her big pillow. “Mandie, please, let’s don’t get involved with any more mysteries while we’re here in Europe. Let’s just enjoy our trip like normal girls would.”


  Mandie gave a little laugh and said, “But, Celia, look at the mysteries we’ve solved and the people we’ve been able to help. Besides, I think it’s fun using your brain to solve things.”


  “Well, let’s let Uncle Ned use his brain to solve the mystery about this house. He’s the one who mentioned it in the first place, and I don’t think it’s our business,” Celia said.


  “He’ll help us,” Mandie said. “But I do wish he had given us a hint of what the mystery is all about.”


  “Remember he said in Rome that there was a mystery about this house. That’s all. Maybe there isn’t anything to solve. Maybe it’s just someone’s notion that there’s a mystery,” Celia suggested.


  “Uncle Ned wouldn’t have mentioned it if he didn’t know there was something—Snowball, what’s wrong with you?” Mandie interrupted herself as her kitten suddenly sat up and gave a little growl. She raised up on one elbow to look at him in the dim light.


  Celia instantly sprang up in the bed. “Mandie, he hears something. Look at his fur—it’s all ruffled up!” she whispered.


   “Celia, I don’t hear a thing,” Mandie said. She listened for a moment. Suddenly she realized there was another growl coming from outside the sitting-room door.


  Celia heard it at the same time. She clutched the bedcovers. “There’s something in the hall!” she managed to whisper.


  “Right,” Mandie agreed, as she quietly slipped out of bed and reached for the poker standing by the open fireplace.


  She tiptoed across the room and into the sitting room to the closed hall door. She listened silently for a moment. Celia had followed, but stopped at the doorway to Mandie’s bedroom.


  Suddenly Snowball jumped down from the bed and rushed to the hall door. Mandie snatched him up and cautiously opened the heavy door a crack to peek outside. She couldn’t see anything in the dim hallway. Pushing the door open farther, she said, “There’s nothing out here.” She closed it, returned the poker to the fireplace, and shook Snowball—who had calmed down by now. “Snowball, you gave us a false alarm!”


  “But, Mandie, I heard a growl outside the door,” Celia insisted as they got back into the big bed. Snowball settled down again at their feet.


  “I thought I did, too. But it must have been Snowball making that noise,” Mandie said.


  “But why was Snowball so upset then?” Celia asked.


  “Maybe he heard a rat or something,” Mandie said, poking her pillow into place.


  “A rat?” Celia asked, frightened. “Mandie, I hope this house doesn’t have rats in it!”


  “Snowball won’t let them bother us,” Mandie replied. “Celia, we’d better go to sleep. Good night.”


  “You’re right,” Celia agreed. “Good night.”


  The girls had finally relaxed and were slowly drifting to sleep, when Snowball jumped up, agitated. Celia and Mandie both heard heavy footsteps in the hallway. They seemed to pause outside the sitting-room door.


  Celia began to whisper and Mandie clapped her hand over Celia’s mouth and said softly, “Sh-h-h-h!”


  Again Mandie slipped soundlessly out of the big bed, grabbed the poker, and crept to the sitting-room door. As she got closer, she saw  the doorknob turn. This time she paused in fright. Celia had followed her, and Mandie could tell by the look on her face that Celia had also seen the knob turn.


  The girls stood still, waiting to see who would open the door. They held their breath and Mandie grasped the poker more firmly. A few seconds passed and nothing happened. There was no more movement at the door.


  Finally Mandie got up courage and said loudly, “I’m going to see who is messing with our door!” She grabbed the knob and flung the door open. No one was there. She and Celia both peered into the dark hallway. It was empty.


  Mandie closed the door and leaned against it for a moment as she contemplated the situation. “I know there was someone out there. I distinctly saw the doorknob move!”


  “So did I,” said Celia as she sat down on the carpet, “and I’m scared. My legs won’t hold me up any longer.”


  “We could just leave the door open for the rest of the night,” Mandie said. “Then we could see everything.”


  “Oh, no, please!” Celia pleaded as she got to her feet. “Isn’t there any kind of latch or lock on the door?”


  Mandie bent down to examine it. “Of course. Look, there’s a bolt.” She tried unsuccessfully to move it. Then she jabbed at it with the poker but it still wouldn’t move.


  “Mandie, you could wake up everyone in the house with all that noise,” Celia warned her.


  “Everyone in this house?” Mandie looked incredulously at her friend. “You know very well there isn’t anyone in this big wing except us and Jonathan. Jonathan! Do you suppose he could be playing tricks on us?”


  Celia thought for a moment. “No, I don’t think he’d do that, especially not tonight, when we’re all so tired from our journey.”


  “I’m not so sure he wouldn’t,” Mandie said, as the girls went back to bed. “But let’s not mention the noises to anyone. Just in case he had anything to do with it, he’ll think he failed to scare us, all right?”


  “Whatever you say,” Celia said. “I’m going to try to get to sleep.”


  “Me, too,” Mandie replied, as she snuggled down under the bedcovers.


   Snowball walked around in circles on top of the girls’ feet, then finally settled down to sleep.


  Mandie thought of her friend Joe Woodard back home in North Carolina. If only he were here, he could help them figure out what all these things were about.


  Joe usually tried to discourage Mandie from getting involved in an adventure, but when he saw she was determined to go ahead, he would join her. And Mandie had not run into a single mystery that they couldn’t solve.


  She finally drifted off to sleep, and dreamed of Joe and the log cabin at Charley Gap where she and her father had lived until his death. Uncle Ned had helped her find her wealthy kinpeople, but Joe had remained her loyal friend.


  She dreamed of Joe’s promise to get her father’s house back when he grew up and became a lawyer. For this she had promised to marry him.


  Now she relived all this in her dream. As she stood looking at her father’s log cabin, she could hear strange music that seemed to float down with the breeze from the mountainside. She strained her ears but couldn’t understand a word of the song.


  CHAPTER TWO


  WAS IT SINGING?


  Mandie awoke the next morning with the sunlight streaming in across her face. She rose in her bed to see where she was, then remembered. She was in the Thalers’ chalet in Switzerland. Celia Hamilton, by her side, was already awake and stretching lazily. Snowball was roaming around the suite.


  “No one has called us. What time is it?” Mandie asked, anxiously jumping out of bed to look at the huge grandfather clock in the sitting room. “It’s only six-thirty, but the sun is so bright I thought it was later.” She went back to flop down on the big bed.


  “I was so worried last night, that it took some time before I finally went to sleep,” Celia remarked, sitting up beside her friend. “But I kept waking up every now and then. Sometime during the night I heard singing—imagine, someone singing in the middle of the night!”


  Mandie quickly looked at her. “Singing? I dreamed I was back at Charley Gap and heard singing coming from the mountain. It wasn’t very clear. I couldn’t make out the words.”


  “Neither could I,” Celia said, pushing back her auburn curls. “But it was a woman’s high soprano voice.”


  “That’s what I heard, too,” Mandie said quickly. “How could we both hear the same thing? I thought I dreamed it, but you actually heard it?”


   “I’m sure I did. I was wide awake,” Celia insisted. “I thought it would take forever to get back to sleep. The singing had already stopped before I dozed off again.”


  “Hmmm!” Mandie mused thoughtfully, as she got up to walk around the room. “Do you suppose I was really awake and heard the same singing you did? I don’t know, though. My dream was so clear. I could see our log cabin at Charley Gap, and there was Joe Woodard standing under the chestnut trees.”


  “Maybe you were really dreaming, but you actually heard the same singing I did,” Celia said, reaching for her clothes.


  “I guess that’s possible,” Mandie agreed. “I was so tired after that long journey, I was in a daze when we went to bed. Oh, well, I guess we’d better get dressed for breakfast.” She went to the wardrobe to choose a dress for the day.


  Celia took the clothes she had worn the day before and went to her bedroom to find a fresh dress.


  Mandie had dressed and was standing in front of the gilt-edged mirror in the sitting room, trying to pin up her long, blonde hair, when someone knocked at the door. Half-turning, she called out, “Come in!”


  She watched in the mirror for the door behind her to open, but nothing happened. After waiting a couple of seconds, she dropped the hairpins on the table and went to open the door.


  “I said, come in!” Mandie quickly opened the door and looked out into the long wide hallway. There was no one there. “Well!” she sighed. She started to close the door, but at that moment Jonathan came out of his suite across the corridor.


  “Good morning!” he called.


  “Good morning, Jonathan. Did you just now knock on our door?” Mandie asked.


  “As a matter of fact, I did. But I had forgotten my handkerchief, so I ran back to get it,” Jonathan explained with a impish grin.


  “Well, at least that’s accounted for,” Mandie said, turning back into the room. “I suppose you can come in and sit here by the door, provided we leave it open. But you’ll have to watch Snowball; he might go out into the hall. We’ll be ready in a minute, and then we can go sniffing for food.”


   “Thanks,” Jonathan said, sitting down in a small chair by the open door. He picked up Snowball, who was rubbing against his ankles.


  Mandie picked up the hairpins and went into Celia’s bedroom. Celia was already dressed and tying a ribbon in her hair.


  “Are you not going to put your hair up?” Mandie asked.


  “I don’t have time. It takes me so long. What about yours? Let me brush it and tie it back for you,” Celia offered.


  “Thanks, Celia. I don’t think I’ll ever learn how to put my hair up right,” Mandie complained as she sat down.


  Celia quickly brushed out Mandie’s long hair, took a ribbon from her bureau, and tied back the blonde tresses. She inspected it and decided, “There. I think it looks nice that way.”


  Mandie stood up to look in the mirror and said, “It’s an awful lot of hair to hang so loose, but I suppose it’ll have to do for right now. Jonathan is waiting for us to go to breakfast.” After Mandie put Snowball in his red harness and fastened his leash, the three young people hurried down the long, deserted hallway.


  At the first heavy door dividing the hallway, they couldn’t agree which way they had come the night before. The corridor went in three different directions.


  Jonathan told them, “I’m sure we came straight down the hallway. We shouldn’t make any turns now.”


  “Well, I suppose if we go the wrong way we can always turn around and come back and go another way,” Mandie decided, as they followed Jonathan’s directions.


  They soon came to another dividing door across the hallway. “Let’s just keep going straight ahead,” Jonathan suggested.


  As they went through the doorway, they met a maid in a trim uniform hurrying toward them from the other end of the corridor.


  “I am sorry for the delay in coming to wake you for breakfast,” she apologized as she came up to them. Mandie noticed an accent in her speech. “We just found out that the maid for your wing is ill this morning. We hadn’t realized until now that you had not been called for the morning meal. So if you will please follow me.”


  “That’s all right,” Mandie said, as they followed the girl. “I hope the other girl is not seriously ill.”


  “She’s not a girl, miss. She is an elderly lady and she has bad days  now and then,” the girl explained. “Anyway, I will be your maid while you are here. My name is Helga.”


  “Thank you, Helga,” Mandie replied, as they went on. “My name is Amanda, but I’d rather be called Mandie, and this is my friend Celia Hamilton, and my friend Jonathan Guyer.”


  Helga turned to look at Jonathan as they came to the wide staircase leading down. “Jonathan Guyer? Your father is Mr. Jonathan Lindall Guyer, am I correct?” she asked.


  “Why, yes, he is, but how did you know?” Jonathan asked, puzzled.


  “Your father, he is well-known here in Europe. I read about your disappearance in the newspapers,” Helga told him while they walked down the steps.


  “Please, let’s not talk about that,” Jonathan said. “I am now in the care of Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton, until my father comes for me, or until my relatives in Paris return home so I can stay with them.”


  After going through several hallways and doors, Helga finally stopped before a heavy, ornate door. She opened it, and they saw Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton seated at a small, white-covered table.


  “I will feed kitty.” Helga offered, reaching for Snowball’s leash.


  “Oh, thank you,” Mandie said, handing over the red strap as Snowball looked up and meowed at his mistress. Mandie stooped to tell him, “This lady is going to feed you while we eat. You be good now.” Rising, she said to Helga, “After he eats would you please bring him back to me? I’m not sure what we’ll be doing today and I don’t want to lose him in this great big house.”


  “Yes, certainly,” Helga answered, pulling lightly on the leash. “Come along, kitty.” She walked off down the hallway with Snowball trying to race ahead of her.


  When everyone had exchanged greetings, they all sat down and Senator Morton returned thanks for the meal.


  “Sorry we’re late, Grandmother,” Mandie said.


  “I understand, dear. I heard that the housekeeper didn’t know y’all hadn’t been called until a few minutes ago,” Mrs. Taft said. “Now that we are all here, let’s help ourselves to this wonderful food. The custom here for breakfast seems to be that the servants put the food on the table and leave us to wait on ourselves.”


  “Just like home,” Mandie said, with a sigh. “Will it be all right if we go looking around afterward, since the owners are not home?”


  “I think so, dear,” Mrs. Taft replied. “The housekeeper told us to make ourselves at home.”


  Senator Morton sliced a piece of ham and said, “I understand the original part of this chalet is well over two hundred years old. That would be the center section where we entered last night. Now the house has dozens of rooms.”


  Mrs. Taft added, “Besides the acres and acres of gardens, and several cottages among the trees at the back. There is also a lake.” She sipped her coffee, then said, “Y’all be careful around the water though.”


  Mandie had other things on her mind. “I’d like to know when Uncle Ned is going to get here,” she said.


  Celia looked at her and immediately nodded.


  “Amanda,” Grandmother said, “what in this world are you going to do when Uncle Ned can’t keep up with you? He is getting pretty old, you know.”


  Mandie laid down her fork and sighed. “I don’t know. I realize Uncle Ned can’t live forever, but I just don’t know what I’ll do when he’s gone.”


  “Cheer up,” said Jonathan with a smile. “He may live to be a hundred, and you’ll be all grown up and won’t need him by then.”


  But Mandie didn’t smile back. “I’ll always need Uncle Ned. He helps me through all my trials and troubles,” she said solemnly, clasping her hands together.


  Senator Morton changed the subject. “I’d like to see the lake. How about if I come along with you?” he asked, looking around the table.


  Mrs. Taft quickly added, “There is a stable of horses, and a small cart and driver to carry us around the estate.”


  “Horses!” Mandie and Celia said together.


  “Yes, real horses,” Jonathan teased.


  “My mother raises horses on our farm in Virginia, you know,” Celia said to Jonathan.


  “And my father always kept some horses when he was—when we lived at Charley Gap,” Mandie said. She turned to her grandmother and exclaimed, “Let’s go see the horses when we finish eating!”


  Mrs. Taft consented and even agreed to go along with them.


   After Helga, the maid, returned with Snowball, they all walked out to the stable. There were several purebred horses, which were friendly with the girls. They stuck their big noses through the fence for Mandie and Celia to pet them.


  The dark-haired stable boy, Eckart, hitched a pony to a small cart and everyone piled in for a tour of the estate.


  As they drove out of the thick trees surrounding the house and stable, huge snow-covered mountains came into view in the distance. The young people gasped in wonder.


  “Is that really snow up there on those mountains?” Mandie asked, squinting to shield her eyes from the sun as she sat on the seat behind the stable boy.


  “Yes, miss, it really is,” Eckart told her as he stopped the cart for them to look. “Those are the Alps.”


  Several snow-covered peaks rose into the clouds, but the valley between Mandie and the mountains seemed to be covered with brightly colored flowers.


  Celia said breathlessly, “It’s almost unreal to be warm and sunny down here, and to look up there and see snow on the mountains.”


  “This is an amazing country,” Mrs. Taft remarked. “I wanted you girls to see the Alps. Jonathan has probably seen them during his school days here.”


  “How far away from them are we?” Mandie wanted to know.


  “A long, long way, over rough terrain,” Eckart explained. “The mountains look close because they are so big and so high.”


  They continued on in the cart and soon came to the lake. The smooth, clear water was surrounded by flower gardens in full bloom. The girls giggled with delight as Eckart pulled up near the glimmering pool.


  Snowball tried to wriggle free of Mandie’s grasp, so she suggested they all get out of the cart and walk around. Mandie noticed a small stone cottage standing in a clump of trees near the flower gardens.


  “Does someone live in that house?” she asked the driver.


  “No, miss,” he replied. “Mr. Thaler has not yet decided what he will do with it. You see, they’ve only been here a short time, and they have not taken care of everything yet. There are several cottages near here that are completely furnished. Servants live in two of them, but this one is not occupied.”


   “Who lived here before the Thalers?” Mandie asked.


  “Oh, miss, the former residents are all dead. The family lived here for many generations. Mr. Thaler was kind enough to employ some of them because they had been born here and had no place to go,” the boy explained. “Would you like to see the courtyard behind the chalet?”


  “Of course,” Mrs. Taft said. “Are we too far away to walk?”


  “No, madam. We are close. I’ll show you the way,” Eckart said, walking along the narrow road, leading the horse and cart.


  They passed through a stand of trees and found themselves suddenly at the back of the chalet. Before them lay a courtyard paved with uneven stones, terraced into several levels descending to an inlet from the lake. Fountains spouted among hundreds of flowers and shrubs. Two great stone lions on pedestals guarded the rear entrance.


  “Everything is so green, so fresh, and so beautiful!” Mandie exclaimed.


  “And it all smells so good!” Celia added.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton wandered off among the flowers and sat on a stone bench near one of the fountains.


  The young people looked up at the grand chalet. From the rear they could see it was three stories high. There was a tower and a room at the top with curtained windows, and a small balcony projected from it over the courtyard.


  “That’s interesting!” Jonathan remarked.


  “Is that tower room anywhere near our rooms?” Mandie asked, holding tightly to Snowball’s leash.


  “I do not know which are your rooms, miss,” the boy said.


  “We are staying in what the housekeeper called the east wing,” Mandie explained.


  “Then you are on that side,” Eckart pointed to his left. “This is the north side of the chalet. The front faces south.”


  Celia asked, “Does anyone use the tower room?”


  “No, miss, that part of the house has not been renovated yet,” Eckart said.


  “Could we go up there and see it?” Mandie asked.


  Eckart cleared his throat and hesitated. “Why, I don’t really know, miss. You see, none of the servants go up there.”


  “Why don’t they?” asked Jonathan. “Aren’t they responsible for taking care of the whole place?”


   “Yes, they will look after the entire chalet once renovation is complete, but right now I think it would be impossible to get anyone to show you that tower,” Eckart said, dropping his gaze.


  Mandie sensed a mystery at once. “Is there something wrong with the tower?”


  “We don’t—really know, miss,” the boy responded with some hesitation. “You see, the villagers claim the tower is—haunted.”


  “Haunted?” Mandie exclaimed. Her blue eyes sparkled with the thrill of discovery.


  “Please, we must not get into details,” Eckart quickly replied. “The Thalers won’t appreciate my talking to you about it.”


  “But why?” Mandie asked.


  “Miss, I really think I should return to the stable if you do not need my services,” said Eckart, turning to the bush where he had tethered the pony. “If you wish the cart again, please let me know.”


  The boy jumped into the cart and drove back through the trees.


  Jonathan, Celia and Mandie looked at each other, and then up at the tower.


  “Do you think the tower is really haunted?” Celia exclaimed.


  “There’s no such thing as a place being haunted,” Mandie declared. “There’s some kind of mystery about it, and I imagine that’s what Uncle Ned was hinting at.”


  “And you plan to solve it, right?” asked Jonathan.


  “Right,” Mandie affirmed.


  Celia warned, “Mandie, we might get in trouble. Eckart said the servants don’t go up there, so how are we going to get up there? Besides, it looks awfully spooky.”


  “Spooky? How can it look spooky from way down here on the ground?” Mandie asked.


  “But it sounds awfully spooky,” Celia corrected herself. “I don’t think we should go poking around up there.”


  “I have an idea this must have been the front of the chalet in its early days,” Jonathan speculated. “You can tell the wings have been added to the rest—there is a slight difference in the color of the stone. And all the old places I have seen in Europe have the tower right in the front, if there is a tower. And Senator Morton did say this center section is the original house.”


   “I suppose we’ll have to walk all the way around to the front door to get back inside,” Mandie remarked.


  Mrs. Taft and the senator started walking down the path around the chalet and called to Mandie. She and Celia and Jonathan followed the adults and examined the chalet as they walked by. The additions had lots of windows, but the original structure had hardly any. They also noticed a side door in the east wing.


  As Mrs. Taft and the senator arrived at the front door, Mrs. Taft asked Mandie if they were going to come in.


  Mandie looked at her friends. “I suppose so,” she said. “I’d like to see the inside of the house.”


  Jonathan and Celia agreed.


  Mrs. Taft cautioned them, “Just remember to conduct yourselves in a fitting manner, and don’t do anything rude.” Turning to the senator, she said, “Let’s ask the housekeeper where the sitting room is.”


  The senator followed Mrs. Taft down the hall, and Mandie turned to her friends, “Let’s go upstairs.” She picked up Snowball and hurried toward the staircase at the far end of the corridor with Jonathan right at her heels.


  “Where are we going, Mandie?” Celia wanted to know as she rushed to keep up with the other two.


  “I don’t know exactly. We can just explore.”


  Jonathan agreed. “Let’s look around the original part of the house.”


  When they arrived at the top of the stairs, it looked familiar.


  “We’ve been through here before,” Celia noted aloud.


  “You’re right,” Mandie said, holding Snowball more firmly.


  “There should be a corridor going to the back,” Jonathan puzzled.


  “That’s right, because the tower is at the back of the house,” Mandie added.


  Celia shivered when she heard this.


  “I don’t see any way to get through to the back of the house,” Mandie said. She opened the doors along the hallway. “These are all bedrooms and sitting rooms.”


  “There has to be a way back,” insisted Jonathan as he looked into the rooms.


   Mandie thought for a moment and said, “Probably a secret door or something, right?” She went into a room and examined the walls.


  Jonathan did the same while Celia watched.


  “Nothing in this room,” he declared.


  “Mandie, are you looking for a secret door like the one in your Uncle John’s house—the one that leads into the secret tunnel?” Celia asked. “Here, let me take Snowball.”


  Mandie handed him to her friend and said, “I suppose it has to be something like that.” She and Jonathan continued searching the room.


  They worked their way all the way down the corridor to the east wing, then back to the west wing without finding any passage to the back of the house.


  Finally they sat down in one of the sitting rooms to discuss the situation. Celia set Snowball down and allowed him to walk while she held his leash.


  “There has to be a way,” Mandie insisted.


  “Unless there really is a deep, dark secret that has caused them to seal up the tower,” Jonathan suggested.


  “That’s it!” Mandie agreed.


  Helga appeared in the doorway with instructions from Mrs. Taft. She asked that they go downstairs to the parlor immediately.


  “Oh, shucks,” Mandie sighed, as the others rose to follow the maid. “We would have to leave now, when we had just figured out what the problem must be.” She picked up Snowball and followed the others.


  “We can come back if you want to,” Jonathan told her.


  “Let’s do, as soon as we get a chance,” Mandie said.


  She wondered why her grandmother had sent such an urgent message. It wasn’t time for tea. What could she want?


  CHAPTER THREE


  STRANGERS ARRIVE


  Mandie’s thoughts stopped immediately when Helga showed them into a parlor where the adults were waiting. There sat dear Uncle Ned in his deerskin jacket! He was all smiles as Mandie thrust Snowball into Celia’s arms and ran across the room to embrace her Cherokee friend.


  “Oh, Uncle Ned, I’m so glad to see you! You just can’t imagine how glad I am to see you!” Mandie cried excitedly as he put an arm around her and pulled her down onto the settee next to him.


  “Papoose all wound up?” Uncle Ned puzzled, smoothing Mandie’s long blond hair. “See papoose just yesterday! What excitement about?”


  Mandie caught a brief glimpse of Helga standing in the hallway outside the room. She looked at her grandmother, and then the senator. She gave Jonathan and Celia a knowing look as she replied, “I can’t tell you right now, Uncle Ned. We can talk about it later.”


  Her remark made Mrs. Taft stare curiously at Mandie, so she quickly resumed speaking before her grandmother could ask any questions. “Uncle Ned, you should see the outside of this house! And the grounds and the gardens—and everything. And, oh yes, the beautiful horses. You’d love the horses!”


  Uncle Ned smiled broadly. “I see these horses, Papoose. I ride horse from town. I leave him at stable.”


   “You rode a horse all the way from town? You must be tired!” Mandie said.


  She jumped up suddenly and stopped Helga in the hallway. “The housekeeper said she would have a room prepared for Uncle Ned in the east wing. Do you know if the room is ready?”


  Helga smiled at her. “Indeed it is, miss. Does the gentleman wish to go to his room now?”


  Everyone overheard the conversation, and Uncle Ned rose to join Mandie and Helga in the hallway. “Yes, I clean up now.”


  “I’ll go with you, Uncle Ned,” Mandie said. “I just want to see where your room is.”


  “Amanda!” Mrs. Taft spoke sharply. “Let Uncle Ned have some time to himself. You can wait for him here.”


  Mandie stopped in the doorway and pleaded, “But, Grandmother, I only want to see where his room is. I’ll come right back. I promise.”


  “I’ll go with her, Mrs. Taft,” Celia volunteered, handing Snowball to Jonathan.


  “I sense something afoot here, Amanda,” Mrs. Taft said. “If you are planning another one of your escapades in this house, you’d better forget it right now. You and Celia return here immediately after you see where Uncle Ned’s room is. No secret planning!”


  “Of course not, Grandmother. And thank you,” Mandie said, as she and Celia followed Uncle Ned and Helga.


  Mandie didn’t want Helga to hear any of her conversation with Uncle Ned, so they spoke very little. Helga led them to a suite next to the girls’.


  “You’ll be right next door to us!” Mandie exclaimed.


  “Does the gentleman wish anything else?” Helga asked Uncle Ned.


  “No. Thank you,” he replied as they all stepped inside the luxurious suite.


  “The bathroom facilities are right through this door,” Helga explained, crossing the sitting room to open a door on the far side. The bathroom was modern and up-to-date for 1901. “If you need anything else, I am at your service.”


  Helga bowed slightly and left the room. Mandie watched through the open door as Helga went on down the hallway. Then she grabbed Uncle Ned’s hand.


   “Uncle Ned,” she said, “things have been happening around here!” Mandie described the events of the night before while Celia listened.


  “Today we found out about the tower that the stable boy says is believed to be haunted,” Mandie continued. “Was that what you were talking about when you said there was a mystery about this house?”


  Uncle Ned smiled and sat down on the settee. The girls joined him. “Papoose, these all tales,” Uncle Ned replied. “Must be answer to haunted tale and noises Papoose hear. We find answer.”


  “I knew you would help us, Uncle Ned,” Mandie said gratefully. “We have not told Jonathan about last night, because we weren’t sure if it was he who was trying to scare us. Do you think we should tell him?”


  “Yes. Yes. With all haste tell Jonathan boy,” Uncle Ned answered. “Look at face. See if he guilty. I think not so.”


  “We will, Uncle Ned,” Mandie said, standing up to leave. “We have to go now. Do you think you can find your way back through all these hallways and doors? We could wait for you.”


  “No, no. Papoose promise grandmother come back. Go now. I find the way,” he said, waving the girls out of the room.


  “Thank you, Uncle Ned. I’m so glad you’re going to be next door to us,” Mandie called back to him as she and Celia hurried into the hallway.


  “Mandie, what are we going to do about this mystery?” Celia asked as they walked along.


  “We need to talk to Jonathan, like Uncle Ned said, and then we need to discuss all this in detail with Uncle Ned. He can help us, I know,” Mandie told her.


  “Don’t forget what your grandmother said about becoming involved in an adventure in this house,” Celia reminded her.


  “Oh, I know, but we aren’t going to become involved in anything. We’re just going to figure out what’s going on,” Mandie assured her.


  “But if we’re going to figure out what is going on, then won’t we be involved in whatever it is?” Celia wondered.


  “We won’t do anything wrong, I promise you,” Mandie said.


  “Someone might hear us if we go into the hallway at night to check on strange noises,” Celia said. “And if we find a way to get into the tower, won’t someone see us?”


  “Don’t worry about it, Celia. I’m sure Jonathan will help us. And we’ll just have to be real careful not to get involved,” Mandie said.


   As they neared the bottom of the stairway to the first floor, they saw the housekeeper talking to a man and a woman at the front door.


  “The Thalers are not in residence at the moment,” the housekeeper said as she stood with the door partly open. “I am sorry, but you will have to return when they are here.”


  “But, madam, Mrs. Thaler invited us to be her guests whenever we happened to be in the area,” the man said quickly.


  “We were planning a visit several months from now, but our plans didn’t work out, and we were not able to let them know we would be coming early,” the woman added.


  “I am sorry, but Mrs. Thaler left no orders for me and I am not in the habit of admitting complete strangers without her permission,” the housekeeper insisted. “Now, if you will please come back when she returns.”


  “When will that be?” the man asked.


  “They have been called away on an emergency. I do not know when they will be home,” the housekeeper replied. She started to close the door.


  Mandie and Celia stood quietly on the bottom step listening and watching.


  “Please wait,” the man said, sticking his foot out to keep the door from closing. He set down his luggage and pulled a folded paper from his pocket. Handing it to the housekeeper, he said, “You see, here is the note we received from Mrs. Thaler. Please read it.”


  The housekeeper scanned the note and immediately relented. “Why did you not show me this in the first place?” Mrs. Hedgewick asked. “You may come in.”


  The housekeeper showed the couple to a long bench, and asked them to wait while the maid prepared rooms for them.


  Mandie and Celia quickly went on their way before anyone caught them eavesdropping.


  “I wonder who they are?” Mandie asked as they walked toward the parlor. She stopped suddenly. “Do you think they’ll be put in the wing with us?”


  “Let’s be real slow, and watch and see,” Celia whispered.


  “That would take too long. Mrs. Hedgewick has to find the maid to prepare the rooms, and then she has to come back down for the people. And Grandmother will be wondering where we are!”


   “You’re right,” Celia agreed. “We can’t wait any longer.”


  As soon as they entered the parlor, Mrs. Taft said, “Amanda, I think you’d better take Snowball out for a stroll. I don’t see a sandbox anywhere.”


  Jonathan was holding on to Snowball’s leash, but the kitten was walking in circles and softly growling.


  Mandie hurried to snatch him up. “I’ll be back in a few minutes,” she said.


  “Me too,” Celia added, following Mandie into the hallway.


  They passed the strangers sitting on the bench, and quickly made their way outside, leaving the front door open.


  Mandie let Snowball down in the yard immediately, and looped the leash around a hitching post. She and Celia sat down on the stone steps where they could keep an eye on the strangers inside.


  Suddenly Jonathan joined them on the steps. “I thought I’d see what you were up to,” he said. “Who are those people inside?”


  “We don’t know,” Mandie whispered, glancing to see if the couple was looking at them.


  In a low voice Mandie told Jonathan what they had overheard.


  “Are they Americans?” Jonathan wondered.


  Mandie and Celia both shook their heads. “I don’t think so,” Mandie said. “They speak English, but they have an odd accent.” She noticed Helga speaking to the couple, who rose from the bench. “Helga is taking them upstairs.”


  The three watched as the guests struggled with their luggage. It was almost more than they could carry. Mandie quickly unhooked Snowball’s leash from the hitching post and picked him up.


  “Let’s see where they’re going,” she told her friends.


  Mandie led the way with Celia and Jonathan close behind her. They waited until the strangers reached the top of the stairs, and then quickly followed. They arrived at the upstairs hallway in time to see Helga lead the couple in the direction of their rooms.


  “They’re going to be put in our wing!” Mandie whispered. The three managed to follow out of sight.


  Arriving at the prepared suite, Helga opened the door next to Jonathan’s and showed the strangers inside. The young people looked at each other and turned back down the hall the way they’d come.


   “So they’re going to be next door to you, Jonathan,” Mandie said when they were far enough down the hall not to be heard.


  “That’s all right,” Jonathan said. “Maybe I’ll find out who they are and why they insist on visiting the Thalers’ when they aren’t at home.”


  “That is really strange,” Mandie said.


  “But we’re here without the Thalers, too,” Celia said.


  “That’s different,” Mandie said. “We didn’t know until we got here that the Thalers weren’t home—even though they were expecting us.”


  When they came to the top of the staircase, they paused for a moment.


  “I suppose we’ll at least find out their names when we go to the dining room for the noon meal,” Jonathan said, looking at the big grandfather clock on the landing, “and that’s not long from now.”


  When the young people returned to the parlor, Uncle Ned was there, too. Mrs. Taft was saying, “I thought this place here in the country would give us all a chance to relax after all the sightseeing we’ve done since we got to Europe.”


  Mandie and her friends took seats nearby, and Mrs. Taft immediately asked, “Did you see the new guests? I wonder who they are?”


  “We don’t know, Grandmother,” Mandie said, explaining how the strangers had been greeted by the housekeeper and then finally admitted to the house.


  “I wonder if I might have met them at sometime or other,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “Did you see them, Mrs. Taft?” Jonathan asked.


  “No, no, I didn’t. Uncle Ned told us about them. He just happened to be coming back to the parlor and overheard the maid telling them to follow her to their rooms,” Mrs. Taft replied.


  “And do you know where their rooms are?” Mandie asked. “Helga put them right next door to Jonathan!”


  “I understand the adult guests are usually put in the west wing where the senator and I are situated, and the youngsters like y’all are put in the east wing,” Mrs. Taft said. “And that’s where they put Uncle Ned because you requested it.”


  “Therefore the housekeeper didn’t think they were very important,  right?” Mandie added, pushing Snowball off her foot, where he had decided to curl up and go to sleep.


  “Evidently,” Senator Morton agreed.


  “I would imagine they’ll be back down shortly and we’ll get to meet them,” Mrs. Taft said.


  The housekeeper appeared in the doorway and spoke to Mrs. Taft, “The meal is on the table, madam. If you will please follow me...”


  Mrs. Hedgewick showed them into a large dining room where two uniformed maids stood ready to serve from a sideboard. The long table was set with snow-white linen, expensive-looking china, sparkling silver, and shining crystal. Sunshine streamed in through floor-length windows, which were draped in deep green velvet. A huge painting of the Alps hung at one end of the room. Mandie spotted a painting of the Eiffel Tower nearby. She recognized it from her stay in Paris. There were other scenes from various countries in Europe.


  As Mandie gazed around the huge room, Mrs. Hedgewick spotted Snowball at the end of his leash. “The animal! Take him to the kitchen! Quickly!” the housekeeper ordered one of the maids.


  Mandie gasped, ready to defend her beloved kitten, when Mrs. Taft said, “Amanda, give the leash to the maid.”


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie said, handing the red leash to the younger of the maids. “Please bring him back when we’ve finished eating. I won’t know where to find him.”


  “Of course, miss,” said the girl, smiling as she took Snowball. “I’ll see that he gets fed and back to you. Don’t worry.”


  Mrs. Hedgewick was showing them to their places when Mandie noticed there were no place settings for the two strangers. She could tell her grandmother was also mentally counting the place settings.


  “Are the other guests not dining with us?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “No, madam. They preferred to have something in their rooms, so they could rest,” the housekeeper explained. “They will be down tonight.”


  The young maid who had taken Snowball to the kitchen returned without the kitten. Mrs. Taft assured Mrs. Hedgewick that everything was fine, so the housekeeper left the room.


  The maids hovered around the table, serving the food and filling cups, so that Mandie and her friends were hesitant to say much to each other during the meal. Even Mrs. Taft seemed unusually quiet, and


   Senator Morton, who never had much to say, was silent. Uncle Ned, still in his deerskin jacket, quietly observed everything.


  Mandie, unable to determine what some of the food was, ate only familiar foods and hot rolls, and Celia only nibbled at certain things. Mandie noticed Jonathan partook of everything that was offered to him.


  Uncle Ned spoke to Mandie across the table, “We eat, then we talk, Papoose.”


  Mandie quickly smiled at him and said, “Oh, yes, Uncle Ned. As soon as we are finished eating we can talk.”


  Mrs. Taft, overhearing them, said, “I thought we could all go for a walk after this wonderful meal. Unless you have something important to discuss with Amanda, Uncle Ned.”


  “No. We talk later. Walk first,” Uncle Ned agreed. He smiled and sipped his coffee.


  Mandie sighed in disappointment. She knew her Indian friend must have something important to talk about, or he wouldn’t have made a point of mentioning it to her. But they wouldn’t have a chance to talk privately with her grandmother around. She’d just have to wait.


  Mrs. Taft glanced around the table. “If everyone is finished, shall we go outside?”


  Everyone got up, and Mandie asked the maid for Snowball.


  “I will have him here in a whisk,” the girl told her as she left the room.


  Mandie felt her ribbon slip from her hair as she stood. As she reached for it, her hair loosened.


  “Grandmother, I need to re-pin my hair,” Mandie said, as the maid came back with Snowball and Mandie took his leash.


  “Go ahead, dear, we’ll be right outside the front door, waiting,” Mrs. Taft told her, as she and Senator Morton started to leave the room.


  “I’ll go with her,” Celia said, following Mandie through the doorway.


  “I think I’ll run up to my room a minute, too,” Jonathan added.


  Mrs. Taft looked at the young people and shook her head. “Now be sure you all get back down in a few minutes. We will be waiting.” Turning to Uncle Ned, she said, “Come on, Uncle Ned, let’s get some fresh air.”


  Taking no time to talk along the way, Mandie, Celia, and Jonathan  hurried toward their rooms. Nearing Jonathan’s door, they found the door to the strangers’ suite partly open. They slowed their steps as they approached the door and heard talking inside the room.


  “Well, at least we got inside the house,” the man was saying.


  “Yes, but it may not do us any good because of the other guests,” said the woman.


  The three young people stopped in their tracks.


  The man continued, “I don’t think that makes any difference. They are Americans, after all.”


  Snowball lurched unexpectedly, jerking the leash out of Mandie’s hand. She went after him.


  “Snowball, come back here!” she called.


  Jonathan and Celia followed, hearing the strangers’ door close as they passed it. Snowball got to the end of the hall and stopped.


  Jonathan opened the door to his suite. “I’ll be out in a minute. I’ll wait for you girls here in the hall.”


  “All right,” Mandie said as she and Celia entered their suite. Mandie went to the mirror, picked up her comb, and began working on her hair.


  “What do you think they were talking about, Celia?” Mandie asked.


  “Us, I guess,” Celia said.


  “I know that,” Mandie said, pushing a hairpin into her hair. “But it sounded to me like they were up to something.”


  “Yes, it did,” Celia agreed. “Let’s hurry and discuss it with Jonathan”


  “Yes, let’s do,” Mandie said, shoving the last hairpin into her thick blond hair.


  Jonathan was waiting for them in the hallway, and the three hurried back toward the stairs. Mandie held tightly to Snowball’s leash.


  “If Snowball hadn’t run away, we’d probably have heard more,” Mandie said.


  “We’ll just have to keep our eyes and ears open,” Jonathan said.


  “We sure will. I believe those people are up to something, and I’m going to find out what it is,” Mandie said.


  “Maybe,” Jonathan teased.


  Mandie tossed her head and led the way down the stairs.


  CHAPTER FOUR


  THE ROOM AT THE TOP


  Halfway down the stairs Mandie stopped suddenly, causing Celia and Jonathan to bump into her.


  “I’m sorry,” she said in a low voice. “Jonathan, we need to talk to you.”


  “About what?” Jonathan asked.


  “I’ll explain later. My grandmother will be wondering where we are,” Mandie said, rushing on down the stairs with Snowball in her arms.


  When they got outside, Mrs. Taft, Senator Morton, and Uncle Ned were admiring the house from where they stood near the driveway.


  “It’s such an interesting structure,” Mrs. Taft was saying as Mandie approached her. She turned. “Don’t y’all agree?”


  “Yes, ma’am, it is,” Mandie replied. She set Snowball down and held on to his leash. “I think it’s awfully interesting,” she added, giving a knowing smile to her friends. If Grandmother just knew how interesting the three of us really think it is!


  Senator Morton and Mrs. Taft led the way down a crooked path, and Mandie tugged at Uncle Ned’s sleeve to get his attention as they followed.


  Mandie whispered, “We need to talk!”


  “Soon,” the old Indian said, smiling down at her.


   “Real soon, please, Uncle Ned,” Mandie said in a low voice.


  “Yes,” Uncle Ned promised.


  After the group had followed the pathway a distance from the chalet, the ground became rough and steep and Mrs. Taft stopped ahead of them.


  “I think we’d better turn around and go back,” she said. “There’s a down-slope ahead.”


  The others caught up with her to take a look. Mandie thought it looked awfully steep, but she wanted to get away from everyone and talk with Uncle Ned. She purposely released Snowball’s leash.


  “Amanda! Snowball is loose!” Mrs. Taft said, turning suddenly to her granddaughter as the white kitten raced past her long skirts and on down the steep trail.


  “Snowball!” Mandie called, as she watched him scamper away.


  “Amanda, you’d better go get him,” Mrs. Taft sighed. “I must find a place to sit and rest. Please be careful!”


  “I don’t believe there’s a place to sit until we go back up the pathway,” Senator Morton told her.


  “Uncle Ned, would you please help Amanda catch her cat? I’m afraid she might fall on that steep bank,” Mrs. Taft told him.


  “I go.” Uncle Ned nodded and hurried after Mandie.


  Jonathan and Celia followed, too, while Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton walked back the way they had come.


  Snowball scampered down the pathway, stopping now and then to look back at his mistress. Finally his leash, trailing loose from the harness, caught on a bush and brought him to a sudden halt near a retaining wall.


  “Aha! I caught you,” Mandie said, rushing forward to pick him up.


  “Sit,” Uncle Ned said to the young people as he gestured toward the low wall. “We talk.”


  As soon as they sat down, everyone started to talk at once. Uncle Ned raised his hand. “Wait!” Turning to Mandie, he asked, “Did Papoose tell Jonathan boy about last night?”


  “No, Uncle Ned. I’m sorry, but I forgot all about it,” Mandie replied, as she hooked Snowball’s leash onto a bush.


  “Tell me what?” Jonathan quickly asked.


  “About last night,” Mandie said, and with Celia’s help she told him  about the noises they had heard. She watched his face, as Uncle Ned had suggested earlier. Jonathan seemed truly surprised.


  “Why didn’t you knock on my door or call me or something?” the boy asked.


  “Because we were afraid to go out into the hallway,” Mandie said.


  “Well, if anything like this happens again, just open your door and yell loud as you can. I think I’d be able to hear you,” Jonathan told the girls. “But I think this needs looking in to. Have you told anyone else about it?”


  “No, we don’t know any of the servants really,” Mandie replied. “And if I told my grandmother, it would only upset her, or she wouldn’t believe us.”


  “But it really did happen! Both of us heard the noises and saw the doorknob move,” Celia added.


  “I stay next door, Papoose. I wait. I watch,” Uncle Ned promised. “I find who make noise.” He stood up to go.


  “Wait, Uncle Ned,” Mandie said, motioning for him to sit down again. “We have more to tell you.”


  “Must hurry,” the Indian said, sitting down.


  The three related what they had overheard from the new guests.


  “I think they’re up to something,” Mandie said.


  Uncle Ned listened thoughtfully, then said, “May be right. But Papoose leave this to me. I find out what going on.”


  “We won’t tell anyone else, Uncle Ned, but we’re going to be watching and listening,” Mandie said. “Now that we’ve told you everything we know, tell us what the mystery is about this place. What were you talking about when you told us in Italy that there was a mystery about this house?”


  Uncle Ned cleared his throat and looked from one to the other as the three waited.


  “Old tales,” he began. “Villagers say young papoose die with broken heart. Not allowed to marry true love. Her mother and father think love is not good. Some say papoose jumped from window of tower, kill herself. They hear her singing still—at night.”


  As Uncle Ned related the story, the three young people sat with open mouths and wide eyes. Then everyone tried to speak at once.


  “I heard singing last night!” Celia said.


   “So did I, but I thought I was dreaming,” Mandie said.


  “Well, I heard the singing, too, but I figured it was one of the servants off on a lark,” Jonathan said.


  “The tower!” Mandie exclaimed. “Uncle Ned, Eckart, the stable boy, told us the tower was haunted, but then he wouldn’t talk about it. And we’ve tried to find out how to get into it, but there just doesn’t seem to be any way.”


  Uncle Ned looked at Mandie and said sternly, “Papoose must not snoop around strange house. Private business.”


  “But if we could solve the mystery then the village people would stop telling tales about the house!” Mandie said.


  “I’d think the owners would be grateful for a solution to the problem,” Jonathan added.


  “And the servants wouldn’t be afraid anymore,” Celia said.


  Uncle Ned got up and warned them, “Must not do dangerous things. Grandmother not like either, Papoose. We go now.”


  Mandie took Snowball’s leash from the bush and picked him up. “We’ll just keep our eyes and ears open,” Mandie said, as they started back up the steep path.


  “Papoose must behave,” Uncle Ned admonished her. “And you, and you, too,” he said, turning to Celia and Jonathan.


  As they passed a huge tree along the path, Mandie caught a glimpse of a man who seemed to be watching them. Evidently seeing her look at him, he quickly ran off into the woods.


  “A man was watching us,” Mandie gasped, pointing toward the tree.


  “I know,” Celia and Jonathan both said.


  “Man work here,” Uncle Ned said simply.


  “He works here?” Mandie asked.


  “Plant flowers,” the Indian added, taking Mandie’s hand to help her over a rocky place in the path.


  Jonathan and Celia were holding hands to keep from slipping on the rough terrain.


  “I wonder why he was watching us and how long he’d been standing there. Maybe he heard what we were talking about,” Mandie said.


  Finally they came within sight of Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton, who had found a bench beside a flower bed.


  “How did you know who he was, Uncle Ned?” Celia asked.


   “See him plant flowers when we go down path,” Uncle Ned replied.


  “We didn’t even notice him,” Mandie said. “You see everything, Uncle Ned.”


  “Not everything, Papoose,” Uncle Ned said, smiling.


  When they reached Mrs. Taft and the senator, they all started back toward the chalet. As they approached the front door, Mrs. Taft said, “It must be getting near teatime, and I’d like to meet the other guests. Let’s look for the maid.”


  Everyone agreed and they went inside. “I’m anxious to get a closer look at the strangers,” Jonathan remarked.


  “And I’m anxious to find out how to get into the tower,” Mandie said softly.


  “Remember what Uncle Ned said,” Celia reminded her.


  “I will,” Mandie assured her.


  The housekeeper was in the front hallway and she hurried toward Mrs. Taft. “Would madam like tea now?”


  “Oh, yes, please,” Mrs. Taft said.


  Mrs. Hedgewick led the way to the parlor, and left them to order tea. Mandie closed the huge double doors in order to allow Snowball to roam.


  As they waited for tea they all discussed their tours through Europe so far. They had docked in London and had traveled to Paris and Rome. From Switzerland they would go to visit a baroness who had invited them to her castle in Germany.


  “Oh, Grandmother, I am having such a wonderful time!” Mandie exclaimed, but then grew solemn as she added, “But I do wonder what my mother and Uncle John are doing while I’m gone.”


  Mrs. Taft was sitting on a dark red velvet sofa with Senator Morton. “I’m sure your mother is fine, dear. Your Uncle John has taken good care of her since their marriage, and I know they’re both happy.”


  “Yes, and with the new baby they probably don’t even miss me,” Mandie said, straightening her long skirt and looking down at her feet. Celia, sitting by her side, drew in a deep breath. She knew it was a touchy subject—that new baby.


  “Amanda, you shouldn’t say things like that,” Mrs. Taft reprimanded her. “When will you realize that your mother and your Uncle John don’t love you one iota less since that baby came?”


   “I know. I’m sorry, Grandmother. I guess I just miss my mother,” Mandie said, and then she quickly added, “But I can’t have everything; I had to leave my mother to come on this journey. I’ll really try to love the baby when I get back home.”


  “You won’t have much time at home, you know,” Mrs. Taft reminded her. “You and Celia will have to go back to school just a few days after we get home.”


  “My mother said I’d only have time to get packed at home in Richmond, then return to school in Asheville,” Celia said.


  “I don’t even know what I’ll be doing,” Jonathan said, “whether my father will come and take me home, or whether I’ll stay with my aunt and uncle when they get back to Paris. You girls should be thankful you know what you will do.” He looked a little sad as he stood up to gaze out the huge window nearby.


  At that moment the housekeeper opened the door and ushered in the maid with the tea cart. Mandie tried to see what was on the trays.


  Mrs. Taft asked, “Will the new guests be in for tea?”


  Mrs. Hedgewick frowned. “They are still resting it seems—taking tea in their rooms. Surely they will be down for the evening meal.”


  “I was just wondering if I might know them,” Mrs. Taft said. “Are they Americans?”


  The maid placed a tray on the small table in front of her. “No, madam,” Mrs. Hedgewick replied. “They come from France. Their name is Bagatelle.”


  “Bagatelle,” Mrs. Taft repeated. “No, I don’t believe I know anyone by that name.”


  “I do not know them either, madam,” Mrs. Hedgewick said. “I have never seen them before nor heard the Thalers mention their name.” She inspected the trays and asked, “Is everything satisfactory, madam?”


  “Yes, it is, thank you,” Mrs. Taft replied.


  “Then we will leave you to enjoy your tea,” the housekeeper said, motioning to the maid to leave the room with her.


  Mrs. Taft leaned forward to pour the tea. The young people readily accepted the sweet cakes. They hadn’t realized how hungry they were after their long walk. Mandie gave Snowball some crumbs on the hearth.


  “My curiosity is stirred,” Mrs. Taft said, passing out the cups of  tea. “I wonder just who these people are. You’d think the housekeeper would have at least heard of them.”


  Senator Morton took a sip of the hot tea and said, “If they ever decide to be sociable and come down to eat, maybe we’ll find out more about them.”


  “Maybe your aunt and uncle know them,” Mandie suggested to Jonathan between bites of the delicious cake. “They come from France.”


  Jonathan laughed and said, “France is a big country, Mandie. Remember?”


  “But your kinpeople are newspaper people. And newspaper people know almost everybody, don’t they?” Mandie said.


  Jonathan smiled at her and said, “Not quite. But if it will give you any satisfaction, I’ll ask them if they know my relatives—that is, if we ever get to meet these strangers.”


  Senator Morton changed the subject. “I understand there is an observation room at the top of the chalet. Would you youngsters like to help me find it?”


  The three friends beamed and responded, “Oh, yes, please!”


  Mandie caught a warning glance from Uncle Ned, and she knew what he was thinking. They weren’t to go poking into anything that didn’t concern them.


  “Are you coming with us, Uncle Ned?” Mandie asked.


  He smiled at her and nodded. “I go with Papoose.”


  “And I will be resting in my suite while you people traipse around,” Mrs. Taft announced.


  Everyone rose and Mandie scooped Snowball into her arms.


  They asked directions from the housekeeper, who told them the observation room was at the top of the west wing. They had to pass Mrs. Taft’s and Senator Morton’s suites to get there, so Mandie’s grandmother went with them as far as the door to her suite.


  “We are headed toward the back of the house,” Mandie remarked as they walked down the hallway. “Uncle Ned, do you think this observation room connects with the tower?”


  “No, Papoose,” the Indian said, holding a heavy door open that divided the corridor. “This room is to left, tower is to right.”


  “Yes, that’s right,” Mandie agreed. “We’re headed for the corner, and the tower is in the center of the original part of the house.


   “I wonder why they have an observation room and a tower,” Celia asked. “Don’t they both serve the same purpose—observing the grounds around the chalet?”


  Senator Morton answered her as they opened another door and discovered a set of steep steps. “You’re right. However, I understand the tower is in unstable condition and needs a lot of work done on it before it can be used. The room we’re headed for is much newer.”


  The three young people stole quick glances at each other. Mandie thought Senator Morton might be right about why the tower was closed off, but it certainly didn’t look unstable from the outside. We have to find a way to explore it, Mandie thought.


  Senator Morton led the way up the steep, narrow staircase. Mandie carried her white kitten.


  At the top, they emerged into a large room with floor-length windows on two sides. The windows were all open, and fresh clean air filled the room. There was an assortment of antique furniture, including a couch placed in front of the windows, where one could sit and view the landscape. Chairs and tables with ornate candlesticks completed the furnishings. A multicolored carpet covered most of the stone floor. The walls were of smooth, gray stone.


  The young people quickly surveyed the room and walked to the floor-length windows at the back side of the house. A small balcony extended out from the window, without any railing. A gable of the roof met the bottom of the balcony.


  Celia quickly stepped back. “It’s too high for me, and nothing to hold on to if you should fall!”


  “Oh, yes. Please be careful,” Senator Morton cautioned them as he and Uncle Ned joined them at the window briefly, then walked to the other side.


  Mandie let Snowball down and held firmly to his leash, while she and Jonathan quietly discussed the room.


  “These are thick stone walls. I don’t see any way to get in and out of here except by the stairs,” Mandie said.


  Jonathan leaned forward to look over the balcony. “Unless you could climb from this balcony onto the roof. You might come up somewhere near the windows of the tower.”


  Mandie followed his gaze, trying to see what he saw without  leaning over the balcony. “Maybe, but it sure would be scary. One slip and you’d fall a long way.”


  “You’d have to use ropes, like mountain climbers use. That way, if you slipped you’d have something to hang on to,” Jonathan said.


  “I’d rather find another way to get into the tower,” Mandie said. “Besides, where would we get the ropes?”


  “I saw some rope in the stables,” Jonathan replied, as he stepped away from the window and collided with Celia. “Sorry.”


  “Y’all are not really going to climb out on that roof, are you?”she asked.


  Mandie tried to sound nonchalant. “We might, if we can’t find another way to get into the tower. But you don’t have to go with us, Celia, if you’re afraid.”


  Celia moved closer between her friends and looked out. “It looks awfully steep.”


  “Look! There’s that gardener watching us again,” Mandie said excitedly, pointing to a man behind a large tree below. The man, half hidden by the trunk, was definitely looking in their direction.


  As the three crowded closer to get a glimpse, the man disappeared into the woods.


  “I wonder why he watches us?” Mandie mused.


  “Maybe we’ll get a chance to ask him why,” Jonathan said.


  “Maybe he never see Indian before.” Uncle Ned was suddenly behind them.


  The three turned in surprise. They hadn’t heard Uncle Ned approach.


  “That’s probably why he’s always staring,” Mandie agreed.


  “I don’t like the idea of his watching us,” Jonathan said.


  Neither do I, Mandie thought. The gardener might catch us out on the roof heading for the tower! How can we stop him from spying on us?


  CHAPTER FIVE


  LOOKING FOR AN ENTRANCE


  After their visit to the observation room, Celia suggested they go to the stables to find out if there were horses they could ride. Uncle Ned agreed to go with them, but Senator Morton said he would rest until it was time for the evening meal. Mandie took Snowball with her.


  Eckart was cleaning the stables while the horses were all outside. When he saw the four guests approaching, he stopped sweeping.


  Mandie spoke for her friends. “Eckart, are there some horses we could ride?” Snowball strained on his leash to explore the stable.


  “I’m afraid not, miss,” Eckart replied, glancing at Uncle Ned. “You see, the horses are not ridden much here, and they would be difficult to handle.”


  Jonathan spoke up, “But we’ve all ridden enough to know how to handle a horse.”


  “What shall we do, Uncle Ned?” Mandie asked. “Where is the horse you rode from town?”


  “Outside.” Uncle Ned pointed to the paddock. “We must walk.”


  “But what about the cart?” Mandie asked. “Eckart, could we please have the cart and pony, please? We won’t be gone long. Uncle Ned can drive us around the property.”


  Eckart looked curiously at Uncle Ned, then asked, “Is he your uncle?”


   Mandie laughed and said, “No, not really. He’s my dearest friend, and since he is lots older than I am, I call him Uncle Ned. In fact, everyone calls him Uncle Ned.”


  “But,” Celia told the stable boy, “Mandie is really part Cherokee Indian, like Uncle Ned’s people.”


  “You are an Indian?” Eckart asked Mandie with surprise.


  “My grandmother was Cherokee. That makes me one-fourth Indian,” Mandie explained proudly.


  “I see,” Eckart said.


  Jonathan spoke up, “Well, are you going to let us use the cart?”


  “Oh, yes, of course,” Eckart quickly responded. “I’ll get it ready.”


  Mandie and her friends waited while Eckart got the pony from the paddock and harnessed him to the cart.


  Uncle Ned stepped up and took the reins as Celia and Jonathan hopped onto the backseat. Mandie, holding firmly to Snowball, sat up front with Uncle Ned.


  “Well, where are we going?” Celia asked.


  “Just for a ride around the property,” Mandie replied. She turned to Eckart. “How will we recognize the borders of the Thaler estate?”


  “That will be easy. There’s a split-rail fence all the way around the Thalers’ holdings,” Eckart explained. “But let me warn you; the property is quite large. Don’t get lost! He pointed to a trail that led off behind the stables. “That trail goes completely around the property.”


  “Thanks,” Mandie replied. “With Uncle Ned along we won’t get lost. We’ll be back soon.”


  Everyone waved to Eckart as Uncle Ned drove the cart down the trail.


  They rode through trees and shrubs and came into an open meadow filled with brilliantly colored flowers in full bloom. In the distance they could see the snow-covered Alps. Nearby was a branch of the lake they had visited earlier.


  The scenery was so overwhelming to Mandie that she excitedly asked Uncle Ned, “Can we please stop and walk through those beautiful flowers and smell the blossoms? They are so gorgeous!”


  Uncle Ned smiled and drew the cart to a halt. The young people jumped down as he tethered the pony to a fencepost. Mandie handed Snowball’s leash to Uncle Ned, and raised her long skirts to wade through the thickly growing blooms, stopping here and there to bend and  smell the fragrance. Celia and Jonathan followed. Uncle Ned walked Snowball around the cart and waited for them.


  “Did you ever see such flowers?” Mandie excitedly asked her friends.


  “Not this many at one time,” Celia said.


  “Not solid fields of them like this,” Jonathan added.


  As the three bent over to inspect a flower they had never seen before, a sudden angry voice brought them upright.


  “Stop!” the male voice boomed nearby. “Do not touch!”


  The young people spun around to see the gardener staring at them. Mandie recognized him as the one who had watched them from below when they were in the observation room, but he looked much older now. He was a tall man, and his chubby face was distorted with anger.


  “We were just looking,” Mandie explained.


  “Do not walk among the flowers!” the man said. “Get back on the trail!”


  Uncle Ned walked over to them to see what was going on. The man saw him approach and was visibly shaken.


  “An Indian!” the gardener gasped, backing away from them. “Go! Now!”


  “Come, Papoose,” Uncle Ned told Mandie. “We go now.”


  Mandie looked at Uncle Ned, then turned to the gardener. “Why do you spy on us? We see you everywhere.”


  “I am not a spy. I am the guard of the chalet,” the man replied, and quickly disappeared into the trees.


  Everyone climbed back into the cart.


  “So he is a guard,” Mandie said, taking Snowball into her lap.


  “He must have thought we were going to pick the flowers,” Celia fussed.


  “He was angry,” Jonathan commented, “but he was also intimidated by Uncle Ned.”


  Uncle Ned straightened his deerskin jacket and said, “Man not like Indian.” He picked up the reins and they were on their way again.


  “I’m sorry, Uncle Ned. Maybe they don’t have Indians here in Switzerland. I don’t think they dislike you. You’re just different to them,” Mandie said.


  “Big God made Indian,” Uncle Ned said, reaching to clasp Mandie’s  hand in his old wrinkled one. “Always, Papoose, be proud what Big God made.”


  Mandie tightened her hand in his, smiled up at him and said, “I am, Uncle Ned. I’m proud God made me part Indian. I’m proud of all my Cherokee kinpeople. I just wish people wouldn’t act so funny around Indians.”


  “I don’t act strange around Indians,” Jonathan announced.


  “Neither do I, Mandie,” Celia added.


  Uncle Ned quickly swung the cart around in a wide place in the trail and headed back the way they had come. He laughed and said, “Now we find way back.”


  Everyone laughed.


  “That’s easy,” Jonathan said. “We just go back the way we came.”


  “But Uncle Ned knows how to find his way anywhere,” Mandie said proudly. “He taught me how to mark bushes along a trail, and how to tell direction by the sun and the way the creeks flow, and so many other things.”


  As they rode back toward the chalet, Jonathan leaned forward and asked Uncle Ned, “Tell me, do you think there could possibly be some secret way out of the observation room into the tower?”


  “Maybe,” the Indian said. “But I not see a way from room but by steps we used.”


  “Let’s go around the house and look at the observation room from the outside,” Mandie suggested as Uncle Ned turned the cart into the stable yard.


  Eckart came out to take the pony and cart. After thanking him, the young people and Uncle Ned walked around to the back of the chalet to look up at the observation room and the tower. Snowball tried to race ahead on his leash.


  They found they were too close to see anything that high up. Uncle Ned led them down the slope to look back up.


  Mandie pointed. “There’s the observation room and there’s the tower. They don’t join each other, but there does seem to be some kind of attic or something between them. Look!”


  Everyone nodded. There was a rise in the roof between the room and the tower. The rest of the house seemed lower.


  “Are we going up inside that room again?” Celia asked.


   “Could we, Uncle Ned?” Mandie eagerly asked.


  The Indian hesitated for a moment. “We look. We not poke in house of others.”


  The young people quickly led the way back through the front door and up the stairs.


  “Remember,” Mandie reminded her friends as they reached the top of the stairs, “we don’t go toward the wing we’re staying in. We have to go back in the section where Grandmother and Senator Morton have their suites.”


  “Quiet,” Uncle Ned warned as they rushed forward.


  Mandie led the way and the others silently followed down the long corridors and through the heavy doors. When they arrived at the door to the observation room stairs, they stopped.


  “Now which way?” Mandie asked. Snowball squirmed on her shoulder.


  “To right,” Uncle Ned said. “Look for more steps. Must go up.”


  The young people moved along the corridor, opening doors and carefully examining rooms along the way. They found only lavishly furnished bedrooms and sitting rooms. Another heavy door divided the hallway, and as soon as they passed through it, they realized they were in the servants’ quarters. The rooms appeared occupied and were meagerly furnished. The corridor dead-ended into a solid wall.


  “Oh, shucks!” Mandie exclaimed.


  “No way to get up there,” Uncle Ned said, looking around. “We go now. Time to eat.” They all turned to go back the way they had come.


  “Wait!” Mandie said, stopping everyone. “Let’s just look out the window from one of the rooms here and see exactly where we are.” She quietly opened a door nearby and looked into the room. It appeared to be a sitting room.


  “Careful,” Uncle Ned cautioned. “Papoose not disturb room of others.”


  Jonathan and Celia followed Mandie as she softly slipped across the room and pulled back the curtain. They gazed outside, bending this way and that, trying to get a better look.


  “Come,” Uncle Ned said quietly from the doorway. “We go.”


  They obeyed him, and Mandie closed the door to the room. As  they started back down the hallway, Mandie let Snowball down on his leash.


  “I couldn’t tell exactly, but don’t y’all think we were right beside the wall of the tower?” Mandie asked.


  “Since the wall is flat there, I couldn’t tell for sure either, but I believe you’re right,” Jonathan agreed.


  “Outside can tell,” said Uncle Ned, smiling.


  “I don’t know how we could tell from the outside. All I could see from the room were a lot of trees and shrubbery,” Mandie said, holding tightly to Snowball’s leash while he strained to run ahead.


  “Papoose go outside, look,” Uncle Ned said.


  “All right, let’s go outside and see if we can tell where we were,” Mandie agreed.


  “Must hurry. Soon time to eat,” the Indian reminded them.


  They rushed back downstairs, out the front door, and around to the back of the chalet. Uncle Ned led the way down the slope far enough so they could see the high walls of the house above them. He stood there waiting, observing them while they looked.


  “Let’s see, it must have been that window,” Celia said, pointing to a small window near the location of the observation room.


  Jonathan disagreed. “No, it was nearer the middle of the house.”


  Mandie stared at the windows, puzzled by Uncle Ned’s confidence, until her gaze traveled along the wall and stopped at the room where they had just been. “There, there, there!” she exclaimed, pointing. “We didn’t push the curtain back in place! We were right next to the tower!” She turned to smile at Uncle Ned.


  “It’s the last window before the tower wall on that end of the house,” Jonathan confirmed.


  “Well, we only found a blank wall,” Celia said. “I don’t see why you’re both so excited.”


  “You’re right, Celia,” Mandie said, calming down. She looked at her friend and said, “It was a blank wall, and there’s no way to go through it.”


  Jonathan suddenly gasped. “There’s someone in that room! It looks like one of the strangers.”


  Mandie quickly looked up. She could see a man standing in the room, too. He looked out and then dropped the curtain into place. “You’re right, Jonathan, it was that man!”


   “Yes,” Uncle Ned said, unimpressed. “Now we eat.”


  “You sure must be hungry,” Mandie teased. She laughed and picked up Snowball.


  “We not be late for meal,” the Indian replied. “We visit here.”


  “Of course, Uncle Ned,” Mandie agreed. “We must have good manners while we are guests in someone’s house.”


  When they entered the front hall, Helga was coming down the stairs.


  “I went to announce to you that dinner is ready to be served, but you were not there,” the maid told them.


  “Is my grandmother in the dining room yet?” Mandie asked.


  “Madam is waiting in the parlor,” Helga said, reaching for Snowball. “I will take the kitten to the kitchen to eat.”


  “Thanks, Helga. Please bring him back when he’s finished,” Mandie said, as she followed her friends to the parlor.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton rose as soon as the others entered the parlor.


  “The meal is waiting,” Mrs. Taft said to Uncle Ned.


  “Yes, maid tell us now,” he replied.


  “We went for a ride in the cart, Grandmother,” Mandie began as the housekeeper came to the doorway to take them to the dining room. “And then we explored part of the house.”


  “Yes, dear,” Mrs. Taft said absentmindedly to Mandie, and then turned to speak to Senator Morton as they walked down the hallway. “Surely the other guests will be at the table tonight. I didn’t want to ask the housekeeper again if they would be.”


  “If they have any manners at all, they will be present,” Senator Morton replied.


  Mandie overheard the conversation and whispered to Jonathan, “That man is probably still upstairs in that room.”


  “Right,” Jonathan said.


  “Are we going to tell your grandmother we saw him there?” Celia asked, softly.


  “Maybe,” Mandie said, stepping ahead to take Uncle Ned’s hand. “I want to sit by you, Uncle Ned.”


  The old Indian pulled out a chair for her and then sat down in the next seat. Jonathan sat next to Celia across the table from them. Mrs. Taft and the senator were near the end of the table. Mandie noticed  her grandmother looking for extra place settings again. Evidently the strangers didn’t want to be sociable. I wonder why? Mandie thought. And what was that man doing in the servant’s room?


  Senator Morton returned thanks and as soon as they settled down to eat, Mrs. Taft spoke. “Uncle Ned, I have some friends coming to visit tonight,” Mrs. Taft said. “They live a few miles from here. They’d like to meet you.”


  Uncle Ned smiled and said, “Your friend my friend.”


  Mrs. Taft smiled back at him and turned to the young people, “Now if y’all don’t want to sit through the visit, you may find something else to do. I only caution you to remember that we are guests here and you should act accordingly.”


  “We’ll find something to do, Grandmother,” Mandie quickly replied.


  “Yes, ma’am, I’m sure we will,” Celia said.


  “Yes, ma’am,” Jonathan echoed.


  Uncle Ned frowned at Mandie.


  He knows we’ll try to explore the house for a way into the tower, and he won’t be there to help us, Mandie thought.


  As soon as the meal was over, Mandie, Celia, and Jonathan sat on the steps in the front hall. The maid brought Snowball back and tied his leash to the bannister.


  “Well, looks like this is our chance to explore!” Jonathan said, grinning at the girls.


  “Yes,” Mandie agreed, “but we need to plan this thing out instead of running around all over the place without accomplishing anything.”


  “Mandie,” Celia said, standing to shake the wrinkles out of her long skirt, “I’d like to go to my room and freshen up first.”


  “That’s a good idea,” Mandie said, unhooking Snowball’s leash from the bannister.


  “I’ll meet you girls in the hallway outside our rooms in about ten minutes,” Jonathan told them. They all jumped up and ran up the stairs to get ready.


  As they rushed down the corridor in their wing of the house, Mandie suddenly slowed. “Let’s be quiet when we pass the strangers’ suite,” she whispered. “We might hear something.”


  “Right,” agreed Jonathan.


   But as they walked by the strangers’ door, they found it closed. Nothing could be heard from the hallway.


  “Hurry!” Jonathan told the girls as they all went into their suites.


  Inside the sitting room, Mandie put Snowball down and took off his collar and leash. “Snowball, I’m going to take a chance and leave you in my room,” Mandie told the kitten as he frolicked across the floor, happy to be free. “You’re a lot of work to carry around all the time.”


  “Why don’t we put a note on the door saying, Watch out for the cat,” Celia suggested.


  “That’s a good idea!” Mandie said, going for some writing paper on the desk. While Celia went into her bedroom, Mandie wrote the note, Beware of the cat, and held it up for Snowball to see.


  “You can guard our rooms while we’re gone, Snowball,” she said to the kitten, who meowed and rubbed around her ankles.


  As the girls left the suite, Mandie stuck the edge of the paper into the door frame so that it was held securely when the door was shut. Celia laughed at what Mandie had written and so did Jonathan when he saw it.


  “Some watchdog that cat would make!” he laughed.


  “You don’t know Snowball,” Mandie said. “He is smarter than people give him credit for.”


  “Let’s go sit in the parlor at the top of the stairs and discuss our strategy,” Jonathan suggested.


  “Yes, let’s do,” Mandie agreed.


  At that moment the door to the strangers’ suite opened and the man looked out into the hallway. When he saw the three, he turned to the woman who was behind him and said, “Not right now.” Then he shut the door.


  “Well!” Mandie said. “Let’s hurry to the parlor. If they leave their rooms and go into the other wing they’ll have to pass the parlor door.”


  As they hurried down the corridor, Mandie wondered why the strangers didn’t want to speak to them. They act as though they are trying to hide from everyone, she thought. Well, we’ll catch up with them sooner or later.


  CHAPTER SIX


  WHAT ARE THE STRANGERS UP TO?


  Mandie, Celia, and Jonathan sat in the parlor with the door almost closed. They only talked in whispers while they listened for any footsteps approaching. The room was situated across from the hallway landing of the main staircase and toward the west wing of the chalet. If anyone went into the west wing, they’d have to pass the parlor, as far as the three young people could figure out.


  “We could sit here all night and those people may never come this way,” Mandie whispered to Celia and Jonathan, beside her on a settee in the room.


  “I have an idea it’s going to take a lot of waiting and patience to solve the mystery surrounding those strangers and the mystery of the tower,” Jonathan said softly.


  “And I have an idea they are connected,” Celia whispered.


  Mandie quickly asked her, “You mean you think the strangers have something to do with the tower?”


  “Yes, I do,” Celia replied. “Why would that man be in the servant’s room after we were in there? In fact, what was he doing in the servants’ quarters, anyway?”


  “That has me puzzled, too,” Jonathan said.


   “Well, yes, it does look like he followed us there. Maybe he thought we were searching for the entrance to the tower,” Mandie whispered.


  “But why would he be interested in the tower?” Jonathan asked. But he quickly answered his own question, “Because they’ve heard the tale of its being haunted. According to Eckart, everyone around here has heard the story.”


  “Of course,” Mandie agreed. “And they’re trying to find a way into the tower, just like we are.”


  “Oh, goodness,” Celia exclaimed. “I hope we don’t get tangled up with those people.”


  “But the housekeeper said they were from France,” Mandie said quietly. “Do you think they’d come all the way from France just to investigate a haunted tower? Besides, the housekeeper said they had a note written to them by Mrs. Thaler inviting them to stay here. But even though Mrs. Hedgewick says they are French, they were speaking English when we overheard them in their suite.”


  “Maybe they knew the Thalers before the Thalers bought this chalet, and as soon as the Thalers moved in, Mr. and Mrs. Bagatelle found out about the tower and decided to come and visit,” Jonathan said.


  “Anyway,” Celia said, “if we overhear them speaking in French, Jonathan can always translate for us.”


  Mandie quickly stood up, shaking the folds out of her long skirt, and said, “I’m tired of waiting. Let’s go look around the servants’ quarters.”


  The others agreed, and Mandie pulled the door open and stepped into the hallway. She almost bumped into the Bagatelles, who were headed for the west wing.


  The woman spoke rapidly in French to Mandie as she and her husband stopped. Jonathan and Celia joined Mandie.


  Mandie shook her head and said, “I’m sorry, but we don’t understand French. We’re Americans.”


  The woman, a tall brunette who looked like she could adorn the cover of some fashion magazine, smiled at Mandie and spoke in English, “I am sorry. I only said, ‘Excuse me for running into you.’ Good-bye.” She and her husband, also tall, dark-haired, and handsome, continued on their way into the west wing without even looking back.


  “Well, that was abrupt,” Mandie declared as she watched the couple  disappear down the corridor. “Let’s give them time to get ahead and then we can follow them without being seen.”


  “What for, Mandie?” Celia asked.


  “Oh, Celia!” Mandie exclaimed. “That’s what we’ve been sitting here waiting for, to see if they go into the servants’ room we were in this afternoon. If you’d rather stay here and wait for us, it’ll be all right.”


  “No, no, I am going with you,” Celia replied.


  “All right. Let’s go. Remember to be very cautious and quiet,” Jonathan told the girls. The three headed in the same direction the couple had gone.


  They finally spied the couple walking ahead of them—down the long corridor that led into the servants’ quarters. Jonathan motioned for the girls to step inside an open doorway with him where they could watch and see where the Bagatelles went. Slowly and silently, the three moved along a few doorways at a time until the strangers boldly opened the door to the servants’ sitting room where the young people had been earlier. The couple entered and shut the door.


  As the young people hovered in a nearby doorway, Mandie exclaimed, “How are we going to know what they’re up to in that room?”


  “Maybe there’s a keyhole,” Jonathan whispered.


  “Come on,” Mandie whispered, leading the way to the big, heavy door to the room.


  Celia and Jonathan followed and they quickly examined the door for a keyhole. There was a big keyhole, but there was evidently a key in it on the other side, filling up most of the space in the hole.


  Mandie leaned over and put her eye to the hole. “I can’t see anything,” she whispered. “The key is in the way.”


  Jonathan tried it and agreed.


  “I have an idea,” Mandie suggested. “Let’s get a key from another room and poke the key out by sticking the other key in from this side.” She hurried around to examine nearby doors. After three doors, she found a key.


  She rushed back to the closed door and slowly poked the key into the keyhole. For a moment, the key on the other side of the door did not budge. But then it turned in the lock and fell out on the other side, thuding on the hard floor. The young people gasped and ran for hiding.


   Evidently the strangers ignored the key and didn’t come out, so Mandie once again peeked through the keyhole. This time she could see. The man and woman stood looking out the window. Mandie moved away and motioned for Jonathan to look and then Celia. The three looked at each other, silently puzzled about what was going on inside.


  Mandie signaled for the others to follow her to the room where she had borrowed the key. She pushed the door almost shut and slipped the key into the keyhole.


  “I don’t understand what they’re doing, just standing there, do y’all?” she whispered.


  “No, not unless they are watching for someone or something below in the yard,” Jonathan said.


  “Or they could just be standing there figuring out what they plan to do next,” Celia said.


  Suddenly there were footsteps in the hallway. The three young people peeped out just as Helga stepped into a room nearby.


  “Thank goodness this isn’t Helga’s room,” Mandie said, looking about. “In fact I don’t believe anyone stays here. I don’t see any personal belongings.”


  The others agreed.


  They heard the couple open the door to the sitting room.


  “I thought I locked this door,” the man said.


  “But the key is on the floor. Maybe it just fell out,” the woman said.


  “I’ll just take this key with me,” declared Mr. Bagatelle. “That way no one can lock this door so we can’t get in.”


  “We may not need to get inside again,” Mrs. Bagatelle replied.


  The youngsters carefully withdrew into the room where they were hiding as the couple walked past and on down the corridor toward the main staircase.


  When they were out of sight, Mandie said, “Now, Helga is in her room right down there, so we’ll have to be careful and not let her hear us.”


  The others silently nodded their heads as Mandie led the way to the room the Bagatelles had just left. She pushed open the door and they went inside. The curtain was pushed back completely away from the  window. The group looked around but found nothing different from their previous visit. It just looked like a normal sitting room.


  Mandie pushed open a door leading to an adjoining room and found a bedroom, furnished but evidently unoccupied.


  “Look! I don’t believe anyone lives in these rooms,” Mandie said softly.


  The others looked around and agreed. The three walked back to the window to look outside. At that moment, the hall door opened and they spun around, fearing they had been caught where they should not have been. It was Helga, who seemed as startled at finding them in the room as they were at being discovered.


  Before the maid could speak, Mandie quickly said, “We were admiring the grounds from up here. It’s such a beautiful place.”


  Helga looked at them suspiciously and said, “Yes, it is. But, miss, this is the servants’ quarters. I do not believe the housekeeper would like it if she found you here.”


  “We’re sorry,” Jonathan quickly told her, and the three started toward the door, leaving the curtain pushed back.


  “We really are sorry,” Mandie added. “You see, while my grandmother has visitors tonight, we were told we could look around the house.”


  “Yes, miss, that’s fine,” Helga said. “But I really think you should stay out of this part of the house. The servants wouldn’t like it if they found you snooping in their rooms.” She stood inside the room watching them.


  “We truly are sorry if we’ve offended you. We’ll leave right away,” Celia said as the three went into the hallway.


  Helga stood in the doorway and watched them until they went through the heavy dividing door down the corridor. The young people kept looking back to see what she was doing.


  Once they were out of Helga’s view, they stopped to talk.


  “What do you suppose Helga was doing in that room?” Jonathan asked.


  “I don’t know, unless she was checking to see if it was clean and done up right,” Mandie said. “But, you know, she might just have a secret too. Remember, Jonathan, she knew who you were as soon as we got here, and who your father is.”


  “Oh, Mandie, everyone here can’t have a secret,” Celia said.


   Jonathan smiled and said, “You never know.”


  “Let’s go see if the Bagatelles went back to their suite,” Mandie suggested, and she led the way back toward their wing.


  When they came to the Bagatelles’ suite, they found the doors closed, and even when they stood close by and listened they couldn’t hear a thing.


  “If they’re in there they aren’t talking,” Mandie whispered.


  “Why don’t we go back up to the observation room and look it over again?” Celia asked.


  “That’s a good idea,” Mandie agreed.


  “It’s getting dark outside and we probably won’t be able to see much outdoors from up there,” Jonathan told the girls, and then with a mischievous tone he added, “But we could explore the whole room inch by inch.”


  “I don’t know what we’d be looking for, because we found out that it isn’t connected to the tower,” Mandie said, but they started back the way they had come anyway. “I guess we could decide if we want to go out on that roof to get over to the window of the tower.”


  Celia shivered and said, “Not me. I’ll just watch out for y’all if y’all decide to do that.”


  When they arrived at the observation room, they were surprised to find the Bagatelles sitting on the settee. The Bagatelles were also surprised to see them. The young people hesitated in the doorway and after saying “hello” to the couple, they walked across the room to the windows on the front of the chalet.


  The Bagatelles returned the greeting and carried on a conversation in rapid French. Jonathan looked over his shoulder at them now and then, but they didn’t seem to notice.


  “I wonder if that gardener is down there somewhere,” Mandie said, as the three gazed down onto the dusky grounds.


  “Probably,” Jonathan said, turning his head slightly to listen to the French couple.


  “I can’t see anything. It’s already too dark and all the trees make it even darker,” Celia remarked.


  The Bagatelles soon stood up and left the room, still carrying on a rapid conversation in French. Jonathan stepped softly to the doorway to be sure they were gone. He took a look down the stairway to see if they were out of earshot.


   “What were they saying, Jonathan?” Mandie quickly asked.


  Jonathan smiled and said, “They think none of us understands French because of what you said to them before. But I got an earful. The woman was saying, ‘We don’t have to worry about these young people because they can’t understand a word we’re saying if we speak in French.’ Then the man said he thought it could be done.”


  “What could be done?” Mandie asked.


  “He didn’t say, he just said, ‘Yes, I think it can be done.’ And then the woman said, ‘If we take our time, I don’t believe anyone will realize what we’re doing.’ That’s about all they said,” Jonathan reported.


  “They are definitely up to something,” Mandie decided. “We’ll have to watch those people. They might have figured out how to get into the tower.”


  “But we don’t know for sure that they are trying to get into the tower,” Jonathan reminded her.


  “Everything sure sounds like it,” Celia spoke up.


  “And if it’s not the tower they’re talking about, then they’re up to something else that they don’t want anyone to know about,” Mandie said.


  “We’ll just have to beat them into the tower,” Jonathan said, turning to look out the windows again.


  Mandie asked him, “You aren’t thinking about going out on that roof tonight, are you?”


  “It would be better if we could do it at night. That way we would be less likely to be seen, and if the moon is out, we’d have plenty of light to find our way over to the tower,” Jonathan said.


  “But we don’t even have any ropes,” Mandie reminded him.


  “That’s right. We can’t do it tonight, but tomorrow I’ll borrow some rope from the stables, bring it up here, and hide it while you girls attract Eckart’s attention somewhere else,” Jonathan told them. “We can take the rope back later.”


  “I don’t think I want to go out on that roof,” Celia said.


  “You don’t have to, Celia,” Mandie said, and with a sudden flash of inspiration she added, “You can watch for us from down in the yard and signal if anyone shows up.”


  “All right, I’ll do that,” Celia agreed.


  Jonathan bent over to look outside and said, “We can anchor the rope around this beam between the windows here, and after we get  outside we can loop it around that chimney over there.” He pointed out the window along the roof. “And from there we can swing over to that window you can see there in the tower.”


  “I suppose you’ve given up on trying to find an entrance to the tower somewhere around that room in the servants’ quarters,” Mandie said, straightening up to look at him.


  “There just isn’t an entrance there,” Jonathan said. “We won’t be able to get out on the roof here until tomorrow night, so we could keep looking around that room tomorrow if you girls want to.”


  “Let’s keep looking for a safer way, at least,” Mandie replied.


  But they went ahead with their plans for the next night just in case they didn’t find an entrance in the servants’ quarters. In the middle of their planning, Uncle Ned appeared at the doorway of the observation room to tell them Mrs. Taft had sent him in search of them.


  “Uncle Ned,” Mandie said, “have Grandmother’s visitors gone home?”


  “Gone,” the old Indian assured her. “Papoose come now to parlor.”


  They followed him back to the parlor where Mrs. Taft and the senator waited to bid them good-night.


  “It’s late, dears,” Mrs. Taft said, rising to return to her suite. “I just want to say ‘sleep well’ now. We’ll be up early in the morning.”


  They all went up the staircase to their various rooms. Back in their suite, Mandie and Celia got ready for bed. Snowball was so excited about seeing Mandie after being shut up so long that he cut capers around the room.


  As she slipped into the big bed with Celia, Mandie said, “I hope Grandmother doesn’t have plans to take up our whole day tomorrow. We need some time to explore those rooms. We might find some way that wouldn’t be as dangerous as climbing out on the roof.”


  Celia plumped up her pillow and said, “Are you afraid to go out on the roof, Mandie?”


  “Well, not really,” Mandie said, hesitatingly. “But I’d like to find another way.”


  “Are we going to tell Uncle Ned so he can help us?” Celia asked.


  “Oh, no, no,” Mandie quickly turned over to look at her friend.


   “We can’t tell him. He might tell my grandmother, and she’d probably put a stop to it all.”


  “I just hope we don’t get into trouble,” Celia said, snuggling sleepily under the covers.


  The girls had drifted off to sleep and Mandie was dreaming of home again when the singing she had heard the night before came suddenly into her dream. She blinked her eyes and realized she was not dreaming any longer; she was really hearing singing. She nudged Celia, who immediately sat up and listened.


  “That’s the same singing I heard last night,” Celia whispered.


  “That’s what I heard, too,” Mandie replied, turning to get out of bed.


  “Where are you going, Mandie?” Celia asked. She went over to where Mandie was quickly putting on a robe.


  “To see if I can tell where it’s coming from. Come on.”


  Celia grabbed her robe and followed Mandie as she silently opened the door to the hallway.


  The two girls stopped in the hallway and listened. The singing seemed to come from the other end of the house. They crept down the dimly lit hallway. When they came to the heavy door dividing the east wing from the center section of the chalet, the singing grew louder.


  “It sounds like someone in the west wing,” Mandie whispered while they continued.


  But when they passed through the doorway into the west wing, the sound grew much fainter. The girls stopped for a moment.


  “It’s back that way,” Mandie told Celia softly, leading the way back into the center section of the house.


  When they paused in the hallway above the main stairs, the singing was more distinct.


  “It must be around here somewhere,” Mandie said, quietly opening doors from the hallway into rooms that they knew were unoccupied.


  “Oh, this is aggravating!” Mandie exclaimed.


  While she and Celia stood in the center of the landing, the singing suddenly stopped. Everything was absolutely quiet, not a sound anywhere.


  “That beats all!” Mandie said in a loud whisper. “Now it stops before we can find out where it’s coming from.”


   Even though the girls stood waiting for a few minutes, there was no more singing to be heard. Giving up, they went back to bed.


  Mandie rolled over and said, “I think it came from the tower.”


  “I just don’t know,” Celia said. “It sounded to me like it was coming from down in the yard.”


  “How about waking me up if you hear it any more tonight?” Mandie asked. “And if I hear it I’ll wake you. Tomorrow we’ll talk to Jonathan.”


  The girls dropped off to sleep and Snowball curled up on their feet.


  The house was quiet for the rest of the night.


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  DANGEROUS PLANS


  At the breakfast table the next morning, no one bothered to mention the fact that the Bagatelles were not present.


  Mrs. Taft told the young people she had no plans for them for the day. “Y’all may do whatever you wish today,” she said, “just behave yourselves. We came here to relax and rest, so that’s what I think we ought to do.”


  “But we do need some exercise,” Senator Morton said, taking a sip of his coffee. “Maybe we could all take a long walk.”


  Mandie sighed, looked at him, and said, “Maybe tomorrow, Senator Morton. I’d like to be lazy today.”


  “It’s nice to be lazy once in a while,” Jonathan said.


  Uncle Ned looked around the table and asked, “I go visit friends of friends. Does Papoose like to go? We get pony cart.” He smiled.


  The young people looked interested, but Mandie, thinking how long his visit might be, quickly declined, saying, “I don’t think so, Uncle Ned. I don’t even know these people you’re going to visit.”


  “I not know people, but friends back home know people. Ask me visit.”


  Mandie wondered how his friends back home could have friends all the way across the ocean in Switzerland. But then Uncle Ned knew lots of important people, all the way up to the president of the United States. It might be an interesting visit, but she decided she’d better stay at the chalet  and make plans with her friends for their search. After all, they would only be in this house a few days before they traveled on to Germany.


  “Thank you, Uncle Ned, for asking me, but I’ll just stay here today,” Mandie told him politely.


  As they all rose from the table after the meal, Mrs. Taft turned to the senator and said, “I believe a nice long walk would be invigorating. Shall we go?”


  The senator smiled and agreed.


  “Don’t y’all get lost now,” Mrs. Taft admonished the young people. “And be sure you are ready and waiting when it’s time for the noon meal.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three chorused.


  Mandie with Snowball on his leash and her friends walked down to the stables with Uncle Ned as he went to get his horse. Jonathan had whispered that this might be a good time to get some rope while Eckart was busy saddling the Indian’s horse.


  Mandie and Celia kept talking to Uncle Ned and following Eckart around while he brought the horse in and put the saddle on. Jonathan disappeared.


  Uncle Ned squeezed Mandie’s small hand as he mounted. “Papoose be good,” he told her. “I not here to see. But Big God see. I be back before sunset.”


  “And you be good, Uncle Ned,” Mandie teased as she waved and the old Indian rode off. Snowball ignored the activity, meowing and rubbing around his mistress’s ankles.


  Mandie and Celia turned to face Eckart after they saw Uncle Ned ride away. “That cat is not afraid of horses,” he said.


  “Oh, no, you see, Snowball was born on the farm where I lived with my father. We had horses,” Mandie explained, as Snowball played with pebbles in the doorway of the stable. Her eyes darted around, trying to locate Jonathan. She hoped he had already taken some rope and gone back to the house with it.


  When Eckart wasn’t looking at Celia, she looked at Mandie and rolled her eyes toward the house. Mandie understood that Jonathan was gone.


  “If you’d like to ride in the cart again, I would be happy to get it ready for you,” Eckart offered, smiling at Mandie.


  “Not right now, Eckart. Thanks anyway,” said Mandie. “I think we’ll go back to the house.”


   Before leaving, she decided to question him about the tale surrounding the tower. “Eckart, please tell us about the tower. We won’t tell anyone, will we, Celia?”


  Celia shook her head.


  Eckart looked at Mandie silently for a moment and then at Celia before he finally spoke. “I am sorry, but I must honor my employers’ wishes. I cannot discuss their private affairs. You understand that, don’t you?”


  “Yes, but this tale about the tower, whatever it is, is not exactly private business if the whole village knows about it,” Mandie said.


  “It is all right if you discuss it with some of the villagers, but all the servants here have been forbidden to talk of it,” Eckart said. He turned and started back toward the stable. He stopped and added, “Whenever you wish to use the cart, please let me know. I sincerely hope you will enjoy your visit here. Now I must go back to work.” With that, he went on inside the building.


  Mandie and Celia looked at each other, then started walking back to the house.


  “Maybe we should have gone with Uncle Ned,” Mandie said. “Who knows, we might have met up with someone to talk to about the tower. No one here is going to tell us about it.”


  “Mandie, maybe we are meddling in the Thalers’ private business,” Celia said as they neared the house. “Have you thought about that?”


  “Not really meddling, Celia, when everyone in the whole countryside is supposed to have heard about the tower. It’s common knowledge,” Mandie said. She saw Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton in the distance sitting on a bench amid a profusion of bright blooms. “There’s Grandmother and the senator, over there. Come on. Let’s hurry and find Jonathan before Grandmother changes her mind and decides to find something for us to do.” She scooped up Snowball and ran up the steps to the door.


  As the girls hurriedly entered the hallway, they saw the Bagatelles coming down the main stairway. Mandie stooped to busy herself with Snowball so she could see where they were going. The Bagatelles ignored the girls as they carried on their conversation in French and disappeared down the long corridor toward the parlor.


  There was a soft “psst” from above and the girls looked up to see Jonathan standing at the top of the stairs. They quickly went up the steps.


  “Did you get the rope?” Mandie asked in a whisper, in case someone else was around.


   “Sure. I got lots of it—more than we’ll need,” Jonathan told the girls with a smile. “I hid it under my bed.”


  The girls laughed.


  “Oh, you know, Jonathan,” said Mandie, “we haven’t had a chance to tell you, but we heard the singing again last night.”


  “You did? And you didn’t call me?” Jonathan was clearly disappointed. “What did you do?”


  “Celia and I walked around the house trying to decide which direction it was coming from, but we just couldn’t tell,” Mandie explained.


  “I must have slept awfully sound, because I didn’t hear it,” Jonathan said, leading the way into the parlor at the top of the stairs. “Look, girls, please call me if you hear it again.”


  The girls agreed. Mandie put Snowball down and stooped to take off his leash. Suddenly she jumped up and excitedly told her friends, “I know! I know! I know where the singing was coming from—the tower!”


  Celia and Jonathan looked at her in surprise and sat down on the settee.


  “The tower? How do you know?” Jonathan asked.


  “The tower is supposed to be haunted, remember?” Mandie said. “There has to be some reason that everyone thinks it’s haunted—something you can see, or hear, or something!”


  “You’re right,” Jonathan agreed quickly.


  “But, Mandie,” Celia objected, “the singing didn’t sound like it was coming from the tower. I thought it sounded like someone in the yard.”


  “That could be because this house is so monstrous that everything echoes. The walls are so thick, and there are so many hallways and doors and everything, you never know where the sound is coming from,” Mandie told her.


  “Well, maybe,” Celia said, evidently not completely convinced by Mandie.


  “If we can get to the tower, I think we’ll find the source of this singing,” Mandie told her friends.


  “And we’ll do that tonight,” Jonathan said.


  “You mean we’ll try,” Mandie corrected him. “It may not be possible to cross the roof and get inside the tower.”


  “We can do it,” Jonathan assured her.


  “Just the same, I think we ought to keep on looking for some way to get into the tower,” Mandie told him. “Just stop and think. This house  was built with the tower in the original section, and there must have been some entrance into the tower back then. Otherwise, why build the tower? Besides, it has windows, and the windows have curtains. Where did they come from?”


  “But the house could have been remodeled, Mandie, and the tower completely sealed off,” Celia said.


  “I don’t agree with that,” Mandie said. “For one thing, as far as I can tell, the curtains on the windows in the tower don’t look old and dirty. They would be if there was no way to get inside and wash them now and then.”


  “The remodeling could have been done recently, perhaps when the Thalers bought it,” Celia suggested.


  “I still think there’s a way in,” Mandie insisted.


  “You may be right, Mandie, and we can continue looking, but I don’t think we’ll find any entrance to the tower—at least not from the house,” Jonathan said.


  “Well, what are we waiting for?” Mandie asked, standing up. “Pretty soon it’ll be time to go downstairs and eat.”


  “Wait,” Jonathan told her. “Let’s get our plans settled for tonight first. That is, our plans if we don’t find an entrance from the house.”


  “All right, but let’s hurry,” Mandie insisted.


  “We can tie the rope around the beam between the windows, like we said,” Jonathan said. “I’ll grab the rope and swing out onto the roof, then work my way over to the chimney. I’ll fasten the rope there, but I’ll leave enough slack in it so you can grasp it here at the window and hold on to it while you follow.”


  “You mean like putting one hand in front of the other as I swing on the rope?” Mandie asked, sitting back down.


  “Right,” Jonathan replied. “It won’t be as bad as it sounds, because your feet will still touch the roof as you swing forward, and I’ll also tie a piece of rope around your waist just in case you should slip.”


  “And what are you going to be doing all this time?” Mandie asked.


  “I’ll wait for you when I get to the chimney,” Jonathan said. “And then we can work our way to the window of the tower.”


  “And what if the window in the tower is locked?” Mandie asked.


  “I’ll carry a hammer in my belt and we’ll just break the glass if necessary,” Jonathan said confidently.


   “But, Jonathan, we’d be destroying other people’s property,” Celia spoke up.


  “I can always pay to have it fixed,” Jonathan replied.


  “But you won’t have any money until your father comes over to Europe unless you borrow it from the senator or us,” Celia reminded him.


  “I know, but I can always get money from somewhere,” Jonathan said. “Now you, Celia, should wait down on the lawn below us and warn us if anyone comes along and sees what we’re doing. You could start singing or something.”


  “And you’ll have to stay pretty well hidden down there so nobody sees you. They’ll wonder what you’re doing out there alone at night if they see you,” Mandie reminded her.


  Celia sighed, “I sure hope we don’t get caught.”


  “We won’t go up there until we think everyone is in bed and asleep for the night,” Jonathan assured her.


  “But remember,” said Mandie, “the observation room, where we have to go outside, is in the wing where Grandmother and Senator Morton are staying.”


  “But it’s not close to their suites,” Jonathan said.


  Mandie stood up again and picked up Snowball as she put his leash back on. “Let’s go up there and look things over now that we have plans made. I want to see if it looks possible,” she said.


  The three quietly made their way up to the observation room. They didn’t want anyone to notice them. And they especially didn’t want to run into the Bagatelles.


  Arriving at the top of the stairs, they found the room empty.


  Mandie pointed and asked, “You’re talking about this beam here?” The wide beam stuck out on the outside of the window. All the windows seemed to have a similar beam for ornamental purposes.


  Jonathan came to her side and leaned out the window. “Right,” he said. “Now look out that way. See that chimney? I think I can swing over to it on a rope.”


  Mandie leaned out beside him. She could see a huge chimney some distance away. When she looked down, she realized how high up they were. It would be an awfully long drop to the yard from up here if they slipped and fell. For some reason she was nervous about the whole plan.


   Celia, standing behind them, said, “I sure hope y’all don’t fall or get hurt. It could be awfully dangerous.”


  That made up Mandie’s mind. She would show Celia she was not afraid to take chances. Celia was always scared of everything.


  “Oh, Celia, we’re not going to fall or get hurt,” Mandie told her. She turned to look at her friend and said, “You’ll probably be in more danger down there alone in the dark by yourself. Are you sure you want to do it?”


  “Of course, I’ll do it, Mandie,” Celia said quickly but nervously. “Don’t worry about me.”


  “All right, it’s all settled then,” Mandie said. “Why don’t we go look around in that room in the servants’ quarters now?”


  “But we’ve already been there twice. I don’t see what we could hope to find,” Jonathan said.


  “Well, I really wanted to see if the Bagatelles are in there, and we could also look into some of the other rooms,” Mandie said.


  “I hope we don’t run into Helga, not after she told us not to go into that part of the house again,” Celia said.


  “I think we can avoid her,” Mandie said, opening the door and leading them down the narrow steps.


  They didn’t encounter anyone along the way. Once inside the servants’ room, they closed the door.


  “I just can’t figure out what the Bagatelles were looking at when we saw them in here. They were standing by the window,” Mandie said, going to look down into the yard. “And I just don’t see anything worth staring at down there.”


  “I see one of the servants’ cottages over there in the trees,” Celia remarked, pointing down. “I believe it’s the one Eckart said was unoccupied, isn’t it?”


  “I suppose so,” Mandie said, following her gaze. “But why would they be staring at a vacant cottage? Remember they were saying something about they thought it could be done? What could be done, I wonder?”


  “If we watch them long enough, we might find out,” Jonathan said. “Let’s go find them and see what they’re doing.”


  The girls agreed, and as the three quietly left the room, they heard someone coming down the hallway around the corner. They quickly darted into a nearby room and watched through a crack in the door.


  It was Helga! As they watched, she went into the empty room they had been in and closed the door.


  “Quick! Let’s get out of here!” Jonathan told the girls.


  Mandie held Snowball tightly as they scurried down the hallway and through the dividing doors. They paused at the top of the main staircase.


  “Should we check the strangers’ suite to see if they’re in there?” Mandie asked.


  “Sure,” Jonathan agreed.


  “But let’s be quiet,” Celia said.


  As they moved silently down the hallway near the Bagatelles’ suite, they could hear the couple speaking in French. The young people slowed down and crept closer. They found the door standing open, so they peeked in. Through the doorway, they could see the man and woman doing something with a tall stand of some kind.


  “What are they doing?” Mandie whispered in Jonathan’s ear.


  Jonathan motioned for them to back up so they could talk. They retreated down the hallway a short distance and Mandie asked, “What was that contraption the man was standing up?”


  “That contraption was a tripod for a camera,” Jonathan explained. “He was evidently setting up a camera.”


  Mandie was puzzled. “That’s strange. What would he be doing with a camera like that?”


  “Maybe they were going outside to take pictures,” Celia suggested.


  “Maybe, but why set up the stand inside the house?” Mandie wondered.


  Suddenly they heard the Bagatelles leave their suite. The three looked down the hallway and saw the strangers start toward them. The man was carrying the tripod and the woman had a large black bag in her hand.


  The young people slipped into an empty room nearby to avoid being seen.


  “I don’t think they saw us,” Mandie whispered to her friends as they peeked around the slightly opened door.


  “There they go,” Jonathan said.


  “Let’s follow them,” Mandie said.


  They waited until the couple was far enough ahead, then the young people followed.


  The Bagatelles went outside and around to the back of the chalet.


   There, as the young people watched from the bushes, the man set up the tripod and took a camera out of the bag his wife was carrying. “We’re too close,” he said.


  They picked up everything and moved away from the house. He finally found a proper place and set up the camera aimed at the center part of the house.


  “The tower! They’re going to take a picture of the tower!” Mandie exclaimed.


  Mandie was right. As the young people watched from behind the bushes, the strangers took a picture of the tower. Then they carefully returned the camera to the bag, picked up the tripod, and headed back around the house and through the front door. Mandie and her friends followed.


  The three stopped in the yard as the Bagatelles went through the front door.


  “Those people certainly do puzzle me,” Mandie said, holding on to Snowball’s leash as she let him down.


  “Evidently they are interested in the tower, but why take one picture of it and then go back inside?” Jonathan said.


  “I wonder what they are going to do next,” Celia said.


  “Well, I certainly hope they don’t get in our way tonight when we go out on the roof,” Mandie said, looking down the pathway at two approaching figures. “Here come Grandmother and Senator Morton. It must be time to eat.”


  “Did you definitely agree to try our plan tonight?” Jonathan asked quickly, before the adults drew too near.


  “I suppose so,” Mandie said. “Unless we find another way to get into the tower before tonight.”


  “We may not have time,” Celia said. “Remember, Uncle Ned will be back sooner or later and he’ll probably want to stay around us.”


  “We’ll see,” Mandie said.


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  THE VILLAGERS’ TALES


  During the noon meal the young people were relieved that Mrs. Taft had nothing planned for them during the afternoon except for tea. Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton planned to take the pony cart out for a ride and asked the three young people to go, but Mandie and her friends declined. The adults cautioned them to behave while they were gone.


  “We are going into the little village near here to look for a church,” Mrs. Taft explained as they rose from their seats around the table. “Tomorrow is Sunday and we need to go to a service somewhere. According to Mrs. Hedgewick, the Thalers attend one of the village churches.”


  Mandie quickly looked at her friends. If they went to the village with the adults, they might have a chance to talk to someone about the “haunted” tower. There was a silent understanding among the three.


  “We didn’t know you were going into the village, Grandmother,” Mandie told her. “I think I would like to see what’s there.”


  “So would I,” Jonathan added.


  “And I think it would be interesting to meet some of the local people,” Celia said.


  “All right, that’s fine,” Mrs. Taft told them. “Y’all have about fifteen minutes to get freshened up while the senator has the cart brought around. And, girls, you will of course wear your bonnets. The sun  is strong enough today to put some freckles on that fair skin. Hurry now.”


  The girls rushed upstairs for their bonnets and Jonathan went with the senator to get the cart.


  “This might give us a chance to ask someone about the tower,” Mandie said, running up the stairs with Celia to their suite.


  “That’s exactly what I was thinking, too,” Celia said.


  “But we shouldn’t let Grandmother or the senator hear what we’re asking if we find anyone to talk to,” Mandie said.


  They rushed into their suite and found Snowball curled up sound asleep in the middle of Mandie’s bed. He sleepily opened one eye to peer at his mistress and closed it again as he rolled up tighter.


  “Are you taking Snowball?” Celia asked. She ran into her bedroom, fetched her bonnet, and returned to Mandie’s room.


  “I don’t know,” Mandie said, thoughtfully looking at the kitten. “He’s asleep and he might be a lot of trouble if I take him. However, the fresh air would do him good.”


  The girls stood before the mirror on the dresser and hastily put on their bonnets.


  “I’ll help you take care of him if you want to take him, Mandie,” Celia offered.


  “All right. Thanks,” Mandie replied. She bent across the bed and scooped up the white kitten.


  Snowball yawned, stretched in her arms, and looked up at his mistress. Celia took his leash from a nearby table and hooked it to his harness while Mandie held him.


  “Let’s go,” Mandie said, putting Snowball up on her shoulder as they hurried back downstairs.


  They were soon on their way to the village along a hard, packed dirt road that led in a different direction from the road they had ridden on from the town that first night.


  “If y’all have never been to visit the Thalers before, how do you know the way to the village?” Mandie asked Senator Morton, who was driving.


  He smiled at her and said, “The housekeeper and Eckart explained that there is only one road into the village, and this is it.”


  “Oh, I see,” Mandie replied, holding tight to Snowball as they bounced along.


   “How far away is this village?” Jonathan asked from the back seat.


  “Twenty or thirty minutes’ drive is the way Eckart explained it,” Senator Morton replied. He held on to the reins and said, “This is where they go for supplies. There’s a doctor in the village and a few shops.”


  “The village is quite old,” Mrs. Taft told them. “Some of the buildings were probably built over a hundred—or maybe two hundred—years ago.”


  “It sounds interesting,” Mandie said, becoming excited about the prospect of seeing the local architecture. She was always fascinated by the age of everything in Europe. Most of the houses had been built before the United States became a country.


  They soon came to small, old houses scattered along the way. As the settlement grew thicker, they saw people walking along the road and children playing. Some of the buildings were large structures of old stones. Some were well-kept and some in a sad disrepair. Steeples of churches rose above the mass of shops and dwellings, and the young people began counting the churches.


  “I see at least six steeples,” Mandie remarked as they bumped over the cobblestones of the main village street. “Why are there so many churches in such a small village?”


  “Switzerland has several different nationalities and several different religions. Most people here are Protestant or Catholic, but there are many other religious groups,” Senator Morton explained. He drew the cart up in front of a small stone church and continued, “Every different denomination must have its own place to worship. You’ll understand as we look around.”


  They alighted from the cart and began their tour of the village. The local people secretly stared at them, but tried to give the impression that they were ignoring the Americans. Mandie noticed this right away and drew her friends’ attention to it.


  “Everyone is curious about us, but they don’t want us to see them staring,” Mandie whispered to Celia and Jonathan as she walked along between them. She had to hold Snowball tightly in her arms because he struggled to get down.


  “So I noticed,” Celia said, softly.


   “We don’t have to whisper,” Jonathan said. “I’m pretty sure no one can hear us because they’re keeping so far away from us.”


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton stopped ahead of them. Mrs. Taft turned back to say, “Y’all come on. We’re going into this church.” She pointed to a small stone building in front of them.


  The young people hurried on and followed the adults through the arched doorway of the building. The interior was dark except for sunlight coming through a few narrow slits of windows. Several stone benches sat in front of a tiny altar, which was covered by a brightly colored embroidered cloth. There was a small door in a far corner. The floor was made of stone, but was spotless.


  Mandie shivered as she looked around. “Whew! It feels cold in here!”


  “Yes, and imagine having to sit on one of those cold stone benches through a long sermon,” Celia replied.


  Mrs. Taft walked around the room with the senator and then remarked, “I don’t believe there is anyone about.”


  “Maybe the minister lives in the cottage next door,” Senator Morton suggested.


  “We’ll go find out,” Mandie quickly told her grandmother.


  Mrs. Taft looked at her granddaughter and said, “We should all go.”


  “We could have a moment of silent prayer here while the young people go ask about the minister,” the senator told her.


  Mrs. Taft smiled at him and said, “You’re right.” She turned back to Mandie. “You may go next door now, nowhere else. And you are to come back immediately. This is a strange place to us and I don’t want anyone to get lost.” Then she added, “And, Amanda, whatever you do, don’t let that cat get loose. We’d never find him.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” chorused the three young people as they rushed out the church door.


  Without discussing the matter among themselves, they immediately ran to the small stone cottage next to the church. The front door was standing open and they could see inside. The furnishings were old and meager, and it seemed to have only one room. An old woman with a book in her lap dozed in a chair.


  Mandie knocked on the door frame and called, “Excuse me, ma’am, but we are looking for the minister of the church next door.”


   The old woman woke with a startled gasp as she saw the three standing in the doorway. She blinked her eyes and pushed herself to her feet using the arms of the chair. Toddling toward them, she stared at Snowball in Mandie’s arms.


  The young people smiled at her, but she stood silently before them, staring.


  “Does the minister of the church next door live here?” Jonathan asked.


  The woman looked at him, but still didn’t reply.


  Jonathan quickly repeated what he said, this time in French, and the woman’s face brightened in understanding. She responded in French. Mandie and Celia squirmed as they listened to the conversation, unable to understand a word that was being said.


  Finally Jonathan turned back to the girls and said, “She says he does live here, but he is out visiting some sick parishioners. Today is Saturday, and that is the day he makes his rounds in the country.”


  “Quick, Jonathan,” Mandie said breathlessly, “ask her if she knows anything about the tower in the Thalers’ house. Quick!”


  Jonathan spoke again in French to the woman and she frowned. She replied in a slower, more emphatic voice. Mandie and Celia watched and tried to decipher some of the French.


  When the woman paused, Jonathan told the girls, “She says everyone knows about the tower. Many, many years ago, before anyone living now was ever born, a beautiful young maiden lived with her parents in the chalet. The girl fell in love with a young man who was beneath her family’s station in life and they forbid the marriage—”


  Mandie interrupted excitedly, “And what happened?”


  Jonathan smiled mischievously and said, “I’m trying to tell you, if you’ll only give me time.” He paused to look at the girls.


  “All right, all right, go on,” Mandie told him.


  “Yes, please continue,” Celia said.


  “The woman says the young maiden’s heart was broken and she tried to run away. Her parents caught her and locked her up in the tower. Soon after that, the girl jumped from a tower window and killed herself,” Jonathan explained.


  Mandie and Celia both gasped as their eyes grew big. “That’s just what Uncle Ned told us!” said Mandie. The old woman stood watching them.


   “Well, what makes people think it’s haunted? What is it that they see or hear, or what’s the rest of the story?” Mandie asked excitedly.


  Jonathan asked the woman about the tower again. She replied, and he turned back to the girls and translated. “She says for years now there has been singing in the middle of the night, and people believe it is the spirit of the dead girl.”


  “Singing!” Mandie and Celia both exclaimed.


  “Probably what you girls heard,” Jonathan said with a big smile.


  “Jonathan, ask her if the singing comes from the tower,” Mandie told him. “Has anyone ever investigated this tale?”


  Jonathan asked the woman the questions in French and, after she had answered, explained to the girls, “Yes, different people have investigated over many years, but no one has ever been able to discover the source of the singing. The last owners had lived there for years and years and, as far as anyone knows, they never used the tower. And now that the Thalers own the place, the villagers are waiting to see if the tower’s secret will be solved.”


  “Oh, Jonathan, please thank this lady for us,” Mandie said. “And tell her if we can find out where the singing is coming from we’ll let her know.”


  Jonathan translated Mandie’s words to the woman and her face brightened with a smile. She reached to touch a stray wisp of blond hair escaping from under Mandie’s bonnet as she said something to Jonathan.


  “She wishes us luck. For many, many years now no one has been able to solve the mystery,” Jonathan said.


  “Mandie, we’d better go back to the church,” Celia reminded her.


  The three smiled at the woman and turned to leave. Then Mandie stopped. “Jonathan, you’d better ask her the minister’s name and what time his service will be tomorrow. Grandmother will want to know.”


  Jonathan asked her and as they left he said, “His name is Reverend Claude Saverne. The lady is his mother and the service is around eleven o’clock tomorrow, depending on how long it takes some of the people to come in from the country.”


  “Remember to tell Grandmother that,” Mandie said, and then excitedly added, “I told you the singing was coming from the tower. I could tell by the sound.”


  “Wait a minute,” Jonathan told her. “The lady didn’t say it was  coming from the tower for sure. She said some people thought it was coming from the tower. No one has ever proved anything.”


  “We will,” Mandie told her friends. “We’ll solve this mystery for the villagers. Evidently they believe in ghosts and things like that, but I know better. There has to be some explanation for the singing, and I’m going to find out what it is.”


  The young people hurried back into the church and found the adults sitting on one of the cold stone benches in front of the altar. When they turned and saw the three enter, they stood up.


  Mandie rushed up to her grandmother and said, “The minister does live next door.” Snowball squirmed in her arms and she let him down to walk on his leash.


  “And we spoke with his mother. He’s out visiting the sick,” the boy explained. “Service is tomorrow around eleven o’clock or as soon as the country people get in.”


  “And his name is Reverend Claude Saverne,” Celia added.


  “Then this is the right church,” Mrs. Taft said to the senator. He agreed.


  “We’ll all come to the service here tomorrow,” Mrs. Taft told the young people. “And it’s cold in here because of all this stone, so I would suggest that you dress accordingly.”


  “I’ll bring my shawl and sit on it,” Mandie whispered to Celia.


  Jonathan, overhearing the remark, smiled mischievously at the girls. “I might just bring a pillow to sit on,” he teased.


  Mrs. Taft touched Mandie on the shoulder and said, “Pick up that cat, dear. We’re going to walk around outside.”


  Mandie tried to pick up Snowball, but he played with her and pulled on the leash. She gathered in the leash and caught him. “Snowball, maybe I’ll let you walk outside,” Mandie told him.


  The adults went on ahead of them and Mandie whispered to Celia and Jonathan, “If we get a chance, let’s talk to somebody else here in this village about that tower.”


  Her friends agreed.


  The village only had one narrow street running through its entire length. Small alleyways crisscrossed here and there between the closely built cottages. Upon Senator Morton’s suggestion, they explored the byways. At the end of one lane they found a blacksmith at work.


  As they approached the man and his shop, Mandie remarked, “I  know what he is. He’s the village blacksmith, just like the blacksmith we have back home.”


  “Smart, aren’t you?” Jonathan teased. “That happens to be what the shingle over his shop says.”


  “But it’s evidently in French, because I can’t read it,” Mandie said defensively. Then she stopped and looked at Jonathan. “Why, I doubt that you’ve ever seen a blacksmith, since you live in New York.”


  “Oh, but I’ve traveled a lot, remember?” Jonathan replied. “I will have to admit I’ve never seen a blacksmith at work.”


  Mandie immediately caught up with her grandmother and asked, “Grandmother, could we stop and watch the blacksmith work over there? Jonathan’s never seen one.”


  Mrs. Taft agreed.


  As they approached the shop they could feel the heat from the huge fire the blacksmith had going. The man looked up at them for an instant and silently went back to his work. The young people crowded close to watch as pieces of iron were heated in the fire and then hammered out into horseshoes on the anvil nearby. The blacksmith occasionally worked a large bellows to keep the fire hot. By opening the top of the bellows like a fan, air rushed inside, and when it was closed, the air came out of a nozzle at the bottom and blew the fire into flames.


  Jonathan edged closer and asked the man a question in French. The man looked up at him and, having heard the group speaking, said, “I speak English.”


  Mandie and Celia smiled and drew a breath of relief. Here at last was someone they could talk to. Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton had wandered over to a small shop nearby.


  “I’m sorry. I’m so used to other people not understanding English,” Jonathan told the man. “I was just asking how many horses you normally shoe.”


  “All the horses for all the people everywhere,” the man replied, waving his strong arms around. “I am the only smithy in this part of the country.” He looked at the young people. “You are Americans?”


  “Yes. How did you know?” Mandie asked.


  “Because you speak American English,” the man said, smiling at her.


  Mandie quickly looked around to be sure her grandmother was not in hearing distance, then she asked the man, “Do you know anything  about the story of the tower at the Thalers’ house? We’re visiting there.”


  “Story? And a story it be!” the man replied, wiping the sweat from his face. “Alas, the poor lass was not allowed to marry her love and her dear little heart was broken in twain. Now she tells the world about it with her song of sorrow.”


  Mandie instantly detected an odd accent, but before she could say anything, Jonathan spoke up, “You are Irish, aren’t you? You have a lilt in your words like an Irishman.”


  “Sure I am,” the man said proudly. “My mither did bring me to this country when I was a wee babe. This was my father’s country. And I make it mine. But one day I’ll cross the water again and see my mitherland before I give up this life on earth, the Lord willing.”


  “Irish!” Mandie exclaimed. “We’re going to travel to Ireland before we return home if we have time. I am also part Irish—and the other part is Cherokee Indian.”


  “Indian!” the man exclaimed. “You do not look like an Indian. But you do look Irish with those smiling blue eyes, lass.” He gave her a big grin.


  “Amanda,” Mrs. Taft called from across the lane. “We should walk on now.”


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie replied. She quickly stepped forward and put out a small white hand to the man. “I’d like to shake the hand of a real Irishman, sir.”


  The man grasped her dainty hand in his big strong one and said, “Now don’t you be atrying to solve the mystery in that tower. ’Tis bad luck to meddle in such things. And if the people who did meddle in it were alive to tell you, you’d be knowing that only harm came to them.”


  “What!” Mandie asked in surprise. “Harm came to anyone trying to solve the mystery? But you know there’s got to be some reasonable explanation for it. There’s no such thing as ghosts.”


  “Ah, but there be, miss,” the man said. “You say Irish blood flows through your veins and you don’t believe in such things? When you get to Ireland, don’t let the people know that. They won’t claim you as a daughter of their land.”


  “Amanda!” Mrs. Taft called again. “We have to go.”


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie replied, and quickly said to the man,


   “I’m going to prove the story is just a tale. Wait and see. Thank you and good-bye.” She threw the man a kiss as she ran to catch up with her grandmother and the others.


  Mandie didn’t know much about her Irish heritage, but she had never heard of anyone really believing in ghosts as the smithy did. And she didn’t believe harm would come to a person just for investigating the story of the tower. She’d prove him wrong.


  CHAPTER NINE


  TROUBLE IN THE NIGHT


  Uncle Ned had not returned by supper time that night, and the Bagatelles still didn’t come to the table but had trays taken to their suite. The young people were hungry after their visit in the village, and they were also in a hurry to get away from the adults so they could discuss the afternoon’s events and their adventure for that night. Snowball had been left with a maid who would feed him and then put him in Mandie’s room.


  “I think we should all retire early tonight,” Mrs. Taft remarked as she cut the piece of meat on her plate. “We’ve had an invigorating day and we should all sleep well.”


  “Early, Grandmother?” Mandie asked across the table. “How early?”


  “I’d say nine o’clock for you young people,” Mrs. Taft said. “We’ll have to be up early to get finished with the morning’s details and get to church on time.”


  “Nine o’clock,” Mandie repeated, as she laid down her fork. “But Grandmother, Uncle Ned isn’t even back yet. Shouldn’t we wait up until he gets back?”


  “Well, dear, it looks as though he is staying longer than he had planned,” Mrs. Taft replied. “However, he is a grown man and capable of taking care of himself. I don’t see any reason to wait up for him.”


  Mandie looked at Celia and Jonathan. She knew what they were  thinking. Uncle Ned had to be home and in bed before they could try to get to the tower across the roof. Otherwise he might interfere with their plans.


  “We could go to our rooms and write in our journals,” Celia suggested. “We haven’t been keeping up with them.”


  “I suppose so,” said Mandie, “but I’ve decided that I’m not the kind of person who can set a routine of writing everything down. I always forget or it’s just not convenient when I want to record something.”


  “Too disorganized,” Jonathan said.


  “So what? I think being organized would take the fun out of everything,” Mandie replied. “I wouldn’t have time to solve all the mysteries we run into.”


  “Amanda,” Mrs. Taft said, as her attention was drawn to this remark. “You are not planning any escapades I hope. You are getting old enough now that I expect you to act like the young lady you are. And speaking of writing, have you written to your mother lately? And you, too, Celia. I’m sure both of them are anxious to hear from y’all.”


  “I sent my mother a letter when we first got to Europe, Grandmother, but I will write another one tonight,” Mandie said, picking up her fork to continue eating.


  “And I will, too,” Celia promised. “I’ve already mailed her three letters since we left home.”


  “What about you, Jonathan? Have you written to your father since we contacted him?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “No, ma’am, I haven’t,” Jonathan admitted reluctantly. “I don’t think I’ve ever written a letter to my father, and he is always too busy to write to me. He stays in touch with the schools where I live.”


  “My boy, take some advice from an older man,” Senator Morton spoke up. “Sit down and write a few lines to your father. That could change the entire relationship between you two.”


  “I wouldn’t know what to write because I hardly know my father,” Jonathan replied, fiddling with his silverware.


  “That’s because neither one of you has made the first effort,” Senator Morton said. “If you don’t know what to write, just sit down and scribble a few lines about your experiences since you met up with us, what we’ve been doing and seeing. I’m sure he’d be interested in knowing that.”


  Jonathan cleared his throat nervously and said, “I’ll try.”


  “That’s all it takes to do anything, Jonathan—just trying,” Mandie  encouraged him. “You never know what the outcome of anything will be until you try.”


  “I have an idea,” Celia spoke up. “Why don’t the three of us get together tonight and discuss our travels and help each other write our letters.”


  “That is a good idea, Celia,” Mrs. Taft said. “The three of you may use the little parlor at the top of the stairs to write your letters. But I want all of you in your rooms by nine o’clock.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three replied as they looked at each other. After the meal they all retired to the main parlor and discussed what they had done on their journey and what they planned to do.


  “We’ll be leaving here to visit the Baroness Geissler in Germany,” Mrs. Taft reminded the young people.


  The three young people looked alarmed.


  “When?” Mandie asked quickly.


  “In a few days,” Mrs. Taft said. “I was hoping the Thalers would get back home before we left, but it doesn’t look like they will. Mrs. Hedgewick told me today that Mrs. Thalers’ mother is no better.”


  “Her mother lives in Germany and we are going to Germany,” Mandie spoke up. “Maybe we could visit Mrs. Thaler at her mother’s when we go to see the baroness.”


  Mrs. Taft smiled at her granddaughter and said, “Unfortunately, dear, we couldn’t do that. Germany is large, and the baroness doesn’t live anywhere near Mrs. Thalers’ mother. We’ll just have to come back here next time we come to Europe to visit with the Thalers.”


  “We could wait a few more days for Mrs. Thaler to come home,” Senator Morton said. “We have an open invitation to visit the baroness.”


  “Maybe,” Mrs. Taft replied. “We don’t want to waste time, though, because we have lots of other places to travel to before we return home.”


  The grandfather clock struck eight and Mandie immediately rose.


  “We’d better go write those letters if we’re going to be in our rooms by nine o’clock,” she said, looking at her friends.


  “Yes, dear, y’all go ahead and be sure you’re in bed by nine o’clock,” Mrs. Taft reminded.


  After good-nights were said, the young people raced to their rooms for paper and pens and met in the parlor at the top of the stairs.


  The three didn’t waste time on conversation, but hastily scribbled  their letters. As they folded them up and put them into envelopes, Jonathan smiled and said, “I managed to write one page.”


  “That’s better than nothing,” Mandie said, quickly licking her envelope.


  “I can think of so much to say to my mother I have trouble stopping once I get started,” Celia remarked as she sealed her letter in the envelope.


  “I understand if we leave these letters on the table in the front hallway downstairs, the servants will mail them for us,” Jonathan said.


  “If y’all will give me yours, I’ll take them down,” Celia said, rising.


  “We need a last-minute conference before we go to our rooms,” Jonathan said.


  “Right,” Mandie agreed. “Remember we have to listen out for Uncle Ned to come back. And we have to watch out for the Bagatelles. They are always roaming around the house and we might run into them. I hope they’re not in the observation room when we go up there.”


  “We know your grandmother and Senator Morton are retiring at nine o’clock, and the servants here seem to disappear after supper every night, so that’s most of the people out of the way,” Jonathan remarked. “Why don’t we meet here in this parlor at ten o’clock?”


  “That’s a good idea, because we don’t want to be up too late,” Mandie agreed. “You know Grandmother said we had to get up early to go to church.”


  “And I don’t want to stand down there in the yard by myself at too late an hour,” Celia said.


  “All right, we meet here at ten. Don’t forget,” Jonathan told the girls.


  “Wait for me till I take these letters down,” Celia said, rushing out of the room.


  “I hope no one sees Celia in the yard at that hour,” Mandie remarked to Jonathan after her friend had left the room.


  “And I hope she doesn’t panic, all alone in the dark,” Jonathan added.


  Celia quickly returned and the three went to their suites.


  “I think we’d better put out the lights, just in case my grandmother comes to check on us or has the maid do it,” Mandie said, reaching for


   Snowball who was curled up asleep in the middle of the bed. “Sorry, Snowball, but we’ve got to turn down the bed.”


  “And we’d better get into bed, too,” Celia added.


  “But with our clothes on?” Mandie asked. “I don’t want to have to undress and then dress again to go out on the roof.” She set Snowball on the carpet.


  Celia helped Mandie turn down the covers on the big bed and suggested, “Let’s leave that small lamp on in the sitting room.”


  “All right, that way we can see the clock to know when it’s ten o’clock,” Mandie said, plumping up a pillow.


  She and Celia jumped into bed and pulled the covers up to hide their clothes in case someone came in. Snowball immediately bounced up on their feet and curled up to go back to sleep.


  “Don’t forget to listen for Uncle Ned,” Mandie reminded her friend. “I’m not sure whether we’ll be able to hear him come in and go in his room or not.”


  “Mandie, poke me if I start dozing off,” Celia said.


  “We can talk in whispers so we don’t get too sleepy,” Mandie said softly.


  “Do you think the people in Ireland really believe in ghosts, like that blacksmith said?” Celia asked in a whisper.


  “I don’t know. Maybe that man was just joking,” Mandie replied. “Besides, he has evidently never been back to Ireland since his mother brought him over here as a baby. He can’t know a whole lot about the country.”


  “But his mother was Irish, and she would have taught him what she believed,” Celia reminded her.


  “I know,” Mandie said. “I’ve always heard people say the Irish are superstitious, but I’ve never really thought about it. There is an old lady who’s Irish living near my father’s house, and I know she used to say things like ‘if your nose itches company is coming,’ ‘if your hand itches you’re going to get money,’ and ‘if a black cat crosses your path you’ll have bad luck if you continue on unless you turn your hat around backwards,’ and all that kind of stuff.”


  “Oh, I’ve heard things like that,” Celia agreed, “but I didn’t know they were supposed to be Irish sayings.”


  “I don’t know where they originated. One time I thought maybe they  came from the Indians. You know, some of my Cherokee kinpeople have some strong beliefs in those same superstitions,” Mandie whispered.


  “Mandie, listen. I hear someone,” Celia said softly. She sat up in bed to listen.


  Mandie quickly crept out of bed and went to open the hall door just a crack. She got a glimpse of the Bagatelles as they went into their suite.


  Mandie closed the door and ran to jump back in bed. “It was just the Bagatelles going to their suite,” she told Celia.


  “At least we know where they are,” Celia whispered.


  The girls lay still, listening for any other sounds. A few minutes later they heard a door open and close softly. Mandie jumped up again, but this time Mandie didn’t see anyone when she peeked out into the hall.


  “That had to be Uncle Ned,” she said as she got back in bed.


  “What do you think you’ll find in the tower if you can get in from the roof?” Celia asked quietly.


  “I have no idea, but there’s got to be something in there, some reason the tower is closed. Mrs. Saverne said the people locked that girl in the tower so she couldn’t run away. Maybe it’s like a bedroom in there,” Mandie said. “The girl had to have some kind of furniture to live in the tower.”


  “It’s probably so old it’s real dirty and falling apart,” Celia said, “since this was all supposed to have happened before anyone living now was ever born. That’s a long time ago. I looked around the village and saw some real old people.”


  “Celia, I just thought of something,” Mandie exclaimed, sitting up in bed. “That minister’s mother only speaks French. Do you suppose the minister will give his sermon in French? We won’t be able to understand a word.”


  Celia giggled and said, “That would be funny. Either your grandmother, the senator, or Jonathan will have to tell us afterward what the man said.”


  “But that blacksmith speaks English. I wonder if he goes to that church,” Mandie said.


  “Your grandmother said the Thalers are German and they go to that church,” Celia reminded her.


  “The languages are such a conglomeration here, I just don’t know  what he’ll do,” Mandie said. “If they sing hymns that we know, we can always sing in English while they’re singing in French, I suppose.”


  Celia giggled again. “Now that would be funny,” she whispered.


  The girls talked on about different things. Mandie kept straining to see the clock every now and then. Finally when it was ten minutes till ten, she threw back the covers and got out of bed. Celia followed. They quickly threw the blanket back up over their pillows and left it rumpled.


  “If anyone glances in here in the darkness they’ll probably think we’re in bed,” Mandie declared with satisfaction as she looked at the bed. Snowball moved around, looked at his mistress, and decided to curl back up on the bed.


  “And you, Snowball, have got to stay here,” she told the kitten as she patted his head.


  The girls straightened their wrinkled clothes and quietly hurried down the hall to meet Jonathan in the small parlor at the top of the stairs.


  “Right on time,” Jonathan greeted them as they carefully opened the door. He held up a large coil of rope. “This ought to be plenty to reach across the roof.”


  “I hope so,” Mandie said, looking at the rope. “Did you remember to bring a hammer?”


  “Right here.” He patted his belt where he had stuck a small hammer. “I took it from the stables tonight after everyone had gone to bed.”


  The girls gasped. “You’ve already been outside?” Mandie asked.


  “Sure. The moon is shining so we should be able to see up on the roof,” he said.


  “That means you’ll definitely have to stand in the shadow of the bushes down there, Celia, or someone might look out and see you,” Mandie reminded her.


  “Yes,” Celia said, nervously.


  “Let’s go outside with Celia to see where she’ll be and then we can come back inside and go up to the observation room,” Mandie said.


  “Yes, we have to be sure she’s in a place where she can see the roof,” Jonathan said. He pushed the rope under the settee in the room. “I’ll leave that here and get it on the way back. Let’s go.”


  The three crept softly down the dark staircase and quietly opened the  front door. They stayed near the house in the shadow of the shrubbery just in case someone happened to look out a window.


  “This way,” Jonathan whispered, leading the way down the slope at the back of the chalet. Then he stopped and looked back up at the house. “This should be all right. You can see the windows of the observation room up there.” He pointed to the room where he and Mandie would be and said, “And the chimney is over there, and then the tower.”


  Mandie looked around and walked over to a huge oak tree. “If you stand behind this tree, Celia, you can look around it and see the roof. If anyone comes by you can hide behind the big trunk,” she said.


  Celia did as Mandie suggested. She nervously looked around and said, “Y’all please hurry. I don’t want to stay down here too long. It’s just plain spooky this time of the night.”


  “All right, we’ll hurry,” Mandie promised. “Now don’t forget to start singing if you see anyone in the yard here. If anyone hears singing they’ll probably just think it’s the singing that comes from the ghost, or whatever you want to call it, up in the tower. Watch out for us.”


  “I will,” Celia promised. Mandie and Jonathan turned to hurry back into the house.


  Jonathan got the rope from the parlor and they quietly crept up the steps to the observation room.


  They didn’t see or hear anyone. The moon was shining brightly through the windows in the room, and Jonathan quickly walked over to the beam and fastened the end of the rope securely to it. Then he tied another rope to the beam and wrapped the other end around Mandie’s waist.


  “That’s for safety, just in case you slip. You see, you’ll still be anchored to the beam here,” Jonathan quietly explained. “And I’ll do the same for myself.” He fastened another rope to the beam and around his waist. He picked up the coil of the first rope and slung it over his shoulder.


  “Please be careful,” Mandie whispered.


  “You too,” Jonathan said softly, stepping out the French window. “When I get to the chimney you follow me as soon as I get the rope tied to it.”


  Mandie bent out the window to watch as Jonathan slowly made his way toward the chimney. She could see him swing out on the rope and then swing back onto the roof. He tried this several times before  he was able to gain footing on the slanted roof. Then he lay down and wormed his way to the chimney. He threw the rope around it and tied it fast, then he looked back for Mandie.


  Mandie thought it really looked pretty easy. She wasn’t too frightened with the prospect of hanging on to a rope that high up and working her way over to where Jonathan was waiting. She looked down into the yard and barely made out Celia standing there in the darkness. Then she took a deep breath, grasped the rope Jonathan had just tied from the beam to the chimney, and stepped out the window.


  “Oh, goodness!” she exclaimed to herself, as her feet dangled in the air. “I’ve got to do this fast!”


  She moved one hand and then the other as she worked her way along the rope toward the chimney. “If I can just get my feet on the roof,” she grunted. Finally she felt the roof under her feet. She saw Jonathan watching from beside the chimney, and then she tried to look down to be sure Celia was still there.


  As she held on to the rope with one hand, she tried to straighten her skirts so she could see below. She suddenly lost her grasp and felt herself falling toward the edge of the roof.


  She gasped, but almost lost her breath when the next moment the rope around her waist jerked her up short against the side of the chalet below the windows.


  “Oh, please help me!” she cried in a subdued voice as she tried to swing over to see where Jonathan was. She realized she was below the roof and completely out of Jonathan’s sight. The rope seemed to have tightened around her waist and was cutting into her sides. Now and then her feet would brush against the wall of the chalet as she swung on the rope tied around her waist. She desperately tried to wiggle around and catch the rope with her hands to get the weight off her waist.


  Suddenly she felt the rope give a little. She seemed to drop a little bit farther down.


  “The rope is coming undone on the window beam,” she cried to herself. “I’m going to fall to the ground and break my neck. Oh, dear God, please help me!”


  She grew dizzy and felt herself fainting away.


  CHAPTER TEN


  CELIA’S BRAVERY


  Mandie heard a voice saying, “Wake up, you silly girl.” She blinked her eyes and realized she was talking to herself. She could remember falling from the roof, and the pain around her waist was still there, so she knew she was still hanging at the end of her rope.


  “What time I am afraid I will put my trust in Thee,” she quoted her favorite Bible verse. She believed she would be rescued, but staring at the ground from so far up didn’t provide much comfort.


  Another voice came from above her. It sounded like Jonathan, but she knew Jonathan was over at the chimney waiting for her. “Mandie, put your hands flat against the wall of the house and push up with your feet when I pull on the rope.”


  It was Jonathan! She tried to do as he said and she got a glimpse of him leaning over the edge of the roof, looking down at her. She was dangling against the wall of the house, but the rope around her waist threw her off balance.


  “Oh, Jonathan, please help me,” she called.


  “I’m trying, but you’ve got to do what I say,” Jonathan replied. “Now swing around and put your hands flat against the wall of the house. When I pull on the rope that’s around your waist, you push up with your feet. Make like you’re walking up the side of the house when the rope tightens. Ready now?”


   Mandie twisted around and pressed the palms of her bruised hands against the stone wall. “Ready,” she replied with a groan. She felt the rope tighten around her waist and almost cried out in pain, but she remembered that Jonathan had told her to push up with her feet. Finally managing to right herself against the wall, she pushed her feet with all her might in an effort to climb the wall. The rope tightened again as Jonathan pulled, but she didn’t seem to move an inch upward.


  “Just keep pushing up every time I pull on the rope,” Jonathan called down to her.


  She kept pushing upward with her feet and Jonathan kept pulling on the rope, but she wasn’t moving any closer to safety. Never had she been so frightened in her life. She could see herself ending up in a pile on the ground below if she didn’t get up soon.


  “Mandie, hold on,” another voice called down to her. “I’m going to help Jonathan pull the rope.”


  Mandie twisted around enough to look up. To her amazement, Celia was leaning over the edge of the roof looking at her. Her dear friend had overcome her fear of heights enough to come to her rescue.


  “Come on, Mandie, get going,” she told herself. “You can do it. If Celia can get up the nerve to walk out on a roof, you certainly can manage to climb back up onto that roof.”


  As Jonathan and Celia pulled on the rope, Mandie gave a push for all she was worth. She felt herself being pulled over the edge and up onto the roof beside her friends. Her eyes filled with tears as Celia embraced her.


  “Now we have to get back to the window of the observation room,” Jonathan told them. “Mandie, your rope is still tied to the beam and so are Celia’s and mine. Would you be able to hold tightly to the rope and pull yourself back up to the window? Just lie down and crawl as you pull on the rope, like I did when I went to the chimney, remember?”


  “I’m sure I can—oh, Jonathan, I’m so sorry,” Mandie said, trying to wipe the tears from her face as the three lay there on the roof. But she quickly realized that she must follow Jonathan’s instructions and forget her earlier carelessness. She turned over on her stomach and started pulling herself up by the rope.


  Celia came along behind her. Jonathan waited and watched in case the girls needed help.


   “You’re doing fine, Mandie,” Celia whispered. “I’m right behind you in case you slip. We’re getting close.”


  Mandie was so nervous she couldn’t speak. When she finally reached the beam of the window and dropped into the observation room, she sat on the floor shaking.


  Celia quickly put her arm around her. “Mandie, let’s go to our room and get in bed. Are you all right? Can you walk?”


  Jonathan had come in behind them and was kneeling by the girls.


  “Mandie, I’m sorry. It was all my fault. I made such big, dangerous plans,” Jonathan apologized. “I should have had more sense. I hope you’re not hurt too bad.”


  Mandie looked at her friends and tried to speak, but her teeth chattered. She kept taking deep breaths and telling herself to quit being such a baby.


  Jonathan and Celia untied all the ropes and coiled them up. They helped Mandie to her feet. She felt wobbly at first, but then she looked at her friends’ worried expressions and managed a faint smile.


  “Don’t worry. I’m not hurt, just scared,” she managed to say, her voice shaky.


  The three got up and started for the stairs. They silently crept down the stairway and to their rooms without seeing anyone. At the door of their suite, Mandie, who was more stable on her feet now, turned to Jonathan and said, “I’m sorry, Jonathan.”


  “We’ll talk about it in the morning. I’m just glad you’re all right. You girls get to bed now,” Jonathan said. He waited for Celia to open their door and then he turned back toward his suite.


  As soon as the girls got to Mandie’s bedroom, Mandie fell into bed with her clothes on and Celia did the same. After an adventure like she’d had, she was almost as shaky as Mandie.


  “Good night, Celia, and thanks,” Mandie mumbled as she relaxed in the big bed. Snowball rearranged himself, concerned only about being rudely pushed aside.


  “Good night, Mandie,” Celia replied. “I hope you sleep well.” They both drifted off to sleep.


  Sometime later Mandie dreamed that someone was singing. Then she slowly came awake and realized the singing was real and not in her dream. She started to get out of bed, but she hurt everywhere and  decided it wasn’t worth the effort. Tonight she wouldn’t try to find the source of the singing. She dozed back to sleep.


  The next time she woke, Celia was standing by the bed and shaking her. “Mandie, we should get up. We have to go to church this morning, remember?”


  “Go to church? Oh, yes, that’s right.” Her grandmother had told them to be up early. They were all going into the village to the little church they had visited the day before. She rubbed her eyes and sat up. Every muscle seemed to be sore and aching. She looked at her hands. They were scratched and bruised.


  “Celia, my grandmother is going to see all these scratches and bruises on my hands and ask what I’ve been up to,” Mandie exclaimed.


  “Aren’t you going to tell her what happened?” Celia asked.


  “Oh, no, Celia, never! It would scare her to death if she knew I almost fell off the roof,” Mandie replied, quickly standing up. “Look at this dress.” She looked down at the clothes she had slept in. “It’s ruined and I’m a dirty mess.”


  “Why don’t you take a bath?” Celia asked. “You go first while I find something to wear to church.” She turned to go to her bedroom.


  “I’ll hurry, Celia,” Mandie promised. She grabbed her robe from a hanger and went into the bathroom. Snowball followed. He liked to play in water, but this morning Mandie shut the door behind her before he could get into the bathroom.


  After bathing Mandie felt much better. She also washed her long blond hair and briskly rubbed it with a heavy towel to get it dry. She looked at her hands. The water had cleansed most of the scratches and she decided no one would notice. The only thing that really bothered her was the bruise the rope had made on one side of her waist.


  “I’ll have to wear something that isn’t too tight,” she told Celia as they got dressed. She took down a yellow silk dress with cream-colored lace trimming. “This dress is a little too big. It ought to be loose enough.”


  Celia had also bathed and was putting on a pea green silk dress with pink and white rosettes around the high neckline.


  “Mandie, I’m sorry you got hurt,” Celia told her.


  Mandie fastened the buttons up the front of her dress and said, “Celia, it was all my fault for being so stupid. I shouldn’t have ever  gone out on that roof. I know better, but I just don’t know where my brain has been these last few days.”


  There was a knock on the door. The girls looked anxiously at each other for a moment, wondering who it might be.


  “I’ll get it,” Celia said. “It’s probably Jonathan.” She went to open the door to the hallway.


  “Good morning, miss,” Helga greeted her from the hallway. “I came to wake you young ladies for breakfast, but I see you’re already up. The meal will be on the table in thirty minutes.”


  “Thank you,” Celia said. Helga turned to go and she closed the door.


  Mandie called out from the bedroom, “If you’re all ready for breakfast, why don’t you see if Jonathan’s up while I finish? We could go to the little parlor and talk a few minutes.”


  “All right,” Celia replied and went out the door.


  She was back in a couple of minutes. “He’s already up and dressed, too. He’s going down to the parlor to wait for us.”


  “I’m ready. Let’s go,” Mandie said, taking a quick glance in the mirror. Her hair was still damp, but it would be dry by the time they left for church. In the meantime, she left it hanging loose. She shut Snowball up in her bedroom.


  The three young people discussed the events of the night before as they sat in the parlor. Everyone tried to talk at once.


  “Mandie,” Jonathan said, “I’ll never forgive myself for getting you involved in such a dangerous plan. Just think what could have happened.”


  Mandie could see the sad expression on his face, and thought she could see a faint trace of tears in his eyes. It made her own blue eyes watery. She had to look away to control herself.


  “It wasn’t your fault any more than it was mine, Jonathan,” she said. “I should have had better sense.” Then looking up at Jonathan from where she sat on the settee, she added, “But I am sorry I caused all that trouble—and we still weren’t able to get to the tower.”


  “I think we’d better forget about that tower, Mandie,” Celia said. “I was almost scared to death when I saw you fall off the roof. I couldn’t even move for a moment. Then all I could think of was that I had to rush up there and help save you.”


  “Celia, you’ll never know how much I love you for that,” Mandie  said. “You are a true friend indeed to risk your life for me.” Mandie reached out to squeeze Celia’s hand. “You were so brave.”


  “Bravery had nothing to do with it, Mandie,” Celia said, returning Mandie’s squeeze. “It was a case of fright with the thought that something must be done fast or it’d be too late. After I got to bed last night, the impact of what I had done hit me. I even dreamed about it.”


  Jonathan spoke up. “Now that we’ve all patted each other on the back, I think we’d better get on down to breakfast before we’re late.”


  “Oh, Jonathan,” Mandie interjected, “I heard that singing again last night. It woke me sometime in the middle of the night, but I sure didn’t get up to investigate. Did you hear it?”


  “No, I didn’t,” the boy said. “I wish I had, because I’d have tried to track it down.”


  “I heard it, too, Mandie,” Celia said. “But I wasn’t about to get out of bed and go roaming around in the darkness.”


  As they started to leave the room, Mandie said, “I think I heard Uncle Ned come in before we went upstairs last night.”


  Jonathan opened the door. “I’m just glad he didn’t come back while we were getting you back to the roof.”


  “He would have told my grandmother everything,” Mandie agreed. “But on the other hand, he would have saved me from falling.


  “And, Jonathan, I’ve already told Celia that I am not telling my grandmother anything about last night. It would upset her something awful. I learned my lesson and there’s no reason to worry her. Please don’t say a thing about it.”


  “Whatever you say,” the boy agreed as they went on down the staircase.


  When they entered the small dining room where breakfast was served, Uncle Ned was sitting there at the table with Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton. Mandie sat down next to him after everyone exchanged “good mornings.”


  “Did I hear you come back last night a little before ten o’clock, Uncle Ned?” Mandie said, smiling at the old Cherokee. “You promised to be back by sunset.”


  “Friends of friends talk late,” the old man replied. “Horse throw shoe near village. I get blacksmithy to fix. I get here almost ten o’clock.”


  “The blacksmith!” Mandie exclaimed. “We met the blacksmith  yesterday when we went into the village. He’s an Irishman with some strange beliefs.” She told him about her conversation with the man while everyone at the table listened.


  “Some Cherokee think things like that,” the old man told her as they continued to eat. “Some Cherokee need eddicating.”


  Mandie laughed and reached for Uncle Ned’s hand. She immediately realized she shouldn’t have done this, because he looked down at her hand and saw the cuts and bruises on the palm. He didn’t say anything, but he gave Mandie a questioning look. Mandie quickly withdrew her hand and changed the subject.


  “I guess I’d better finish eating so we can get ready for church,” Mandie said, with a secret glance at Celia, who had noticed what happened.


  “Yes, and don’t forget to dress warmly. Those stone benches are cold,” Mrs. Taft reminded the young people.


  After the meal, Senator Morton went to the stables to get the pony cart ready. He brought it around to the front to pick everyone up.


  When they arrived at the church later that morning, the building was almost full, even though they were early. The minister evidently had not arrived, and the local people stole glances at Mandie and her group as they sat down near the door on the last bench. Mandie noticed that Uncle Ned had worn his deerskin jacket, just as he usually did, and had not put on a suit and tie as he had done at the White House when they visited President McKinley earlier that year.


  These people have probably never seen an Indian, Mandie thought as she looked about. Uncle Ned must be the one they are staring at.


  The minister entered from the small door near the altar and he immediately spotted the visitors. He gave them a pleasant smile. He led the group in song. Even though it was in French, the girls managed to hum along. But when he began his sermon in French, Mandie sighed. Jonathan was listening and she would have to ask him later what the man was talking about. Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton could also understand, but she and Celia just looked at each other and smiled.


  Mandie’s attention wandered during the service and she spotted the blacksmith on a bench in front. She’d like a chance to talk to that man again, but she knew her grandmother would be in a hurry to return to the chalet for the midday meal.


   To everyone’s surprise, the minister suddenly began speaking in English near the end of his sermon.


  “We are greatly honored to have guests today and we hope that you will come back,” he said, looking directly at Mrs. Taft and the senator. “This is a most unusual occasion, because we are so isolated from tourists here. We pray the Lord will bless you and give you a safe return to your home.”


  Mandie looked down the row and saw her grandmother smiling and nodding as the man spoke.


  When the pastor finished his message, the worshipers rose to leave. The minister practically ran to get to Mrs. Taft and shake her hand. Amid the commotion of people moving about, Mandie couldn’t hear what her grandmother and the preacher said, but she did see her grandmother reach into her bag and hand the man a piece of paper that looked like a check.


  The minister kissed Mrs. Taft’s hand and quickly moved along to shake the hands of each person in their group.


  When they returned to the chalet, Senator Morton let them out at the front door and took the pony cart on to the stables. Mandie caught a glimpse of the Bagatelles hurrying around behind the chalet with their photographic equipment.


  “They’re going to take more pictures,” Mandie whispered to Jonathan and Celia as they walked behind Mrs. Taft and Uncle Ned toward the front door.


  Evidently her grandmother had seen them too. “Those are the most ill-bred people I have ever met up with,” Mrs. Taft said. “Never even courteous enough to come to the dinner table.”


  “Grandmother, could we just look and see where those people are going?” Mandie asked.


  “Amanda! You will do no such thing,” Mrs. Taft replied. “You will get upstairs and get freshened up and be back down here in fifteen minutes to eat. We’ll all meet in the main parlor.”


  The young people raced up the front steps ahead of Mrs. Taft and Uncle Ned and quickly went to their suites. The girls removed their bonnets, put away their shawls, and touched up their hair while Jonathan went to his suite to wash up.


  Snowball was prowling around the suite and Mandie bent down to  pet his head. “As soon as we eat I’ll take you outside, Snowball,” she told the kitten. Snowball meowed and looked up at his mistress.


  “That is one way to get outside and see what those people are doing, if they’re still out there when we finish eating,” Mandie said to Celia.


  “I really need some fresh air and a long walk anyway,” Celia replied, straightening her long skirt.


  The noon meal was soon over because Mrs. Taft had decided she would take a quick nap and then walk in the gardens. The young people were delighted when she gave them permission to go outside. Uncle Ned and the senator were going to sit together in the parlor.


  The three young people rushed around the chalet to look for the Bagatelles, but they weren’t in sight.


  “Let’s look down by the pool,” Mandie suggested. Snowball was tugging on his leash.


  They did not find the Bagatelles, but as the young people started back toward the chalet, they spotted the couple at the front door of the vacant cottage.


  The three stepped behind some bushes in order to keep from being seen.


  “That’s the direction they were looking from the servant’s room upstairs. I wonder if they were looking at that cottage,” Mandie said excitedly.


  “It looks to me like they’re trying to get the front door open,” Jonathan said.


  “I don’t see their camera,” Celia remarked.


  At that moment Snowball managed to pull the leash from Mandie’s hand and bound off in the direction of the cottage. Mandie called out and ran after him. The Bagatelles turned and saw her. They quickly walked away from the cottage and the young people saw them retrieve their equipment from the nearby bushes.


  Mandie finally caught the kitten in front of the cottage. Jonathan and Celia caught up with her a moment later.


  The couple disappeared through the shrubbery. “You know, I wish the Thalers would come home, because I think those people are up to no good,” Mandie remarked.


  “I agree,” Celia said.


  “I have an idea—not a dangerous one this time,” Jonathan said.


   “Why don’t we watch them until we know they will be busy for a little while, and then we could go upstairs and search their suite.”


  “Search their rooms? For what?” Mandie asked.


  “There might be something there that would give us a clue to their strange behavior, and we might be doing the Thalers a favor if we found these people were doing something wrong,” Jonathan explained.


  “All right, but we’ll have to do this in the daylight,” Mandie said. “It’s too easy for someone to slip up on us in the dark. Besides, after dark we’d have to turn on lights to see inside their rooms and someone might see that.”


  “All right, let’s find out if they’re in their rooms right now,” Jonathan suggested.


  They hurried back into the house and up the stairs. They listened outside the door of the Bagatelles’ suite and could hear them inside.


  “All we have to do is sit in the parlor at the top of the steps and watch for them to go by,” Mandie whispered to her friends. She led them back down the hall and they entered the small parlor.


  “I hope we don’t have to wait long, Mandie,” Celia remarked, “or your grandmother will be up from her nap and will come right by here looking for us.”


  “The Begatelles probably won’t stay in their rooms long,” Jonathan predicted.


  The young people sat down to watch and wait.


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  ONE MYSTERY SOLVED


  Mandie and her friends sat in the small parlor until tea time. Then Mrs. Taft came by on the way downstairs from her nap. The Bagatelles had not shown up.


  “Time for tea,” Mrs. Taft remarked as she passed the open door and saw the three sitting in the parlor.


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie said, and the young people reluctantly rose and followed the lady downstairs.


  After having tea, Mrs. Taft insisted they all go for a walk around the grounds. Before long it was time for the evening meal and they hadn’t been able to accomplish a thing.


  “I think since it’s Sunday we should all sit and talk in the parlor for a while before we go to bed,” Mrs. Taft said at the table that night.


  The three were itching to get away from the adults and check on the Bagatelles, whom they had not seen since noon. But Mrs. Taft kept them in the parlor until she said it was time to retire for the night.


  “Well, maybe we can do something tomorrow.” Mandie sighed as the three went up the stairs for the night.


  Mandie and Celia fell asleep quickly, still tired from their adventure the previous night. Sometime during the night, Mandie woke and heard the singing. She sat up to listen just as Celia did.


   “There’s the singing. Let’s let Jonathan know,” Mandie whispered to her friend as she jumped out of bed and grabbed her robe.


  Celia followed and put hers on, too. “All right,” she agreed.


  Mandie led the way and quietly opened the door into the hall. They tiptoed over to Jonathan’s door and lightly knocked on it. There was only a dim light illuminating the long, dark hallway.


  Not receiving any answer, Mandie knocked again and again, harder and harder. Finally Jonathan opened the door. At the same time, Uncle Ned opened his door next to Mandie’s suite.


  “What is it?” Jonathan asked sleepily.


  “Papoose, something wrong?” Uncle Ned asked as he stepped into the hall.


  Mandie was confused at the sudden development and she stuttered as she tried to answer. “N-Nothing’s wrong, Uncle Ned. We just wanted Jonathan to hear the singing,” she tried to explain. “Do you hear it?”


  She paused and everyone listened intently for a moment, but there was not a sound to be heard.


  Mandie and Celia looked at each other. “I know I heard singing, didn’t you, Celia?” Mandie asked.


  “Yes, I did. There was definitely someone singing,” Celia assured her.


  “Singing?” the old Indian questioned them.


  The young people stood there in the dark hallway and tried to explain to Uncle Ned about the singing. But when Mandie said there was a rumor that it was the voice of a young girl long dead, Uncle Ned held up his hand to interrupt.


  “If girl dead, then she dead. Cannot be here and dead, too,” the old man said.


  “But we don’t really believe the tale, Uncle Ned,” Mandie told him. “We’ve been trying to find out what’s going on. It has to be something human. I don’t believe in ghosts either.”


  “Evidently it has stopped,” Jonathan said. With a big yawn, he said, “I’m going back to bed.”


  “Yes, we all go to bed,” Uncle Ned said, turning to go back to his room. Jonathan closed his door and the girls returned to their suite.


  The next day was Monday and the young people knew their visit would end soon, but they had not solved any part of the mystery. They  stayed on the lookout for the Bagatelles between meals and walks with the adults.


  After supper that night they sat in the parlor while the adults were downstairs. Snowball was allowed to run loose in the room and Mandie kept an eye on him to be sure he didn’t decide to leave the room and run down the hallway.


  Suddenly she saw him prick up his ears and stand still to stare at the open doorway.


  “Snowball hears something,” Mandie whispered to her friends.


  They watched and waited. In a couple of minutes the Bagatelles came hurrying by and went down the main staircase. The three jumped up.


  “At last!” Mandie exclaimed. She listened to make sure that the couple was definitely not returning. From the hallway, she heard them reach the bottom of the steps and hurry out the front door.


  “Now’s our chance to get into their suite,” Jonathan told the girls as he hurried out into the hallway in the direction of the Bagatelles’ suite.


  The girls followed, Mandie carrying Snowball. Jonathan tried the doorknob—it was unlocked. The three paused in the doorway to survey the room inside. There were no personal belongings in sight; everything was neat and in order. They crept inside and looked into the bedroom. It was the same there. You’d never know anyone was using the suite.


  “Where are all their things?” Mandie asked as they looked around. “They brought so much luggage, the two of them could hardly carry it, remember?”


  Jonathan turned back the coverlet and examined the sheets.


  “Looks like they have been sleeping in the bed. The sheets are rumpled,” he said, replacing the covers.


  “I hear somebody!” Celia exclaimed and the three quickly darted back into the hallway and closed the door behind them.


  There was no one in sight, but as they started back down the corridor to the parlor, the Bagatelles came into sight around the corner. The three smiled at the couple as they passed, but the strangers totally ignored them as they hurried on to their suite.


  “Whew! That was a close call!” Mandie said, collapsing on the settee in the parlor. She let Snowball jump back onto the floor.


  “I’ll say!” Jonathan agreed.


  “I’m sure glad they didn’t catch us,” Celia remarked.


   “Now we have another mystery. Where are their belongings? And why don’t they keep things in their suite?” Mandie said.


  “There is definitely something wrong somewhere,” Jonathan said.


  “And the only way we can solve this is to search every room in the house,” Mandie said. “Their belongings have to be somewhere. We could just follow them around everywhere they go to find out where they are keeping their things.”


  “That would be next to impossible,” Jonathan said. “They’d realize sooner or later that we were watching them. I suppose we’ll just have to search for their things.”


  The girls agreed. But they knew it was time to retire for the night. The search would have to wait until the next day.


  As they parted to go to their rooms, Jonathan reminded the girls, “If you hear that singing again, please let me know. Good night.”


  The girls promised to wake him. However, that night there was no singing. Mandie and Celia lay awake into the wee hours of the morning listening for it, but there was not a sound.


  The next day the young people did solve one mystery. They were walking around in the gardens when they saw the gardener nearby with a dog on a leash. Snowball was on his leash and he spit and huffed as the dog came nearer. Mandie tried to pick him up, but he tried to scratch her.


  “Snowball! Stop that!” Mandie told the kitten.


  When the man was near enough to speak, his dog tried to lunge at Snowball.


  Mandie spoke harshly to the man, “Would you please take your dog somewhere else? He’s disturbing my cat.”


  “My dog is the watch dog for the estate,” the man told her. “He is allowed to go anywhere. I even take him through the halls of the house late at night to be sure everything is all right.” He pulled on the dog’s leash.


  The three young people looked at each other. Mandie said, “Through the hallways in the house? Did you by any chance bring him down the corridor where we’re staying, the night we got here?”


  “That I did,” the man said. “I open all vacant rooms and check all the halls every night. I did not know you had arrived that night.” He walked away with his dog.


  “Well, Celia, that settles one mystery,” Mandie said. “It was his dog in the hallway that Snowball heard.” She held tightly to Snowball’s leash as he stared at the departing dog.


   “And he turned the doorknob,” Celia said.


  “Do you suppose he could have anything to do with the singing we hear at night?” Mandie asked her friends.


  “I doubt it,” said Celia. “I’m sure it’s a woman I hear singing.”


  “That’s right,” Mandie agreed. “But I thought maybe he might know something about it.”


  “I don’t think it would do any good to ask him. He’s not very friendly,” Jonathan reminded the girls.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton had gone for a ride in the pony cart that afternoon and the young people were free to go where they pleased. As they walked past the vacant cottage near the house, they stopped to look at it.


  “I don’t see anything unusual about this cottage,” Mandie remarked. “It’s just an old empty house. Why are the Bagatelles interested in it?”


  They tried to look through the windows, but curtains blocked their view.


  “I sure wish we could find the entrance to the tower,” Mandie commented. “Why don’t we go upstairs and look around that room in the servants’ quarters again?”


  “Well, since we don’t have anything else to do, I suppose we could,” Jonathan agreed.


  “We’d better watch out for Helga. She won’t like it if she catches us in that part of the house,” Celia reminded them.


  But there didn’t seem to be anyone anywhere in the house. They quietly went up the stairs and down the hallways into the servants’ quarters.


  Mandie walked up to the door of the room they had been in before and put her hand on the doorknob. She listened, but couldn’t hear a sound inside the room. Slowly she turned the knob and pushed the door open. There was no one inside.


  The first thing she noticed was that someone had straightened the curtain and pulled it together. They had left it pulled back. “The curtain. Someone has been in here,” Mandie remarked as she went to the window and pushed the curtain back. She looked out and gasped. “Look! There are the Bagatelles down there at that cottage again.”


  Her friends crowded close to look out. It looked as though the strangers were trying different keys in the lock of the front door in an effort to get it open.


   “Do you suppose they could have their luggage hidden in that cottage?” Mandie asked. But she realized how absurd that would be and said, “No, that couldn’t be, because they would have a key or some way to open the door.”


  “Let’s go back outside and watch them,” Jonathan suggested.


  The three hurried quietly through the house and into the yard. They hid behind shrubbery to watch the Bagatelles trying to get the door to the cottage open. Mandie held Snowball in her arms to keep him from interfering as he had the last time.


  The couple talked in low voices, but the girls couldn’t understand anything they were saying because it was in French. Jonathan whispered, “I can’t hear well enough to translate.”


  The couple finally gave up. The man put the keys in his pocket and they walked back toward the house while Mandie and her friends watched from behind the bushes.


  As soon as the Bagatelles were out of sight, Mandie said, “Come on. Let’s see if anything’s different.” She led the way to the front door of the cottage.


  “I don’t see anything different,” Jonathan said, looking around.


  “There is something about this cottage that interests the Bagatelles,” Mandie muttered as she looked around.


  “They always seem to be trying to get inside,” Celia remarked.


  “We know the Bagatelles’ photographic equipment wasn’t in their suite,” Jonathan said. “Maybe they have it locked up in here.”


  “But remember,” said Mandie, “if they locked something up in this cottage they would have a key to unlock the door, wouldn’t they? It looked to me like the man had a handful of keys and was trying each one to get the door unlocked.”


  “Is there no back door?” Celia asked.


  The three looked at each other and Mandie laughed. “We haven’t even looked for another door. Come on.” She led the way around the cottage.


  The back of the house was hidden with thick shrubbery. They squeezed through it and Mandie exclaimed, “Celia, there is another door.” A crossbar on the outside held it shut.


  “Let’s see if it’ll open,” Mandie said, trying to lift the bar.


  Jonathan and Celia helped. But when they got the bar off and tried the door, they found it securely locked. They replaced the bar and tried  peeping through the back windows, but curtains kept them from seeing anything inside.


  “If that doesn’t beat all!” Mandie exclaimed. “It sure is locked up tight for an empty house.”


  As they walked around the cottage, Eckart came down the path. They had not felt comfortable asking Eckart about anything since he wouldn’t tell them what he knew about the tower. Nevertheless, he stopped and spoke. “I hope you are enjoying your visit here,” he said politely as he looked from one to the other.


  “Yes, we are, Eckart,” Mandie told him. “We were just curious about this cottage. You told us it was vacant, didn’t you?”


  “Yes, it is, miss,” Eckart replied. “It has not been occupied since the Thalers came here.”


  “It’s all locked up. Do you have a key for it? We’d like to see inside,” Mandie told him.


  “No, only Hedgewick has keys. You could ask her,” Eckart said.


  Mandie thanked him and he went on his way.


  “I don’t think I want to go ask Mrs. Hedgewick to unlock this cottage for us, do you?” Mandie asked her friends.


  “No, she’d probably be awfully suspicious of us and she’d outright refuse,” Jonathan said.


  “Well, I suppose we could go back to the house and see where the Bagatelles went,” Mandie decided.


  They didn’t find the Bagatelles for the rest of the day, even though they looked for the couple wherever they went.


  Disappointed that they seemed no closer to solving the mystery of the tower or the cottage, the young people went to bed that night feeling that they had not accomplished anything more than discovering who was walking through their hallway late at night.


  Mandie and Celia were fast asleep that night when Mandie was again awakened by singing. She punched Celia, and said, “I hear singing.”


  She quickly jumped out of bed and grabbed her robe.


  Celia blinked her eyes, but was out of bed in just a moment putting on her robe. She followed Mandie out into the hallway where Mandie was already knocking on Jonathan’s door.


  This time Jonathan heard the first knock. He came to the door fully dressed.


  “Listen, there’s that singing!” Mandie whispered.


   “I heard it, too,” Jonathan said. “I got dressed so I could take a look. Come on. Let’s investigate.”


  “It’s a lot fainter than it has been,” Celia remarked as they tried to figure out what direction to go.


  “I think it’s coming from the yard this time,” Mandie said. “Just like Celia said before.” They quietly hurried down the hallway to the top of the main staircase.


  No one noticed, but Snowball had followed his mistress. When they went down the steps, he went, too.


  Pausing in the front hallway, Mandie said, “It must be coming from behind the house. You notice how faint it is here.”


  “Right,” whispered Jonathan.


  They stealthily unlocked the front door and stepped outside. As they crept around the house in the darkness, Snowball stayed right with them.


  “The tower?” Mandie asked, and they stopped to look up at the tall section of the house.


  “No,” Jonathan said, shaking his head.


  “The cottage!” Celia whispered.


  “Yes, yes,” Mandie and Jonathan said together as the three excitedly rushed toward the vacant cottage.


  Sure enough, the singing grew louder as they approached the little house. They stopped right in front of it, hiding behind a shrub in case anyone could see them.


  “Someone is inside there singing,” Mandie whispered. Jonathan and Celia nodded, for there was no question about where the beautiful voice was coming from.


  The three began to creep closer. But they stopped suddenly when they heard footsteps running toward them. The Bagatelles came hurrying to the cottage and began pounding on the front door. The singing immediately stopped.


  The three young people caught their breath in alarm as they watched. Mr. Bagatelle picked up a rock and knocked out a small glass pane in one of the windows.


  Mrs. Bagatelle continued knocking and shaking the door.


  Mandie gasped as Snowball bounced out of the bushes in front of her and went straight for the Bagatelles. He meowed and beat at the man’s pants legs with his paws.


   Mandie screamed as the man tried to kick Snowball. She rushed forward and snatched up her kitten.


  “Don’t you dare kick my cat!” she told the man angrily.


  The man and woman took one look at Mandie and turned to rush off toward the chalet. But Jonathan put out his foot and tripped the man as the couple came past the bushes where he and Celia were still hiding. The man yelled at Jonathan as he got up and brushed off his clothes.


  “That’s what you get for kicking an innocent animal,” Jonathan said to the man in English.


  “Just you wait!” the man yelled back as he and the woman continued on toward the house.


  Mandie and her friends rushed up to the cottage to investigate. They tried to see through the broken windowpane, but the only thing visible was the inside wall.


  Mandie knocked on the door and called out, “I don’t know who you are but we’re your friends. Won’t you please open the door and let us in?”


  There was complete silence inside.


  “The bad people are gone. We want to help you,” Celia said through the broken windowpane.


  “Please open the door,” Jonathan said.


  There was no response of any kind. The three young people looked at each other in puzzlement.


  “There has to be somebody in there,” Mandie said. “And whoever it is was the person we heard singing.”


  “And for some reason the Bagatelles were trying to break in,” Jonathan added.


  “Why don’t we go for help? We could get Mrs. Hedgewick to unlock the door,” Celia suggested.


  “No, not Mrs. Hedgewick,” Mandie said. “Uncle Ned! He’ll know what to do. I’ll go get him. Y’all stay here and watch to be sure whoever it is doesn’t leave without us seeing them.”


  Jonathan and Celia agreed. Mandie put her kitten down so she could run faster. “Snowball, you stay here,” she told him.


  She ran off toward the house. Uncle Ned always knew how to solve problems. He would know what to do about whoever was in the cottage.


  CHAPTER TWELVE


  THE TALES EXPLAINED


  Mandie knocked hard on Uncle Ned’s door. “Uncle Ned, please come quick! We need you!”


  When the old man opened the door, he was fully dressed. He looked at Mandie in alarm. “Papoose! What?”


  “There’s someone in the cottage and we can’t get her out,” Mandie told him incoherently. She took his hand. “Please come with me.”


  The old Indian allowed Mandie to lead him down the stairs and around to the cottage. She practically ran all the way.


  Uncle Ned kept asking, “What wrong, Papoose?”


  Mandie kept saying, “Wait. You’ll see.”


  When they finally got to the cottage, Mandie was out of breath and Jonathan explained to the old man about what the Bagatelles had done and that there was someone inside.


  “Maybe someone live here,” Uncle Ned said, as they stood in front of the cottage.


  “No, Uncle Ned. Eckart said this cottage was empty,” Mandie told him. “Besides, I forgot to tell you, the singing we heard was coming from inside this house tonight.”


  The old Indian looked puzzled. “Cannot break into someone’s house,” he told the young people.


   “But nobody lives here,” Mandie argued. “It’s not anybody’s house.”


  “House belong Thalers,” Uncle Ned emphatically told her. “Not mine, not yours.”


  “I know, Uncle Ned, but the Thalers are not here and someone is in there,” Mandie said. “I know it must be a woman because we heard her singing.”


  “Knock,” the old Indian told her.


  “We did, but I’ll try it again,” Mandie replied. She lifted her hand and knocked hard on the door.


  Everyone listened. There was no sound inside. Snowball jumped up on a railing nearby, took one look at his mistress, and jumped through the broken window. Mandie gasped.


  “Now Snowball has got inside!” Mandie said. “How am I going to get him out?” She bent in front of the broken glass and called to him. “Snowball, come back here.”


  Jonathan had been listening. Now he spoke up. “There is someone inside, Uncle Ned. Whoever it is won’t answer. Maybe they are ill or hurt or something.”


  Uncle Ned looked around. “No way to get in,” he said.


  “We haven’t tried the windows,” Jonathan said. “There could be one that’s unlocked.”


  They quickly examined the few windows in the house. Every one was securely locked.


  Mandie came back to the broken pane and once more called to her kitten. “Snowball, please come here. Kitty, kitty, kitty.”


  Suddenly she heard movement inside the cottage. She looked up and saw Snowball being pushed through the broken window.


  “Your cat, you take,” said a voice inside.


  Everyone crowded around to look as Mandie reached for Snowball. A tiny old woman was handing him up to her.


  “Are you all right?” Mandie asked. She took Snowball and tried to look inside. It was dark and there were no lights in the cottage.


  “That man and woman tried to catch me. He lost the key. I found it,” the woman explained. “I hide in here and lock the door. He can’t get in.”


  “The Bagatelles?” Mandie asked, excitedly. “What did they chase you for?”


   “I sing,” the woman said.


  “I know. We heard you sing,” Mandie replied. “Do you live in here?”


  “No, no, I live on the mountain,” the woman said. “Good night now. I must get some rest.” She moved out of Mandie’s sight.


  “Wait, please don’t go,” Mandie said quickly. “Open the door and let us in, please. We want to help you.”


  “This is my dressing room. I must get some rest before I go on stage,” the woman mumbled from further back inside the house.


  Everyone looked at each other. Who was this woman talking about a dressing room and a stage?


  “I don’t think she’s just right,” Jonathan said.


  Uncle Ned looked at the young people and said, “Lady live in old times maybe.”


  “Old times?” Celia questioned.


  “The past,” Mandie said, understanding what the old man meant. “The lady is living in her memories I suppose.”


  “How are we going to get her out?” Jonathan asked.


  “She said she had to rest before she goes on stage,” Celia said. “Maybe she’ll just come out after she rests.”


  “You may be right, Celia,” Mandie said. She bent in front of the broken window and called, “It’s time to go on stage. Are you ready?”


  The old lady immediately came back to the window and said, “Yes, dear, I’ll be right there.” She disappeared again.


  Everyone waited and watched silently. In a minute they heard a key turn in the lock on the inside. The door was opened and a tiny old woman came out of the cottage wearing an old-fashioned formal gown. Her gray hair hung loose down below her waist.


  As they watched, the woman spread the skirt of her gown in a curtsy and smiled at them. She suddenly ran as fast as she could in the direction of the chalet. They followed her.


  She went directly to the stone patio at the back of the house and stopped in the center of it. After she had turned around to face them, the night air was suddenly filled with operatic singing. She didn’t falter over a single note. Mandie and her friends stood there and watched in wonderment as the lady performed.


  Suddenly the singing stopped and the lady curtsied again. Everyone automatically applauded. The woman smiled and threw kisses. Jonathan  on impulse snatched a bloom from the garden where they were standing and ran forward to present it to the lady. She took it with a big smile and curtsied and they applauded.


  Once again, she began singing.


  By this time, Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton had heard the commotion. After they found the young people missing from their rooms, they had come outside to see what was going on.


  “Amanda!” Mrs. Taft called to her granddaughter as she approached. “What is going on?”


  “Grandmother! Listen! Isn’t she wonderful!” Mandie replied, clapping as the woman finished singing.


  “Who is this woman?” Senator Morton asked Uncle Ned.


  “Was locked in little house,” the old Indian said, pointing to the cottage below.


  Mrs. Taft walked closer to get a better look at the woman in the bright moonlight. “What is your name?” she asked.


  “I am Maria Zaranova! I am known around the world for my voice,” the woman said emphatically. “I must go home now.”


  The woman started to walk away, but Mandie quickly grasped her hand and asked, “Why don’t you come inside the big house with us? We could talk a little.”


  “I must conserve my voice and get my rest for tomorrow night’s performance,” the woman said. “In between shows I will visit with you, dear.”


  Mrs. Taft spoke to the senator. “Do you think she could really be Maria Zaranova?” she asked.


  Senator Morton thought for a moment and said, “I don’t believe I remember what happened to Maria Zaranova after she disappeared from the world of opera. Yes, this lady could possibly be her.”


  Mrs. Taft stopped the woman as she was leaving and asked several questions about operas and theaters that Mandie’s grandmother was knowledgeable about. The woman evidently gave the correct answers, for Mrs. Taft turned back to everyone and said, “This really must be Maria Zaranova. She knew the answer to everything I asked. I can remember going to the opera with my parents when I was a tiny girl to hear her sing. She was the world’s greatest.”


  The young people were excited. They gathered around the woman who stood there smiling at them.


  “You mean she really is a famous opera star?” Mandie asked.


  “She used to be the most important singer of her day,” Mrs. Taft said. “And I can’t remember what happened to her, but here she is, as sure as I’m alive.”


  “Where do you live now, Miss Zaranova?” Senator Morton asked the lady.


  “Up on the mountain—that way,” Miss Zaranova said, pointing off to her left. “I have to come down to the theater every night, every night except Monday. You know the theater is always closed on Monday, and I get an extra day’s rest then.”


  The senator looked at Mrs. Taft. “I’m afraid she’s still living in the past,” he said under his breath.


  The woman started to leave again. “I must go home now and get some rest.”


  Mrs. Taft stepped forward. “But won’t you please come into the house and visit with your fans for a moment? We’d love to give you a cup of tea. It would refresh your voice.”


  The woman thought for a moment and then agreed. “All right, but only for a moment. Let’s hurry now.”


  They all walked around the house and in through the front door. Mrs. Hedgewick was dressed and standing inside the hallway when Mandie marched in carrying Snowball.


  “I heard such a commotion. Is something wrong, madam?” she asked.


  “Not really, Mrs. Hedgewick,” Mrs. Taft said. Turning to the others she said, “Would y’all please take Miss Zaranova into the parlor and I’ll see to ordering tea.”


  As they moved on toward the parlor, Mandie lingered behind to hear what her grandmother said to the housekeeper. Mrs. Hedgewick was plainly shocked. She could hardly believe such a thing had happened.


  “This solves the mystery of the tower being haunted by the singing young woman, Mrs. Hedgewick. Aren’t you glad?” Mandie said.


  “Why, yes, dear. Mr. and Mrs. Thaler will be well pleased to have that tale settled,” Mrs. Hedgewick said. “Now I will see to tea if you can keep the lady occupied.” She disappeared down the hallway.


  “Imagine this,” said Mrs. Taft as she walked with Mandie to the parlor, “imagine having tea at this hour of the night, or morning I should say. I do believe it’s after midnight.”


  Mrs. Taft went on inside and sat down near Maria Zaranova. Mandie motioned to her friends to come outside into the hallway. The three walked back to the main staircase at the front door and sat on the steps.


  “Where do you suppose the Bagatelles went?” Mandie asked, softly.


  “Probably back to their suite,” Celia said.


  “I doubt that. They know we caught them doing something they weren’t supposed to be doing. I wonder who they really are anyway,” Jonathan remarked.


  “They must be gangsters, or half-crazy people, or something like that to be acting the way they have,” Mandie said. Snowball squirmed in her arms and she put him down.


  “Isn’t it wonderful that we found a long-lost opera star?” Celia said.


  “And that we solved the mystery of the ‘haunted’ tower with the singing myth?” Mandie added. “But there is one mystery we haven’t been able to solve: Where is the entrance to the tower?”


  Snowball had disappeared and Mandie quickly looked around for him. She and her friends walked back toward a door under the main staircase. It was open a crack.


  “Oh, he went in there!” said Mandie, pointing at the secluded door. She rushed over to open the door and exclaimed, “This must be the door to the cellar.”


  Someone seemed to be holding the door on the inside and Mandie couldn’t pull it open. It wasn’t locked because it moved an inch or two when she tried it.


  “Who’s in there?” Mandie demanded as she tried to pull the door open.


  Jonathan and Celia stepped forward to help, and when the three gave a hard jerk, the door flew open. There to their amazement was the strange woman from the ship who had been mysteriously following them everywhere they went in Europe. They stood there petrified, staring at the woman.


  “The Bagatelles have packed and gone,” the woman said quickly, and she thrust some papers at Mandie. “Read these. You’ll understand.”


  Mandie took the papers and her friends crowded around. Without their noticing, the woman quickly left the house.


  “Look at this!” Mandie said, holding out a single sheet of the paper.


  “Those people were reporters for a magazine. This is a letter giving them the assignment to investigate the rumors of singing at this house. Of all the nerve, pretending to be friends of the Thalers.”


  Jonathan and Celia quickly read it. “And the editor wrote the note that was supposed to have been from the Thalers inviting them to come visit. They knew all the time the Thalers were gone and they picked this time to get into the house.”


  “This is some kind of a diary they’d been keeping,” Mandie said, showing them a small notebook in the stack of papers. “Look at that. They wrote here that they were planning to lock the lady up somewhere so everyone would still think the tower was haunted. They didn’t want anyone to see her because they wanted to write about how mysterious the singing was.”


  “I knew there was something wrong about those people,” Jonathan said while he and Celia were looking over the notebook.


  Suddenly Mandie said, “In all the excitement, I’ve forgotten Snowball!” She turned around and went back to see where the kitten had run off to.


  She opened the door with Jonathan and Celia behind her and the three gasped. “The stairs to the tower!” the three cried together as they surveyed the narrow, winding staircase that went all the way up, out of sight.


  “Come on!” Mandie said to her friends as she led the way.


  By the time they got to the top their legs were rubbery. “Look!” she cried as she came to a room at the top, “this is the tower room!”


  Her friends joined her. They looked around the stone-walled room. There was nothing there, not a single piece of furniture except for an old wooden crate sitting by one of the windows. Mandie quickly examined the curtains.


  “The curtains are clean. I told y’all,” she said. “Someone has been keeping the curtains clean.”


  They looked out the windows and could see all the way to the Alps.


  Suddenly there was a loud meow, and Mandie looked around to find Snowball sitting on a high ledge near a window. “I’m sorry I forgot all about you, Snowball,” Mandie ran to rescue him.


  “Mandie, I think we’d better go back downstairs,” Celia said. “Your grandmother is going to wonder where we are.”


  “You’re right. Let’s go. I want to talk to Miss Zaranova anyway,” Mandie said.


  The three young people and Snowball went back down the stairs faster than they had come up, even though it was dark in the windowless stairwell.


  When they arrived at the bottom, the door was shut. Trying to open it, Jonathan discovered it was locked. “Someone locked the door,” Jonathan announced.


  “Now what?” Mandie said, picking up Snowball so he wouldn’t run away again.


  “Let’s knock real hard. Someone will hear us, I’m sure,” Celia said.


  The three of them knocked hard for a few minutes, but they thought no one had heard. Then a key turned in the door and Mrs. Hedgewick stood there in the doorway.


  “Where have you been?” she asked sternly.


  “We’re sorry, Mrs. Hedgewick,” Mandie apologized. “You see, a woman we sorta know came out of here and left the door open. We found out the stairs led to the tower, so that’s where we’ve been.”


  “You should not have gone up those steps. They are in dangerous condition. The foundation is cracking,” Mrs. Hedgewick reprimanded them. She looked at the girls’ nightclothes. “Don’t you young ladies think you ought to go dress or go back to bed now?”


  Mandie and Celia suddenly realized they had been running around in their nightclothes. Jonathan laughed as they walked out into the hallway. Mrs. Hedgewick locked the door behind them.


  “Come to think of it, my grandmother and Senator Morton were dressed when they came out of the house a while ago,” Mandie said. “We’re the only ones running around half-dressed.”


  “What shall we do?” Celia asked.


  “Oh, well, since everyone has already seen us this way, we might as well go on into the parlor,” Mandie decided. She still held on to Snowball and the papers the woman had given her as she led the way to the parlor.


  Mrs. Taft, Senator Morton, and Uncle Ned were sitting near Miss Zaranova, evidently having an interesting visit with her. When the young people entered the room, the woman stood up and said, “My, my, here are my fans. You almost missed me, dears. I must be going home now.”


  Uncle Ned stood up and said, “I take lady home. I see where she live.”


  “Would you please, Uncle Ned?” Mrs. Taft said. “Now that we’ve found her, we don’t want to lose her.”


  “Grandmother, please let me go, too,” Mandie begged.


  “And me,” Jonathan said.


  “And me, too,” Celia said.


  “All right, I suppose since we’re all up and around it’ll be all right,” Mrs. Taft replied. “But, Amanda and Celia, you must get dressed—and quickly—this lady won’t wait much longer.”


  The girls rushed upstairs, dressed, and returned as fast as they could. Mrs. Taft had made arrangements with Mrs. Hedgewick for Uncle Ned to use the pony cart.


  Miss Zaranova showed them the way over rough trails and through thickets that the pony and cart could barely get through. At last they came within sight of a tiny shack high on the side of a mountain. Then they had to leave the cart and walk the rest of the way up the steep incline.


  “You sure do live a long way up the mountain, Miss Zaranova, to come all the way down to the chalet every night,” Mandie remarked as they climbed upward.


  “Walking is good for the legs, keeps them trim,” the lady said.


  The young people noticed she didn’t seem to be out of breath at all when they reached the hut. She stopped them at the door and turned to say, “I will bid you good-night here. I must go inside and get my rest.”


  Uncle Ned told the woman, “We will see you again.”


  “Yes, please do,” Miss Zaranova replied as she opened the warped door, its rusty hinges squeaking in protest.


  The young people got a glimpse inside, seeing only meager furnishings. Then the woman closed the door behind her.


  “Oh, she is pitiful,” Mandie said with tears in her voice. “We’ve got to do something to help her.”


  “Yes, we must share what Big God gives us,” Uncle Ned agreed as they started back down hill.


  When they arrived back at the house, Mrs. Taft and the senator were still in the parlor waiting for them. After the young people discussed the pitiful plight of the woman, they all decided to do something to help.


  “Why, I don’t imagine she has enough to eat,” Senator Morton said. “She looked thin as a rail.”


  “She wouldn’t have any way to make a living I don’t suppose,” Mrs. Taft said.


  Mandie spoke up. “Grandmother, I want you to give her all my spending money, the cash you are holding for me for this tour of Europe. I don’t need it.”


  “Mine too, Mrs. Taft,” Celia volunteered.


  “Well, I don’t have any right now, but as soon as I can get some money, I’ll be glad to do my part, too,” Jonathan said.


  Mrs. Taft looked at the group and smiled. “We’ll do something for her before we leave the country.”


  “When are we leaving Switzerland?” Mandie asked.


  “Probably the day after tomorrow,” Mrs. Taft said. “I think we’ve had a nice rest here and it’s time to get out and do something.”


  The young people suddenly remembered the strange woman from the ship, and they all started to tell Mandie’s grandmother about her at once. Mrs. Taft sorted out the facts from their conversation and was amazed that the woman had been seen in the Thalers’ house and that the Bagatelles had turned out to be reporters.


  “I can’t imagine how that woman from the ship ever followed us here, nor have I any idea what she wanted,” Mrs. Taft said. “And those Bagatelles, I knew there was something wrong with them. They just didn’t seem right to me.”


  Mandie turned to her friend Uncle Ned and asked, “Are you going to Germany with us when we leave here, Uncle Ned?”


  “Maybe, Papoose,” he said. His old face wrinkled up with a broad smile.


  “We’re going to visit a real baroness in a real castle there,” Mandie told him. “We met her in Italy, you know, and she insisted that Grandmother and all of us come to visit.”


  “She has a grandson, too,” Celia added. “And he took us for a ride in their motor car in Italy.”


  “The Baroness Geissler,” Mrs. Taft spoke up. “That’s her name.”


  “Grandmother, is there any mystery connected to her castle?” Mandie asked.


  “Not that I know of, dear, but then I’ve never been there,” Mrs. Taft said with a smile.


  “I suppose we’ll just have to wait and see,” Mandie said. Celia and Jonathan both nodded their agreement.
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  CHAPTER ONE


  LOST IN THE GERMAN MOUNTAINS


  The carriage bounced along as the horses led it down the mountainous road in Germany. Mandie, Celia, and Jonathan held to each other now and then to keep from sliding off their long seat. Mrs. Taft, Mandie’s grandmother, and Senator Morton sat talking on the other seat, seemingly unaware of the jolts and unusual speed. Snowball, Mandie’s white kitten, was safely snuggled between his mistress and the side of the carriage.


  “These horses sure do fly!” Mandie said over the noise of the crunching gravel under the wheels. “Especially going downhill.”


  “Everyone drives fast in Germany,” Jonathan told her. He had visited the country before.


  “I’m anxious to see the castle where we’re going to be staying, but I wish the driver would slow the horses down a little,” Celia remarked as the shaking carriage jarred her words. She was sitting in the middle between Mandie and Jonathan.


  Mandie leaned toward her two friends and said in a low voice, “I know Grandmother told the driver to hurry because she wanted to get to the Baroness’s castle before dark, but I think the man is overdoing


  Her friends nodded in silent agreement.


  It was summertime in 1901. A tour of Europe was part of the education of all young people whose families could afford it. Mrs. Taft had brought thirteen-year-old Mandie and her friend Celia Hamilton to Europe while their school was recessed for the summer. Senator Morton, an old family friend, had come along.


  Jonathan Guyer was supposed to be visiting relatives in Paris, but they weren’t home when the group had visited that city. Therefore, he had traveled on with them under the care of Senator Morton, who was a friend of his father.


  Mandie and the others had sailed to England from the United States. From there they had gone to Paris, on to Rome, and then to Switzerland. Now they were on their way to visit the Baroness Geissler, whom they had met in Rome. She had invited them to stay in her castle while in Germany.


  Mandie, one hand grasping the passenger rope by the window, glanced outside in time to see a sharp curve descending steeply before them. She squeezed Celia’s right hand tighter, causing Celia to grab Jonathan’s hand with her left. Mandie released her hold on the passenger rope and grasped her kitten by his red collar.


  “Don’t look out!” Mandie gasped, quickly closing her eyes.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton suddenly became aware of the speed at which they were traveling as the vehicle suddenly lurched with an ear-splitting screech and then seemed to float through the air. Everyone clutched at everyone else as the carriage flipped over on its side and landed with a loud crash.


  Mandie had managed to hold on to Snowball. He was frightened and meowing loudly.


  Ignoring her pain, she scrambled to her hands and knees to look for her grandmother while she still held on to Snowball. Mrs. Taft lay silently near an open window, a dislodged seat across her legs. Senator Morton, bright red blood flowing down his cheek from a cut on his forehead, was trying to lift the broken seat to free her.


  “Grandmother!” Mandie cried, tears blinding her as she crawled to Mrs. Taft’s side. “Grandmother! Please wake up!” Mandie ran a hand lightly over her grandmother’s face.


  Then she stopped to look around her. Jonathan was nowhere to be seen. “He must have been thrown out when the carriage turned  over,” she said, anxiously. Turning back to her grandmother, she saw that Senator Morton had managed to remove the seat and Mrs. Taft’s eyelids fluttered.


  “Grandmother!” Mandie cried. She touched her face again. This time her grandmother’s eyes opened and she looked at Mandie in shock.


  “What happened?” she asked as the senator helped her to sit up. Then she caught sight of the wreck they were sitting in. “Oh, dear!” Senator Morton wiped the blood from his face with his handkerchief and she quickly asked, “Are you all right?”


  “Yes, I’m all right,” Senator Morton said, patting the cut on his forehead with his handkerchief. “It’s just a scratch. I think we’d better all get out of here before what’s left of this vehicle slides down the mountain. Let me help you.”


  “Jonathan is missing!” Mandie announced as she crawled to the open door. The carriage was lying on its side and Mandie had to pull herself up to get out. With Snowball in one arm she climbed out and Celia quickly followed. Mrs. Taft and the senator came out after them.


  Mandie looked around. The sun had set and the light was growing dim. Debris was scattered all around the wrecked carriage. She spotted one of her bags far below. There was no sign of Jonathan—and the driver of the carriage, where was he?


  Mrs. Taft spoke behind her, showing her obvious frustration, “Where is that driver? He has completely ruined everything. Just look at our belongings scattered all over the mountainside.”


  “The horses are gone, too,” Senator Morton said. “Evidently they broke loose when the carriage turned over.”


  There was a sudden rustling sound uphill from where they were standing. Mandie looked up to see Jonathan waving at them as he tried to make his way down the steep, rocky slope.


  “Jonathan!” Mandie called to him. “I’m so glad you’re all right!”


  “I see the driver now,” Senator Morton said as he looked below.


  The others turned as the driver slowly made his way up to them.


  “I hope he has a good explanation for what has happened. We could have been killed,” Mrs. Taft said, turning to the girls. “Are you sure y’all are all right?”


  Mandie tied Snowball’s leash to a nearby bush and put him down.


   “I’m all right, I guess, but pretty dirty,” Mandie said, brushing her rumpled traveling suit. She straightened her bonnet and tucked the stray wisps of blond hair inside.


  “I think I have a few scratches, but nothing serious,” Celia said. She also began brushing at her clothes, but suddenly withdrew her left hand. “Oh! That hurt!” She rubbed her hand gingerly.


  “Let me see, dear,” Mrs. Taft said, moving slowly over the rocks to reach Celia. She examined the hand and Celia winced at her touch. “I don’t believe any bones are broken, but you may have a bad sprain. We’ll need to put it in a sling so you won’t strain it further. Here, let’s use this.” Mrs. Taft removed the flowered silk scarf from her neck and placed it around Celia’s, tying it in a knot, and then placing Celia’s hand inside. “There, dear. We’ll have a doctor look at it just as soon as we can get to one.”


  “Thank you, Mrs. Taft,” Celia said, trying to smile.


  Jonathan reached them a few seconds before the driver.


  “How did you get up there?” Mandie asked.


  “When I saw the carriage was going to flip, I jumped out,” Jonathan told her.


  “You’re lucky you didn’t break anything,” Senator Morton said.


  “Only a few scratches and bruises,” the boy said, smiling mischievously as he patted his knees.


  The driver finally made it up the steep incline. He was huffing and puffing as he spoke, “I am sorry for what happened, madam, sir,” he said with a British accent as he stood sheepishly before Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton. “With your permission I will go seek help.”


  “From where?” Mrs. Taft demanded. “We’re in the middle of the mountains! You should have been more careful. Our belongings are strewn all over the mountainside and are no doubt ruined. We are all bruised, scratched, and cut. How could you have been so careless?” she scolded.


  “I apologize, madam,” the man said, not meeting her eyes. “You had given me orders to hurry, and I was only trying to do what you asked.”


  “Oh, but I didn’t mean to absolutely fly! You could have hurried at a safer speed,” Mrs. Taft replied.


  “If we had gone slower we would not have reached your destination before midnight,” the man said. “But please understand that I  am greatly distressed with what has happened. Now I will go down the road to look for help. I have never been on this route before, and I have no idea how far I will have to go, but I will return just as soon as possible.”


  As he turned to go, Mandie noticed that he was limping. He had probably injured his leg in the accident.


  “Are you hurt?” she asked, anxiously.


  “No, miss, not really, thank you,” he replied.


  “I am sorry you have to walk,” Senator Morton spoke up. “I would volunteer to go with you, but I suppose it’s best I stay here with the ladies.”


  “Yes,” the man agreed with a nod as he walked on down the rough road.


  “Now, there’s no telling when he’ll be back. We may have a long wait,” Mrs. Taft remarked, assessing their helpless situation.


  “While we wait, Jonathan, why don’t you and I gather up our belongings?” Senator Morton suggested as he pulled the broken seat out of the carriage and set it down. “Mrs. Taft, maybe you’d like to rest here.”


  Mrs. Taft looked at him with a smile, adjusted her skirts, and sat down. “Thank you, Senator Morton, that was thoughtful of you.”


  “I’ll help you,” Mandie told the senator as she followed him down the trail.


  “I will, too,” Celia added.


  “No, Celia,” Mandie ordered. “Remember, you have only one good hand. You can stay here and keep an eye on Snowball. That would help.”


  “Well, all right,” Celia replied, turning back. The white kitten was playing around the loose rocks at the end of his leash. Celia sat down on a large boulder near him and watched.


  “Senator Morton, sir, why don’t you gather the things nearby, and I’ll do the climbing up and down the hill necessary to get the rest?” Jonathan offered.


  Senator Morton stopped, looked at him with a smile, and said, “You’re right. I’m not as young as I used to be. You be careful though.”


  “Yes, sir,” Jonathan replied, and turning to Mandie, said, “You get the small items and I’ll get the heavier ones.”


   “But that’s a trunk down there. I’ll help you carry it,” Mandie said, pointing downhill.


  Jonathan looked at the trunk. “It does look pretty big. All right, let’s go.” He took her hand as they made their way down the mountainside.


  Fortunately, Mandie had worn her everyday shoes because the dressy ones were not comfortable. She would never have been able to walk over this rough terrain with the heels on her newer ones.


  “This sure was a terrible thing to happen,” Mandie murmured as they carefully made their way down the rough slope. “But, you know, we’re awfully lucky that no one was seriously hurt.”


  “When I felt the carriage about to turn over, I just knew we’d end up in a pile, that’s why I jumped out,” Jonathan repeated.


  “It was all so sudden, I don’t even know exactly what happened,” Mandie said, shaking her head.


  “A rear wheel broke,” Jonathan told her. “I was in a carriage once before when that happened, but we were going at a much slower speed so it didn’t turn over. And no one was injured.”


  As they approached the trunk, Mandie said, “This is my grandmother’s trunk. Thank goodness it didn’t burst open.”


  They each grasped a leather handle, and Jonathan lifted one end of the trunk. Mandie could barely get the other end off the ground.


  “Whew! This is going to be slow going,” she gasped as she tightened her grip on the handle.


  Jonathan straightened up to look around. “I think if we got this thing out onto the trail it would be easier to go uphill with it.”


  Mandie followed his gaze. A trail meandered around rocks and shrubbery, rather than going straight up to where the others waited, but it would be safer than climbing over the uncleared area.


  “You’re right,” she agreed. “I know Grandmother is probably watching us, and we’ll be out of her sight on that curve, but let’s try it.”


  “If I lift my end too high it will throw the weight on you, so I’ll try to keep it level with yours,” Jonathan explained as they carried the trunk a few steps and then stopped to let Mandie flex her hand.


  After they got onto the smoother dirt of the trail, Mandie didn’t have to watch her feet so closely. At one point when they paused, Mandie exclaimed, “I see my bag over there! I’ll come back for it.”


  “And there’s mine,” Jonathan said, motioning toward the other side of the trail.


  When they finally reached the wrecked carriage, Senator Morton had recovered all the small items, so Mandie and Jonathan went back down to retrieve their bags.


  Coming back up, Mandie told Jonathan, “I’m glad your aunt and uncle weren’t home when we got to Paris, so you could come on the rest of the trip with us.” She looked up at the dark-haired boy and smiled.


  “I am, too,” Jonathan replied. “I’m sure we’re having a lot more interesting time, what with carriage wrecks, thieves in Rome, that mystery in Switzerland, and all the other things we’ve been involved in.” He laughed and swung his bag in the air. “My aunt and uncle will never believe any of this when we finally catch up with them.”


  “Your father may catch up with us first,” Mandie reminded him.


  “He never has let Senator Morton know exactly what his plans are, so I’d guess that we’ll be back in Paris before he turns up,” Jonathan said.


  “But we have lots more traveling to do yet,” Mandie said, switching her bag to the other hand as they climbed the hill.


  Celia stood up as the two reached the spot where the others were waiting. She extended her good hand for Mandie’s bag, and said, “Mandie, I feel so useless, letting you and Jonathan do all the work.” She set the bag down near the rest of the luggage.


  “No, Celia, you are far from useless,” Mandie assured her as she caught her breath. “You watched Snowball, and that can be quite a job sometimes.” She bent to tickle the kitten under his chin. He stood up on his hind feet, meowing to be picked up. “You see, he’s spoiled rotten, wanting me to pick him up after I’ve traipsed down the mountainside twice.” She laughed and picked up the kitten, then sat on a rock to rest.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton were talking quietly nearby, and the young people listened.


  “I am just about at the end of my rope,” Mandie’s grandmother complained. “If that man doesn’t come back with help soon, it’s going to be dark as pitch out here in these mountains, and I’m already feeling cold.”


  Senator Morton quickly stood up and reached for a bag nearby. “I  believe your cloak is in this bag. Let me get it for you.” He pulled out the heavy brown garment and draped it around her shoulders.


  “Oh, thank you, Senator,” Mrs. Taft said, pulling the cape more tightly around her. “This is much better. I don’t mean to complain, but I have never been in such a predicament where I have felt so helpless to do anything.”


  “I know what you mean,” Senator Morton agreed. “If the driver doesn’t return soon, perhaps I should go looking for help.”


  “Why, Senator, I’d be frightened to death without you here to protect us,” Mrs. Taft said. “There’s no telling who might come down that road.”


  Mandie held her breath to keep from giggling. Her grandmother knew just what to say to impress the senator. She looked at her friends and found them grinning, too.


  Darkness covered the mountainside now, and the young people also pulled out their wraps against the cooler night air. Celia huddled near Mandie. Mandie looked at her friend by the moonlight, and realized her hand must be hurting. She put her arm around Celia and held Snowball tightly in her lap.


  “Is there anything I can do to make your hand feel better?” Mandie asked her.


  “No, I don’t think so, Mandie,” Celia said in a low voice. “I’ve had a sprain before. It just has to work itself out. I’ll be all right.”


  “Are you sure?” Jonathan asked.


  “Yes, I’m sure,” Celia said, taking a deep breath. “Let’s talk about something else, if y’all don’t mind.”


  “Like what the baroness will be thinking when we don’t arrive on schedule?” Jonathan asked with a laugh.


  “Maybe she’ll send someone to look for us,” Mandie said hopefully.


  “I don’t think so. She won’t know we’ve had a wreck,” Jonathan said.


  “She might think we got lost,” Celia said.


  “And if she thinks that, she might send someone to look for us,” Mandie reasoned.


  “Maybe that driver will be back soon with another carriage,” Jonathan said.


   “If only Uncle Ned had come with us,” Mandie mused. “He’d know what to do. He always does.”


  Uncle Ned was her father’s old Cherokee friend, and when her father died the Indian had promised to watch over Mandie. He had been true to his promise. But at this particular time he had gone on horseback by a different route in order to stop and visit a friend whom he had known in the United States, and who was now in Germany on business. Uncle Ned planned to catch up with them at the castle. The exact time of his arrival there was uncertain.


  “Amanda, y’all be sure you keep your wraps on,” Mrs. Taft called. “I don’t want any of you to catch cold.”


  “We could build a fire like the Indians do back home, Grandmother,” Mandie suggested.


  “No, we’d better not do that. It could get out of control,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “The driver will probably come back soon now,” Senator Morton said, trying to encourage them.


  “Seems like he’s been gone an awfully long time. You’d think he would have met up with someone by now,” Mandie said, shifting her sleeping kitten in her lap.


  Suddenly Snowball woke up. He bristled his fur and stood.


  “Snowball sees or hears something!” Mandie remarked, watching her kitten.


  “Probably some wild animal,” Jonathan said.


  As the young people listened they heard a faint sound in the distance.


  “It’s a horse!” Celia said, rising excitedly.


  “You’re right,” Mandie agreed. She stood and put Snowball down on his leash.


  “Only one horse. Listen,” Jonathan said.


  The clopping sound was closer. Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton were standing now and looking, too.


  Everyone watched the road for any sign of help. Snowball growled at the end of his leash as a large dog trotted down the road and a lone horseman came slowly behind him.


  Mandie strained in the darkness to see if it might be the carriage driver or, miracle of miracles, Uncle Ned. As the horse drew nearer she knew it couldn’t be Uncle Ned. The rider was too small. He didn’t look like the driver either. But whoever he was, maybe he would get them some help.


  Quickly handing Snowball’s leash to Jonathan, Mandie said, “I’m going to see who it is.”


  Jonathan tied the leash to a bush and joined her.


  Celia stayed by the kitten, and Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton stood watching.


  Mandie reached the edge of the road with Jonathan right behind her just as the rider came by. The dog spotted the two and barked viciously.


  The rider drew up his horse. When he did, the dog backed up against the horse’s legs and stopped barking.


  “Mister, can you help us?” Mandie called to the man. She was afraid to go any closer.


  “Sprechen Sie Englisch?” Jonathan asked loudly.


  “Nein, nein!” came the quick, harsh reply as the rider leaned forward to peer at them.


  “What did you say to him?” Mandie whispered.


  “I only asked if he spoke English, and he said no,” Jonathan explained.


  “He sounds awfully upset about something,” Mandie said softly.


  The rider began yelling and talking in a language that Jonathan could not understand. Senator Morton and Mrs. Taft, who had come over to see what was going on, could not understand either.


  “I don’t recognize the language,” the senator said.


  “Neither do I, but then I can’t hear him very well,” Mrs. Taft said. “His voice is muffled.”


  “Yes,” the senator agreed.


  Jonathan tried speaking to the man in French, but he either ignored him or couldn’t understand. Suddenly he stood up in the stirrups and fired a gun in the air, then went racing off down the steep road, the dog running after him.


  The group stood looking blankly at one another while the shot echoed away in the distance.


  “That man was either crazy, drunk, or scared,” Jonathan declared.


  Mandie turned toward where they’d been sitting, and found Celia right behind her.


   “I had to see what was going on,” Celia whispered.


  “I don’t believe anybody knows what was going on,” Mandie said.


  “Well, it wasn’t the driver. That’s for sure,” Jonathan said as he joined the girls.


  “Amanda,” Mrs. Taft spoke to her, “I think it’s best if you do not rush up to strangers like that again, especially in the dark. It could be dangerous.”


  “Yes, Grandmother. I just thought maybe it was someone who could help us,” Mandie said. She picked up Snowball and hugged him close.


  Senator Morton cleared his throat and announced his decision: “We can’t stay out here all night. If that driver doesn’t come back within the hour, I will go look for help myself.”


  “I’ll go with you,” Mandie volunteered.


  “Amanda!” Mrs. Taft reproved her.


  “But, Grandmother, a person should never go off alone in a strange place,” Mandie countered.


  “You wouldn’t be of much help in an emergency,” her grandmother said.


  “I will go with you, Senator Morton,” Jonathan offered.


  “No, Jonathan. One of us needs to stay here with the ladies—to protect them,” Senator Morton said.


  “Well—” Jonathan began.


  Mandie interrupted, “You see, Grandmother. I’m the only logical one to go with Senator Morton. Celia has hurt her hand, and Jonathan must stay here to protect you. That leaves me to go.”


  “Senator Morton hasn’t asked you to go, and besides, he hasn’t decided for sure that he will go,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “I’ll wait a little while longer, and if the man doesn’t return we’ll go,” the senator said. “That is, if Amanda insists, and you agree, Mrs. Taft. It will be fine with me if she goes.”


  “All right, but you’re not to leave Senator Morton’s side. Is that understood?” Mrs. Taft asked sternly.


  “Yes, Grandmother, I understand,” Mandie quickly replied. “Thank you, Grandmother.”


  When the driver did not return within the hour, Mandie left her kitten with her friends, and she and the senator set out down the road.


   The night became lighter as the full moon appeared from behind the trees, but as they walked on, the road became rougher.


  Suddenly the moonlight was obliterated by a dense forest through which the road passed. There was no other way to go but through the forest.


  CHAPTER TWO


  SILENT HELP


  Senator Morton slowed his steps and looked ahead. Mandie stayed right by his side.


  “I do hope there’s light enough to find our way through all those trees,” he said.


  “I’ve been through lots of forests, Senator Morton, back home in Swain County,” Mandie told him. “After you get inside, your eyes adjust to the darkness. Then you can see all the night creatures, the owls, and the birds sleeping, and the crickets jumping all around.”


  “Yes, you’re right, my dear,” the senator said, looking down at her. “But you must remember to stay close to me. I don’t want to lose you.”


  “I will, Senator Morton,” Mandie promised. “I don’t want to lose you either.” She smiled up at the tall man as they walked on through the forest.


  Mandie looked around, listening for the usual sounds she knew from the woods back home. She couldn’t hear a single creature. She held her skirts close to keep from snagging them on the bushes along the way, and stayed as close by the senator’s side as possible, until the road became too narrow for two people to walk abreast.


  Senator Morton put a hand on Mandie’s shoulder. “Wait, dear,” he said. “This so-called road has turned into a mere pathway that would  never accommodate anything as large as a carriage. Either we missed a turn somewhere or the road has run out.”


  “The driver said he had never been on this route before,” Mandie said, trying to see ahead of them in the darkness. “Maybe this isn’t the right road. I mean, maybe the driver didn’t know how to get to the castle at all.”


  “That could very well be,” Senator Morton agreed. “I wonder if we should go back to the wreck and go in the opposite direction.”


  “It’d be a long walk before we’d find anyone,” Mandie reminded him. “Remember, it was all mountains the way we came, and no sign of anyone or any dwelling after we stopped at that inn to eat today.”


  “Yes, the road did seem to be deserted, but then your grandmother and I were busy talking and I didn’t really notice,” Senator Morton replied.


  “Since we’ve already come this far, why don’t we just see what’s beyond this forest?” Mandie suggested.


  “This could be a huge stand of trees,” Senator Morton said.


  “You know, I just realized something,” Mandie said, looking up at him in the darkness. “That man on the horse came this way. There must be something beyond these woods.”


  “I don’t think we want to meet up with that man again,” Senator Morton said. “However, as you say, he had to be going somewhere. I suppose we could go a little farther.”


  “Good idea,” Mandie quickly agreed.


  Mandie walked in front of the senator on the narrow path. As they moved along slowly, silently, she kept listening. The only sounds were their own movements, the rustle of leaves as they brushed by them, and the crack of twigs beneath their feet.


  There was a moldy odor. The forest was damp, with lots of dead underbrush.


  After what seemed an awfully long time to Mandie, Senator Morton finally spoke.


  “Wait,” he said. “This must go on for miles and miles. And the path is so winding we may never find our way back if we keep going. Besides, if we do find someone to ask for help, how will we ever explain where the others are?”


  “I can find the way back,” Mandie told him. “I’m one-fourth Cherokee, remember? And Uncle Ned taught me how to mark a trail. If you  want me to, I’ll just start breaking twigs to show the way we’ve come.” She let go of her long skirts and reached out to bend a twig on a bush. When it cracked she left it dangling. Senator Morton stood watching her, fascinated.


  “Now how do you propose to find the bent twigs on the way back in this darkness?” he asked.


  “Oh, that’s easy,” Mandie said. “You see, you bend twigs on the same side of the path all the way, and at the same height. Then all you have to do is look along the same line as you trace them back.”


  “Oh, I see, but what if you don’t find bushes the same height down the path? Or you run out of bushes altogether?” he asked.


  Mandie picked up a stick in the pathway and bent to make a mark in the dirt. “Then you mark the trail this way,” she explained, making a crude arrow design.


  “That sounds reasonable enough,” Senator Morton said.


  “Well, are we going ahead now?” she asked, straightening up to catch his response.


  “If you think you can find the way back,” the senator replied with a big smile.


  “I can assure you we won’t get lost!” Mandie said, turning to walk ahead.


  An opening in the forest came before they knew it. The moon had disappeared though, and they found themselves in darkness almost equal to the deep forest.


  “Well, we made it through,” Mandie said, looking up at the clouded sky.


  “Yes, and I do believe it’s going to rain,” the senator said.


  They stood there surveying the situation. There was no sign of anyone or any dwelling, but the open space seemed to go on for miles. And the pathway they had been following intersected with a wide road.


  “Look!” Mandie said, pointing to the road crossing in front of them. “Now which way do we go?”


  Senator Morton went ahead to inspect the road and Mandie followed. “I’d say this is a well-traveled highway,” he determined. “And since we are supposed to be journeying north, the direction to the castle should be to the right.”


  “Are we going all the way to the castle by ourselves?” Mandie asked.


   “Not if we can find help before we get that far,” the senator said. “And there should be somebody on this road. Let’s go.”


  Even though they had made it through the forest, Mandie was tired and just couldn’t get up much speed. After all, her legs weren’t as long as the senator’s.


  “I think I see some boulders over there.” The senator pointed to the left of the roadway. “Let’s sit for a few minutes and catch our breath.”


  “Thanks,” Mandie said. “I hope I’m not slowing you down.”


  “Why no, of course not,” Senator Morton said with a smile as he sat down. “These legs of mine aren’t as young as yours. I get tired too.”


  “But mine aren’t as long as yours, so we’re even,” Mandie said, laughing.


  They had hardly sat down when the sky seemed to open up and drenched them with a heavy downpour.


  “Shall we go back to the woods for shelter?” Senator Morton asked as he turned up the collar of his coat.


  “Oh, no, I won’t melt, if you won’t,” Mandie said, pulling her cloak tighter around her. “Let’s just get going. We might be real close to some place where we can get in out of the rain.”


  Senator Morton got up and shook the rainwater off his hat, then replaced it on his white hair.


  “I hope your grandmother and the others can find some protection from this sudden downpour,” he said as they started walking down the road.


  “I do, too. We’ll never hear the last of it if my grandmother’s bonnet gets ruined,” Mandie said with a laugh. “Especially after all the damage to our things in the accident. And I’m not sure they will be able to shelter our luggage from the rain.”


  “That was such a devastating thing,” the senator replied. “We have to be thankful no one was killed or seriously hurt.”


  Mandie suddenly started jumping up and down and pointing down the road ahead of them. “I see a light! A light!” she cried, excitedly.


  “Yes, I see it, too. Just ahead,” the senator said.


  “Thank the Lord!” Mandie said, hurrying ahead despite the downpour. Her cloak was wet and heavy, slowing her progress. She reached down and gathered the skirt of it up into her arms.


  Senator Morton followed closely. As they neared the light, Mandie  could see that it was inside a small building. She breathed a sigh of relief. There must be someone there and maybe they would have a vehicle of some kind that could take them to Baroness Geissler’s castle.


  When they finally reached the dwelling, the rain suddenly stopped. Mandie turned to smile at Senator Morton and then started toward the door.


  She dropped the skirt of her cloak and tried to shake out some of the water as she knocked. She could hear someone moving about inside but no one answered. She knocked again.


  “I can hear someone in there, but they won’t come to the door,” she told Senator Morton.


  “Yes, I can hear someone, too. Here, let me try,” he said, stepping up and knocking heavily on the door. “Anyone home? Is there anyone home?” he called through the door.


  The noise inside continued, but there was no response.


  “I’ll see if I can look through a window,” Mandie suggested, stepping off the tiny stoop and going around the side of the hut.


  She pressed her face close to the glass and could see an old man inside. He was replenishing the fire in his iron stove. She knocked on the glass but he didn’t turn to look. As she watched she saw him put the last stick of wood in the stove. He turned to open a back door. She quickly ran around to the back.


  Mandie gasped as the man opened the door and looked at her. “Mister, can you help us? We’ve had a wreck.”


  The man looked at her in bewilderment without uttering a word.


  “I believe the man’s deaf,” Senator Morton spoke up from behind her.


  “Deaf? Oh, dear!” Mandie said. “What will we do now?”


  “Let’s try writing a note,” Senator Morton suggested as he took a pad and pen from his pocket and quickly scribbled something on it. He held it out to the man, who was still staring at them.


  The old man grunted, shook his head, and backed away.


  “Maybe he doesn’t understand English, Senator Morton. Why don’t you try writing in German?” Mandie said.


  “Of course,” the senator said, writing again, this time in German. He extended the note to the man.


  The man’s face lit up and he reached for the note pad. He quickly  wrote a reply and gave it back to Senator Morton. Then the man stepped back and motioned for them to come inside his house.


  “I asked him if we could find a carriage or some conveyance to pick up your grandmother and your friends and go on to the castle,” Senator Morton explained. “He wrote back that his name is Heider. He works for the baroness and this is her property. He will go to the castle for help while we stay here and dry out by his fire.”


  The senator wrote a thank-you to the man who was hustling into a jacket and hat. He nodded, motioned for them to sit by his stove, and quickly left.


  “At last!” Mandie sighed as she removed her wet cloak and sat on a low stool. “We’ll soon be able to get Grandmother and Celia and Jonathan and go on to the castle!” She took off her bonnet, which had been covered by the hood of her cloak.


  “Yes, and I’m afraid they’re thinking we’ve gotten lost by now,” Senator Morton said.


  “The baroness must live in an isolated part of the country if this is her property. We haven’t seen a single person or dwelling until now,” Mandie remarked.


  “I understand it’s a huge estate,” Senator Morton said. “However, Herr Heider—Mr. Heider—said he’d be back right away, so we must be close to the castle.”


  “Or the stables for the castle,” Mandie added.


  Even though Herr Heider did return shortly, the minutes seemed like hours to Mandie as she worried about her grandmother and her friends out there on that mountain road alone. And when she saw the huge elaborate carriage with a uniformed driver, Mandie clasped Herr Heider’s hand and stood on tiptoe to plant a kiss on his cheek. He smiled and gave her a quick squeeze.


  After they were seated inside the carriage, Senator Morton tried to explain to the driver where the others were. He didn’t seem to understand. Mandie spoke up and told him it was through the woods and up a mountain. He smiled knowingly.


  “But this carriage cannot get through the woods, so we go this way,” the driver explained. He indicated the direction of the wide road they had walked. “Stupid driver you had, no one takes that road anymore. A big slide blocked it off years ago. But we find the others soon.” He  quickly closed the door and jumped up on his seat. Then he guided the thoroughbred horses swiftly down the road.


  Even though they were traveling quite fast, Mandie noticed the luxurious carriage didn’t bounce like the one they had rented earlier to carry them to the castle. Even so, she hoped this driver would slow down when he reached the rough road where they had had the wreck.


  After a while it seemed to Mandie that they were going in circles, as the driver kept making left turns at various intersections. Finally she recognized the rough road they were searching for.


  “This is it!” Mandie told the senator, excitedly. “Now we have to watch for the place where Grandmother and Jonathan and Celia are waiting.”


  “Yes, the driver said he would slow down on this road and look for them,” Senator Morton assured her.


  “At least the rain has stopped and the moon is back out,” Mandie said, looking at the sky through the window, while watching for the others.


  Their carriage suddenly stopped and the driver came back to speak to Senator Morton.


  “I see a wrecked vehicle down there, but there are no people around here,” he told him.


  Mandie’s heart beat faster. “Let me out. I want to see,” she said, pushing at the door. The driver helped her down and Senator Morton followed.


  They walked around the spot, calling the others’ names without response.


  “All the luggage is gone, too,” Mandie said, as she came within sight of the place where she and Jonathan had piled it.


  “It sure is,” Senator Morton said.


  “Look, what is that?” she asked, pointing toward the wrecked carriage. “Why it’s an umbrella. It’s open and just standing there.”


  “I do believe it belongs to Jonathan,” Senator Morton said. “I can’t imagine what happened, unless someone else gave them a ride.”


  Mandie spied a piece of paper under the shelter of the umbrella. “Look, a note from Jonathan! It says: ‘The driver sent another carriage for us and he will take us on to the castle. We know you will have some method of transportation when you return, so rather than be drowned  out here in this downpour we are leaving. See you there.’ Well, at least they got a ride.” She handed the note to the senator.


  The driver stood by listening and waiting. Senator Morton turned to him and said, “I suppose all we can do is return to the castle with you. The others should be there before we arrive.”


  “Yes, we will go now,” the driver agreed.


  Mandie snatched up the umbrella and closed it, bringing it along with her.


  “They’re probably dried out and have already eaten while we still slog around in these wet clothes,” Mandie mumbled. Then she straightened up as they neared the waiting carriage and added, “But I’m really glad the driver sent another carriage after them. I know my grandmother must have been awfully worn out by then.”


  She looked at the senator as the driver closed their door.


  “The only sad thing about it is, Jonathan and Celia don’t get to ride in this great big fancy carriage!” she said with a smile.


  “That’s right,” he agreed. “Well, at least the baroness didn’t send her motor car for us.”


  “Oh, goodness, yes!” Mandie exclaimed. “I don’t think I’ll ride in that while we’re here. That one ride in her car in Rome was enough for me!”


  “But she has the latest and most expensive model out right now,” Senator Morton said, smiling.


  “You know me, Senator. I’m a country girl. I love riding in carriages with horses. It’s safer,” Mandie said, quite seriously.


  “Safer? But what about the wreck we had today?” he asked.


  “That was just plain carelessness on the part of the driver,” Mandie replied.


  “Yes, I agree with you,” Senator Morton said. “But one of these days, and soon I predict, we’ll be replacing carriages with motor cars.”


  “Not me. If I live to be a hundred I will keep a carriage.” She glanced out the window and said, “Look, isn’t that Herr Heider’s house?”


  “It’s almost too dark to tell, but I believe it is,” Senator Morton acknowledged.


  “Then we are nearing the castle,” Mandie said. “I do hope the baroness has a lot of good hot food waiting and a nice warm bed.” She sighed with fatigue.


   The driver followed a long, winding, tree-lined road to a huge stone building. As they circled the place, Mandie cried out in excitement when she spotted a real drawbridge let down over a creek on one side. However, the carriage didn’t go inside by that way, as she expected from the stories she had read about castles in the old days. Instead, the driver brought it to a halt in front of a huge doorway, so wide that the vehicle could easily have gone through it.


  As the driver jumped down and opened their door, a uniformed butler appeared in the doorway of the building and stood waiting for them to come up the steps. He spoke to them in perfect British English.


  “The baroness bids you welcome. She is not presently at home but she will return shortly. The housekeeper will get you settled,” he said in a very businesslike manner.


  Mandie looked up at the tall, slender man. Though he was bald, she thought he would have been handsome if he had just smiled at her.


  “Are my grandmother and my friends here yet?” she asked as they paused on the steps.


  “No one else has arrived. Is the baroness expecting more guests?” the man asked.


  “Yes, my grandmother, Mrs.Taft, and my friends, Jonathan Guyer and Celia Hamilton. We were all invited,” Mandie replied.


  “I am sorry. No one else has arrived,” he repeated. “Were you not all together?”


  “Yes, we were,” Senator Morton spoke up. “We had an accident and your driver picked us up at Herr Heider’s house where we had gone for help. When we went back to get the others they were gone, leaving a note to the effect that someone had come for them.”


  The driver of the baroness’s carriage had been standing in the yard listening to the conversation and now he said, “Perhaps they have not had time. I know the shorter way.”


  “You’re probably right,” Mandie agreed.


  An older woman in a crisp uniform came out to stand behind the butler. “If you will come with me,” she said. “My name is Jahn and I am the housekeeper of the baroness. This way, please.”


  She led them inside through several jumbled passageways with stone floors and big woooden doors to various rooms. Finally they came to some narrow stone steps.


   “You will occupy the rooms on the next floor,” she informed them, and hurried on ahead up the stairs.


  “I can’t imagine my grandmother going up and down steps like these, so steep and narrow and not even a handrail to hold on to,” Mandie remarked to the senator as they followed the housekeeper.


  Frau Jahn heard the remark and turned back to tell them, “Oh, but there are other stairs with handrails. These are only the first we happened to come to.”


  “That’s good,” Mandie replied. “I’m sure she’ll prefer those with a rail.”


  The woman showed them rooms upstairs near the end of a long hallway. She pushed open one door and turned to the senator, “This one for you, sir.” Stepping across the corridor she opened another door and spoke to Mandie, “And this one for you.”


  “Thank you,” Mandie said as the senator also thanked the woman. Pausing in the doorway, she turned around to exclaim, “I forgot! We don’t even have our luggage. We can’t change out of these wet clothes until Grandmother and the others get here.”


  “Oh, well, at least we can wash up,” Senator Morton said, turning to enter his room.


  “I can find a robe for you, young lady,” the housekeeper offered. “And if you will give me your wet clothes I will dry them for you.”


  “Oh, thank you,” Mandie replied.


  “And, sir, I can get something for you also if you wish to stay in your room,” Frau Jahn said. “I will have the maid bring both of you some hot food. I’ll be right back.” She hurried down the hallway.


  “I hope Grandmother gets here soon,” Mandie said as she went into her room. “See you tomorrow morning, Senator.”


  “Yes, dear, I hope you sleep well,” the senator replied as he closed the door to his room.


  The housekeeper soon returned with a fancy silk robe that was a little big for Mandie, but it felt comfortable after the wet clothes. After Frau Jahn had taken her clothes away and the maid brought some food, Mandie curled up in a big chair in front of a roaring fire in the huge fireplace.


  She was so tired she soon dozed off. A falling log in the fireplace woke her. She jerked upright and for a moment wondered where she  was. The cuckoo clock on the mantelpiece “cuckooed” two o’clock in the morning.


  “Goodness, Grandmother must not have gotten here yet,” she said to herself. “Or somebody would have brought my luggage.”


  She rose and paced the floor, and finally decided to knock on the senator’s door.


  “Senator Morton, are you still up?” she called through the door.


  “Yes, dear, I am,” he replied, opening the door to his room. He was wearing somebody’s workclothes.


  “Has my grandmother gotten here yet?” Mandie asked.


  “No, I don’t believe so,” he said.


  “Shouldn’t they have been here a long time ago?” she asked, anxiously.


  “I would think so. In fact, I was wondering if I should go down and ask whether there has been any word from them,” Senator Morton said with a frown.


  “Please do, Senator Morton. I’m really worried,” Mandie told him.


  He went downstairs while Mandie waited in her room with the door open. When he returned he reported that the baroness kept various shifts of people working twenty-four hours, but the man he spoke to had not received any news. The baroness had come home some time ago, had waited up for her other guests, and finally gone to bed.


  Mandie began pacing the floor again. Where, oh, where could Grandmother, Jonathan, and Celia be?


  CHAPTER THREE


  TOGETHER AGAIN


  Senator Morton stood in the open doorway to Mandie’s room as they talked.


  “What are we going to do?” Mandie asked. “Do you think they got lost? Or maybe had another accident?”


  “I suppose we could borrow the carriage and recruit a driver to go look for them,” the senator suggested. “There seem to be plenty of people working around this place, and I’m sure we could find someone, if not the driver who came and got us—”


  Mandie hastily interrupted him, “Yes, please do, Senator Morton. If you will arrange it, I’ll get dressed real fast.” She turned back into the room and whirled around suddenly. “My clothes! The housekeeper took my clothes to dry them. Please, Senator Morton, could you find out where she took them? I don’t have anything else to put on.”


  “Calm down, dear,” he told her. “You wait here and I’ll be right back with your clothes. I’ll find them somehow. And I’ll also arrange for a driver and carriage.”


  Mandie left her door open to wait impatiently.


  Maybe I shouldn’t have come on this trip to Europe, she thought. The whole thing had been studded with disaster, everywhere they went. Right now she would like to be home in her own bed, with her mother  and Uncle John nearby. Once they were all safely home again she didn’t think she’d ever leave. She was just plumb tuckered out.


  She flopped in the big chair by the fireplace, but bounced right up again. She couldn’t sit still not knowing what was happening to her grandmother, Celia, and Jonathan.


  Senator Morton tapped on the open door. Mandie turned to see him holding a dark cloak.


  “I’m terribly sorry dear, but the maid on duty downstairs says Frau Jahn put your clothes and mine in a room that she keeps locked. She went to bed, and no one else has the key. However, the maid offered you her own cloak,” he explained quickly.


  “Our clothes are locked up? How silly! She knew we’d be needing them soon,” Mandie said, unhappily.


  “Yes, dear, but don’t you understand? The housekeeper hung them to dry in a room where no one would bother them. She did it innocently enough,” the senator said. “Here, let’s see if this cloak will fit. The maid didn’t look much bigger than you.”


  “All right. It’s just that I’m upset about the others not arriving yet,” Mandie said, quickly throwing the cloak over the robe she was wearing.


  “It does fit all right, and I believe it’s wool,” Senator Morton commented, looking down at her stocking-feet. “You do have your shoes?”


  “Oh, yes. They should be dry now. I’ve had them over here by the fire,” Mandie said, hurrying to the hearth. “Yes, they are dry.” She quickly slipped her shoes on and buttoned them up.


  As they walked down the long hallway together, Senator Morton said, “I was able to engage the same driver who brought us here. So that should simplify things a little. He will know the roads we took. His name is Kurt.”


  The driver had the carriage waiting for them at the door and he also had another man along in case they needed him. There were extra lanterns besides the usual ones on the carriage for night driving.


  Mandie was delighted to find hot foot-warmers on the floor of the carriage and extra blankets on the seats. It was obvious the baroness had a well-run operation going in the castle. But remembering the lady whom she had met in Rome, Mandie was not surprised. There had been a definite air of authority about her, even though she didn’t speak a word of English. Mandie had not been able to understand a thing the  baroness said except through interpretation by her grandson, Rupert, who had been driving her motor car.


  As they drove off into the dark night Mandie asked the senator, who sat on the opposite seat, “What are you planning to do? Where are we going?”


  “Kurt and I discussed that, and we’ve decided to go back to the place where we had the accident and then come around the long way to the castle. Remember, he said he came by a short-cut when he brought us,” Senator Morton explained.


  “And what if we don’t find them?” Mandie asked anxiously as she pulled the blanket around her.


  “We’ll find them somewhere,” the senator assured her.


  Mandie noticed he had put on somebody’s heavy woolen coat over the workclothes he was wearing. Even in the summertime it seemed awfully cold at night in the German mountains—and her worry added to the chill.


  The driver drove slowly down the road so that they could all watch out for any sign of anyone along the way. This made Mandie nervous because she wanted to hurry up and find her grandmother and Celia and Jonathan, but she kept telling herself they might overlook something if they traveled too fast.


  They met no other vehicles on the road and saw no one. As they approached the site of the wrecked carriage, the driver slowed down and stopped. He came to the door to speak to Senator Morton.


  “I thought perhaps you might want to look around here again,” Kurt said.


  Senator Morton and Mandie were both already getting out of the carriage.


  “Yes, yes, of course,” Senator Morton agreed as he stepped down and gave Mandie his hand to assist her.


  “But we’ve already looked around here,” Mandie said, pulling the wool cloak around her tightly. She shivered in the night air.


  The other man helped the driver with the lanterns and the group walked around the area. All they could see was the wrecked carriage and the debris.


  “You know, we never did know what happened to the horses that were pulling our carriage,” Mandie remarked.


  “Since they didn’t stay around, they must not have been injured,  and simply ran away. You can see that the shafts are broken and also the leather thongs on the shafts are split apart.” Kurt showed her with the aid of a lantern as he explained.


  “At least they must have made a clean break,” Mandie said, straightening up. She walked to the embankment that she and Jonathan had descended to retrieve the trunk. Swinging out the lantern the man had given her, Mandie leaned toward the edge to light up the rocks below. There was nothing to be seen except the rocks and bushes.


  “Amanda, please be careful,” Senator Morton cautioned her as she stood near the edge of the cliff.


  Mandie quickly straightened up. “I will—” Then she gasped, and exclaimed, “Listen, Listen! I hear something!” She stood still.


  The other two men were searching a distance away. Senator Morton came to her side.


  “What is it, dear?” he asked.


  “It’s Snowball! It has to be! Don’t you hear him?” she cried, whirling around. “He’s down there!”


  “Yes, it does sound like a cat,” the senator agreed. “But I don’t think your grandmother would have gone off and left Snowball here.”


  Mandie turned back to the edge and stooped down to cast the light further on the area below. She saw a tiny spot of white. “There he is! It is Snowball!” She stood up and turned around. “I’ve got to get him.”


  Senator Morton clasped her arm. “Wait, Amanda. You can’t go climbing around those rocks in the dark, especially with that long cloak on. We’ll get the men to go down there.”


  Mandie hesitated. “Snowball probably won’t let the men pick him up. He doesn’t know them. Besides, he may be hurt. I’ve got to get him myself,” she insisted.


  The senator held firmly to her arm. “No, Amanda, please be sensible about this. Let the men at least try.”


  “Well, all right,” Mandie finally agreed. “I’ll walk on down the trail and call to him while the men go down to get him.”


  By now the two men had come back, and after a quick explanation from Senator Morton, they hurried down the steep incline toward where Mandie had pointed. And Mandie, holding up the skirts of the long cloak and the robe beneath it, slowly made her way down the rough trail.


  “Snowball, where are you?” she called loudly. “Come here, Snowball! Kitty, kitty!”


   There was no sound from the kitten until she had gotten halfway down. Then a loud, angry meow met her ears. She was finally close enough to see him through the darkness. He was perched on top of a huge boulder with nothing close enough for him to jump to. He wouldn’t even try to get down.


  Mandie stopped on the trail as near as she could get to him and called out, “Snowball, jump down. Come here at once! Do you hear? Snowball!”


  The white kitten began meowing loudly at the sound of his mistress’s voice and began to circle the top of the rock. He stopped to peer at Mandie.


  The two men had located the cat by now, and they surveyed the smooth sides of the boulder that was much taller than they were.


  “We will throw a rope up to him, miss,” Kurt called to Mandie. “If he sticks his claws in it we’ll give a quick jerk and he’ll fall right down into our arms.”


  “Oh, please, be careful,” Mandie yelled back across the bank.


  She watched as Kurt coiled a thin rope and tossed it up on the top of the boulder. Snowball backed off in fright and almost fell off the other side. Kurt pulled the rope back down.


  “We will try again,” Kurt called to Mandie.


  She saw the rope hurl up again and this time she called to the kitten, “Snowball, catch it! Snowball, catch the rope!” She had often played with him this way, and he always caught the rope or string without any trouble.


  This time when the rope landed, Snowball moved backward and then crept slowly forward to smell it.


  Everyone waited. Mandie held her breath and then called to him again, “Snowball, get the rope. Get it!”


  Snowball finally sank his claws into it and pulled it toward him.


  The men below quickly gave a tug and before Mandie could say another word her kitten was safely down in the arms of Kurt.


  “Got him, miss!” he called to Mandie as he tried to hold on to the squirming kitten and start back up the bank.


  When Mandie met the men at the top on the roadway where Senator Morton had been waiting and watching, Snowball was putting up an awful protest. Kurt held the kitten’s feet together so he couldn’t scratch.


   “Snowball! Shame on you! You should be grateful to the man,” Mandie told him as Kurt handed him to her.


  “Is he all right?” Senator Morton asked as he bent to look.


  Mandie quickly examined her pet. “I think he’s all right,” she said. “He’s probably hungry and he’s also wet from the rain.” She straightened up to look at the senator. “But, Senator Morton, my grandmother would never go off and leave Snowball. How did this happen?”


  “I don’t know, dear, unless Snowball got lost and they couldn’t find him,” the senator said.


  “Oh, Snowball, if you could only talk,” Mandie said as she cuddled him close in the folds of the long cloak.


  “Shall we go on?” Kurt asked.


  “Yes, I think we’d better,” Senator Morton told him. “Take the long way back to the castle and we’ll see if we can find anything on that road.”


  Kurt got the carriage turned around and they drove several miles back in the direction from which Mandie and her group had traveled the previous day. After a long time Kurt turned the vehicle onto a wide road, and here and there Mandie could make out small dwellings along the way. But there was no sign of anyone anywhere.


  Finally they came to the road that Mandie knew led to the castle. By this time the sky was beginning to lighten with the first rays of the morning sun.


  “Senator Morton, we didn’t find a thing, except Snowball of course,” Mandie said. “What are we going to do now?”


  “Kurt and I discussed the possibility of not finding them, and decided we would go all the way back to the town where we rented the carriage that was wrecked yesterday,” the senator said. “The note from Jonathan said our driver had sent someone else to get them. Therefore, the owners of the carriage should know something.”


  “Just give me time to round up my clothes and I’ll go back with you,” Mandie told him as Snowball stood up and turned around in her lap.


  “I’ll change, too, before we leave again,” he said.


  Kurt circled the castle as he had done when he first brought them there, and as Mandie watched out the carriage window, she saw another carriage standing in the driveway ahead. She couldn’t believe her eyes when she  saw her grandmother being assisted down from the vehicle by the driver, and her friends Celia and Jonathan scrambling out behind her.


  Mandie reached for the door at the same time. “They’re here!” she cried. “Look!”


  Kurt had stopped their carriage and had come back to open the door for them. Mandie in her haste threw the door open and almost knocked him down.


  “Oh, I’m sorry!” she exclaimed as she stumbled down the steps. Kurt caught his balance and reached out to assist her.


  “That’s quite all right, miss. I know that must be your grandmother and friends,” he said, smiling at her.


  “Yes, it is!” Mandie cried as she ran toward her grandmother, who had just straightened up and turned toward her.


  Mandie threw her arms around her grandmother, with Snowball in tow on his leash. “Oh, Grandmother, thank the Lord you’re all right,” she cried as tears streamed down her face.


  “Yes, dear, in spite of our ordeal we’re all here safely,” Mrs. Taft said, returning the embrace. When she released Mandie she saw Snowball. “Where did you find him?”


  “Snowball? Oh, Grandmother, I’m freezing. Let’s go inside and I’ll tell you what happened.”


  Mandie turned to her friends and smothered them with hugs too. Senator Morton assisted Mrs. Taft as they all entered the castle.


  Even though it was barely daylight, Frau Jahn was at the door to greet them.


  “You have had such an experience! Perhaps you’d like a cup of tea by the fire in the drawing room before you go upstairs?” Frau Jahn suggested.


  Mrs. Taft hesitated, but Mandie quickly made up her mind for her.


  “Please, Grandmother, while we are all together, let’s talk about what happened,” Mandie begged, still holding firmly to Snowball.


  “I suppose we’d better, and then we can rest,” Mrs. Taft agreed. She turned back to Frau Jahn and asked, “What time does the baroness usually rise in the morning?”


  “Much later, madam,” the housekeeper told her. “Shall I show you to the drawing room now?”


  “Yes, please,” Mrs. Taft said.


   They followed the housekeeper down several hallways and were shown into a drawing room decorated in deep red and gold, where a fire was blazing in an enormous fireplace.


  Too exhausted to make much observation, Mandie followed the adults to the chairs by the fire, threw off the cloak she was wearing, and plopped down on a low settee. Celia and Jonathan joined her.


  Snowball wanted down, and Frau Jahn noticed him for the first time.


  “If you please, I will take the cat and ask the cook to feed him,” she offered.


  “Thank you,” Mandie said, handing his leash to her. “But please, be careful that he doesn’t get out. He has already been lost once. He likes to run away.”


  Frau Jahn took Snowball into her arms and cuddled him. The kitten seemed content.


  “We will be careful, miss. He will be fed in a closed room where he cannot escape,” she promised. “I will send the maid with tea immediately.”


  As soon as Frau Jahn left the room, everyone spoke at once. Mandie and her grandmother looked at each other and they both said, “Tell me—”


  Mandie laughed, and said, “You first, Grandmother. Where have y’all been? We’ve been nearly worried to death!”


  “Yes, and so have we,” Mrs. Taft replied. “We left you a note.”


  “We got the note when we went back to look for you, but that was a long time ago,” Mandie told her. “What happened?”


  “As the note said, our driver sent another carriage for us,” Mrs. Taft began. “After we got all the luggage loaded onto it, we started out. The driver, like the first one, had never been in the area before and he thought he knew the way to the castle, but we had to backtrack on the road we had traveled earlier. Then after we were miles and miles down that road, Celia suddenly realized Snowball was missing.”


  “I’m sorry, Mandie,” Celia said, squeezing her hand.


  Mandie squeezed her hand back and said to her grandmother, “As you saw, we found Snowball, but I’ll tell you about that when you’re finished.”


  “Well, we turned around and went back to look for him. Jonathan and Celia searched the whole area and couldn’t find him, so we decided  we’d get on to the castle and have you go back later and look for him. You know sometimes he won’t come to other people like he will to you,” Mrs. Taft explained.


  “You are right about that,” Senator Morton said, smiling at Mrs. Taft.


  “So when we started back, the driver somehow took the wrong road and we ended up in a village a long way off. By that time everyone was tired and worn out and confused,” she continued.


  A uniformed maid quietly brought tea on a cart and set everything out before Mrs. Taft. Everyone waited silently.


  “Would you require anything else, madam?” the girl asked.


  “No, thank you,” Mrs. Taft replied and smiled, dismissing the maid.


  As her grandmother reached for the teapot, Mandie got up to help her. “I’ll pass the tea,” she offered.


  Getting a good look at her granddaughter, Mrs. Taft gasped, “Amanda, what are you wearing?”


  Mandie looked down at the borrowed robe, and said, “It’s a robe the housekeeper gave me. My clothes were all wet and I didn’t have anything to change into. Please continue, Grandmother.”


  Mrs. Taft cleared her throat and went on, “As I was saying, we were all tired and cross so I discharged the driver and carriage and rented another one in the village. This man knew where we wanted to go. He brought us here and here we are!”


  Jonathan spoke up, “The first driver found the horses. They weren’t too far away. The second driver told us he had brought them back.”


  “Now, dear, what happened to you and Senator Morton after you left us?” Mrs. Taft asked as she sipped the hot tea.


  Mandie quickly related their experiences and then she finally remembered to ask, “Celia, how is your hand?”


  Celia smiled and said, “It’s going to be all right.”


  “Oh, dear, Celia, how awful of me,” Mrs. Taft said. “I must get the maid to bring you some liniment for your wrist.”


  When the maid came to show them to their rooms, she returned at Mrs. Taft’s request to get some medicine, and promised to bathe Celia’s wrist for her.


  Senator Morton took Mrs. Taft’s arm and said, “You don’t know how relieved I am to know that you are finally safely here.”


   “And so am I,” she said, returning his smile.


  The others were shown to their rooms, and Mandie was grateful that they were all located close together.


  Mandie and Celia had adjoining rooms, and Mandie sat by the fire with her friend while the maid bathed Celia’s wrist. Snowball had also been brought back, and was now playing around the hearth.


  “Thanks for putting us in rooms together,” Mandie said. “We’ll probably sleep together, since this is a strange place to us.”


  “This is indeed a strange place,” the maid said as she rubbed Celia’s wrist.


  “What do you mean by that?” Celia asked.


  “Strange things happen here sometimes, which no one can explain,” the girl told her.


  “Like what?” Mandie asked eagerly.


  “Like that huge juniper tree that jumps up and down sometimes,” the maid said.


  “A juniper tree that jumps up and down? How could that be?” Mandie asked.


  “No one knows yet, but it happened again last night,” the girl said.


  “I never heard of a tree that could jump!” Celia said in a nervous voice.


  “This one is probably forty feet tall. It’s an unbelievable sight, but it has been seen to jump up and down occasionally,” the girl said. She replaced the stopper on the bottle of liniment. “I must go now. You young ladies get some sleep and I will bring you some food later.”


  “Thank you,” Celia said.


  “What is your name?” Mandie asked.


  “No one told you? My name is Olga, and if you need anything please let me know,” the girl said, smiling.


  “A tree that jumps up and down? Do you believe that, Celia?” Mandie asked as they jumped into the big bed and Snowball followed to curl up on their feet.


  “No, I don’t, Mandie,” Celia said. “I don’t see how it could be possible.”


  “Well, we’ll just find out whether she is making up tales or not,” Mandie declared as they both drifted off to sleep.


  CHAPTER FOUR


  THE DUNGEON


  The girls felt as though they had just gone to sleep when Olga was waking them. She had brought them cups of hot tea.


  “Your grandmother says you girls are to drink this tea, get dressed properly, and come down to the dining room for the noon meal,” she told them all in one breath as she set the tray on a nearby table.


  Mandie and Celia sprang upright, disoriented at first. Snowball jumped down off the bed and prowled around.


  “Oh, I know what he’s looking for,” Mandie said, jumping out of bed to get the kitten. She turned to the maid and asked, “You don’t happen to have a sandbox for my kitten, do you?”


  “A sandbox? You mean a box with sand in it?” the maid asked, puzzled by the American term.


  “Yes, you know, a place where he can go to the bathroom,” Mandie replied.


  “Oh, that is no problem,” she said, walking across the room and opening a door. “Here is the bathroom.”


  Mandie, exasperated with the girl’s lack of understanding, and worried that Snowball might soil the carpet, said, “I know that is the bathroom. But my kitten needs his own little commode.”


  “Ah, yes, commode!” Olga exclaimed, understanding at last. She pushed the door open to the bathroom. “His commode is right here.”


   Mandie followed her and saw the pottery bowl full of sand at the end of the bathtub. She put Snowball on the floor, and he ran straight to the bowl and jumped up.


  “Thank goodness!” she sighed, and followed the maid back out into her bedroom.


  Celia was up and checking the luggage, which had been set in one corner of the room. They had taken nightclothes from their small overnight bags when they readied themselves for bed.


  “Mandie, we haven’t unpacked! What are we going to put on?” she asked.


  “I’d forgotten. We’ll probably find everything all tangled up inside our trunks after that tumble in the carriage yesterday,” Mandie said, shaking her head.


  “But that is my job,” Olga said. “I will unpack your belongings and hang them up.” She went straight to the trunks. “I did not know they were not done.”


  “That’s because we only got our luggage early this morning when my grandmother and the others finally got here,” Mandie explained. She opened her purse on the bureau and got her key while Celia did the same.


  Celia had no trouble unlocking her trunk, but the lock on Mandie’s seemed to have been damaged in the wreck. She couldn’t get the key to turn. Neither could Olga.


  “I will get a man to do this for us. He will be stronger,” Olga said, straightening up. “As soon as you girls go downstairs he will come up.”


  “Thank you,” Mandie said. “But what will I put on right now?”


  “Mandie,” Celia quickly offered, “my things are not damaged, only wrinkled. Maybe you can find something of mine to put on that won’t look too bad.”


  “Well, if you don’t mind, I sure would appreciate it,” Mandie said, walking over to Celia’s trunk. “What do you want me to wear?”


  “Anything you like, Mandie. We are about the same size, so I think anything would fit you all right,” Celia said. “Choose whatever you want.”


  “No, you tell me what,” Mandie insisted. “What are you going to wear?”


  Celia bent over to look, and picked up a dress from the top. “Oh, I  suppose I’ll put on this green one.” She shook it out and hung it across the back of a chair.


  Mandie picked up the next dress and said, “Then I’ll just wear this blue one, if you don’t mind.” She held it up. “I’m sure it’ll fit.” She draped it across another chair. “I don’t believe they’ll be too wrinkled to wear.”


  “You girls drink your tea quickly and I will help you get dressed,” Olga offered as she pulled more dresses out of Celia’s trunk and spread them out on the bed.


  While they dressed Mandie asked the maid, “Will you show us the juniper tree that jumps up and down?”


  “The jumping juniper tree? Oh, yes, you passed it when you came here,” Olga told her as she buttoned the back of Mandie’s dress. “It stands right around the corner from the drawbridge.”


  “I was tired both times we came in and I don’t really remember anything about the outside of this house. I saw the moat, but it was dark,” Mandie explained as she turned to the mirror to brush her hair.


  Olga helped Celia into her dress, and commented, “When you go outside look for it. It is the oldest tree here, I understand, and the tallest.”


  “And you say it really does jump up and down?” Mandie questioned her as she tied her long blond tresses back with a ribbon.


  “I have never seen it do so, but others have, and as I mentioned, it happened just last night after dark,” Olga said, straightening the bow in Celia’s sash.


  “We’d better go, Mandie,” Celia urged her friend.


  Mandie looked in the mirror and decided Celia’s dress did fit all right. It was a bit loose in the waist, and almost too long, but no one would know it wasn’t hers.


  “Yes, yes, we must go,” Olga agreed. “I will take you to the dining room. Then I will get the man to open the trunk, so I can finish unpacking. I will bring food for your cat also.”


  “Thank you,” the girls said at once.


  As Olga ushered them into a large dining room, they found Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton sitting at opposite sides of a linen-covered table, with the Baroness Geissler seated at one end. The housekeeper stood nearby, and they soon learned she was acting as interpreter since the  baroness could not speak English and Mrs. Taft could not speak German. Senator Morton had some knowledge of it but was not fluent.


  The girls smiled at the baroness, and greeted Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton as Olga seated them, Celia by the senator and Mandie by her grandmother.


  Frau Jahn spoke to the girls after the baroness said something in German to her, “The Baroness Geissler welcomes you to her home and hopes that you will have a comfortable, happy time here.”


  “Thank you,” the girls said together as they smiled at the baroness. Then Mandie asked Frau Jahn, “How do you say thanks in German?”


  Frau Jahn smiled and said, “Vielen Dank.” She pronounced it slowly, “FEEL-en DAHNK.”


  Mandie picked it up at once and repeated the words to the baroness, who beamed with pleasure, and then spoke to Frau Jahn in German again.


  “The baroness says you have a talent for German, and that you must learn the language so you can converse with her,” the housekeeper told Mandie.


  “Thank you,” Mandie said, repeating it in German. “And please tell the baroness that I will teach her English if she would like.”


  When the housekeeper told this to the baroness, she responded immediately, and Frau Jahn once more told Mandie what she had said. “The baroness says she is much too old to learn another language, but she will ask her grandson to teach you our language.” She paused as someone entered the room.


  Mandie turned to see Rupert and Jonathan.


  “Here he is now.”


  The baroness spoke to her grandson in German, and he sat down next to Mandie. The housekeeper seated Jonathan by Celia.


  “Good morning,” Jonathan greeted everyone. “Sorry I overslept.”


  “Yes, good morning, everyone,” Rupert added as the greetings were returned.


  Rupert was a tall, robust young man with a rosy complexion and eyes almost as blue as Mandie’s. He was a few years older than she.


  Mandie remembered when she’d met him in Rome for the first time. He seemed snobbish then, but this morning he was the perfect  gentleman. She noticed that he kept glancing at his grandmother, as if to see if she were looking. The baroness continued to speak in German, with Frau Jahn interpreting for Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton.


  Mrs. Taft related their experiences in getting to the castle. The baroness was shocked.


  The maids began serving the food, and the young people carried on their own conversation.


  “Rupert, I hear you have a forty-foot juniper tree that jumps up and down,” Mandie said casually to the young man. Celia listened from across the table. Glancing at Jonathan, Mandie remembered that he had not been present when Olga told them about the tree.


  “A what?” Rupert said in surprise, and then added arrogantly, “Where did you hear such a stupid tale?”


  Mandie decided instantly not to reveal her source and replied, “One of the people who works for you told us about it. Do you not know of it?”


  Celia watched him closely. Jonathan looked from one to the other.


  Rupert laid down his fork and turned to Mandie. “I can assure you there is no such thing on this estate. Now, I’d rather not hear tales someone has composed about our property.” He picked up his fork and resumed eating.


  Mandie looked at him in surprise and then at Celia. She couldn’t hear her, but Celia was obviously explaining what they’d heard to Jonathan under her breath. He smiled mischievously at Mandie.


  The young people finished the rest of their meal in silence. According to Frau Jahn’s interpretation, the baroness was planning a dinner in their honor for the next night. Several hundred guests had been invited. Hundreds? Mandie wondered if the housekeeper had made a mistake. It was evident the castle was large enough to accommodate that many people for a meal, but did the baroness have that many friends?


  Celia cleared her throat to get Mandie’s attention. Then she smiled and rolled her eyes toward the adults. Mandie quickly looked at Rupert. He didn’t seem to notice.


  Mandie, Celia, and Jonathan all caught their breath as they heard the housekeeper say, “The Baroness Geissler says she has also extended an invitation to the father of our young guest, Jonathan Guyer. He has not yet replied.”


   Senator Morton spoke up, “Why, that would be nice if Jonathan’s father could visit while we’re here.”


  “Jonathan!” Mandie gasped softly as she leaned across the table. “Do you think your father will really come?”


  “I have no idea, but I would like to know how she knows my father,” Jonathan replied.


  “I can tell you that,” Rupert spoke up. “My grandmother met your father at a ball in France not long ago, a charity ball, or something like that. He promised to visit my grandmother the next time he came to Germany. And since he is presently in Hamburg, she asked him to dinner.”


  “My father is in Hamburg? Right now?” Jonathan questioned. “How does she know that, when I don’t even know it?”


  “Aha!” Rupert replied with a knowing grin. “He is a widower, she is a widow. Maybe they were attracted to each other.”


  Jonathan gasped, and Mandie and Celia listened intently to the conversation.


  “Besides,” Rupert added. “Your father knows my mother and her American husband. They live near your father in New York. Did you not know that?”


  “No, no, I didn’t,” Jonathan said, confused. “You see, I’m always gone to a boarding school somewhere. I’m not home much.”


  “I always had tutors stay here when I was your age,” Rupert said. “Surely your father could afford tutors with all the money he has, instead of—”


  Mandie quickly interrupted, “Of course Jonathan’s father could afford tutors. But you see, we’re Americans, and we don’t do things the way you do them over here.”


  “You are right on that point,” Rupert replied with disdain. “And we don’t want to do things like the Americans do. Our way is much better.”


  Mandie felt her face burn with anger. She quickly asked, “Why do you not live with your mother in New York, Rupert?”


  “There are several reasons why I do not live in the United States, none of which is your business,” Rupert said haughtily.


  Mandie noticed Frau Jahn’s angry look at this last remark. She was no doubt aware of what they were talking about, or at least of Rupert’s rude behavior. The baroness was speaking to the others in German, and when she paused for Frau Jahn to interpret, she turned to her grandson and smiled lovingly.


  Rupert returned the smile and spoke to her in their language. Mandie was amazed at the way he could so suddenly change from being overly rude with her and her friends to being loving and attentive to the baroness.


  When everyone had finished eating and they rose from the table, the baroness spoke again to Rupert, and he replied cordially in German. Then his grandmother, with the help of Frau Jahn, invited the adults to the parlor, adding that Rupert would entertain the young people.


  Mandie hurried around the long table to join Celia and Jonathan while Rupert took his time—pushing his chair up to the table, adjusting his jacket, slowly circling the table, and heading toward the door. By that time the adults had left the dining room.


  As Rupert approached the young people he asked, “What would you like to do to be entertained?” He frowned as he waited for their answer.


  “Could you show us through the castle?” Mandie asked.


  “Yes, would you?” Celia added.


  Jonathan remained silent, appraising the tall young man.


  “Why, it would take days to go through this place,” Rupert replied, sounding offended.


  “Well then, show us whatever part you have time for,” Mandie replied, determined that she would see as much of the old building as was possible.


  “We will begin here, then,” Rupert decided, indicating the dining room where they stood. “This is the smallest dining hall in our home. Now I will show you the largest.” He led the way out the door, down a corridor, and then opened a set of huge double doors at the end. “And here is the largest.” He motioned them inside.


  The room was enormous. Several extra-long, hand-carved tables were arranged in rows. Matching carved, red-upholstered chairs adorned each of them. Several elaborate chandeliers hung from the ceiling that was so high it seemed to reach the sky.


  The three young people gasped in surprise as they took in the enormity of the room. Even their voices echoed as they spoke.


  “So this is where your grandmother will have the dinner for the ‘several hundred’ guests she mentioned,” Mandie remarked, walking  around the tables, and running her hand along the soft, red plush upholstery.


  “Yes, this is where we entertain, and believe me there has been some lavish entertainment in this room throughout the history of our castle—weddings, birthday parties, dinner parties; with special guests, including several presidents, kings, and queens from other countries,” Rupert went on in a monotone as though he were reciting a speech. Then suddenly his speech quickened, and he added, “There have also been ghastly events here—murders, even cold-blooded murders.” He held his breath and blew it out with a whish.


  Celia shivered. But Mandie, knowing Rupert wanted to scare them, merely smiled and said, “Were you there when the murders took place?” She saw Jonathan grin at her.


  Rupert seemed let down because he had not succeeded in frightening them. “Of course not. Those would have been duels—a long, long time ago when such things were permitted. People aren’t murdered anymore over a simple disagreement.”


  “I hope not,” Jonathan remarked. “Where is the dungeon? This place must have one, for all the prisoners who were captured in the feuds and wars so long ago, when your family were noblemen.”


  “Of course there is a dungeon. Follow me,” Rupert told them as he quickly led them through various corridors, down two flights of stairs, and finally into an underground cavern where it was necessary to use candles for light.


  The young people shivered as they gazed about the cool, dimly lit place.


  “You can see some of the chains used to shackle the prisoners,” Rupert explained as he bent to pick up the end of a heavy metal chain. Then he dropped it, and hurried toward another section. “And when they died, the prisoners were dumped into this pit and buried.” He indicated a huge hole in the dirt floor.


  The girls stayed close together as Jonathan spoke up, “All right. You’ve made your point, trying to upset the girls. Now let’s go back upstairs where the air smells better.”


  “He hasn’t upset me,” Mandie protested. “We do study history in school, and we do learn about things like this. If he meant to scare us, he hasn’t succeeded as far as I’m concerned.”


  Rupert tightened his lips as he glared at Mandie in the candlelight.


  Then he hurried toward the doorway and led the way out. They returned to the first floor of the castle where they had started, in silence. As they entered the dining hall corridor, Rupert stopped abruptly and announced, “I have no more time for you today. Do whatever you like.” Then he quickly disappeared down the hallway and through a doorway at the end of it.


  The three young people stood there a moment, stunned at Rupert’s outrageous behavior.


  “Let’s find our way outside,” Mandie suggested. “I want to see that jumping juniper tree that Olga told us about.”


  “Yes, let’s do,” Celia agreed.


  “Anything outside would be better than the dreary, moldy interior of this place,” Jonathan remarked.


  The three had started down the hallway when Mandie suddenly stopped. “Oh, I better get Snowball. He’ll need some fresh air, too. I believe the steps are this way.” She started to her left down the corridor and Jonathan and Celia followed.


  The hallways in this part of the castle were carpeted, muting their footsteps as they hurried along, passing several closed doors. Then suddenly they heard laughter, and loud, merry talking in German from behind one of the doors. They stopped to listen.


  “It’s Rupert!” Mandie exclaimed under her breath. “It sounds like he’s with a girl.”


  “Well, he is old enough to have a girlfriend,” Jonathan teased. “Come on, let’s go,” he urged as he walked on.


  “If you insist,” Mandie replied with a smile as she and Celia followed him.


  CHAPTER FIVE


  MYSTERY IN THE WOODS


  Jonathan waited for the girls in the hallway upstairs while Mandie and Celia went into their rooms to fetch Snowball.


  Olga was hanging their clothes in the huge wardrobe.


  “I hang all clothes in this one, since both you sleep in this one room,” she told the girls. “All pressed, ready to use.”


  “Thank you, Olga,” Mandie said, looking around the bedroom. “I came to take Snowball outside.”


  “Yes, thank you,” Celia added.


  “Shut in bathroom, cat is,” the maid replied, picking up more clothes from chairs around the room and hanging them in the wardrobe.


  Mandie found Snowball sitting on the bathroom floor, licking his paws and washing his face. There was an empty bowl before him. Apparently he had eaten everything the maid had brought.


  “Come on, Snowball, we’re going outside,” Mandie said, scooping him up and returning to the bedroom to get his red leash from the dresser. “I’d better fasten this on you, so you can’t run away.” He sat still in her lap as she hooked the leash to his collar, and jumped down as soon as she was finished.


  “I think he’s learned that when you put the leash on him, it means we’re going out,” Celia observed.


  “I imagine so by now,” Mandie replied. She glanced at her trunk  as they walked by it. The lid was open, and she said to Olga, “I see you got my trunk opened.”


  “Yes, but, miss, look,” Olga said, going over to the trunk. “The man had to break the lock.”


  “Oh, my!” Mandie exclaimed as she examined it. “How will I lock it again when we travel on?”


  “We have trunks in the attic,” the maid told her. “I will ask the baroness for another one for you.”


  “Ask the baroness for another trunk?” Mandie questioned her. “Can’t the man repair the lock on mine?”


  “He said not. It is impossible. Broken here and here,” Olga said, pointing to the broken metal strips around the lock. “But do not worry. I get another trunk.”


  “From the attic?” Mandie said, her blue eyes twinkling. “Can we go with you to the attic?”


  “If you like,” Olga said, laying down the armful of clothes.


  “Not right now, Olga. Jonathan is waiting for us to go outdoors,” Mandie said. “Maybe later. When you have the time.”


  “Yes,” Olga agreed, walking them to the door.


  When Mandie and Celia joined Jonathan in the hallway, Mandie told him excitedly, “This castle has an attic! And we’re going up there later with Olga to find another trunk for my clothes. The lock had to be broken to get mine open.”


  “That should be interesting,” Jonathan replied as they walked down the hallway toward the stairs.


  “Yes, if the attic is as old as the rest of this castle, imagine what could be up there!” Mandie said enthusiastically, leading Snowball along by his leash.


  “Mandie, wouldn’t anything that old be rotten or rusted by now?” Celia asked as they turned down the steps.


  “Maybe,” Mandie agreed. “But there should be lots of old things in good condition, too, if it’s at all like other attics I’ve been in.”


  Jonathan stopped at the bottom of the steps and pointed to the left. “I believe the outside door is this way.”


  They opened the door and stepped outside. The sun was shining, but it didn’t seem as bright as the sun back home. The sky looked gray as Mandie viewed it through the foliage of the trees.


  “This is the door we came in from the carriage,” Mandie remarked  as they looked around. “Let’s go to the other side of the house where the drawbridge is. Olga said the juniper tree is near it.”


  The three walked through the irregular flower gardens toward the end of the castle. The grounds of other mansions they had visited had neat, planned gardens. This estate seemed to have a more casual, natural look, with trees and shrubbery scattered about here and there, and odd-shaped beds of blooming greenery in disarray. But Mandie noticed everything was freshly cut and clean.


  “There!” Mandie said as they rounded the corner. She pointed to a huge juniper tree. “That must be the one.”


  They stopped to look.


  “Yes, it does seem to be the largest tree here,” Jonathan agreed.


  “But it’s just a plain old juniper tree. How could it possibly jump up and down?” Celia commented.


  “That’s what we’re going to find out,” Mandie replied, securing Snowball’s leash as he tried to get away.


  “And how do you propose doing that?” Jonathan asked.


  “Well,” Mandie said thoughtfully, gazing at the tree. “We could just stand here and watch it until it moves.”


  “Couldn’t we at least sit down?” Celia asked.


  “Yes, let’s get comfortable. If we’re going to wait for that tree to jump up and down, it could be an awfully long time,” Jonathan said. He looked around and spotted a low wall nearby. “Why don’t we sit over there?”


  “Shall we see the rest of the yard first?” Mandie asked, turning the next corner of the castle. “Look! There’s the moat and drawbridge. Just like the pictures in our history book.”


  Jonathan and Celia followed her. The three stopped at the drawbridge, which was open, and looked inside.


  “My goodness! It looks like the carriage is in there!” Mandie exclaimed.


  “Yes it is,” Jonathan said. “That was the original purpose of the drawbridge, to allow travelers to enter the walls of the castle. When everyone was safely inside, the drawbridge was pulled up to conceal the carriage from the enemy or passersby.”


  “And there are no windows large enough to enter on the ground floor, just those slits in the walls,” Mandie said.


  “What a good idea,” Celia said.


  After walking completely around the castle, looking at all the surroundings, the three arrived back at the huge juniper tree and sat down on the low wall to watch and wait.


  “Well, if that tree decides to move, we’ll be sure to see it from here,” Jonathan remarked.


  “I don’t really think it will move,” Mandie admitted, tying Snowball’s leash to a nearby bush.


  “Then what are we waiting for?” Celia asked.


  “There has to be some kind of mystery about it,” Mandie replied. “A huge tree like that couldn’t possibly jump up and down. Evidently someone is just making up tales about it. If we wait long enough, maybe we’ll find out something.”


  They watched and waited for a long time and nothing happened. Their conversation turned to other things.


  “What are you going to wear to dinner tomorrow night, Mandie?” Celia asked.


  “I don’t know,” Mandie replied. “Since Grandmother asked us to leave many of our things in the hotel in London in order not to be bogged down with luggage, I don’t remember exactly what I brought. I’ll have to see.”


  “I doubt that my father will come to that dinner,” Jonathan remarked as he drew circles in the dirt with a stick.


  “I hope he doesn’t,” Mandie confided. “Because he could decide to take you back home, and I’d like you to travel on with us. Besides, we haven’t even met your aunt and uncle in Paris yet.”


  “If they ever return home, I might be able to talk my father into letting me visit with them awhile,” Jonathan said, straightening up and brushing the sand from his hands.


  “And then we’d finally get to meet them,” Celia added. “They sure do travel a lot. They seem to be always off to somewhere else as soon as they return to Paris.”


  “Well, you know people who work for newspapers. They always travel a lot,” Jonathan explained.


  “Just like Uncle Ned,” Mandie said. “He’s always going somewhere. I hope he gets here in time for the dinner tomorrow night.”


  “Mandie, I don’t think this tree is ever going to move,” Jonathan said, standing up. “How about walking around beyond the grounds a bit? We can always come back and check on the tree.”


  “Well, all right,” Mandie agreed, untying Snowball’s leash from the bush. “Which way do you want to go? It looks like the place is completely surrounded by forest.”


  Celia looked around and then pointed. “I see a pathway over there. Why don’t we see where it leads?”


  The others agreed and the three started down the lane that led away into the trees on the side of the castle. The ground was firm, evidently well-traveled, Mandie decided as they went along. Here and there she noticed dried hoof-prints in the dirt. The trees on either side were so thick it was impossible to see very far through them.


  Suddenly they came into a clearing with a small hut in the center of it. Even though it looked old, there were lace curtains in the windows, and a few flowers bloomed against the wall of the tiny house.


  The three young people stood there staring at the cottage, Snowball straining at his leash.


  “What do you suggest we do?” Jonathan asked.


  “Let’s knock on the door and see if anyone’s home,” Mandie answered.


  “There’s no telling who could be living there, Mandie,” Celia objected. “They might not like strangers coming up to their door uninvited.”


  “I don’t think they’d mind. It’s probably someone who works for the castle. We’re still on the estate property, as far as I know,” Mandie replied.


  As they discussed whether they would knock, the door to the hut suddenly opened, and who should step outside, but Rupert! The three young people gasped in surprise.


  Rupert paused when he saw them, then closed the door quickly behind him, and strode forward on the pathway without speaking a word. He held his head high and frowned angrily, ignoring them completely.


  For once, none of the three spoke. Mandie couldn’t think of a thing to say. After the way Rupert had behaved toward them earlier, she had decided to leave him alone. But they all turned to watch until he was out of sight down the pathway toward the castle.


  “Well!” Mandie said, blowing out her breath. “I wonder who lives here, and what Rupert was doing inside the house?”


  “It must belong to the castle,” Jonathan remarked, “and whoever  lives in it must work for Rupert’s family. He was no doubt here on castle business, don’t you think?”


  “Maybe,” Mandie said as they stood still, again staring at the small house. Then she saw the curtain move, and was sure a young woman inside was watching them. “Don’t look now, but I just saw a woman behind those curtains in the right-hand window.”


  Jonathan and Celia nonchalantly rolled their eyes toward the right-hand window without moving.


  “I see her, too,” Celia agreed.


  “And so do I,” Jonathan said. “She’s probably a maid at the castle.”


  “Why do you think Rupert was visiting her?” Mandie asked. She watched the window. “The woman looks vaguely familiar. She has long black hair, and looks a few years older than I am.”


  “You’re right, Mandie,” Celia said.


  “We can’t just stand here all day staring at the hut,” Jonathan reminded them. “Are we going on down the pathway around this clearing, or are we going back to the castle?”


  “Let’s walk on for a while,” Mandie said, looking at Celia.


  “All right, let’s go on,” Celia agreed.


  The pathway made a wide arc past the house and then descended a steep hillside. As the three paused to look ahead, they could see the distant mountains as well as the green meadows below. The trees had thinned out here, and the grass made a luxurious carpet under their feet until it reached the edge of the downgrade. Then rocks formed the pathway with low bushes and wild flowers along the sides.


  “Oh, it’s beautiful!” Mandie said, looking beyond where they stood.


  “It’s also a pretty rough and steep path,” Jonathan reminded her as he gazed at the trail leading down the embankment.


  “I see another path over this way,” Celia said, pointing to her left.


  Mandie looked in that direction and said, “You’re right. And it goes right into the woods.”


  “Let’s try it,” Jonathan said. “It looks easier.”


  They began walking in that direction. The pathway looked a lot like the first one, but was almost swallowed up by the huge trees that also shut out most of the sunlight.


   After a while they came to a fork in the pathway. It split to the left and right. They stopped to choose their way.


  “Right or left?” Mandie asked.


  “The paths look the same,” Jonathan remarked.


  “Let’s go to the left,” Celia decided.


  “Why?” Mandie asked, looking to the left.


  “I think I see some beautiful flowers up ahead on the path,” Celia said as she walked on.


  As they neared the bright colors, Mandie looked about for birds or animals. There didn’t seem to be anything living in the forest.


  When they finally got close enough to see the area beyond the flowers, they discovered another cottage situated by the trail. The flowers seemed to belong to the occupant. The house was similar to the one they had just seen. Lace curtains adorned the windows, and the shingles looked old.


  As Mandie stood there wishing they could pick the flowers, she noticed a faint spiral of smoke coming from the chimney.


  “Someone must be home. I see smoke from a fire,” she told her friends.


  “It looks like the estate owns several cottages in the woods for the workers to live in,” Jonathan remarked.


  Just then, an elderly woman emerged from the front door. She had a homemade broom, and was intent on sweeping the stoop. At first she didn’t seem to notice the young people as they watched and waited. But when she descended the short flight of steps, sweeping them off as she went, she finally looked up and saw them. She backed up the steps, staring at the strangers.


  “Hello,” Mandie called to her as she walked forward. “We are visiting at the castle.”


  The woman backed into the doorway and held the door open, as if ready to dart inside. Her eyes didn’t waver from them.


  Mandie and the others moved closer, cautiously.


  “Do you understand English?” Mandie asked.


  The woman still didn’t utter a word, but stood there transfixed.


  “Sprechen Sie Englisch?” Jonathan asked her.


  “Nein, nein, nein!” the woman quickly replied.


  “What did you say to her? She looks scared,” Mandie said.


  “I only asked her if she speaks English and she said ‘no,’ ” he explained.


  “Well then, say something to her in German,” Mandie said.


  “I don’t know much,” Jonathan admitted. Then he turned back to the old woman and said, “Guten Tag.”


  The woman immediately replied in a rush of German, and Jonathan couldn’t understand a word she was saying. “Sorry, I don’t know what that’s all about. Maybe we’d better go,” Jonathan said.


  Mandie suddenly remembered the words Frau Jahn had taught her that morning to thank the baroness. “Vielen Dank,” she called to the woman.


  “But what are you thanking her for, Mandie?” Celia asked, also remembering what the German words meant.


  The woman smiled, waved to them, and went inside the cottage, closing the door behind her.


  “Those are the only words I know,” Mandie said. “I wish I knew more, so I could talk to the people we meet.”


  “You can always learn,” Jonathan said with his mischievous smile.


  “That would take too long. I want to be able to speak to them right now, during our trip here to Europe,” Mandie replied.


  “I think you ought to learn some languages when you go back to school, so you’ll be able to talk to people the next time you travel over here,” Jonathan said. “French is probably a good one to learn, and of course German, and some Italian.”


  “Whew! That sounds like a lot of work,” Mandie said as she held tightly to Snowball’s leash. “You don’t know that much yourself, Jonathan.”


  “No, but I am learning at school,” he said. “After you get to know one foreign language, it’s not all that hard to learn another.”


  “I am definitely going to take some languages this next school year,” Celia said.


  “I think we ought to go back now and watch the juniper tree before it’s time for another meal or something,” Mandie said.


  They turned around and started back. A short way down the pathway, Mandie suddenly stopped and held her hands up to the others.


  “I hear something,” she said softly, listening.


  Jonathan and Celia waited silently.


  “It’s a horse,” Mandie decided.


  The others also heard it. It was a clip-clopping sound, and it was coming toward them.


  “Let’s wait behind those trees over there and see who it is,” Mandie told the others as they all ran for cover.


  “The horse does not have a rider, Mandie,” Celia spoke up.


  “How do you know?” Jonathan asked in a whisper.


  “Because the gait is not right. Listen,” Celia explained.


  “I think you’re right,” Mandie said softly as they all watched the pathway. “It sure is moving slowly.”


  They waited impatiently, and then as the horse began to appear through the trees, Mandie suddenly put her hands to her mouth and gave a shrill bird-like call. “It’s Uncle Ned!” she cried. “I see him!” She pointed excitedly through the thick trees and ran out onto the pathway. Celia and Jonathan followed.


  In seconds an answering call was returned. Mandie stood in the middle of the trail, practically jumping up and down as she waited for her old Indian friend to appear on the pathway.


  In a few moments Uncle Ned came walking slowly toward them, leading his horse. A big grin covered his face as he saw the young people.


  Mandie ran to grab his hand and squeeze it. “Uncle Ned, I’m so glad you’ve finally gotten here. We had a wreck, got lost, and had quite a time getting to the castle. And, there is a huge juniper tree on the property that jumps up and down!”


  “Papoose!” the old man said, trying to calm her. “A wreck? Anyone hurt?” He looked worried.


  “No, we didn’t get hurt, but we got lost,” Mandie explained. “And if we’d had you with us we wouldn’t have gotten lost.”


  Uncle Ned smiled down at her as he put an arm around her slim shoulders.


  “You find tree that jumps up and down?” he asked.


  “The maid, Olga is her name, says the tree is known to do it, and we’ve been watching, but it hasn’t moved yet,” Mandie spoke rapidly. “We were on the way back to look at it now.”


  “We all go see,” Uncle Ned said as they resumed walking along the pathway.


  “Why are you walking, Uncle Ned?” Celia asked.


  “Horse throw a shoe,” he explained.


  “I’m sure they have stables here somewhere,” Jonathan offered. “And someone who can put a new shoe on.”


  “Yes, they must have, because they have horses, too,” Celia reminded them. “And they’re so wealthy, they probably have their own shop.”


  Mandie looked up at the tall Indian and said, “I hope you haven’t had to walk a long way. But we’re almost to the castle now.”


  When they came within view of the huge structure, they all stopped for Uncle Ned to get a good look. Then Mandie ran forward to point out the tall juniper tree.


  “This is it, Uncle Ned, right here,” she said as she stood beneath it. “And I can’t see that it has moved any.”


  “No way tree can jump up and down,” Uncle Ned said, looking up at it.


  “But the maid said it has been known to several times,” Mandie repeated.


  Uncle Ned smiled at Mandie, his black eyes twinkling. “Maid tell Papoose tale. Make exciting story.”


  Mandie looked crestfallen as she realized that Olga might have indeed been making up the story. After all, Rupert had denied knowing anything about the tree jumping up and down.


  She tilted her head back as she looked up at Uncle Ned and said solemnly, “Maybe,” and then with a little smile, she added, “And maybe not. Anyway we are going to find out.”


  Mandie decided then and there that she would put an end to Olga’s story, one way or the other.


  CHAPTER SIX


  WATCHING THE JUNIPER TREE


  As Mandie led the way to the back of the castle in search of a blacksmith or stable boy to take Uncle Ned’s horse, they met a small, dark young man who stopped to speak to them.


  “If you wish, sir, I will take the horse for you,” he offered. “My name is Ludwig. I am on the way to the stables to inspect the baroness’s racehorses. I am the jockey.”


  Uncle Ned looked down at the smiling young man and handed over the reins to him. “Many thanks. Horse need shoe,” he said.


  “Ja, I noticed the horse is not walking right,” Ludwig replied as he took the reins and bent to look at the animal’s foot. “I will attend to it.”


  “You have racehorses here?” Celia asked excitedly. “We raise racehorses back home in Virginia.”


  Ludwig smiled at Celia and said, “Yes, we have had many winners. Please allow me to show you our horses.”


  “Oh, I’d love to see them,” Celia replied, and turning to her friends, she asked, “Shall we?”


  “Of course, Celia, but maybe later,” Mandie replied. “I think we ought to go on inside with Uncle Ned. My grandmother may be wondering where we are.” And then with a big smile, she added, “I want to see them, too.”


  “All right,” Celia agreed. “We have been out an awfully long time. Ludwig, we’ll let you know when we can come look.”


  A uniformed servant came out into the yard, and walked directly to the horse.


  “I will take your luggage, sir,” he told Uncle Ned as he began unhooking the bags from the animal’s back.


  Uncle Ned helped him and said, “Thank you. I not know where to take them.”


  “I know exactly where, sir. We have your rooms all ready for you. The baroness informed us of your tentative arrival,” the servant said. “Please follow me,” he said, picking up the bags.


  Uncle Ned was wearing his deerskin jacket, and he took his bow and arrows from the horse and slung them over his shoulder. The servant and Ludwig both watched curiously.


  “Uncle Ned is a Cherokee Indian,” Mandie explained as she saw the two men’s puzzled expressions. “I am also one-fourth Cherokee. My grandmother was full-blooded.”


  “Ja, Ja,” Ludwig said. “I will wait to hear more when you come to see the racehorses.” He led the horse away down the path.


  The servant hurried toward the back door of the castle, and everyone scrambled to catch up with him, all except Uncle Ned, that is. He never seemed to hurry, because his long legs could make such long strides.


  Entering the house through the back way, they found themselves in an old kitchen. The walls were made of stone. At one side was a huge open fireplace. And on the other side there stood what seemed to be a well. Mandie rushed over to look.


  “You have a well inside the kitchen?” she asked. The other young people crowded around to see.


  “We do not use this kitchen anymore, since about one hundred years ago, in fact, but that is a well. Back then, the family had to have all such necessities inside the castle in case of a siege by the enemy, when it would be impossible to go outside,” he explained. Then turning to lead the way, he added, “Now, please come this way.”


  They followed the man through a maze of corridors, up one flight of stairs, and down another. Finally they arrived in the hallway where they were shown Uncle Ned’s suite. It was located near their own.


  “This is your suite, sir,” the servant told Uncle Ned as he pushed open a heavy, ornate door.


  Uncle Ned followed him inside, while the young people peered in behind him at the heavy antique furnishings, and elaborate decor of the sitting room. Then the servant threw open a second door, revealing an enormous bedroom.


  Snowball, who had been content in Mandie’s arms until now, wriggled to get down. Mandie put him up on her shoulder.


  “Why don’t we leave Uncle Ned to freshen up after his long journey?” Jonathan suggested.


  “Of course,” Mandie agreed.


  “Yes, he must be awfully tired,” Celia added.


  Uncle Ned smiled and said, “Not much tired, but dirty. I wash up and then find Papoose and friends.”


  Mandie led the way out into the hall and said, “I see Olga down there. She can tell us how to get to the parlor.”


  “I will unpack your things, and show you where to find the others when you are ready,” Mandie heard the servant say to Uncle Ned.


  Jonathan whistled for Olga, and the maid turned and came toward them, laughing.


  “You are American all right,” she said with a smile.


  Mandie asked, “Could you please show us where the adults are? They are probably in the parlor.”


  “Yes, miss,” Olga said, turning to walk back down the hallway. “This way.”


  After following Olga through the corridors and down stairs, they arrived at the entrance to an enormous drawing room. It was decorated in satin, silk, and velvet, in various shades of lavender and purple. It was filled to the point of being crowded with lavish-looking antiques.


  Mrs. Taft, Senator Morton, and Baroness Geissler were all seated. Frau Jahn stood to the side, still acting as interpreter for the baroness.


  “Oh, dear, where have y’all been?” Mrs. Taft asked as they entered the room. “You’ve missed tea because we couldn’t find y’all.”


  The baroness motioned for them to sit down.


  “We’ve been for a walk, Grandmother, and Uncle Ned just arrived,” Mandie said, explaining how they had met up with him in the woods. “He’s in his room now.”


  “Well, I’m glad he finally got here. I was worried that he was lost or something, too,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “Is he coming down?” Senator Morton asked.


  “As soon as he gets cleaned up,” Mandie replied, holding on to Snowball as he struggled to get down.


  “That’s good, because we are discussing the dinner party for tomorrow night, and the baroness was hoping he’d get here in time for that,” Mrs. Taft said.


  Baroness Geissler spoke rapidly in German and Frau Jahn told them, “We have received a reply from Mr. Guyer and he will not be able to come. He said he is leaving Germany today to go to France where he will visit relatives with whom his son wished to stay.”


  Jonathan asked, “Did he say I could go visit with my aunt and uncle in Paris?”


  Frau Jahn and the baroness exchanged a few words in German and then the housekeeper said, “He did not state any decision about your visiting, only that he will visit the people you refer to.”


  Mandie looked at Jonathan as he sighed deeply. She knew that he would like to get his future settled, whether it meant going to live with his aunt and uncle in Paris, or going home to New York with his father.


  Uncle Ned joined them then, as the servant showed him into the room. Mandie noticed that the baroness looked agitated as she was introduced to him through the housekeeper. There followed a barrage of questions and answers as the woman inquired about the Cherokees. The housekeeper had trouble interpreting Uncle Ned’s broken English, and several times Mandie had to explain to her what the old Indian was saying.


  By the time all this was accomplished, the young people were told to go upstairs and get ready for the evening meal.


  Mandie, Celia, and Jonathan discussed various things as they tried to find their way back to their rooms. They had declined help from the maid, but did accept her instructions on how to get through the enormous castle.


  “I wonder where Rupert is,” Mandie remarked as she let Snowball run along on his leash.


  “Probably avoiding us,” Jonathan said.


  “I sure don’t think he likes us,” Celia agreed.


  As they talked, a door along the corridor opened and closed, and Rupert stood there looking at them. They slowed their steps, but didn’t  stop, and no one spoke. They were relieved when they saw him go off in the opposite direction.


  When they had gotten to the corner of the hallway, they glanced back and saw someone coming out of another door.


  Mandie quickly whispered to her friends, “That’s the woman who was inside that cottage in the woods.”


  “She must be a maid here. She’s wearing a uniform,” Jonathan said under his breath as the young woman rapidly approached them.


  “Right,” Celia whispered.


  The woman passed them in the hallway, but didn’t even look at them. They all stared at her. She had long black hair, and was quite pretty. The uniform she was wearing was similar to the one Olga wore.


  “Well!” Mandie exclaimed.


  “She and Rupert must be sweet on each other,” Jonathan remarked as they reached the doors to their rooms.


  “Either that or they’re in cahoots about something or other,” Mandie said.


  “We meet up with a lot of interesting people, don’t we?” Celia added.


  “See you girls back downstairs,” Jonathan said, entering his suite and closing the door.


  Inside their rooms, the girls flipped through their clothes hanging in the wardrobe.


  “I suppose I’ll have to save this blue silk for tomorrow night. It’s too fancy for an ordinary dinner, anyway,” Mandie decided as she pushed it aside and selected a pink dress. “I’ll wear this tonight.”


  “I think I’ll wear my white dress with the pink and blue embroidered flowers tomorrow night,” Celia said. “For tonight, this tan dress will do.”


  The girls didn’t take long to change clothes and redo their hair.


  “You know, Celia, I think we ought to go back and watch that juniper tree after dark tonight. Olga said it jumped up and down last night. Maybe it only does it at night,” Mandie said as they hurried down the hallway.


  She had left Snowball in their suite, where she knew Olga would feed him.


  “After dark, Mandie? Do you think that’s safe?” Celia asked.


  “Sure. There are plenty of people working around here, all day and all night. Senator Morton said so,” Mandie assured her.


  “But this is a strange place to us,” her friend objected.


  “Oh, Celia, we’ll ask Jonathan to go with us. He’ll want to go anyway,” Mandie said.


  “What about Uncle Ned? Couldn’t we ask him to go too? He’s big and strong, and I’d feel safer with him,” Celia suggested.


  “No, Celia, we can’t ask him. We won’t even go out there until after everyone is in bed,” Mandie said. “Besides, he doesn’t believe the tree really moves. Remember what he said about Olga telling tales?”


  Jonathan came rushing up behind them just then.


  “You girls sure did get ready fast,” he said. “I thought I’d beat you downstairs.”


  Mandie told him about their plans to watch the tree after everyone had retired for the night. He sounded interested.


  “Sure I’ll go,” he said. “In fact, you girls had better not go without me.” He smiled mischievously.


  Mandie heard someone behind them, and glanced back in time to see Rupert right at their heels. Evidently he had been following quietly, so as not to be detected.


  Mandie boldly turned around and asked, “Are you on the way downstairs to dinner, Rupert?”


  “Of course I am. Where do you think I would be going?” he asked sullenly as he brushed past them and hurried ahead.


  When they arrived at the drawing room, everyone was ready to go in to dinner.


  Mandie found herself seated next to Rupert, and was frustrated because she couldn’t talk to her friends without him hearing everything.


  The baroness spoke rapidly in German to her grandson and Rupert replied. Frau Jahn stood by listening and frowning. Mandie also noticed her shake her head in silence, and her lips tighten in apparent anger. But the baroness seemed to be in a good mood and happy with everyone.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton spoke to each other, and Mandie saw them look at the baroness and then at Rupert. Uncle Ned was seated on the other side of Rupert.


  The baroness suddenly stood up and made a remark to the housekeeper. Frau Jahn said, smiling, “The baroness wishes to inform you  that Fraulein Elsa Wagner will be arriving tonight to stay a few days. She is the fiancee of the baroness’s grandson, here present.”


  Everyone turned and smiled at the baroness.


  He’s engaged to be married! Mandie thought, swiftly remembering the flirtatious way Rupert conducted himself around other girls. Well, it is a good idea for that Elsa Wagner to come and check up on him!


  As soon as the meal was over, everyone returned to the drawing room. The adults carried on a conversation with the assistance of Frau Jahn. The young people sat together almost in silence, because Rupert chose a seat near them.


  When Mandie suggested they walk outside for some fresh air, he suddenly decided to accompany them.


  Once outside, Rupert quickly disappeared into the woods without any explanation.


  As they watched him go, Mandie suggested, “We might as well go look at that tree while we’re out here.”


  The tree did not appear to have moved.


  “I don’t believe that tree has ever moved. How could it?” Jonathan declared.


  “Well, we’ll just come back out here later and watch for a while,” Mandie said. “I’d like to find out where the rumor started anyway. Let’s go find Olga and talk to her.”


  They went back inside the castle, but when they finally located Olga, she wouldn’t say anything more about the tree, except that it had been seen to jump up and down.


  “And you didn’t see it yourself?” Mandie asked in an upstairs hallway.


  “No, miss, never, but other people have,” the maid insisted.


  “What other people?” Mandie asked. “Tell us who these other people are.”


  “Well, I shouldn’t, but I will tell you. One person who saw it was the new maid, the French one named Yvette,” Olga explained.


  “With the long black hair?” Jonathan asked.


  “And does Yvette live in a cottage in the woods?” Mandie asked before Olga could answer Jonathan.


  “A cottage in the woods?” Olga suddenly withdrew, frowning. “No, miss, she has a room upstairs.”


   Olga left them abruptly. The three young people looked at each other in puzzlement.


  “Maybe the woman doesn’t live in the cottage. Maybe she was just out there for some reason,” Celia suggested.


  “The one we saw may not be the girl named Yvette,” Jonathan said.


  “I just feel that it is the same girl,” Mandie said. “Let’s see if we can find her. We don’t have to let her know that Olga told us she was the one who had seen the tree jump.”


  So they began a search through the castle for the maid named Yvette.


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  THE SECRET IN THE WELL


  The three young people looked for Yvette, but the inside of the castle was growing dark as night came. In some places the corridors were so dimly lit that it was hard for them to see their way around. Once in a while they saw a servant hurrying about on chores.


  Then suddenly they came upon double doors in a hallway, and as Jonathan pushed them open they found themselves in complete blackness.


  “Oh, let’s go back!” Celia exclaimed as she stopped short.


  Mandie stood still, trying to see ahead. “We sure need some kind of light,” she said.


  “I don’t think Yvette would be in this part of the castle anyway, because it seems to be all dark from here on,” Jonathan told the girls.


  “We’ll just have to come back here in the daytime when there’s enough light to see,” Mandie decided as she turned to go back.


  “How are we going to find it again?” Celia asked as the three started down the corridor the way they had come.


  “I have lost all sense of direction,” Jonathan said.


  “We could stop and look out a window from one of the rooms in this hallway and see what’s outside. Then when we do come back up here, we would have some idea as to what part of the castle we’re in,” Mandie reasoned.


  As she spoke, Mandie led the way into a room nearby and the three hurried over to a window, guided by the faint light from the hallway. They pulled back the curtain. It appeared they were above the front doorway.


  “Look at all the lights outside!” Mandie exclaimed. “I don’t remember seeing that many last night when Senator Morton and I got here.”


  “But there is someone special coming tonight, remember, Mandie? Rupert’s fiancee,” Celia reminded her.


  “I wonder what time she is expected?” Jonathan remarked as they looked down into the yard.


  “No one spoke of a time,” Mandie replied. “I listened at the table. Frau Jahn just said the baroness told her Elsa Wagner would be here tonight.”


  “Do you suppose she is already here?” Celia asked.


  “She could have arrived while we’ve been going through the castle,” Jonathan said. “I think we ought to find our way back downstairs.”


  “Yes. Let’s go find out,” Mandie decided.


  The three hadn’t gone very far down the corridor when they spied Olga rushing down a cross hall.


  “Olga!” Mandie called to her as she hurried to catch up with the maid.


  Olga stopped and looked in their direction. “Yes, miss?” she said.


  “Do you know if Rupert’s fiancee has arrived yet?” Mandie asked as the three reached the cross hall.


  “No, miss, but she is due anytime now. So I must hurry,” Olga replied as she quickly disappeared down another intersecting corridor.


  “Why don’t we go camp out somewhere near the front door and watch for her?” Mandie suggested.


  “Yes, I’d like to see what she looks like,” Celia agreed.


  “It might be interesting to see what kind of girl would marry that Rupert,” Jonathan said with a smile.


  They rushed down one corridor after another until they finally found themselves in the section where their rooms were located.


  “Now we know where we are,” Mandie remarked. “The stairs are in that direction.” She pointed ahead.


  “Right,” Jonathan agreed.


  After getting down to the first floor they finally located the front door, or the door through which they had come when they arrived. To Mandie it seemed to be in the back of the castle, but then this wasn’t an ordinary house.


  “We could sit on that bench over there and watch for a while,” Mandie said, leading the way to a long bench by a table at one side of the huge doorway.


  They didn’t have long to wait before they heard a carriage pulling up outside. Then suddenly servants seemed to come from everywhere as they all rushed toward the door. The tall, slender butler hurried to throw open the front door, Frau Jahn standing by his side.


  No one seemed to notice the young people, and now they stood up and moved a little closer to the door. Two different female voices could be heard outside.


  “Hurry now, Elsa,” a woman was saying in English.


  “Oh, Aunt Wilhelmina, I am so tired and crumpled,” a younger female voice replied.


  The butler moved forward as the two women approached the doorway. “Guten Abend, Gnadige Frau Schiller, Fraulein Wagner,” he greeted them. “We await your presence.”


  “Good evening,” the older woman replied as she stepped through the doorway, followed by the younger woman.


  Frau Jahn gave a courteous nod and said, “Gnadige Frau Schiller, Fraulein Wagner, I will show you to your suite where you may refresh yourselves, and then the Baroness Geissler will be waiting for you in the drawing room.”


  “Ja, danke,” the older woman replied.


  The three young people shrank back into the shadows of the hallway as the housekeeper led the two women down the hallway. Both of the new guests were enveloped in full dark cloaks, and it was impossible to see their faces from where Mandie and her friends stood watching.


  The servants hurriedly followed the ladies with their many pieces of luggage from the carriage. And suddenly the hallway was empty except for the three young people.


  “Well, what were they saying, Jonathan? Could you understand those German words?” Mandie asked.


  “Simple. The butler merely greeted them with ‘Good evening,


  Madam Schiller, Miss Wagner.’ Then the older woman said, ‘Yes, thank you.’ That was all,” the boy explained.


  “The woman must be the girl’s aunt, since she called her Aunt Wilhelmina. I wonder why her mother didn’t come with her,” Celia remarked.


  “Maybe her mother is deceased—or something,” Mandie said, and then quickly added, “We should have watched to see where their rooms are. Let’s go!”


  She led the way down the corridor and up the stairs, her friends close behind. At the top they paused to look around and listen. There was no one in sight, and not a sound to be heard.


  “Maybe they went in the opposite direction,” Jonathan suggested as they stood there. “Our rooms are that way.” He pointed to the left. “And they could have gone that way.” He pointed right.


  “Right,” Mandie agreed as she quickly led them in the opposite direction.


  Although they went up and down corridors and listened at doorways, they couldn’t locate the new guests.


  “If we go back to the top of the stairs and wait, they will probably come back down that way to meet the baroness in the drawing room,” Mandie told her friends.


  “Mandie, there are several sets of stairs in this castle. You know that,” Jonathan reminded.


  “I know, but the stairs we use seem to be the ones everyone else goes up and down,” Mandie replied.


  “Mandie, your grandmother is probably wondering where we are, and when the new guests go to the drawing room we should be there to be introduced,” Celia told her.


  “Oh, yes, you’re right,” Mandie agreed with a sigh. “We’d better go back to the drawing room.”


  The young people walked three abreast down the hallway toward the stairs. As Mandie led them through double dividing doors to a connecting corridor, a young girl was coming from the other hallway and they collided.


  “Pardon!” the girl exclaimed in French as she glanced at Mandie.


  “Please excuse me,” Mandie replied. “I believe it was my fault.” She looked at the young lady, dressed in a dark, ruffled dress. Her  thick dark hair was piled high on her head, and her dark eyes looked curiously at Mandie and her friends.


  “So be it,” the girl replied, and turned to go on.


  “My name is Amanda Shaw, Mandie for short, and these are my friends, Celia Hamilton and Jonathan Guyer,” Mandie quickly said.


  The other girl didn’t even turn to look at her again, but hurried on down the corridor.


  Mandie murmured to her friends, “Rupert’s fiancee certainly doesn’t have any manners.”


  “We’d better go on down to the drawing room, Mandie,” Jonathan said.


  “Yes, and then she’ll have to stand still long enough to be introduced to us,” Mandie agreed.


  The night had grown chilly and a fire was roaring in the huge fireplace in the drawing room. Evidently Elsa’s aunt had gone on down ahead of the girl, because she was already seated, and Baroness Geissler was introducing Elsa Wagner to Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton, with Frau Jahn’s help. Elsa was standing before them as the young people paused in the doorway.


  Mrs. Taft spoke to the girl, “I am pleased to meet you, dear.”


  Elsa merely nodded her head and took a seat nearby as Senator Morton said, “It is indeed a pleasure to meet you, Miss Wagner.”


  The young people walked on into the room and Mrs. Taft saw them.


  “Oh, Amanda, please come over here,” Mrs. Taft said to her granddaughter.


  “You must meet Rupert’s fiancee.” She beckoned to the young people. “And you, too, Celia and Jonathan.”


  When Mandie and her friends approached Mrs. Taft, Mandie glanced at Elsa. The girl was not even looking at them.


  “Miss Wagner, this is my granddaughter, Amanda Shaw, and her friends Celia Hamilton and Jonathan Guyer,” Mrs. Taft said, looking at the young girl.


  Elsa Wagner turned to glance at the three and merely nodded her head, then immediately spoke rapidly in German to Baroness Geissler. Whatever she said, the older woman laughed and then replied something else they could not understand.


   Mrs. Taft looked slightly upset as she caught Senator Morton’s look and raised her eyebrows. Elsa’s aunt sat silently watching.


  Mandie looked at her friends and frowned. Celia quickly went to sit on a settee near the senator, and Mandie and Jonathan followed. The three sat there gazing at Elsa, not understanding a word she was saying to the baroness.


  Frau Jahn evidently had noticed the exchange among the American guests. She smiled at Mrs. Taft and said softly, as Elsa continued to talk to the baroness, “She is tired. Long journey she has had today.”


  “Yes,” Mrs. Taft muttered with a strained smile at the housekeeper.


  Suddenly the baroness turned to Frau Jahn and spoke to her. Frau Jahn translated for Mrs. Taft. “The baroness asks that you please forgive her necessary conversation with Fraulein Wagner. She will dispense with it shortly.”


  “Thank you,” Mrs. Taft said.


  The aunt spoke then, “They are discussing the arrangements for the dinner party tomorrow night.” Then turning to the young people across the room, she added, “I am Frau Schiller, Fraulein Wagner’s aunt. It is nice to meet you young Americans.”


  “Thank you, ma’am,” the three young people chimed.


  “I am sorry, Frau Schiller. Please forgive my manners. I simply forgot to introduce them to you,” Mrs. Taft said, somewhat hastily.


  “Of course, madam. You have beautiful young people in your care,” Frau Schiller replied.


  “Thank you,” Mrs. Taft said. “It is a job, keeping up with them.”


  “You’re right on that score,” Senator Morton said, smiling at the two ladies.


  Mandie suddenly realized her old Cherokee friend was not present.


  “Grandmother, where is Uncle Ned?” she asked.


  “He has gone for a walk. He’ll be back soon,” Mrs. Taft told her. “And you might tell me where your kitten is, dear.”


  “Oh, he’s in our suite,” Mandie explained. “Olga feeds him in our bathroom, so I just leave him there.”


  Mandie glanced at Elsa’s aunt while the woman was not looking at them. The woman didn’t seem to be much older than Elsa, but she  had a more mature figure. Her hair and eyes were also dark, and she was wearing a simple black dress and no jewelry.


  Mrs. Taft was talking to Frau Schiller. “Will Miss Wagner’s mother also be coming for the dinner tomorrow night?” she asked the German woman.


  “Nein, no, madam,” Frau Schiller replied with a sad expression on her face. “Elsa’s mother passed to the beyond last year and Elsa was left alone, her father having been deceased for many years. Since a young lady must have proper supervision, I moved into the house with her. When she marries Rupert next year, they will live there and I shall return to my own estate.”


  “I am sorry about her family,” Mrs. Taft said. “So they will not be wed until next year?”


  “That is correct. You see, we are just now coming out of our period of mourning. Once that is past we have many things to accomplish before the wedding,” Frau Schiller explained.


  Mrs. Taft looked around and asked, “I haven’t seen Rupert. Was he not here to greet his bride-to-be?”


  “The Baroness Geissler explained that he is away on a short journey of business and will return soon,” Frau Schiller said.


  Mandie and her friends looked at each other. Where had Rupert gone?


  He had followed them outside after dinner and had vanished into the woods. Some business in the woods, Mandie thought. He must not be really interested in Elsa, considering the way he was acting.


  Baroness Geissler finished her conversation with Elsa and spoke to Mrs. Taft and the senator through Frau Jahn’s interpretation. Elsa seemed to be in deep thought and wasn’t really paying any attention to anyone.


  “The baroness says we will have guests arriving tomorrow from several different countries. Some of them are American and you may be acquainted with them,” Frau Jahn said.


  “Oh, please tell me the names,” Mrs. Taft said to her.


  Mandie and her friends began their own conversation, quietly enough that Elsa could not hear what they were saying.


  “I wish it would hurry up and be time for everyone to go to bed, so we can go outside and watch the juniper tree,” Mandie whispered.


  “Yes, well, it—” Jonathan began, and then the cuckoo clock on  the mantelpiece interrupted with its shrill call to announce the hour of ten o’clock. Everyone looked at it.


  Mrs. Taft gasped and said, “Oh, dear, I didn’t realize it was so late.” She turned to the young people. “I think you should all get to bed now. We’ll rise early in the morning to prepare for a busy day.”


  Mandie and her friends rose to say good-night. At that moment Uncle Ned came into the room. He was still wearing his leather jacket and native breeches. Elsa and her aunt both gasped at the sight of him in his unusual garments, and then they pretended to ignore him.


  Mrs. Taft spoke up, “Come on in, Uncle Ned. I would like you to meet these ladies.”


  Uncle Ned stepped forward, and Mrs. Taft introduced him to Frau Schiller and Elsa Wagner. Both women were distant and very formal with the old man.


  They probably can’t figure out exactly who he is, Mandie thought as she watched.


  When the Cherokee finally sat down, Mandie rushed to grasp his hand and say good-night. And as the conversation began again among the adults Mandie whispered, “Did you see Rupert anywhere outside?”


  Uncle Ned shook his head and said softly, “No see him.”


  Mrs. Taft glanced at her granddaughter and said, “Amanda! Bedtime, dear.”


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie replied.


  The three young people bid everyone good-night and left the room to go upstairs.


  After they were out of hearing, they paused to make their plans.


  “Let’s meet at the top of the stairs as soon as everyone has gone to bed,” Mandie said softly to her friends.


  “Are you sure you really want to go outside in the dark and watch the tree?” Celia asked. “It may be too dark to see anything.”


  “Celia, if you don’t want to come you don’t have to,” Mandie said indignantly. “It’ll be all right if you just want to go to bed. Jonathan will go with me, won’t you, Jonathan?”


  “Sure, I wouldn’t miss this for anything,” Jonathan said with his mischievous smile.


  “No, Mandie, I really do want to go, because the tree may jump up and down and I don’t want to miss that,” Celia replied as they all moved on up the stairs.


  “All right,” Mandie agreed. “I doubt that we’ll see the tree jump up and down, but we’ll go watch just in case.”


  The three went to their rooms, agreeing to listen for the occupants of the house to retire. Then they would meet at the top of the stairs for their adventure outside.


  When Mandie opened the door to her suite, Snowball jumped down from a nearby table and came running to his mistress, meowing for all he was worth. She picked him up.


  “You missed me, didn’t you, Snowball?” Mandie said, cuddling the kitten on her shoulder and rubbing his white fur. He kept wailing.


  “Mandie, something must be wrong with him, crying like that,” Celia said, going to look at him.


  Mandie held him in her arms to look at him. “What is wrong, Snowball?” She quickly ran inside the bathroom and looked around for his food bowl. There was no dish anywhere.


  “Oh, goodness! Olga must have forgotten to feed Snowball!” Mandie said with a big sigh.


  “No wonder he is crying then,” Celia said.


  “I suppose I’ll have to go back downstairs and look for the kitchen to get something to eat for him,” Mandie decided, putting Snowball down.


  “Want me to go with you?” Celia asked.


  “All right, but let’s be awfully quiet so no one will hear us. Otherwise, Grandmother may find out we’ve been prowling around the castle when we’re supposed to be going to bed,” Mandie said.


  The two girls went softly along the corridors and down the stairs. Then they explored different directions and finally found themselves in the hallway on to which the old kitchen opened.


  “That door goes into that old kitchen, I think, so we must be near the kitchen they use now,” Mandie whispered as she went toward the closed door.


  She carefully pushed open the door enough to see inside, with Celia peeking over her shoulder. Both girls gasped as they watched Rupert lower something on a rope into the old well inside the room. He bent over to watch it go down. Then he leaned forward over the  edge, apparently tying the end of the rope to something down below. He straightened up, smiled to himself, and brushed his hands together.


  The girls quickly darted down the corridor to the nearest door and ran inside of what was evidently the pantry. They listened quietly as Rupert walked heavily down the hallway until his footsteps could no longer be heard.


  Mandie whispered, “Let’s go see what he put in that well.” She was out of the pantry and hurrying to the old kitchen before Celia could object.


  The girls examined the well, and although there was only one dim lamp burning in the room, they could see the hook far, far below where the rope was secured.


  “No way we can reach that,” Mandie said, exasperated.


  “No, we might fall in,” Celia cautioned.


  “If we could find a long stick, we might be able to pull on the rope,” Mandie suggested.


  “Mandie, it’s too late to mess with that,” Celia objected. “Remember, we have to get food for Snowball and then we are going outside to watch the tree.”


  “Yes, you’re right, Celia,” Mandie said, straightening up. “Tomorrow we’ll look to see if the rope is still down there. Now, let’s find the kitchen.”


  The girls discovered the present-day kitchen was just next door. They heard laughter behind the door and pushed it open. The servants were busy cleaning. They all stopped to look at the girls in the doorway.


  “Could we please have some food for my kitten?” Mandie asked as she and Celia stepped into the room.


  The three uniformed women servants looked at her and then at one another.


  “Oh, goodness, Mandie, they don’t understand English,” Celia said.


  “Food,” Mandie repeated, putting her fingers to her mouth. Then she crooked her arms and said, “Kitty, kitty, kitty.”


  The women exchanged glances again and then laughed, still not comprehending.


  Mandie walked over to the leftover food on the long wooden table, picked up a used dish and pointed with it toward the food.


  “Ah!” the oldest woman said with a big smile. She reached into a cupboard, took out a small bowl, and went to the big iron stove across the room. There were several pots, and she lifted the lid on the largest and dipped inside with a large ladle.


  Mandie followed her and watched. Evidently this was part of the stew they had had at dinner. Snowball would love it.


  “Not too full. I might spill it,” Mandie said as the woman kept filling the bowl.


  Not understanding Mandie’s remark, the woman ignored her and reached back into the cupboard, pulled out a large dish towel and covered the bowl with it. Then she handed it to Mandie with a burst of German words and a smile.


  “Thanks,” Mandie said. Then she remembered the expression Jonathan had translated when they overheard Frau Schiller. She repeated the German word: “Danke.”


  All three women smiled broadly, and watched the girls as they left the room.


  Mandie carefully balanced the bowl as they made their way back to their rooms.


  Snowball greeted them with more wailing until Mandie set the bowl on the bathroom floor. He immediately gobbled down the stew.


  “You eat your fill, and then you climb up on the bed and go to sleep,” Mandie told her cat as she and Celia went back into the bedroom to sit on the big bed.


  “I wonder what Rupert put in that well. We’ve just got to find out,” Mandie remarked.


  “Maybe Jonathan could reach it,” Celia suggested.


  “Good idea. We’ll tell him about it when we go outside in a little while,” Mandie agreed. “And I do hope this venture will be worthwhile, because I imagine it is cold out there.”


  “Me too,” Celia agreed. “Germany is much colder this time of year than back home.”


  “Let’s get our cloaks ready,” Mandie said.


  They prepared their wraps, and sat quietly waiting until they thought it would be late enough for everyone to have gone to bed.


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  WHAT HAS RUPERT BEEN DOING?


  “It’s time,” Mandie said softly as the clock struck midnight somewhere in the castle. She picked up her dark heavy cloak and put it around her.


  Celia did likewise. “Are we going to leave Snowball here?” she asked.


  “Definitely,” Mandie replied, looking at the ball of white fur sleeping on the bed.


  Mandie slowly opened the door and looked out into the hallway. There was no one in sight. “Come on,” she whispered.


  Celia followed, carefully closing the door to their suite.


  The deep silence and the dim lights in the wide corridor made the place eerie. The girls crept along slowly, careful not to make any noise. Mandie held her breath, hoping no one would appear and catch them up after hours. She was determined to watch the tree.


  When they finally got to the landing of the stairs, they found Jonathan sitting on the top step. He grinned and rose as they came up.


  “I’m ready,” he told them in a low voice.


  “So are we,” Mandie said.


  They softly descended the huge staircase, pausing now and then  to listen for any sound. The front door came into view at the far end of the corridor downstairs and the three hurried toward it.


  As they drew nearer, Mandie suddenly put out her hands to stop her friends. She had spotted Rupert sitting on the bench by the door where they had sat earlier watching the arrival of Elsa Wagner and Frau Schiller. Celia and Jonathan saw him at the same time. He seemed to be reading some papers on the table.


  The three young people quietly, slowly, backed up the hallway, keeping an eye on Rupert, and stepping into an adjoining corridor.


  “Now how will we get out of here?” Mandie asked in a whisper.


  “We’ll just find another door,” Jonathan said in a low voice.


  “The only other door I know of is the one near the old kitchen—which reminds me,” Mandie whispered. “Jonathan, we saw Rupert putting something down the well in that old kitchen. We had to go find something for Snowball to eat because Olga had not fed him. He was meowing like he was starved. We happened to find the old kitchen while we were looking for the one they use now.”


  “Something into the well?” Jonathan questioned. “What did it look like?”


  “We couldn’t tell,” Celia spoke up.


  “We only saw him let the rope down in the well with something on the end of it,” Mandie explained. “Then he tied the top end of the rope so far down we couldn’t reach it to pull it up, but I think you could.”


  “Let’s go see,” Jonathan agreed in a low voice.


  The three quietly made their way to the old kitchen. Mandie softly pushed open the door, enough to peek in. There was no one inside.


  “Come on,” she said, stepping into the old kitchen and going to the well.


  Mandie explained to Jonathan about the rope. He looked down inside the well.


  “I can see the rope, but it seems to be fastened a long way down,” Jonathan said, bending as far as he could.


  “Can you reach it?” Mandie asked.


  Jonathan tried and tried to make contact with the rope swinging inside the well, without any success. He straightened up to look at Mandie. “I’m not as tall as Rupert, you know. I can’t reach as far as he can. But if I had something to hook on to the rope I could pull it up.”


  The three looked around the room without finding anything that could be used.


  “What about something from the wall in the hallway? There’s a lot of antique armor and tools hanging there,” Mandie said.


  “That’s a good idea,” Jonathan agreed. The three went out into the corridor.


  Mandie spotted a long spear hanging over a doorway. “What about that thing?” she asked, pointing to it.


  “Maybe we could find something lower, where we can reach it without climbing,” Jonathan said, walking on to look at the various tools.


  In a large alcove off the hallway was a huge open fireplace. Mandie found a poker standing beside it. She grabbed it and turned back to Jonathan.


  “Here, this ought to do,” she told him as he took the tool.


  Jonathan examined the poker. “I believe it will,” he said.


  Back in the kitchen the girls watched as Jonathan lowered the poker into the well and tried to snatch at the rope. After a few tries he hooked it.


  “I got it!” he exclaimed as he began to pull upward.


  Mandie and Celia crowded near as he brought the rope out of the well. The end of it was tied to an old bucket. But the bucket was empty.


  “Of all things!” Mandie exclaimed, examining the bucket. “I wonder why he put this bucket into the well. It’s dry, which means it didn’t go all the way down into the water.”


  “The well may be dry,” Celia said.


  “Of course!” Mandie agreed, as Jonathan began to lower the bucket back into the well. “It was probably used to draw up water when the well was in use.”


  Jonathan finished lowering the bucket. The top end of the rope was still attached to the hook where Rupert had tied it.


  “I hear someone coming!” Mandie suddenly whispered.


  The three looked around the room and found another door, which they quickly entered. Quietly peering out, they saw Rupert enter the old kitchen with the papers he had been reading. He rolled them up, tied a string around them, pulled the bucket up, and put them in it. Then he lowered the bucket back into the well.


  Mandie and the others watched as Rupert glanced around the room,  and then left by the hall door through which he had come. The three breathed a collective sigh of relief. Mandie started to push the door open to go back into the old kitchen, when Rupert suddenly came back through the door from the hallway. The three withdrew quickly and peeked to see what Rupert was doing.


  Rupert walked around the room several times, and then put out the one lamp burning there. Mandie had to squint to see him in the darkness as she watched through a crack in the door. Rupert withdrew the bucket from the well and removed the papers he had just put in it.


  At that moment someone else entered the old kitchen. A woman with long dark hair.


  “It’s about time you got here,” Rupert told her.


  “I thought you were coming to my house in the woods,” the woman replied.


  “Didn’t you find my note?” he asked as they stood there in the darkness.


  “We’ve always met at my house. Therefore—” the woman began.


  Rupert interrupted angrily, “You are aware that Elsa has arrived. I could not go visiting you while she is here.”


  “I know. Anyway, I finally thought to look in our secret hiding place to see if you had left any message,” the woman said. “And I found your note there. I came as soon as I got it.”


  Mandie held her breath as she eavesdropped with her friends. Who was this woman? What was Rupert up to?


  Rupert held up the papers in his hand and said, “I have everything signed here, and I want you to deliver these to Herr Zieger tonight. He will give you cash—a lot of money to bring back to me.”


  “But what are those papers?” the woman wanted to know. “And how am I going to find you when I get back?”


  “These are legal papers,” Rupert said, holding them out to her. “Now hurry on. I’ll be here when you return.”


  “Legal papers? Will I get into trouble delivering them? What is this all about?” the woman asked.


  Rupert angrily smacked the palm of his hand with the rolled-up papers. “It is all legal,” he said. “And if you must know, it covers property that I own, property that my dear American-loving mother  gave to me before she ran off with that stupid American. I am selling it to spite her.”


  The woman gasped. “Are you certain I won’t be involved in any trouble?” she asked. “I have my mother to take care of, which I won’t be able to do if I am accosted by the law.”


  “Do not worry about the law,” Rupert said impatiently as he handed her the papers. “You will have to take the pony cart. The amount of money will be too heavy to carry, even though Herr Zieger lives on the next property. I will wait for you in the library. Now, go!” He gave her a little push.


  “All right, all right,” the woman said, holding on to the papers as the two turned to leave the room.


  “And be very quiet hitching up the cart,” Rupert was saying as they closed the door behind them.


  Mandie and her friends drew deep breaths as they continued to stand by the door.


  “Well, so he hates Americans. And we are Americans,” Mandie said.


  “Yes,” Jonathan agreed.


  “And he is doing things to spite his mother,” Celia added.


  “We need to do something about that,” Mandie said.


  “We can’t go interfering with Rupert’s personal business, Mandie,” Jonathan objected.


  “But his grandmother ought to know what he’s doing,” Mandie said.


  “Mandie, his grandmother doesn’t speak English, so we can’t even talk to her,” Celia reminded her.


  “Maybe I could learn enough German to explain to her,” Mandie said.


  “Never!” Jonathan told her. “I know a little German, but I could never learn enough in the few days we’re going to be here to carry on a conversation with the baroness.”


  “Frau Jahn speaks both languages!” Mandie exclaimed. “I could talk to her and ask her to tell the baroness.”


  “I don’t think the baroness would appreciate such personal business being discussed with her servants,” Jonathan said.


  “Well, I’ll think of some solution,” Mandie said, quickly turning  to go down the corridor. “Come on. Let’s go watch the tree. It may be already jumping by now.”


  The three found their way outside without seeing anyone. Mandie led the way around the castle to the juniper tree. The moon was shining brightly but the night air was cold. They found a low wall around a flower bed nearby, and they all sat down there to watch and wait.


  Mandie’s thoughts strayed to the scene they had just witnessed in the old kitchen. Who was that woman? She couldn’t see the stranger very well in the darkness, but she was pretty sure she was not Yvette, the maid. Well then, she must be the woman they had seen in the cottage in the woods, because they had heard her refer to her house in the woods.


  Turning to her friends, Mandie said, “You know, Rupert must know that woman awfully well to ask her to do something like he did and to carry a whole lot of money for him.”


  “She is probably a worker of some kind here at the castle,” Jonathan said.


  “Right, and I am pretty sure it wasn’t Yvette,” Celia spoke up. “The woman we saw didn’t have a French accent like Yvette would.”


  “I wonder why they were talking in English, when we know Rupert hates Americans so much. You’d think he would refuse to use our language,” Mandie remarked as she watched the tall juniper tree in front of them.


  “Maybe that is the only language both he and the woman speak. The woman may not speak or understand German. You know she did have an unusual accent,” Jonathan added.


  As the three talked they kept their attention on the tree. Not even the wind was moving the branches of the giant juniper. The night was almost completely silent. Once in a while the sound of the horses drifted up to them, and insects twittered in the darkness.


  Mandie pulled her dark cloak tighter around her. How could that huge tree ever jump up and down, she wondered as she gazed at it. Someone must be making up stories, but how could she prove them wrong? Unless she saw it with her own eyes she’d never believe that tale.


  Turning back to her friends, she said, “I wonder where Elsa is. You’d think we’d see her somewhere in the house at least, but she seems to be staying in an isolated room somewhere in the castle.”


  Jonathan smiled his mischievous smile as he replied, “Rupert may have had something to do with that. He wouldn’t want her too close around because of his other lady friends.”


  “Lady friends?” Mandie exclaimed. “You think he has lady friends?”


  “Sure, he’s old enough to be interested in women if he’s old enough to be engaged,” Jonathan said.


  “We did see him at that cottage in the woods, and we heard him in the room with the maid,” Celia agreed.


  “Someone needs to straighten that young man out,” Mandie said, vehemently stamping her foot. “Chasing other women when he’s engaged, and selling land to spite his mother. I still think we ought to tell on him somehow, even if it would make him angry with us. He doesn’t like us anyway.”


  “But, Mandie, we’ve been over all that already,” Jonathan said. “Please don’t insist on exposing his various activities. I won’t join in on that.”


  “Neither will I,” Celia spoke up.


  Mandie sighed heavily and swished her cloak around her closer. “But we’re supposed to help the wayward, and we’d certainly be helping him if we told on him, because I imagine the baroness would take some strict measures.”


  “We don’t really know the baroness that well,” Jonathan said. “She might take the view that we were meddling in her private affairs.”


  Horses’ hooves clopped in the distance and the three young people immediately became quiet and listened and watched to see what was coming up the road. A small cart pulled by a pony came into view.


  “It’s that woman returning with the money,” Mandie whispered.


  “Right,” Jonathan agreed.


  “Let’s be real quiet so she won’t see us,” Celia said, shrinking down into her dark cloak.


  The cart went on down the driveway and around the castle. As soon as it was out of sight, Mandie jumped up and beckoned to her friends. “Let’s go watch!” she told them.


  They slipped silently around the end of the castle to where they could see the woman tying the pony to a hitching post. The woman looked around, tossed her long hair back, and went through the doorway to the castle. The young people silently hurried after her, staying  in the shadows, and then noiselessly entering the house. The woman was nowhere in sight.


  “She was going to meet Rupert in the library. Do you know where that is?” Mandie whispered to Jonathan.


  “I have an idea. Follow me,” Jonathan replied.


  “Please be quiet,” Celia reminded them.


  Jonathan led the way through corridors and doors until they finally spotted the woman walking ahead of them. They slowed down so she wouldn’t see or hear them. She pushed open double doors on the corridor wall and went inside.


  The young people rushed up to the doors as soon as they closed, and Mandie peeked through the large keyhole. She could see Rupert sitting in the room. He stood up as the woman approached him.


  “Did you get the money?” he asked.


  “No,” the woman answered. “Herr Zieger is away for the night his butler said.” She withdrew the rolled-up papers from under her cloak. “Here are your papers.”


  Rupert snatched them out of her hand and stamped about the room.


  “If you had gotten here earlier you would have caught him before he left,” Rupert told the woman. “But you had to be late meeting me, and by the time you got to his house, of course he was gone.”


  The woman stood there silently looking at Rupert.


  Rupert stopped in front of her and said in an authoritative voice, “You be here tomorrow night by nine o’clock at the latest, do you understand? And I don’t want any more excuses. Now go on home. I have to put these papers away.”


  Without a word the woman turned to leave the room. The young people scampered down the hallway and darted into a dark room. It seemed to be a small parlor. They pushed the door almost closed and watched as the woman left. She disappeared quickly down the corridor.


  “Oh, he is mean!” Mandie said crossly.


  “She must work for him or she would have said something back,” Celia said.


  “Or maybe she is in love with him,” Jonathan teased as they watched for Rupert to leave the library.


  “I don’t see how anyone could love that mean man,” Mandie said.


  Rupert came down the hall from the library. He was not carrying the papers with him. Mandie thought he must have hidden them in the library. He disappeared quickly.


  “I suppose we might as well go to bed. It must be late,” Mandie decided. “No use in looking for the papers in the library this time of night.”


  “But why would you want to look for Rupert’s papers?” Jonathan asked.


  “I’m just curious about what he is doing,” Mandie replied, opening the door.


  “But it’s none of our business, Mandie,” Celia said, following her into the hallway.


  “I still think we might be able to help straighten him out somehow,” Mandie insisted.


  “Well, I am going to bed,” Jonathan stated as he walked quickly ahead of the girls. “I see no sense in standing around all night discussing Rupert.”


  Mandie looked at him and sighed. “We stayed up this late and we still didn’t see the tree jump.”


  The girls followed Jonathan upstairs to their suite.


  Mandie couldn’t get Rupert’s activities out of her mind. He was really acting strangely. And someone ought to know about it.


  CHAPTER NINE


  THE DARK-HAIRED WOMAN


  After breakfast the next morning, when the girls had gone back to their rooms, Olga asked Mandie if she would like to go with her to get the trunk from the attic.


  “The dinner party tonight will keep us all busy,” Olga said, placing a bowl of food in the bathroom for Snowball. “We should get that trunk for you this morning.”


  Mandie watched Snowball gobble up the food. “All right, but let me get Jonathan to go with us,” she told the maid.


  “Hurry, miss,” Olga said. “Much work awaits me.”


  Mandie hurried into the hallway and knocked on Jonathan’s door. He had already taken off his shoes to relax, but opened the door at once.


  “We are going to the attic now,” Mandie told him, smiling. “To get another trunk for me.”


  “Wait!” Jonathan replied with his mischievous smile. He darted back for his shoes. “I’m ready.”


  Jonathan pulled on his shoes as they returned to Mandie’s room.


  “All ready?” the maid asked as she led the way down the corridor.


  “I shut Snowball in the bathroom,” Celia told Mandie. “He wasn’t finished eating.”


  “Good,” Mandie said as they hurried along behind Olga. “I’ll take him outside for fresh air later.”


  Mandie loved attics and she was anxious to see what was in the baroness’s attic. It’s probably crammed full of antiques, she thought as they went along. But probably everything is dirty, broken, and jumbled.


  Olga led them down steps that ended in a huge courtyard. High stone walls surrounded it but there was no roof.


  “What a place!” Mandie exclaimed as they followed Olga across the stone floor.


  “I thought attics were supposed to be upstairs,” Celia protested.


  “Maybe they do things backward here,” Jonathan teased.


  “Oh, but we have to come down in order to go up,” Olga turned back to explain. Crossing the open patio she entered a door, with the young people right behind her, and they found themselves in a hallway with steep stairs ascending before them.


  “The castle must have been made in pieces,” Mandie said as they looked around.


  “That is true, miss,” Olga said as she led them up the steps. “Added to after each occupant passes on. Every generation has their own ideas.”


  “Have you been working here long?” Mandie asked behind her.


  “Ja, I was born here and my mother before me,” Olga explained.


  There were no floor breaks in the stairs, just steps going up, up, up, with a small landing now and then.


  “Once you start up you can’t get off these steps,” Celia said, “except by going back down.”


  “That is correct,” Olga said, as she hurried ahead.


  Looking up at the steps that went almost out of sight above, Jonathan said, “Whew! After all this I may not be able to come back down.”


  “And there is no bannister to slide down on,” Mandie said, laughing, as she looked at the small metal handrail.


  Olga went up the steps so fast, that by the time the young people got to the top all three were almost out of breath. Mandie looked around when she reached the last step. They were in a circular room, wide open to the stairs. Small slits of windows high up on the wall barely illuminated the place. And as she looked closer she realized there was nothing but trunks and more trunks, all lined up in neat rows, and each one with a label attached. Each was numbered.


  Celia and Jonathan paused, too, surveying the room.


  “Does the baroness keep only trunks in her attic?” Mandie asked in a puzzled voice.


  “Only trunks in the trunk attic where we are. She has other attics for other things,” Olga explained.


  “Well, she certainly is a neat housekeeper, with everything all sorted out,” Celia remarked.


  “Ja,” Olga replied, walking among the trunks. “All my life I see only sorted-out attics. Now, miss, which trunk would you like?” She turned to Mandie.


  Mandie was not certain what to do, whether she should walk around and examine each trunk, or just point to one. She sighed and looked at Olga. “Why don’t you pick one for me, as near the size of mine as possible so it will hold all of my things?”


  “Oh, but there are several that size,” Olga said, walking around the room. “Would you like this brown one, or that black one over there? Or maybe you would like the one in the corner with all the fancy brass hinges.” She stood waiting for Mandie’s answer.


  Mandie quickly glanced at the trunks Olga indicated and then she said with a sigh, “I think I’ll be fancy and take the one with the brass hinges, please.”


  Olga smiled, walked over to the trunk, and lifted the lid. Mandie and her friends followed. Inside was an elaborate framework for hanging garments and a tray for small items.


  “You have made a good choice, miss,” the maid said. She glanced at the label. “This trunk is number 100, the highest number here, which means it is the newest.”


  “Are you sure the baroness won’t mind if I take one of her trunks?” Mandie asked as she straightened.


  “I have explained to Frau Jahn and she has told the Baroness Geissler of your need. The baroness has given permission to take any trunk in this attic,” Olga told her.


  “Thank you,” Mandie said. Turning to Celia, she asked, “Don’t you think this one is pretty?”


  “It looks awfully expensive, Mandie,” Celia replied.


  “Maybe I should break the lock on my trunk so I could get a nice one, too,” Jonathan teased with his mischievous smile.


  “Jonathan, I’d much rather have my own trunk, but since I can’t lock it anymore I have to take this one,” Mandie said seriously.


  Jonathan started to pick up the end of the trunk and Olga said, “Nein, we get helpers to take the trunk down to the miss’s suite. They have experience on the steps.”


  “That’s right, Jonathan,” Mandie said. “It would be some job for us to try to carry a trunk down those narrow, steep steps.”


  “Now we go,” Olga said, turning to go down the stairs. “Today the helpers will put that trunk in your room, miss.”


  “Thank you, Olga, and if you will, please tell the baroness I appreciate it,” Mandie said as they hurried down.


  “Ja, I will,” Olga replied.


  Once they were all back inside the corridor to their suite, Olga left them to attend to her duties.


  “I need to take Snowball outside for a while,” Mandie told her friends. “And we can check on the juniper while we’re out there if y’all want to.”


  Jonathan and Celia agreed and waited in the hallway while Mandie went to put Snowball on his leash.


  As the three walked around the backyard, Mandie happened to see Ludwig, the jockey. He was coming up a path toward the house. Mandie waved to him and he smiled back, then stopped to speak to them.


  “Would you have time to show us the horses now, Herr Ludwig?” Mandie asked.


  “Of course, miss,” the jockey said with a smile and a small bow. “I am at your service anytime. It would be a pleasure to show you young Americans the baroness’s horses.” He looked at Jonathan and Celia.


  “Oh, yes, please,” Celia said excitedly.


  “I would be interested in seeing them, too,” Jonathan added.


  “Then we must go visit them,” Ludwig said, turning back down the pathway he had come. “It is a nice little walk.”


  Ludwig led them down the path that meandered through open fields and then through dense woods, until finally they came into an opening and saw dozens of thoroughbreds.


  Celia broke from the group and ran to the fence. Her family had raised horses for generations back home in Virginia and she dearly loved the animals. She leaned on the rail, gazing about. Mandie tied Snowball to a bush away from the fence in case the horses didn’t like him.


  The others came up behind her and Ludwig whistled slightly. One of the young horses came to him at the fence. The animal nuzzled his hand between the rails. Then the horse turned to Celia, who was thrilled with the attention.


  Mandie had her own pony back home and was an expert rider, but she didn’t have the rapport with the animals that Celia did.


  “Aren’t they beautiful?” Mandie exclaimed as she stood beside Celia, who was talking gibberish to the attentive horse.


  Jonathan was plainly impressed with the horses. “I wish my father would move out of New York into the country somewhere so I could own a horse,” he said wishfully.


  Mandie quickly turned to him and said, “Maybe he will. Senator Morton seems to think your father will be a changed man when you return home. He thinks your father realizes now how he has neglected you.”


  Jonathan dropped his gaze and kicked at the bottom rail of the fence. Then he looked up at Mandie with a big grin and laughing, he said, “I don’t really want him to change completely, just enough to have some time with me so I can really get to know him.”


  “Does he ride?” Mandie asked.


  “I don’t even know,” Jonathan replied. “I suppose he does. He spends a lot of time with friends in upstate New York on their country estates.”


  “Then I would imagine he does,” Mandie decided.


  They turned back to the fence to watch the horses. Then a loud voice suddenly spoke behind them. They whirled around to see Rupert standing there. “I see you Americans are enjoying our horses,” he said as he came up to the fence beside Ludwig.


  Celia smiled at him, and said breathlessly, “Oh, yes.”


  Mandie was instantly on the defensive, wondering what he was up to this time. She watched him closely, as did Jonathan.


  Ludwig spoke up, “Are you looking for me?”


  “Oh, no,” Rupert said. “I’m waiting for my horse to be saddled at the barn. I’m going for a ride.”


  Mandie couldn’t believe her ears when she heard Celia ask, “Could we go riding with you, Rupert?”


  “Of course not. You wouldn’t know how to handle our horses.


  After all, our horses don’t understand your language,” Rupert said with a sneer.


  Celia gasped and looked at Mandie.


  “I would imagine my friend Celia here could outride you anytime, no matter what nationality the horse is,” Mandie said sharply.


  Rupert pressed his lips together, looked at her, and then replied, “If that remark was meant to goad me into letting you people ride our horses it didn’t work.” He turned and walked away quickly up the path.


  “Please forgive his manners,” Ludwig said quickly. “He does not own the horses, they belong to the baroness. And if you’d like, I will ask if you could ride them.”


  “No, thank you. He has taken all the pleasure out of it,” Celia said sadly.


  “I don’t think my grandmother would want us riding unfamiliar horses anyway,” Mandie said.


  “If you change your minds, please let me know and I will talk to the baroness,” Ludwig told them.


  “Thank you,” Mandie said.


  “We appreciate your kindness,” Celia added.


  “I wonder why Rupert doesn’t seem interested in his fiancee,” Jonathan said to the jockey. “Evidently he is going riding alone.”


  “It is an arranged marriage, and he doesn’t like being told what to do, not even by the baroness. But the fraulein has the money needed to keep this place going, and Rupert will have the title someday,” Ludwig explained. “An even swap, you might say.” He smiled.


  “I sure hope it all works out,” Mandie said. She thought of her mother and father, whom her grandmother had managed to separate when she was born. Her father was half Cherokee, and Mrs. Taft wanted no Indian-blooded grandchildren. But things had finally changed for the good.


  “He is going for a ride at an odd time. The noon meal is probably being put on the table right now,” Ludwig said.


  “Oh, goodness, we need to hurry!” Mandie exclaimed. “Thank you.” She rushed back to the bush, untied Snowball, and picked him up.


  “Can you find the way back? I’ll be glad to walk back with you if you can’t,” Ludwig offered.


  “We were only on one path. Even I can find the way back,” Jonathan teased the girls, smiling at Ludwig.


  “There are two small intersections, but just stay on the main pathway and you’ll be all right,” Ludwig cautioned.


  After thanking him, the three began their walk back to the castle. They discussed Rupert’s behavior, and when they came to the first intersection Rupert startled them by suddenly, and dangerously, riding across their path. They froze in their tracks. Then the woman they had seen the night before in the old kitchen came flying after him on another horse. The two riders ignored them and kept going.


  “I think we ought to tell someone about the way Rupert has been acting,” Mandie said, stamping her foot and holding tightly to Snowball, who was protesting loudly.


  “Oh, Mandie, we don’t want to be tattletales,” Jonathan told her.


  “We don’t have anyone we can tell anyway, remember?” Celia reminded her friend.


  “I’ll figure something out,” Mandie promised, walking ahead. “But we’d better hurry right now.”


  When the three young people entered the front door of the castle, they met up with Frau Jahn. She had been looking for them.


  “The food is ready to put on the table,” Frau Jahn said, reaching for Snowball. “I will take him and feed him.” Mandie handed him to the housekeeper. “You don’t have time to stop. I’ll show you the way to the parlor.”


  The three found all the adults in the parlor. Frau Jahn spoke rapidly in German to the baroness and then disappeared down the hallway with Snowball in her arms.


  The baroness smiled at the young people and waved her hand toward some chairs nearby. They sat down. Mrs. Taft sat with Senator Morton on a settee, and Uncle Ned stood at the window looking out. Then he came to join the group.


  Upon seeing her old Cherokee friend, Mandie immediately decided she would talk to Uncle Ned about Rupert. Maybe he could help in some way. As soon as she could possibly get a chance alone with him, she would relate everything that had happened concerning Rupert.


  Mrs. Taft spoke to them, “I’m glad to see you all got here in time to eat. No one knew where y’all were.”


  “I’m sorry, Grandmother,” Mandie said. “We went for a walk and  ran into the jockey, and he showed us the horses. They’re absolutely beautiful!”


  Mrs. Taft smiled at her. So did Senator Morton.


  “Good horses!” Uncle Ned enthusiastically agreed, with a smile at Mandie.


  Frau Jahn returned to the parlor then, and after speaking to the baroness she announced that they were ready to go into the dining hall.


  As they walked along the corridor behind the adults, Mandie suddenly remembered Elsa Wagner and her aunt, Wilhelmina Schiller. She whispered to her friends, “Where are the other guests?”


  Celia and Jonathan both looked at her and shook their heads.


  Mandie’s question was answered when they met the other guests at the dining hall door. Elsa was still wearing a dark dress and her aunt had on the same black dress. As Mandie listened to the conversation among the adults, she learned that Elsa and her aunt had been shopping in the village that morning for items they had forgotten to bring. Rupert was not present.


  The dinner party scheduled for that night was the topic of conversation at the table. Elsa and her aunt seemed to limit their remarks to the adults, ignoring the young people.


  “You young people must get some rest this afternoon,” Mrs. Taft insisted. “The dinner tonight may be late breaking up, and the baroness would like you three to attend, including a late-night snack.”


  “Thanks, Grandmother,” Mandie replied from across the table. “I was afraid we’d have to just eat the meal and then go to bed, and we’d miss out on all the doings after dinner.”


  “The doings, as you call it, will include a well-known soprano who will sing for us, and a small elite symphony will play after dinner,” her grandmother explained.


  “And I believe the baroness plans to have a magician perform later,” Senator Morton added.


  “A magician?” Mandie questioned. “Could it be the one we met in Rome?”


  “Of course not, dear,” Mrs. Taft said. “This man is German. Now, rest time this afternoon will be for one full hour, but I will allow you three to work out what time you take it.”


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie replied, and turned to her friends who  were seated on either side of her. “We could stay in our rooms from three to four o’clock this afternoon. What do you think?”


  “Fine,” Celia agreed, between sips of coffee.


  “That’s all right with me,” Jonathan said, his mouth full of potatoes.


  Mandie looked across the table at Uncle Ned and said, “If you are not busy after four o’clock, could I please talk to you, Uncle Ned?”


  The old Indian smiled and said, “Papoose talk any time.”


  “Then I’ll meet you at the bench by the fountain in the front yard shortly after four,” Mandie confirmed.


  Jonathan and Celia looked sharply at her.


  Mandie could tell they knew what she wanted to talk to Uncle Ned about, and they didn’t think she should. Well, so be it! She was going to discuss Rupert’s behavior with her Cherokee friend, and maybe he could figure out some way to help the young man. He was always able to solve a problem for her. And she didn’t care if her two friends didn’t approve.


  CHAPTER TEN


  MANDIE WANTS TO TATTLE


  After the noon meal the three young people went for a walk, and Rupert’s name was not mentioned. At three o’clock they went to their rooms to rest, as Mrs. Taft had requested. But once in their suite, Mandie and Celia couldn’t rest they were so excited about the dinner party that night.


  Mandie had already decided to wear her beautiful blue silk dress and it was hanging ready. And Celia would be putting on her white silk dress, with dainty blue and pink flowers embroidered around the hem.


  The girls flopped on the big bed because they had promised Mrs. Taft to rest. Snowball roamed about the rooms.


  They kept hearing carriages arriving below, but their rooms were on an end of the castle and their windows only offered a view of the driveway as it wound around out of sight.


  “I’ve counted ten carriages already!” Mandie exclaimed as they watched still another vehicle wind around the castle. “Do you think all these people are going to spend the night here?”


  “Probably,” Celia said. “But then when you think about it, this castle must have an awful lot of bedrooms.”


  “Yes, and I suppose rich people over here in Europe have overnight guests by the dozens,” Mandie decided. “Since this castle is so far out in the country they have a long way to travel, too.”


  “And the dinner party must be going to last way into the night,  according to what your grandmother said. That will be fun. I’ve never been allowed to stay up late for such things at home,” Celia remarked as they turned back to lie on the bed.


  “My mother doesn’t do much entertaining because of just having had my baby brother, I suppose,” Mandie said. “My grandmother certainly is a social mixer, isn’t she?”


  “Well, yes, from what I have seen from being in her house in Asheville, when we attend school at Miss Prudence’s,” Celia replied. “And she also knows everyone. But, Mandie, your grandfather was a senator, and politicians always have a wide range of acquaintances.”


  “I wish I could have known my grandfather Taft, but he died many years ago,” Mandie said. “I wonder what everyone back home is doing? My mother is probably still having to rock that crying baby. And Joe is probably visiting around with his father when Dr. Woodard makes his calls. And Uncle John is sure to be home tending to business. My life has certainly changed since April of last year when my father passed on.”


  “Mine has, too, Mandie,” Celia replied. “I lost my father, too. But just think of all the friends we’ve made. If you and I hadn’t gone to the same school, we might never have met. And if we hadn’t gone to that particular school, we never would have met up with Hilda.”


  “Or April Snow,” Mandie added with a frown. “I wonder what she’s doing this summer. Probably concocting some trick to play on us when we get back to school.”


  The girls talked on and on, and the first thing Mandie knew, the small clock on the mantelpiece struck four. She jumped up from the bed and smoothed her skirts.


  “It’s time to go meet Uncle Ned,” she said, looking in the mirror to brush back some loose blond tendrils. “Celia, I won’t be gone long. When I come back we could go watch the juniper tree, if you and Jonathan want to.”


  “All right,” Celia agreed as she sat up and began straightening her long skirts. “I’ll just stay here and play with Snowball. I’ll also ask Jonathan if he wants to go.”


  “Thanks,” Mandie said.


  She hurried down into the yard and found her old Cherokee friend waiting on the bench by the fountain as they had planned. He motioned for her to sit by his side.


  “Uncle Ned, this is a strange place, more so than any other place  we’ve stayed at on our journey to Europe,” Mandie began, looking solemnly up into his wrinkled face.


  “Strange?” Uncle Ned questioned.


  “Yes, you see, Rupert—the baroness’s grandson—acts awfully strange,” Mandie said, and she related the events concerning Rupert.


  Uncle Ned listened intently as Mandie went into every detail.


  “I wanted to ask you if you can figure out some way we can help him,” Mandie said. “I think the baroness ought to know about his capers, especially about what he’s doing with the property his mother gave him.”


  Uncle Ned shook his head and said, “Not Papoose’s business. Must not meddle in others’ business.”


  “But he needs help, help to show him how wrong he is, and help to get over his hatred of Americans,” Mandie insisted. “If we could talk to the baroness, with Fran Jahn’s help, of course, I believe she would see to it that he gets straightened out, because obviously she dearly loves him.”


  “No, no, Papoose must not be tale-tattler,” he insisted as he reached to hold her small white hand in his dark one. “The only thing Papoose can do is ask Big God to help Rupert. Big God helps when no one on this earth can. And Papoose must stay away from Rupert, not watch him all the time.”


  Mandie felt let down.


  She had thought Uncle Ned would help her solve Rupert’s problem. And now he was saying pray and stay away from Rupert. Well, she would do that, but she would not give up trying to find other ways to get to Rupert.


  She went back to her suite, and rather than let Celia know Uncle Ned had agreed with Celia and Jonathan about staying out of Rupert’s business, she didn’t say a word about her conversation with Uncle Ned.


  “Ready?” she asked Celia as she entered the room where Celia was throwing a ball for Snowball to chase.


  Celia straightened up and said, “Sure. Jonathan wants to go. I’ll just knock on his door and let him know we’re ready.”


  Jonathan joined the girls in the hallway. Mandie led Snowball on his red leash and the three went outside to sit and watch the juniper tree.


  “That tree is never going to move,” Mandie insisted as they sat on the low wall nearby. Snowball’s leash was tied to a bush.


  “Then why do you keep coming back to watch it?” Jonathan said.


  “I could think of lots of other things better to do than watching a forty-foot tree,” Jonathan said.


  “Like what?” Mandie asked.


  “Like trying to find out where all these people are who have arrived for the dinner party tonight,” Jonathan said. “I counted twenty-three carriages, but I haven’t seen a single soul.”


  “Well, then where did they go?” Mandie asked. “They have to be inside the castle somewhere.”


  “But the castle is enormous, and the baroness has probably put them all the way to another end from where we’re staying,” Celia remarked.


  “What do you want to do? Go roam around inside the castle?” Mandie asked, looking at the giant juniper tree. She had about given up on seeing it move.


  “Why don’t we roam around the grounds first and look for all the carriages that have come? They’ve got to be parked somewhere,” Jonathan said as he rose.


  “But the people are not in the carriages now,” Mandie protested.


  “I know, but some of the carriages may have names or family crests on them,” Jonathan explained, and with his mischievous smile he added, “We might find out if anyone really important is here.”


  “Oh, my, Jonathan, but you sound like my grandmother,” Mandie said with a laugh as she took Snowball’s leash from the bush. “She always wants to know important people.”


  “The baroness has invited some Americans, remember? And there just might be someone here that we know or have heard of,” Jonathan said with a laugh.


  “Well, come on, let’s go,” Mandie said.


  “We could ask Frau Jahn if she’d let us see the guest list,” Celia suggested as they walked around the castle to the pathway that led to the outbuildings.


  “And she might ask what business that is of ours, Celia,” Mandie said. Snowball bounced along at the end of his leash.


  “You’re right,” Celia agreed.


  As the three came alongside a huge barn with several doors and windows, Mandie paused to look inside through the windowpane.


  “Looks like tools in that part,” Mandie murmured as she squinted to see inside. Then she quickly stepped back and motioned to her friends. “Rupert just came in and he’s with that dark-haired woman,” she whispered.


  The three stayed behind the bushes growing by the window and eavesdropped as they tried to see inside.


  “I do not care what you say, I am going to that dinner party tonight. You owe me that much,” the woman was saying loudly.


  “You are not doing any such thing,” Rupert said angrily. “You know very well that Elsa is here. Besides, there are lots of people invited who might know who you are.”


  “I do not care,” the woman insisted. “There is nothing you can do to stop me. I am going to the party.”


  Rupert took her by the shoulders and shook her. “No, you are not. Your presence would create havoc.”


  The woman withdrew from his grip and said, “Unless you agree, I will tell those Americans what you did.”


  The three young people’s ears perked up.


  “You do, and it will be the last thing you ever do,” Rupert said firmly.


  “I may not have to tell them myself,” the woman said. “Unless you pay Herman for wrecking their carriage, he may tell on you himself.”


  Mandie gasped and the others looked at each other. So Rupert was the cause of the accident!


  “He’s not going to tell anyone,” Rupert said. “It’s worth too much money to him to keep silent.”


  “But you haven’t paid him all the money you promised, and he is getting impatient,” the woman reminded him.


  “That’s because I haven’t been able to catch Herr Zieger to close out the deal on my property. You know that, and Herman knows that. Now get back home where you belong and do not show up here tonight, because if you do you may regret it,” Rupert repeated indignantly.


  “You will see,” the woman said, rushing from the room. Rupert followed. The three young people had to sit on the ground behind the bushes to prevent Rupert and the woman from seeing them as they rushed out of the barn. As they peeked through the shrubbery they saw the woman mount a horse tethered nearby and take off like a streak of lightning. Rupert watched and then walked toward the castle.


  “Rupert is a mean man!” Mandie said with a big sigh. “I think we should at least tell Grandmother that he paid that driver to wreck our carriage. We could have all been killed.”


  “You’re right, we could have all been killed, but what good will  it do to tell your grandmother? I’m sure she’s not going to relay the message to the baroness that her grandson had our carriage wrecked,” Jonathan said.


  “She might,” Mandie insisted. “Anyway, I think we ought to just pack up and leave this place. I believe that’s what Grandmother would do if we told her about Rupert.”


  “We can’t pack up and leave, Mandie,” Celia said. “The baroness is having that dinner party tonight, and we are her guests, remember?”


  “Yes, and we do want to be present to see if that woman has the nerve to show up after Rupert threatened her,” Jonathan said.


  “Oh, well, y’all are two against one so I guess you win,” Mandie said with a sigh. “I won’t go straight to tell Grandmother, but I won’t promise that I won’t tell her sometime or other, if the occasion comes up that seems to require it.”


  The three stood and continued their walk down the pathway. Eventually they came to a large lake in the middle of a dense stand of trees.


  “Look! A lake!” Mandie exclaimed, rushing to the edge of the water to look.


  “Not so close, Mandie. You can’t swim, remember?” Celia warned her friend.


  “I know that,” Mandie replied. “But this is a surprise, finding a lake this big on the baroness’s property.”


  “I suppose this is still her property down here,” Jonathan remarked.


  A voice behind them startled them, and they turned around to see Rupert standing there.


  “Of course this is my grandmother’s property, and I would not advise you to go swimming in it. It is very deep,” Rupert said with a smirk. He turned to Mandie and added, “And you can’t swim, eh?”


  “We are not planning to go swimming anywhere, Rupert,” Mandie told him. “So it doesn’t matter whether I can swim or not, do you understand?”


  “I understand you cannot swim,” Rupert replied, quickly turning to go back up the pathway.


  The three young people stood there silently watching until he disappeared from their sight.


  “Oh, he’s always snooping on us,” Mandie said, stamping her  foot, which caused Snowball to meow and jump around at the end of his leash.


  “And we’re always snooping on him. Fair enough?” teased Jonathan.


  “But he needs to be snooped on,” Mandie protested. “Anyhow, let’s go back to the castle.”


  “And walk around inside to see if we can find any of the other guests,” Celia added.


  The three young people roamed around the corridors of the castle, opening doors here and there, until they finally found themselves in another section. Everyone else seemed to be staying there. They met up with several nicely dressed ladies going down the hallways and some of the doors were open. They could see the occupants inside. Everyone they saw looked rich and well-dressed, Mandie decided.


  No one paid the young people any attention until they arrived at the end of a long corridor and passed the last door, which stood wide open. A beautiful young girl about Mandie’s age was sitting on a settee looking out into the hallway. When she heard the three talking in the hallway, she jumped up and came to the doorway.


  “Oh, you must be the other American guests,” the girl exclaimed in an American accent. “I haven’t found any other Americans to talk to. Have you?”


  “No, we haven’t seen any others that we could identify as Americans,” Mandie replied, staring at the girl’s elaborate hairdo and her expensive red silk dress, which set off her dark curls. She had dark eyes and long black lashes.


  Jonathan spoke up, “You are from New York, right?” He smiled knowingly.


  “Well, how did you know?” the girl asked with a gasp. “Yes, I am from New York. My name is Dorothy McSwain. What’s yours?”


  “I am also from New York,” Jonathan replied with a grin. “That’s how I know the accent when I hear it. My name is Jonathan Guyer and these are my friends, Mandie Shaw, from North Carolina, and Celia Hamilton, from Virginia.”


  “I am so glad to meet all of you,” the girl said in a bubbly voice. “I came with my father, and he has already gone off somewhere and left me here to rest up for the dinner party, but I can’t rest when there’s so much going on.”


  “Neither can we,” Mandie replied as they stood there in the doorway. Snowball cavorted at the end of his leash. “We’re making our own tour of the castle. Want to come along?”


  “Oh, definitely,” Dorothy said. “Just let me hang up this dress I had pressed for tonight.” They watched as she picked up a frothy pink dress from a chair and hung it on a peg on the end of the huge wardrobe. “There. Now I’m ready.” She came into the hallway and closed the door behind her.


  “Let’s go this way. We haven’t been down this hall,” Mandie said, leading the way into a cross hallway. The others followed. Mandie found the girl was taller than she was and she had to look up a little to talk to her. “Have you been here before?”


  “Never,” Dorothy replied. “But my father has, many times. And the baroness and Rupert have visited us in New York.”


  “And they have visited my father in New York when I was away at school,” Jonathan told her.


  “So you know Rupert,” Mandie said.


  The girl laughed and said, “Yes, I know Rupert. I know a little too much about Rupert.”


  “So do we,” Celia spoke up.


  “Did you know that he is engaged to marry Elsa Wagner, and that she and her aunt, Madam Schiller, are here?” Mandie asked.


  “I knew he was engaged,” Dorothy said as they walked along. “But I didn’t know his fiancee is here. I met Elsa when she came to New York. I don’t think she really wants to marry Rupert.”


  The three stopped and looked at Dorothy.


  “She doesn’t?” Mandie asked. “We don’t think Rupert wants to marry her, either.”


  “He doesn’t?” Dorothy exclaimed. “Then why are they getting married?”


  “We understand it was all arranged,” Mandie went on. “Rupert will inherit the title one day, and evidently the baroness can use Elsa’s money to preserve this place.” She watched the girl’s reaction.


  Dorothy frowned and said, almost angrily, “Money, money, money! That’s all some people think of. And over here in Europe, it’s titles, titles, titles! Thank goodness my father is not like that. He has plenty of money, but he couldn’t care less about it.”


  “I would never, never marry anyone I didn’t love,” Mandie replied vehemently. “Money could not buy me.”


  “If neither one wants to marry the other, maybe the engagement will break up, especially with what we know about Rupert,” Celia said.


  “What do you know? Tell me, please,” Dorothy insisted.


  Celia looked at Mandie and didn’t reply. Mandie frowned thoughtfully.


  Jonathan answered the girl’s question, “We don’t have to tell you. Just wait till the dinner party tonight and watch for the fireworks.”


  “Now you really have me curious,” Dorothy said. “Please explain what you’re talking about.”


  “Sorry, we promised not to discuss Rupert,” Mandie said. “But you’ll see tonight.”


  “I’ll tell you what I know about Rupert, if you’ll tell me what you know,” Dorothy offered.


  The three young people looked at each other and shook their heads.


  “I’m sorry,” Mandie said, and quickly changed the subject. “Have you heard the tale about the juniper tree here?”


  “The juniper tree? What about it?” Dorothy asked anxiously.


  “Well, it’s like this,” Mandie began, and she told the story she had heard about the tree.


  Dorothy was impressed, and begged to be allowed to sit and watch it with them the next time they did. “Please let me know when you go out to watch it.”


  “It’s too near the time we should get ready for tonight,” Mandie said. “But we’ll let you know when we go out again. We’d better go back to our rooms and dress.”


  “Me too,” Dorothy agreed, and they went their separate ways at the intersection of the corridors.


  Mandie called back to the girl, “Just remember to watch for the fireworks tonight!”


  Dorothy waved back.


  Mandie wondered what would really happen if the girl with the dark hair showed up after Rupert had warned her not to. She was looking forward to some excitement.


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  UNINVITED DINNER GUEST


  Mandie and Celia excitedly dressed in their rooms for the dinner party. They helped each other put their hair up, and by the time they were finished they looked like two young ladies, rather than two thirteen-year-olds who were always into some adventure.


  Whirling before the long mirror in the bedroom, Mandie exclaimed, “I think I look pretty good!” She giggled. “But it’s only temporary, I suppose. Tomorrow I’ll be back down to earth.”


  Celia surveyed herself beside Mandie. “Yes, we do look grown-up, don’t we? I wonder what Elsa will wear. Dorothy’s dress was sure pretty.”


  “I can guarantee you their dresses aren’t any more expensive than ours, the way my grandmother and your mother spent money on our clothes for this trip,” Mandie replied, tucking in a wisp of blond hair that was already straying. “But then, money doesn’t amount to a hill of beans to me. I think a person can look beautiful even in inexpensive clothes.” She perched on the lid of the new trunk that had been sent down from the attic.


  “Right,” Celia agreed. She looked at her friend and added, “Don’t you wish Joe could see you now?”


  “Oh, but Joe doesn’t care about finery. He’s—he’s—just plain old Joe, I guess you’d say,” Mandie told her. “That’s why I love him.”


  Celia stared at Mandie. “You love him?”


  “Sure,” Mandie replied with a slight blush. “I love him, and his father Dr. Woodard, and you, and Jonathan, and all my friends, don’t you?”


  Celia said with a smile, “Why, yes, I do. I even love Robert.”


  “Robert Rogers from Mr. Chadwick’s back in Asheville?” Mandie asked.


  “Of course,” Celia said, still smiling.


  “Oh, Celia, I didn’t know,” Mandie said excitedly. “Are you going to marry him when you grow up?”


  “Mandie, that’s many years away, and I hope to meet lots of other boys during that time. Who knows?” Celia replied.


  There was a knock at the door. Mandie hastened to open it. Jonathan stood there in the latest fashion for young men.


  Mandie teased, “Well, who are you?”


  “And might I ask the same question? I was looking for Miss Shaw and Miss Hamilton, and here I find two beautiful young ladies in their rooms,” Jonathan replied. “However, the substitutes will do just fine, if I may escort them to the drawing room.”


  Mandie and Celia giggled. Jonathan joined them. As their laughter subsided, Mandie caught her breath and said, “I can guarantee you I’d much rather be wearing my old calico and apron like I do back home, but then I would embarrass my grandmother among her wealthy friends.”


  “I like getting dressed up. It gives me self-confidence,” Jonathan told her. “But come now, we don’t want to be the last ones to enter the drawing room.” He held out both arms.


  Mandie quickly shut the door to her bedroom while Snowball was curled up asleep on the bed. She hoped Olga would bring him something to eat tonight.


  With a girl on each arm, Jonathan found his way to the drawing room.


  They might call it a drawing room, Mandie thought, but it looks more like a huge ballroom. The orchestra was already softly playing classical music. Guests were moving about, exchanging greetings.


  “Do you see Rupert?” Mandie softly asked her friends as they looked about.


  “No,” Jonathan replied, shaking his head.


  “I don’t see anyone I know—your grandmother, Elsa and her aunt, or Uncle Ned. Well, yes, there is the baroness standing at the doorway down there,” Celia said, pointing. “Apparently we were supposed to come in that door.”


  “That’s all right,” Mandie said. “We don’t want to move along that long line of fancy strangers, do we?”


  “But, Mandie, this dinner is given in honor of all the guests. We should do things right,” Jonathan said.


  “He’s right, Mandie, let’s go back out into the hallway and come in that door where the baroness is standing,” Celia said.


  “Well, all right,” Mandie consented with a sigh.


  At the other doorway the three found Mrs. Taft, Senator Morton, and Uncle Ned waiting for them. Dorothy was also there with a tall man who was evidently her father. She exchanged greetings with them.


  “Amanda, I was afraid you’d be late, dear,” Mrs. Taft said, turning to her granddaughter. “We must go through the line now. On your best behavior.”


  Mandie rolled her eyes at her friends as the three followed Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton through the doorway. There they found the baroness, Rupert, Elsa, and her aunt in the receiving line. Baroness Geissler spoke in German to them and Rupert quickly interpreted.


  “My grandmother says she is honored to have you in her home and wishes you an enjoyable evening,” Rupert said.


  As Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton replied, Mandie was sure she heard Rupert add, “That doesn’t include my wishes,” under his breath as they moved along. She gave him a sharp glance and he tossed his head and looked the other way.


  As they mingled with the crowd in the room, Senator Morton spoke to Jonathan, “I have checked on your relatives in Paris again. They have returned and immediately gone away on another assignment. They got our message, however, and responded that they would contact us when they return to Paris.”


  “Thanks, Senator Morton,” Jonathan said with a smile. “Sooner or later I suppose we’ll be able to communicate with them.”


  Dorothy joined them as the adults moved away. “I do believe we are the only young people in this crowd,” she said.


  The three looked around and Mandie said, “I think you’re right. I’m so glad we met up with you.”


  “I am glad I met all of you,” Dorothy replied. She was radiant in her bright pink dress that swept the floor. An air of confidence surrounded her. She was used to such social doings. “Jonathan, you promised fireworks at the dinner tonight. When does this happen?”


  “Any minute,” Jonathan said, with his mischievous smile. “Just keep your eyes and ears open and I’ll let you know when.”


  The three young people kept a close watch on the crowd for the appearance of the dark-haired woman whom Rupert had forbidden to come to the dinner. Mandie saw Rupert moving about and speaking to various people here and there, but there was no sign of the woman—yet.


  Before long the baroness led her guests into the great dining hall for dinner. Mandie noticed that there was plenty of room for all the many, many guests. She and her friends were seated alongside Dorothy, and Uncle Ned sat across the table from them. He wore the formal clothes that he had used for their visit to the White House for President McKinley’s second inauguration. Mandie could sense that he was uncomfortable in such apparel, as she was also ill at ease in these gatherings of wealthy people that her grandmother took her and her friends to. She smiled at him and he smiled back.


  The dinner seemed to go on for hours, until finally the baroness rose and asked her guests to return to the drawing room for entertainment. All four of the young people rose with a sigh of relief and followed the adults.


  The well-known soprano (whom Mandie had never heard of) was already on the little stage at the end of the room, and as soon as everyone found a seat the woman began her rendition of old German songs. The young people fidgeted and looked about the room for any sign of the dark-haired woman. Everyone else seemed to be enjoying the music.


  The orchestra played, and finally the magician performed for the guests. Mandie watched his every move, trying to catch on to his magic. The man did various tricks with handkerchiefs and balls and then he made an announcement.


  “Ladies and gentlemen, I will now give you the highlight of the evening,” he spoke in a loud voice. An assistant rolled a large trunk onto the stage, which stood on end, and the magician walked over to it and opened the lid.


  The young people watched closely.


  “You can see that this trunk is empty,” he stated. He paused, walked around the stage and came back to the trunk. “I will now close the lid, and when I open it again you will see a beautiful young lady.” He slammed it shut, waited a moment, shook a white handkerchief, and then reopened the lid.


  The three young people gasped as the dark-haired woman Rupert knew stepped out of the trunk. She was wearing a beautiful gown of bright red silk, and sparkling gems at her throat and in her hair, which was piled high on her head. As the crowd clapped loudly she smiled, curtsied, and walked off the stage. The adults spoke to one another animatedly and shook their heads. The entertainment was finished for the night.


  “That’s the woman!” Mandie exclaimed.


  Dorothy, sitting next to her, asked, “What woman? Do you know her?”


  “She’s the one who was to cause the fireworks tonight,” Mandie whispered.


  “I don’t know about fireworks, but she is Lady Catherine,” Dorothy stated.


  Jonathan and Celia had leaned forward to listen. The crowd stood up and the young people did likewise.


  “Lady Catherine?” Mandie asked.


  “Yes, her family is from England. At one time they were very wealthy, but now all she has is her title,” Dorothy said.


  “And Rupert treats her like a servant,” Jonathan said.


  Mandie quickly explained to Dorothy what they had seen. The girl listened in wonder at the tales of how Rupert had treated them.


  “I had heard that Catherine intended to marry Rupert, one way or another,” Dorothy told them as they moved about the room. “But, of course, the baroness will never allow it.”


  “Because she has no money?” Celia asked.


  “That’s right,” Dorothy said. “Love doesn’t mean a thing to people like the baroness. They make decisions with their accountant’s advice, not listening to their hearts.”


  “I’m thankful my family is not like that,” Mandie said.


  “I wonder where she went when she left the stage. Let’s see if we can find out,” Jonathan suggested.


  The four young people walked through the room behind the stage  but found it empty. An outside door stood open at the back and they went into the yard. The surroundings were illuminated with dozens and dozens of lights, and many of the guests had also stepped outside, but the young people could find no sign of the woman, or of Rupert.


  “I have an idea,” Mandie said. “Remember the barn where we saw them earlier? Let’s go look there.”


  As Mandie led the way down the lane, she explained to Dorothy about the barn. They had been looking for the parked carriages, and had found Rupert and Lady Catherine arguing in the barn.


  “We never did find the carriages that all the people came in,” Mandie said as they walked along, their skirts held up to avoid the dirt and weeds.


  “Oh, I know where they are,” Dorothy said. “Kurt, the baroness’s head driver, supervised all that, and had them put in a clearing all the way across the field on the other side. My father happened to mention it because he had to go back to our carriage to get something he forgot.”


  They came within sight of the barn. Mandie cautioned everyone to be quiet just in case Rupert and the woman were there. The young people slowly made their way to the window of the barn and peeked in. A lantern partially illuminated the room, and to their amazement there was Rupert—holding Lady Catherine in his arms and kissing her!


  “My goodness!” Mandie exclaimed, shyly backing away from the window. “Look at what Rupert is doing, and he’s engaged!”


  “I told you she was in love with him,” Dorothy reminded them as they all looked inside and then cautiously moved away.


  “Well, he must love her too, or he wouldn’t be kissing her,” Celia remarked in a soft voice.


  “He’s old enough to be in love,” Jonathan said with his mischievous smile.


  As they huddled there in the bushes, Mandie heard someone coming. “Sh-h-h! Someone is coming!” she whispered. The group remained motionless as they watched. A man in a dark cloak came swaggering down the pathway, went directly to the door of the barn, and knocked loudly. The door immediately opened and Rupert stood in the doorway.


  “I came for the rest of the money,” the man said.


  When he spoke, Mandie recognized him as the first driver of  their carriage, the one who had wrecked it. She whispered this to her friends.


  “I have repeatedly told you I will pay up when I can close the deal with Herr Zieger,” Rupert said angrily. “And I want you to stop bothering me about it.”


  “Then you stop that horseman, the one you asked me to hire to scare those people, from bothering me,” the man said quickly. “He expects his pay from me, you know.”


  “I know, I know,” Rupert replied. “And when I get the money I’ll pay you.” He started to shut the door, but the other man put his foot in to stop it.


  “I’m only giving you till sundown tomorrow, or I’ll go to the baroness herself,” the man informed him.


  “You try that and you’ll never get your money,” Rupert warned. “You dare to tell anyone anything and you’ll wish you never had. Now go back where you belong.”


  The man withdrew his foot as he said loudly, “I mean business!” He walked off up the pathway, and Rupert slammed the door shut.


  Mandie quickly explained to Dorothy what that was all about, and she was shocked that Rupert would enter into such a scheme.


  “He is a very unstable person,” Dorothy said vehemently. “I plan to steer clear of him.”


  “He is dangerous,” Jonathan decided.


  As the young people stayed hidden behind the bushes, Mandie thought she heard something again.


  “I think there is someone else around here,” she whispered to the others. They all remained very still and quiet, waiting to see if another person would appear on the pathway.


  Mandie kept watching the dimly lighted window in the barn, even though from where they were they couldn’t see Rupert and Lady Catherine inside. Suddenly a dark form materialized out of the darkness and moved over to stand in front of the barn window. The three young people gasped at once as the dim light from inside illuminated the face of the person.


  “The woman from the ship!” Mandie exclaimed softly.


  “Yes!” Jonathan and Celia both agreed.


  Dorothy looked at them, not understanding.


  “Let’s approach her,” Mandie dared her friends as she quietly stood.


  “I’m with you!” Jonathan quickly assented.


  Celia remained silent.


  Mandie and Jonathan silently moved through the bushes toward the figure before the window. Just as they reached her, the woman turned and caught a glimpse of them.


  “You are the lady from the ship!” Mandie spoke aloud. “What are you doing here?”


  The woman replied in a low voice, “You will find out eventually!” Then she fled, vanishing in the darkness.


  “Well, what do you suppose she was up to?” Mandie said impatiently, stamping her foot.


  “Who was that?” Dorothy wanted to know.


  The young people quickly explained to her about the woman watching them on the ship they had sailed on to London from the United States, and how she always seemed to turn up wherever they went. But they never could quite catch up with her to find out who she was and what she wanted.


  Dorothy was excited. “That’s a real mystery, isn’t it? You must all lead such exciting lives, and nothing ever happens to me,” she said with a sigh.


  “Oh—something is going to happen right now,” Mandie murmured as she turned to face Rupert and Lady Catherine standing there staring at them.


  “What are you Americans doing here? The party is in the castle, in case you didn’t know,” Rupert said rudely.


  “We know that very well, Rupert,” Mandie told him. “We also know what you’ve been doing in that barn.”


  Rupert stepped toward her and said, “What I do is none of your business and you’d better not meddle in something that doesn’t concern you.”


  Jonathan quickly stepped to Mandie’s side. “But it does concern us,” he said.


  “Yes, we know now that you were involved in what happened to our carriage, and we could report it and make trouble for you,” Mandie threatened.


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Rupert answered, balling up his fists.


  Lady Catherine just stood there holding her breath as she listened and watched. Then she said, “Go ahead and tell everything. That would break up Rupert’s engagement, which I would not be unhappy about.”


  Rupert gasped and said, “That is not the business of these nosy Americans! You had better go home, Catherine. Now!”


  Lady Catherine stood there, smiling. “I’ll go home when I want to and not before. I think I’d like something to eat or drink before I go, anyway. She turned toward the pathway to the castle. Rupert grabbed her arm to stop her. “Don’t touch me.” She moved away from him.


  “Don’t you dare go back to the castle,” Rupert told her. “That silly act with the magician was enough, but if you go inside among our guests, I know my grandmother will insult you.”


  “Just because your grandmother doesn’t want you to marry me doesn’t mean that she would insult me,” Lady Catherine insisted. “I’ll go and see.”


  She turned and hurried up the pathway with Rupert right behind her. The young people followed.


  “Here come the fireworks!” Mandie told Dorothy.


  When Lady Catherine went through the doorway of the drawing room Rupert was still right behind her. The young people were close behind them. Several guests turned to look at the group. Then Mandie saw the baroness talking to her grandmother with Frau Jahn’s help.


  The four young people stopped to watch as Lady Catherine walked directly to the baroness. She turned to Lady Catherine without missing a breath, and extended her hand to the young woman. “How nice of you to join us, dear!” she said through Frau Jahn’s interpretation.


  Mandie and her friends were amazed, and Rupert stood with his mouth open.


  “Rupert found me after I assisted the magician, and invited me inside for refreshments,” Lady Catherine told the baroness through Frau Jahn. Baroness Geissler smiled at Lady Catherine, and Frau Jahn told the girl, “The baroness is delighted to serve you, and if you will follow me I will show you where the refreshments are.”


  Lady Catherine smiled at the baroness and followed Frau Jahn through the crowd. At the same time Mandie caught a glimpse of Elsa  watching Lady Catherine. She wondered if Elsa had overheard the conversation.


  Rupert quickly disappeared as the young people watched him.


  Mandie turned to Dorothy and asked, “I wonder if you could tell me something. You seem to know all about Rupert and his grandmother. How can his last name be the same as his grandmother’s if he is the son of her daughter?”


  “That’s common knowledge,” Dorothy said. “His real father died when he was a child. The man had no money, no title, nothing, and the baroness had been against the marriage. So when he passed on, the first thing the baroness did was to legally adopt Rupert and change his name to hers so that he could inherit her title, property, everything.”


  “And then his mother married an American and moved to the United States,” Jonathan added.


  “And the baroness was glad, because then she would have Rupert all to herself. She worships the ground he walks on,” Dorothy said.


  “But she doesn’t really know him,” Celia remarked.


  “Well, she may get to know all about him soon,” Mandie said. “Lady Catherine may tell all.”


  “I hope she does,” Jonathan said.


  “And I hope we’re around to find out about it,” Mandie added.


  Mandie was hoping Rupert would be exposed for what he really was. Maybe when his grandmother knew the truth, she would be able to help change him for the better. In the meantime, what was going to happen with Lady Catherine and Elsa? Who would win out?


  CHAPTER TWELVE


  WHAT MADE THE TREE JUMP?


  The next morning was cloudy. Mandie and Celia looked out their windows at the gray sky and sighed together.


  “It’s probably going to rain, and I wanted to watch that tree again today,” Mandie moaned as she pulled her robe tightly around her.


  “But it’s not raining now,” Celia said. “Maybe we could go out right after breakfast.”


  They had no sooner dressed, when Olga knocked on the door and brought them their breakfast on a tray.


  “Everyone sleeps late after a big party like last night’s, but I thought you young ladies would probably want something to eat now,” Olga said, smiling. She put the tray on a round table in their sitting room, and began unloading the dishes.


  “But you have four place settings, and there are only two of us,” Mandie remarked.


  “Nein, there will soon be four of you,” the maid said. “Miss Dorothy said she would like to eat with you, and also your friend, Mister Jonathan.”


  At her remark, Dorothy and Jonathan both appeared in the open doorway.


  “Come in,” Mandie invited. “You two are up early. Olga has brought us a delicious breakfast.”


  Jonathan and Dorothy greeted the girls and sat down at the table.


  “Celia and I want to go outside and watch that juniper tree when we’re finished eating. We’re supposed to leave here tomorrow, I think, so we don’t have much time left,” Mandie remarked as Olga poured the hot tea.


  “I wish you luck,” Olga said. “I have never seen the tree jump myself, and I doubt it really happens.”


  “Maybe we’ll be fortunate enough to see it,” Dorothy said as she buttered a hot roll.


  Olga smiled at Dorothy and said, “If there is nothing else, I will see if others would like breakfast in their rooms.”


  “Oh, yes, thank you, Olga,” Mandie told her. “It was really nice of you to think of us.”


  Olga started out the door and turned back to say, “You Americans are so polite and friendly. Good day now.” She went out, leaving the door open.


  As soon as the four young people had eaten all they could, Mandie fed Snowball the scraps. Then she put his harness and leash on him and they all went outside.


  Mandie led the way to the low wall where they sat whenever they watched the tree. It was near the driveway, and just as they started to sit down, a large extravagant carriage came speeding down the driveway toward the road. Mandie caught a glimpse of Elsa and her aunt inside as it passed.


  “That was Elsa and her aunt!” Mandie exclaimed. The others nodded. “So they’re leaving. I wonder why? I thought they were going to stay a few days. They just arrived night before last,” she remarked.


  “Look!” Jonathan said, pointing to two riders in the distance. “That may be the reason why.”


  “It’s Rupert and Lady Catherine!” Mandie exclaimed.


  “Looks like his engagement has been broken,” Celia said.


  “And all for the good,” Dorothy added. “I’m not really fond of Elsa, but she deserves a better husband than Rupert would be.”


  “I wonder what happened?” Mandie asked.


  “My father told me part of what happened,” Dorothy offered. “Elsa’s aunt was upset by the appearance of Lady Catherine last night, because everyone knows the lady has been after Rupert. And most people knew Rupert didn’t want to marry Elsa. So when the baroness  was polite to Catherine, rather than asking her to leave as everyone expected her to do, the aunt became furious.”


  “Well, at least one wrong has been righted,” Mandie said. “And we have solved some of the mysteries surrounding this place, but this tree is determined not to allow us to see it jump.”


  “The rain is not going to allow it either,” Jonathan quickly added as a sudden downpour sent them all running to the castle for protection. They stood inside the front hallway, waiting to see if the rain would stop, but from there they couldn’t see the juniper tree.


  The rain lasted so long, they began to wander around inside the castle. But no one else seemed to be up and about except the servants. Finally the heavy deluge stopped.


  “It has stopped raining,” Mandie observed, looking out a window in the library where they had gone. “Shall we go back outside?”


  The others agreed, and they found their way to the front door and around to the end where the tree stood. Just as they rounded the corner, all four of them stopped and gasped in wonder. The juniper tree was actually jumping up and down! They could see the tree actually making jerky little jumps.


  In all the excitement, Mandie set Snowball down, forgetting to fasten on his leash, which she had removed while they were in the house. The white kitten headed toward the tree, and Mandie tried to catch him, while her friends stood frozen in excitement.


  Snowball led Mandie on a chase, and stopped at the opening of a huge drainpipe that seemed in some way connected to the moat. Though the rain had stopped, an intermittent flow of water still came out of the pipe, and Snowball pawed at the debris floating along.


  When Mandie reached down to pick him up, he looked at her playfully and darted inside the enormous pipe. Mandie sighed in exasperation when she couldn’t reach him. Her friends were out of sight around the corner of the castle.


  “Snowball, you come here!” she called to the kitten.


  Snowball meowed from inside the pipe and refused to come out. Mandie tucked the end of her long skirt up into the waistband and stooped way down to crawl into the pipe. She could feel the flowing water, moving in waves as if it were being pumped out of the pipe. Her shoes plowed mud as she moved inward, and Snowball ran still deeper into the tunnel when Mandie approached him.


  “Snowball, Snowball! Kitty, kitty, come here!” she called, but he wouldn’t come near enough for her to grab him.


  Mandie was far enough inside that she could see only inches in front of her face. Suddenly she bumped into something rough and tangled; the culvert was blocked by something she couldn’t identify.


  Whatever it was, it was moving and felt scary, even dangerous. Her heart began to pound.


  She couldn’t see for sure, but she was afraid Snowball had somehow been trapped by this thing, for she heard Snowball’s meow close by, but could not see the kitty.


  As much as she cared for her kitten, Mandie was scared. She turned to go back, but the pipe was too small to allow her to turn. She could only move backward—and that she did as quickly as she was able, bent to the floor of the pipe.


  Snowball still crouched deep inside watching her.


  Mandie backed out the opening where she had gone in, and straightened up. She was dirty and wet. Her grandmother would have a fit if she saw her in such condition. She thought she’d better slip up to her room and change clothes.


  Mandie reached the corner where she’d left her friends, and found them still watching in awe as the juniper tree jumped up and down.


  “I’ve got to go change clothes,” she called to them. “And I want Uncle Ned to see the tree moving.”


  “Here comes Uncle Ned now,” Jonathan answered, pointing toward the pathway from around the castle.


  Mandie ran to meet him. Uncle Ned looked surprised at her appearance, but before he could speak she took him by the hand and practically dragged him to see the jumping tree. The old Cherokee stood before it in disbelief.


  Suddenly the tree stopped moving. Everyone looked at one another. “What made it do that?” Mandie asked.


  “Do not know, Papoose. Never see this happen before,” Uncle Ned told her.


  “If you all will wait for me, I’ve got to change my clothes before Grandmother sees me,” Mandie said. “Snowball is inside that huge pipe around the corner. That’s where I got so wet and dirty. He won’t come out. And, Uncle Ned, there is something strange and scary inside  the pipe, something moving. I was terrified—it felt almost like some snakes or something awful like that.”


  “Where, Papoose?” Uncle Ned asked.


  “Here, I’ll show you.” Mandie led the way and the others followed. She stooped down and pointed inside. “Snowball’s in there.”


  Uncle Ned stooped to explore the pipe. The water had stopped flowing, so Snowball began to make his way out.


  “I see Papoose’s white kitten. I see, too, something dark in pipe,” he said. He skillfully worked his way into the pipe, and in a few moments he backed out, bringing the wet, dirty kitten with him. With him came a fresh flow of water from the culvert.


  When he straightened up, he explained what he’d found in the pipe. “Those not snakes, Papoose. They are roots of juniper tree. When rain swells from underneath, water pushes roots, make big tree jump.”


  All three young people stared at Uncle Ned in amazement.


  “And all the time people here have been thinking there was something mysterious about the tree,” Mandie said. “Wait till they hear we’ve solved the mystery!” She took her kitten from Uncle Ned.


  “They are really going to be surprised,” Celia remarked.


  “Papoose, change clothes,” Uncle Ned told her. “Then we talk about tree.”


  “Yes, I’ve got to clean up,” she told her friends. “I’ll be right back.” She turned and hurried toward the castle with the kitten in her arms.


  “It’s all your fault, Snowball,” she said. He meowed in response. “But then, I guess if you hadn’t entered the drainpipe we wouldn’t have discovered how the juniper jumped.”


  Mandie entered the hallway and crept along quietly, looking around in hopes no one would see her. There didn’t seem to be anyone anywhere, not even the servants.


  In her room she quickly cleaned up, and changed her dress and shoes. She washed Snowball too, and tried to rub him dry.


  “Oh, Snowball, I can’t get you dry. You’re going to have to go back outside and dry. I can’t leave you on our bed all wet like this,” she told him.


  Letting Snowball walk on his leash, Mandie hurried back down the stairs and outside to look for her friends. When she rounded the corner toward the juniper tree, no one was in sight. She ran to look at  the stream that went through the pipeline and saw that it was very low now. The force of the water was gone.


  “Well, where did everybody go?” she said to herself as she walked around. She didn’t see a single soul anywhere.


  “Maybe they went down the pathway for a walk,” she told herself. She quickly followed the pathway and let Snowball walk on his leash. He kept cutting flips and playing along the way.


  As she came to an intersection in the pathway she stopped to listen. Was that the sound of a horse nearby? She jumped behind a huge tree just as Rupert raced by on his horse. He didn’t see her, but Snowball had managed to pull loose from his leash and the horse had scared him away.


  Mandie ran after him down the pathway. She kept calling to him, but he wouldn’t even stop and look back at her. Finally she came into a clearing and she knew the lake would be just ahead in the stand of trees.


  “Snowball! Come here!” she called to the white kitten.


  Every time she called him he seemed to run that much faster. She tried to run faster herself, and when she got near the lake, which was just beyond a steep incline, she lost her footing and started to slide.


  “Oh, goodness!” she gasped as she slipped on the loose pebbles and suddenly went over the edge and into the water.


  “Help!” she cried. “I can’t swim!”


  She fought to stay on top of the water and tried to push herself back toward the shore, but the water seemed to have a mind of its own, and she knew she would drown if something or someone didn’t save her.


  Lifting her head as far as she could out of the swirling water, she cried out, “What time I am afraid I will put my trust in Thee. Dear Lord, please save me.”


  Snowball was wildly meowing in the distance as she sank into the dark depths of the water. Sudden sharp pains in her chest cut off her breath. Her long skirts, heavy with water, pulled her toward the bottom of the lake.


  I am dying. What will my mother ever do? was her last thought.


  Suddenly something was pulling at her hair. Oh, it hurt! Then whatever it was attached itself to the wet folds of her skirt and pulled. A hand rubbed across her face and she was violently thrown about. This was too much to fight. She gave up.


  “Papoose, Papoose,” Uncle Ned was calling her.


  Able to finally force her eyelids open, she looked up into the worried face of her old Cherokee friend while he cradled her in his arms on the shore of the lake.


  She couldn’t speak as she felt herself being lifted and placed on a hard flat surface. She realized she was in the pony cart as she and Uncle Ned began moving.


  The Lord had answered her plea. Thank you, dear, Lord, she thought.


  After frenzied care at the castle, Mandie was finally able to be propped up on pillows. Uncle Ned sat by her side. She noticed Rupert standing in the background.


  “Thank you, Uncle Ned,” she managed to say between violent coughs. “You always come to my rescue.”


  “No, no, Papoose,” Uncle Ned told her as he held her hand. “Not Ned. Rupert got Papoose out of lake. Ned come later.”


  “Rupert!” Mandie weakly repeated as she turned her head to look at the baroness’s grandson. Rupert quickly avoided her look and hurried out through the doorway.


  “I’ll thank him later,” Mandie said.
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  CHAPTER ONE


  THE MYSTERY IN ANTWERP


  “You know, it was worth almost drowning in Germany to get Rupert to reform,” Mandie said to Celia and Jonathan as they strolled along the wharf in Antwerp, Belgium. Snowball, her white kitten, walked at the end of the red leash Mandie held.


  Her two friends quickly stopped to stare at Mandie.


  “You don’t really mean that!” Celia Hamilton exclaimed.


  “Rupert was not worth it. You could have drowned,” Jonathan said.


  “But I didn’t fall into the lake on purpose, remember?” Mandie said. She glanced back up the walkway to be sure they were staying within sight of her grandmother, Mrs. Taft, and her friend, Senator Morton. The adults were too far away to overhear the young people’s conversation.


  “I know. It was an accident,” Celia said as the three walked on.


  “Right,” Mandie said. “It was an accident, but it was also the cause of Rupert finally coming to his senses and straightening up and—”


  “Yes,” Jonathan broke in, “just long enough to fish you out of the lake. He’s probably back to his old sneaky tricks by now.”


  “But he apologized to us for all the mean things he had been doing,” Mandie protested. “And I know he talked to his grandmother about everything, because I happened to pass the library and heard them discussing it.”


  “He knew he’d better mend his ways enough to save you or he might’ve been blamed if you’d drowned. He was the only one anywhere near the lake when you fell in,” Jonathan reminded her.


  Celia asked, “Do y’all think his grandmother will allow him to marry Lady Catherine even though she has no money, which they need so badly to renovate the castle?”


  Mandie’s blue eyes sparkled as she said, “I believe the baroness will agree to their marriage because, first of all, they are definitely in love, and because Lady Catherine does have a title, and those things seem to be so important to these Europeans.”


  “I myself see no use for such things, but over here they’re important,” Jonathan agreed. “I’m glad the United States is not that way.”


  “Oh, but some families in the United States do try to pick out their sons’ and daughters’ marriage partners,” Celia said.


  “Well, no one is going to pick out my husband for me if I ever decide to get one,” Mandie said, quickly tightening her hold on Snowball’s leash as he tried to jump ahead.


  “Since that is usually done for money in the United States, you won’t have to worry about it,” Jonathan teased. “Think of all the wealth you’ll inherit someday.”


  “Jonathan Guyer!” Mandie exclaimed, stopping to give him a sharp look. “Money doesn’t mean a thing to me as long as I have something to eat and wear and a place to live. Money can’t make a person happy and you should know that.”


  Jonathan immediately became serious as he said, “You’re right. I have firsthand knowledge of that. Maybe if my father didn’t have so much money, things would be better between us.”


  “He’d certainly have more time to spend with you,” Mandie agreed. “Maybe he realizes that now since he thought you had been kidnapped when we found you.” The three walked on.


  “Senator Morton promised to discuss things with him,” Celia added.


  “Just consider yourself lucky to have a father, Jonathan. Remember Celia and I have both lost our fathers,” Mandie reminded the dark-haired boy.


  “Yes, I know,” Jonathan said, walking faster. Snowball tried to pull  loose from Mandie’s grasp on his leash. “Watch that cat. We don’t want to have to chase him all over Belgium. After all, we’re only going to be here a few days.” He grinned his mischievous grin.


  “Mandie, I am so grateful to your grandmother for allowing me to come along on this trip to Europe with y’all,” Celia said. “I’ve really enjoyed all the countries we’ve been in.”


  It was the summer of 1901 and the girls had come to Europe with Mrs. Taft during their vacation. Senator Morton, a family friend, had escorted them.


  “I have, too,” Mandie said. “But it will soon end, and we’ll have to return home and go back to school.” She sighed.


  “We have had some interesting adventures,” Jonathan said. “So far, we’ve been able to solve all the mysteries we’ve become involved in.”


  “And we still have Holland, Ireland, and what other countries Grandmother decides to visit, and then back to England,” Mandie said.


  “And onto that huge ship again to go home,” Celia added. Turning to Mandie, she said, “I think we’re pretty well traveled for thirteen-year-olds.”


  “I think so, too, until I remember all those private schools in all the different countries that Jonathan has been attending all his life,” Mandie said, smiling at Jonathan.


  “But I’m also a year and five months, lacking four days, older than you are,” Jonathan teased.


  Celia smiled and said, “And I’m three months and five days older than Mandie.”


  “Oh, for goodness’ sakes, y’all try to act so old—sometimes,” Mandie said, putting on a serious air. She glanced back to see where her grandmother and Senator Morton were. They weren’t on the walkway behind them. “Where did Grandmother and Senator Morton go?” She stopped to gaze around.


  Celia and Jonathan immediately looked for them.


  “And we promised we’d stay within their sight,” Celia said.


  Jonathan suddenly pointed across the roadway. “There they are, over there looking at the merchandise in that vending cart.”


  The girls then saw the adults.


  Mandie breathed a sigh of relief as she pushed a wisp of blond  hair under her bonnet with one hand and held tightly to Snowball’s leash with the other. “I sure am glad we didn’t lose them. We might get lost.”


  “Yes, since we only got here this morning,” Celia added.


  “But I’ve been here before. I won’t let us get lost,” Jonathan promised.


  “Grandmother made it clear that we weren’t to get out of her sight,” Mandie reminded him. Then smiling she added, “She wants to be sure we don’t get involved in another adventure.”


  “So if we happen to run into another mystery, we can’t pursue it,” Jonathan said, grinning mischievously.


  “Well, things will probably be better when Uncle Ned gets here,” Mandie said. “She trusts him to watch over me because he promised my father he would when my father died.”


  “But he wasn’t sure about when he would catch up with us after we left him in Germany,” Celia said.


  Uncle Ned, the old Cherokee Indian, had been Mandie’s father’s friend. And he had always turned up when Mandie needed him. He was not really Mandie Shaw’s uncle and was not really related to her, but Jim Shaw had been one-half Cherokee. Mandie was proud of her Indian heritage and often visited her Cherokee relatives in North Carolina. Uncle Ned managed to follow Mandie on this journey to Europe, and he kept in touch with her through the different countries she visited with her grandmother and her friends.


  “He knows how long we’ll be staying here, so he’ll be sure to arrive sometime soon,” Mandie said.


  Suddenly Snowball jerked the leash out of her hand and raced toward the water where several boats were docked. The three young people raced after him.


  “Snowball! Come back here!” Mandie called to him, holding up her long skirts as she ran.


  Celia and Jonathan were right behind her. The kitten slid to a stop as he pressed his front claws into the floor of the old wooden pier. Then leaping into the air, he landed in one of the small boats. The men working around the boats yelled at him in a foreign language that Mandie couldn’t identify, and she realized Snowball wouldn’t understand what they were saying either.


  “He’s American,” she called to the man. “He can’t understand  you.” She reached the edge of the pier and stooped to see how she could rescue the cat from the boat.


  “Look at what he’s doing!” Jonathan exclaimed. “That’s a fishing boat and he is trying to get to the fish.”


  Mandie couldn’t suppress a smile as she watched Snowball trying to push up the lid of a huge basket on the boat. Then she frowned and yelled at him, “Snowball, come here! Right this minute!”


  The workmen had stopped work to stare at the young people. Then one of the men stepped over into the fishing boat and looked down at the cat.


  He called to them in French and Jonathan understood and replied. The man carefully scooped up Snowball and stepped out to hand him to Mandie.


  “What did the man say, Jonathan?” Mandie asked. She grabbed her white kitten and held him up to look into his blue eyes. “You naughty kitten!”


  “He just said for us to be still and he’d catch the cat, and I thanked him,” Jonathan explained.


  “Oh yes, thank you!” Mandie called to the man who took off his hat and waved it at them.


  “Snowball, I’m not going to carry you everywhere we go. You are going to behave and walk on the leash like you’re supposed to do,” Mandie told him. “Do you understand?”


  Snowball meowed sadly and pushed his head against Mandie’s chin, purring loudly. Mandie set him down and wrapped the end of the leash around her wrist.


  “He thought he was going to get a free fish dinner,” Celia laughed.


  “And those men would have put a stop to that,” Jonathan said.


  Mandie looked around the pier. “Jonathan, are these all fishing boats docked here?”


  “I believe so,” Jonathan said. “Let’s walk along the water and look at them.” He led the way and the girls followed. They stopped to look at each boat.


  When they came to a curve in the shoreline, they found no more fishing boats. But Mandie looked ahead and spotted another boat in the distance.


  “There’s one more,” she said. “Let’s go that far and then come back.”


  “That may not be a fishing boat, Mandie, because it’s isolated from the others here,” Jonathan said as the three walked toward the distant vessel.


  As they came nearer, Mandie looked at the peeling paint on the small boat and the dirty windows in the tiny cabin.


  “It looks like it’s deserted,” she told her friends. “I don’t believe it’s being used for anything.”


  “It sure looks dilapidated,” Jonathan commented as they crowded close to the edge trying to see inside.


  “It seems to be just flopping around in the water and not properly tied up,” Celia said.


  Mandie looked around for some way to get onto the boat. Its side rose high enough that they couldn’t just step over into it. And there didn’t seem to be any steps or ladder to board it.


  “How can we get into it?” she asked her friends.


  “Mandie, we might fall into the water,” Celia cautioned her.


  “Look at the deck,” Jonathan said. “Some of the boards are hanging loose. I’d say from the condition of that boat, it has been abandoned a long time.”


  The girls looked where he pointed. The wood seemed to be old and rotten.


  “Well, I’d still like to look inside,” Mandie insisted as she picked up Snowball and walked around. Turning to Celia she held out Snowball and said, “Would you hold him for me? I’m going to see how close I can get.”


  “Mandie, please be careful,” Celia warned as she took the kitten.


  Mandie moved cautiously to the edge of the pier. There was no railing to hold on to, only the old wooden planks of the floor to keep her from falling in. Jonathan followed closely behind her. Celia stood grasping Snowball and holding her breath as she watched at a safe distance from the edge.


  Suddenly there was a loud moaning sound that seemed to be coming from inside the boat. Mandie and Jonathan stopped in surprise.


  “What was that?” Mandie whispered to the boy.


  “Whatever it was, I’m sure it must have come from the boat,” Jonathan replied.


  The two stood there for a moment waiting and listening. The sound didn’t occur again. They edged their way forward. Mandie could feel the old planks shake and move beneath their feet. She reached for Jonathan’s hand to steady her.


  “I don’t think it will fall in,” Jonathan said, looking down at the floor. “It’s just old and wobbly.”


  At that moment the moaning sound came again—then silence.


  “Do you think someone is inside the boat and is hurt or something?” Mandie said softly.


  “It could be some kind of animal if the boat has been deserted,” Jonathan replied. “Let’s see if we can get nearer.”


  The two slowly moved toward the last plank of the pier. As Mandie watched the boat bob slightly up and down in the water, she became dizzy-headed and tightly squeezed Jonathan’s hand and closed her eyes.


  “I think I’d better go back,” she admitted as she turned around.


  “We’ll have to figure out some other way to get near the boat,” Jonathan decided as he held her hand and they slowly made their way back to where Celia waited.


  “I’m glad to see y’all made it back,” Celia remarked.


  Suddenly a loud moan filled the air and then ceased. The young people looked at one another.


  Mandie turned back toward the boat. “Jonathan, there is someone on that boat and they sound like they’re dying or something. We need to find out what’s wrong,” she said, starting to walk back out on the pier.


  “Wait!” Jonathan said, quickly grasping her hand. “We have completely forgotten something—your grandmother and Senator Morton.”


  “Oh goodness, you’re right!” Mandie exclaimed as she looked around. The area they were in seemed to be deserted. “We’d better find them at once!”


  She took Snowball in her arms and led the way back in the direction they had come. Her friends quickly followed. Finally they reached the street where the vendor’s cart was and where they had seen the adults. There was no one there except the vendor now.


  “Oh, Jonathan, can you ask that man if he knows which way my grandmother went?” Mandie said.


  “If he speaks French I can,” Jonathan replied, hurrying toward the man who was sitting on a small stool behind his cart.


  The girls waited and watched. Mandie knew the man evidently understood Jonathan’s French, as he stood up and waved to his left up the street. Jonathan hurried back.


  “He said they walked that way,” Jonathan said, pointing the same direction the man had.


  “Oh, I hope we can find them. My grandmother will be furious with us,” Mandie said as they hurried up the street.


  They walked so fast they went right past Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton, who were at a shopwindow, without even seeing them.


  “Amanda!” Mrs. Taft called.


  Mandie turned quickly back and saw her grandmother and rushed over to her.


  “It’s time to get back to the hotel,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie said breathlessly as she looked at her friends. Evidently they had not even been missed.


  “This way,” Senator Morton said, motioning to the cross street.


  The adults walked ahead and the young people followed at a distance where they could talk. They huddled close together as they went.


  “Whew! That was pure luck!” Mandie murmured with a shake of her head. “How are we going to get into that boat? We’ve just got to find out who or what is inside it making that terrible noise.”


  “Here we go again, Mandie,” Celia warned her. “Your grandmother said no more adventures, remember?”


  “Well, this is not exactly an adventure,” Mandie protested as she held Snowball tightly in her arms. “There may be someone on that boat who needs our help.”


  “We don’t even know what plans your grandmother has, so we can’t decide on when or how we’re going to return to that boat,” Jonathan reminded her.


  “The only thing I know for sure that Grandmother is going to do is visit an art museum somewhere in Antwerp. I don’t believe she has any friends living here to visit,” Mandie told them.


  “Then if she doesn’t have any friends to visit, that means she will want us with her everywhere she goes,” Jonathan said.


  “Maybe she and Senator Morton will want to go somewhere without us,” Mandie said hopefully.


  “Mandie, couldn’t we just tell your grandmother we think someone is in that boat and needs help?” Celia asked.


  “No, no, no!” Mandie quickly replied. “She would just say she’ll get the police to investigate and then forbid us to go there.”


  “If you think she would forbid it, then we shouldn’t go,” Celia said.


  “Well, I’m not sure she would,” Mandie replied. “But I don’t think she’d mind if we helped someone in distress.”


  “Mandie, it would depend on who it is and what is wrong,” Jonathan told her.


  “But we won’t know that until we find out what’s going on in that boat,” Mandie insisted.


  Celia sighed and looked at her friend. “I think we’re going to get into trouble again.”


  The three had walked so slowly that the adults had stopped for them to catch up.


  “Amanda, let’s move a little faster. I don’t know about y’all, but I feel like having some food,” Mrs. Taft said as they came up to her and Senator Morton.


  “Food! That’s for me,” Jonathan agreed with his mischievous grin.


  “Yes, ma’am,” Mandie replied. “I just realized I’m hungry, too. Where are we going to eat?”


  “In the hotel, dear,” Mrs. Taft said. “Tomorrow we’ll rent a carriage and go sightseeing. We’ll find some interesting place to eat then.”


  The three young people exchanged glances.


  “Will this sightseeing take all day, Grandmother?” Mandie asked as they walked on.


  “Why yes, dear. That’s what we came for, so y’all could see the town,” Mrs. Taft said, stepping forward beside Senator Morton.


  Jonathan made a silent groan upon hearing that. Celia smiled. But Mandie said softly, “Don’t worry. We’ll figure out a way to get back to that boat.”


  “If you say so,” Jonathan replied.


  CHAPTER TWO


  ROBBERY


  The next morning after a hearty breakfast, Mandie and her friends and her grandmother waited in the reception room of the hotel where they were staying while Senator Morton went out to engage a carriage for a day of sightseeing.


  “Grandmother, could we just walk around in the lobby till Senator Morton gets back?” Mandie asked as she stood up from the settee where she and Celia and Jonathan had been sitting opposite Mrs. Taft. She held Snowball by his leash.


  Celia and Jonathan quickly looked at Mandie and then at her grandmother.


  “No, dear, you will all stay right here and stay seated until the senator gets a carriage for us,” Mrs. Taft replied emphatically, pointing to the settee.


  Mandie quickly sat back down by her friends. “I just figured we’d be sitting most of the time in the carriage and my legs feel like they need some exercise,” she said.


  “We’ll get plenty of exercise getting in and out of the carriage and walking around the places we plan to visit,” Mrs. Taft replied. She kept watching the doorway for the senator to return.


  Mandie sighed softly and glanced at her friends. Celia smiled and Jonathan made a face and shrugged his shoulders.


  “What are we going to see, Mrs. Taft?” Jonathan asked.


  Mrs. Taft turned to look at him. She smiled and said, “I’m not very well acquainted with Antwerp, but Senator Morton is and he knows where to go and what to see. We will visit one art museum.”


  Mandie sighed to herself and grimaced. She knew absolutely nothing about art and was not really anxious to learn. To her a picture was a picture. Some she liked and some she didn’t. This place called Antwerp didn’t seem to be very interesting. Except for the abandoned fishing boat down by the pier and its moaning and groaning sound, she thought the city was boring.


  “Daydreaming?” Celia whispered.


  Mandie took a deep breath and smiled. Her blue eyes twinkled. “I suppose I’m just getting tired of this European trip. When we run out of mysteries to solve it gets boring.”


  “I agree,” Celia said softly.


  “Don’t give up,” Jonathan muttered under his breath. “We’ll get back to that old boat somehow.”


  Mandie had watched her grandmother during their whisperings. Mrs. Taft had not seemed to hear or notice. But she knew her grandmother well enough to know that the lady would drag them to every nook and cranny in the city before they journeyed on to the next country. The tour of Europe was considered part of their education, Mrs. Taft had informed them, and she didn’t intend letting them miss a single important place.


  “Watch out!” Jonathan suddenly called to her.


  Mandie’s hold on Snowball’s leash was lax, and the kitten chose that moment to dart away from her grasp. He quickly disappeared into the adjoining lobby. The three young people ran after him.


  “Amanda! Don’t let that cat get away!” Mrs. Taft called after them as they went through the doorway.


  “Snowball, you come back here, do you hear?” Mandie yelled at the fleeing white cat.


  Snowball glanced back at his mistress and quickly ran through the open door of the elevator nearby. The only person Mandie could see inside it was a short dark man who was carrying what looked like a large piece of cardboard. The man evidently didn’t even see the cat or the young people as the door closed and the elevator began its journey upward.


  “Oh, just wait till I get my hands on you, Snowball!” Mandie exclaimed as she watched the elevator leave.


  “Half a second earlier and I could have held the door of the elevator,” Jonathan groaned.


  “I don’t know why that man inside didn’t see Snowball,” Celia said.


  “Celia, would you please go tell my grandmother what has happened, and I’ll run up the steps to try to catch him when the elevator opens,” Mandie said.


  “Sure, Mandie,” Celia said and hurried back toward the reception room.


  “Come on,” Jonathan said, quickly rushing up the nearby staircase.


  Mandie raised her long heavy skirts and ran after him. The two were out of breath as they looked at the indicator for the elevator on that floor.


  “It didn’t stop here. Come on. Next floor,” Jonathan said, racing up more steps.


  Mandie caught up with him, and they were both annoyed to see by the indicator that the elevator was still traveling upward.


  “How many floors does this hotel have?” Mandie asked, trying to catch her breath as she turned to follow Jonathan up another flight of stairs.


  “Four. This is the top floor,” Jonathan gasped as they arrived at the elevator.


  The elevator was just stopping as they rushed up. Mandie could see through the glass door that the man was still on it. As it opened the man cautiously stepped out, looking first to the left and then to the right. As he saw the two young people standing there, he quickly looked down the long corridor. At that moment Snowball raced out behind him and got in his pathway. The man raised his foot to kick at the cat.


  Mandie and Jonathan immediately realized what the man was planning to do and they rushed forward and knocked the man down. The large cardboard he was carrying slid across the hallway. Mandie snatched up Snowball.


  “Don’t you dare kick my kitten!” Mandie yelled at the man as he got up from the floor and hurried to pick up the cardboard.


  “I did not kick that cat,” the man said in British English as he  straightened up with the cardboard in his hands. He was quickly examining it.


  Mandie watched. It wasn’t a piece of cardboard, after all. It was some kind of painting. She could see one corner of the picture where the cloth covering had slipped off. It was a green color.


  “You planned to kick that cat. We saw you,” Jonathan told him.


  “It’s good you didn’t because you would have gotten a lot worse from us,” Mandie added.


  “And I tell you that you are lucky you didn’t damage this,” the man said haughtily, tucking the painting under his arm and hurrying down the corridor.


  “I’d sure like to know who that man was,” Mandie commented as they watched the man walk away. Then she noticed he was not going to a room on that floor but had run down the staircase instead. “Now isn’t that stupid? Why did he come all the way up here on the elevator and then go back down the steps?”


  “Come on, Mandie,” Jonathan urged her. “Maybe he pushed the wrong button or something. Anyway, we’d better get back downstairs to your grandmother.”


  “I hope she’s not too upset with Snowball,” Mandie remarked as they went down the stairs.


  The two reached the ground floor in time to glimpse the man going out the front door of the hotel. He was still carrying the painting.


  “That man certainly acts strange,” Mandie commented as they watched him leave.


  “Mandie, Jonathan, the senator is back and we’re ready to leave,” Celia called to them from the doorway of the reception room.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton appeared behind Celia.


  “Amanda, please, please hold on to that cat or you will have to leave him in your room when we go out,” Mrs. Taft told her.


  “But, Grandmother, the maid or someone might let him out if I leave him in my room,” Mandie protested as they all walked toward the front door. “I’m sorry. I’ll be more careful with him.” She had carried the kitten down the stairs and continued to hold him in her arms as they went outside and entered a carriage waiting for them.


  Once inside the vehicle the two adults began their own conversation. So the young people discussed the man with the painting. Celia had seen him leave the hotel.


  “Maybe he was a stranger in town and got in the wrong hotel,” Celia suggested.


  Mandie thought for a moment and then agreed. “That could have been the reason he left. And he did speak English with a British accent.”


  “He had a British accent, but I don’t think he was British,” Jonathan disagreed. “There was a slight twang to his speech, as though he had learned the English in England but was really some other nationality”


  Mandie’s blue eyes opened wide. “Well, aren’t you smart, Jonathan Guyer? I never would have caught that twang, as you call it. But then I’m not familiar with other languages like you are.”


  Mrs. Taft spoke to them. “Are y’all watching the scenery as we travel along? Look at all the beautiful trees and flowers. There’s an interesting building.” She pointed to a huge structure with ornate carvings. “Senator Morton, would you please tell us what you know about the city?”


  “I’d be glad to,” Senator Morton said, smiling at the three young people. “That particular building is one of the government offices. We are on our way to the square in the main part of the city. There you’ll see some really old and beautiful architecture.”


  Senator Morton continued on and on. As Mandie gazed out the window, her mind traveled back home. She wondered how her mother was, and her little baby brother, and her Uncle John who had married her mother when her father died. And, oh, how she’d like to see Aunt Lou and Liza and Jenny and Abraham—all who worked for her Uncle John and all her very dear friends. She wondered when Uncle Ned would arrive in Antwerp.


  “Grandmother, do you have any idea as to when Uncle Ned will get into town?” Mandie asked as soon as Senator Morton took a moment to catch his breath.


  “No, dear,” Mrs. Taft said as she turned to the senator. “Have you received any message from him?”


  “No word at all, but then I don’t expect to because he said he would catch up with us as soon as he could,” Senator Morton said.


  “I know he had to stop to see some friends after we left the castle in Germany, but we aren’t going to be here very long, and I  was hoping he’d hurry up and come,” Mandie complained as she held tightly to Snowball in her lap.


  “I’m sure he will, dear,” Mrs. Taft replied as their carriage came to a halt.


  Mandie looked out to see the square that the senator had told them about. It was old and beautiful in its own way, but she had seen so many squares in Europe that they were all beginning to blend in together in her mind.


  They alighted from the carriage, and the adults led the way around the square. Mrs. Taft cautioned the young people not to get out of her sight.


  “We’ve been through so many difficult situations since we came to Europe that I insist for the rest of your visit all of you are to stay within my sight,” Mrs. Taft told them as they walked past shops of various kinds.


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie replied.


  “Yes, ma’am,” Celia and Jonathan added.


  The three drifted along behind the adults, and finally at noontime Senator Morton found a pleasant little sidewalk cafe where they could rest and eat. Mandie tied Snowball’s leash securely to the table leg.


  After having Senator Morton translate the menu for them, all the young people decided on “just some scrambled eggs and rolls,” as Mandie said.


  Mrs. Taft immediately looked anxiously at the three young faces. “Y’all are not sick, are you?”


  The three smiled and Mandie said, “I’m just tired of food that I’m not used to. I’d really love to have some grits, with the eggs, and some of Aunt Lou’s hot biscuits.”


  “Me too,” Celia agreed.


  “And I’d like to have some of that good old New York food, just anything so long as it’s cooked back home,” Jonathan remarked.


  “Maybe you three can eat more tonight then,” Mrs. Taft suggested, turning to Senator Morton with her order.


  “I’ve never had New York food, Jonathan,” Mandie told him. “But I don’t imagine it could be as good as our food back home in North Carolina.”


  “It’s every bit as good and probably better, but I haven’t had any  of your Southern food, so I don’t know for sure,” Jonathan replied, a mischievous grin lighting his face.


  “So you’ve traveled all over the world practically, but you’ve never been in the southern part of our own country. Shame on you,” Mandie teased. “You’re going to have to come and visit. And we’ll take you to see my Cherokee kinspeople.”


  “I plan to one day, but you know how it is with my father so tied up in business deals all over the world. I have to go to school wherever he sends me,” Jonathan said.


  “Jonathan, I do hope your aunt and uncle in Paris come back home soon so you can go stay with them awhile after we all go home,” Celia told him.


  “I do, too,” Jonathan said, and turning to the senator he asked, “You haven’t heard anything from my father, have you?”


  “No, I’m sorry to say, I haven’t,” Senator Morton replied. “We’ll probably hear from him before we leave Belgium.”


  Mandie and Celia had met Jonathan on their way to England when they came to Europe. His father was always too busy to allow the boy to stay home in New York and go to school there, so he was sent from one private school to another in various countries. Senator Morton had contacted Mr. Guyer and asked permission for Jonathan to visit awhile with his relatives who were working for a newspaper in Paris. So far no decision had been made.


  After everyone had finished the noon meal, Mrs. Taft decided it was time to visit the art museum.


  “Now that we’ve eaten and rested awhile, shall we go on to the art museum?” she asked Senator Morton.


  “I was going to suggest the same thing,” he said, smiling as he assisted her to rise from the table.


  Their carriage had waited at a nearby corner, and as they walked toward it the young people drifted behind to talk.


  “Maybe this art museum is the last place for today and we can go back to the hotel to rest,” Mandie whispered to the others.


  “I think I know what kind of resting you’ll be doing,” Jonathan teased.


  Mandie smiled at him as she held Snowball in her arms and said, “I’ll rest for a while and then I’d like to go for a walk down on the wharf.”


  “And back to that old dilapidated boat,” Celia added.


  Mandie nodded. “I’d just like to see it again and figure out a way to get on it.”


  “I think I know how,” Jonathan said softly.


  “Amanda, Celia, Jonathan, get a move on now,” Mrs. Taft called to them as she waited by the carriage ahead.


  The three hurried forward.


  “Tell me how,” Mandie said under her breath.


  “Soon as I get a chance,” Jonathan promised.


  Once they were all inside the carriage, Senator Morton gave the driver instructions to go to the art museum. It took only a few minutes to get there. The vehicle came to a stop in front of a small plain-looking building.


  “This is the museum?” Mandie questioned as the three young people left the carriage behind the adults and looked around.


  “Yes, dear, this is a private museum that has some priceless treasures,” Mrs. Taft told her.


  As they neared the front entrance, Mandie noticed a large group of people evidently waiting to go inside.


  “Is it open, Grandmother?” she asked.


  “Oh, goodness!” Mrs. Taft said as she looked about and turned to the senator. “Is it open? Why are all these people here?”


  “I’ll check,” Senator Morton said, quickly leaving them to go ahead and speak to the guard at the entrance. He returned to inform Mrs. Taft that the museum was open now, but it had been closed all day because of a robbery early that morning.


  “A robbery!” Mrs. Taft exclaimed. “What was stolen?”


  “It seems one of Peter Paul Rubens’ oldest paintings was missing when they opened this morning. But they’ve finally decided to let people in, so it shouldn’t take us long to get inside.”


  “A Rubens!” Mrs. Taft exclaimed. “It must be priceless!”


  The three young people had listened with interest upon hearing a mystery surrounded this museum. They quickly discussed it in whispers among themselves as they waited in line.


  “A painting!” Mandie said. “That man in the elevator had a painting with him and it was all wrapped up.”


  “Oh, Mandie, that doesn’t mean he stole it,” Celia said.


  “But he acted strange, Celia,” Jonathan told her.


  “Yes, like he was afraid someone was following him or something,” Mandie whispered. “And he was a mean person, too, because he intended to kick Snowball.” She held her kitten close to her.


  “Too bad we didn’t follow him to see where he went,” Jonathan said.


  “No way we could’ve done that with Grandmother waiting for us,” Mandie said softly as they moved forward in line.


  Mrs. Taft looked back.


  “We’re right behind you, Grandmother,” Mandie assured her with a smile.


  “Be sure you stay there when we get caught in the squeeze at the doorway,” Mrs. Taft told her and then turned back to converse with Senator Morton as the line moved forward.


  Once they got inside the museum, it was hard to see anything because there seemed to be so many people and all of them taller than Mandie and her friends.


  “Let’s find the place where the Rubens should be,” Mrs. Taft told Senator Morton, and then she turned to look back at the young people. “Don’t lose us now.”


  Mandie and her friends followed, and when Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton finally stopped, Mandie tried to see what they were looking at. Evidently a large piece of muslin had been draped over the spot where the Rubens had hung. There were other pictures surrounding it. Mandie edged closer, and when she managed to get in front of everyone else, she reached over the rail and flipped the muslin out from the wall. The bottom of it was loose.


  “Look!” she whispered to her friends. “You can see the outline of where it was hung, and it wasn’t a very big painting at all.”


  Jonathan and Celia silently agreed.


  “Amanda! What are you doing?” Mrs. Taft quickly asked as she saw Mandie flipping the muslin. “Don’t touch that!”


  A strong male voice from behind her added, “Do not touch!” Mandie glanced back to see a guard watching. She smiled at him and said, “Sorry, I just wanted to see how big it was.”


  The guard did not smile as he repeated, “Do not touch!”


  “We apologize,” Mrs. Taft said to the man and then urged the senator on down the line, adding to the young people, “Come along now.”


  “You’re going to catch it when we get out of here,” Jonathan whispered to Mandie.


  Mandie didn’t answer but walked along behind her grandmother. Celia followed.


  When Mrs. Taft finally decided it was time to go, the three young people followed her and the senator back to the carriage. On the way Mandie and her friends discussed the missing painting.


  “I believe the painting the man had in the hotel was the same size as the one that’s missing,” Mandie declared in a whisper.


  “I agree,” Jonathan said.


  “Well, I didn’t exactly notice what the man had so I don’t know,” Celia added.


  “I think we have another mystery we may be able to solve,” Mandie said, smiling at her friends. “All we need to do is find out who that man was that we saw and where he went.”


  “That’s impossible, Mandie,” Jonathan said under his breath. “But knowing you, you don’t believe in the word ‘impossible,’ do you?”


  “That’s right,” Mandie said, her blue eyes twinkling. “We can always find a way.”


  CHAPTER THREE


  AN ARGUMENT


  Mandie was hoping to get a chance to ask Jonathan how he thought they could get on the abandoned boat, but when they arrived at their hotel, Mrs. Taft immediately spoke to Mandie.


  “Amanda, please come to my suite. We have something to discuss,” Mrs. Taft told her as they walked along the corridor.


  Mandie silently groaned. She knew what the discussion was to be about.


  “Yes, Grandmother,” she said, and turning to Celia she told her, “I’ll be there in a few minutes.” She smiled at Jonathan, who was following Senator Morton on down the hallway to their suite.


  “Let me take Snowball,” Celia offered and reached to get the kitten from Mandie. She went on into the rooms she shared with Mandie.


  Once inside Mrs. Taft’s suite, Mandie took off her bonnet and ran her fingers through her blond hair. She knew her grandmother could be stern sometimes.


  “Sit down, Amanda,” Mrs. Taft told her as the lady also removed her bonnet and sat on the settee beside Mandie.


  “I’m sorry, Grandmother. I know what we are going to talk about. I shouldn’t have fiddled with that piece of muslin in the museum,” Mandie quickly said, watching her grandmother’s face.


  “You are exactly right,” Mrs. Taft said, frowning. “You must learn  to grow up and act like a young lady. You are entirely too impulsive, Amanda. That was embarrassing for the guard to speak to you like that.”


  “Please forgive me, Grandmother,” Mandie said with a hint of tears in her blue eyes. “I am really and truly sorry. I guess I haven’t been around people like you long enough to know what to do and not to do. My first eleven years with my father were in the mountains where everyone acted natural and didn’t have to worry about what other people thought.” She said all this in one breath.


  Mrs. Taft looked at her and reached to hold her hand. “I keep forgetting you were denied the better things in life because your father took you and went to live with that woman in the hills,” she said.


  Mandie immediately jerked her hand from Mrs. Taft’s and stood up, her blue eyes full of anger.


  “My father married ‘that woman,’ as you call her, because you separated my mother and father because he was part Cherokee, and you didn’t want your daughter married to a ‘half-breed,’ and you told lies to my mother and—” Mandie was almost screaming at her grandmother.


  Mrs. Taft quickly stood up and tried to put an arm around Mandie, but Mandie moved away from her.


  “I know, I know, dear,” Mrs. Taft interrupted her. “I am to blame, and I will regret my actions the rest of my life, but you can’t undo deeds you’ve done. I can only hope you have forgiven me. And I do try to be a real grandmother to you because you are my real granddaughter, no matter what your heritage is—”


  “My heritage is part Cherokee, and you try to ignore it but it’s the truth,” Mandie said with a tremor in her angry voice. “I want to go home to my mother!” She broke into loud sobs and ran for the door.


  Mrs. Taft tried to stop her. “Amanda, we must forgive each other. We can’t hold grudges. Amanda!”


  Mandie was fumbling with the door handle and finally got it open. She raced outside and down the hallway to her room. Mrs. Taft stood in her doorway watching.


  Mandie almost knocked Celia down as she pushed open the heavy door to their rooms.


  “Mandie! What’s wrong?” Celia asked in alarm.


  Mandie ran into her bedroom and sat in a big upholstered chair by  the window. She hugged her knees and bent her head as she shook with sobs. Snowball tried to get on her lap as he loudly meowed.


  “Mandie!” Celia said, following her into the room. “Can I do anything? Tell me, Mandie. What happened?” She stooped in front of her friend.


  Mandie ignored her and sobbed on.


  “Look, there’s something wrong, I can tell, Mandie,” Celia insisted as she tried to reach for her friend’s hand, but Mandie swiftly curled up away from Celia. “Mandie, I’m your friend, you know that. We’ve always shared all our secrets and sorrows. Please tell me what’s the matter with you. I want to help. You are my dearest friend, Mandie.” Celia watched closely.


  Mandie took a deep breath, trying to control the sobs, then hiccupped loudly. She wiped her tears with the hem of her long skirt as she raised her head to look at Celia through tear-filled eyes. Celia was her dearest friend, and she had nothing to do with the distress Mandie felt now. It was unfair of her not to confide in Celia.


  “I...I...my... my grandmother...” Mandie tried to speak as her voice quivered. And then quickly she said, “Celia, I want to go home to my mother.”


  Celia looked at her in surprise. “Why, Mandie? I thought we were having a good time over here in Europe. Tell me, why do you want to go home?”


  “Because my grandmother said—” Mandie stopped as she found she just couldn’t put the scene with her grandmother into words. She drew a deep breath and went on. “My grandmother and I had an argument.”


  “About the muslin in the museum that you lifted?” Celia asked, continuing to stoop in front of her friend.


  Mandie nodded. “And other things. I want to go home to my mother.” She straightened up in the chair.


  Celia sat on the floor. “Mandie, I don’t think you really want to go home to your mother right now. I think you’re just mad at your grandmother about something. Remember what Uncle Ned always says. Think. Think things through. Think about every little detail. And when you do this, things won’t seem as bad as you thought they were.”


  Mandie slid from the chair onto the floor and embraced her friend.


  “Celia, you are so dear to me,” Mandie told her. “I wish you were my sister.”


  “You are like a sister to me, too, Mandie, because I’ve never had a sister or a brother. You at least have a little brother back home,” Celia said as the girls straightened up to look at each other.


  “I know. I also remember being jealous of him. Oh, Celia, I think I’m really a bad person. I seem to do so many things wrong,” Mandie said, leaning back against the chair as she sat on the floor.


  “I do bad things too, Mandie,” Celia said. “Even though I’ve always had my mother to teach and guide me through terrible situations, I don’t seem to learn very well.”


  Mandie smiled at her friend. “Oh, Celia, you are an angel compared with me. I try real hard but I don’t always behave as I should. Celia, do you think it’s because I’m part Cherokee?”


  Celia looked shocked at the idea. She laughed. “Mandie, where did you get such a crazy idea? Look at how good Uncle Ned is, and he’s full-blooded Cherokee.”


  Mandie hung her head and said softly, “My grandmother hates the Cherokee part of me.”


  “That’s why you were crying,” Celia said.


  “She made some remarks that I thought weren’t fair,” Mandie said, standing up and straightening her crumpled skirt. She decided she had said enough about the scene with her grandmother. “Let’s see if we can talk to Jonathan. He was going to tell us how we could get on that old boat down at the wharf.”


  Celia also stood and said, “Mandie, there you go. We are expected to rest until it’s time to go out for supper tonight.”


  “I can’t rest. Besides, my grandmother didn’t exactly say we had to rest. She said she was going to rest and that we would meet later for supper,” Mandie told her. She tied on her bonnet and walked over to open the door. Snowball followed.


  “Well, I suppose I’ll go with you,” Celia said, reaching for her bonnet and putting it on. “Are we taking Snowball?”


  “Absolutely no,” Mandie said, bending to pick him up and going toward the bathroom. “I’ll put him in here and shut the door. And hope no one comes in our rooms and lets him out.”


  The girls quietly walked down the corridor to the door of Jonathan’s room. As Mandie lifted her fist to knock, the girls were surprised by


  Jonathan opening the door. Mandie felt him looking at her eyes, which she realized must be red from all that crying. She dropped her head.


  “I knew you two would be along soon,” Jonathan told them in a whisper. “Come on.” He started quietly down the corridor.


  “Where are you going?” Mandie hurried to catch up.


  “Down to the wharf, of course,” the boy said, with his mischievous grin. “Isn’t that where you wanted to go?”


  Mandie was surprised at his taking the lead. She was usually the one who decided matters of what, where and when, and how and why sometimes.


  “Yes, but...” Mandie replied hesitantly. She had not really planned on leaving the hotel without her grandmother’s permission.


  “Mandie, we shouldn’t,” Celia warned her.


  “Well, I’m going with or without you two. I would have already gone down there but I was waiting for you,” Jonathan said and began briskly walking on down the hallway.


  “Wait,” Mandie called softly. She quickly followed him. Glancing backward she asked, “Celia, are you coming?”


  “I suppose so if you are,” Celia said, trailing behind her friend.


  Mandie felt her heart fill with guilt at what she was doing. Her grandmother would be furious if she found the girls missing. But then maybe they could solve the mystery of the sounds coming from the old boat, and someone might be helped in the process. Besides, her grandmother was already angry with her. And though she tried to ignore it, she knew she was still angry with her grandmother.


  “Come on,” Jonathan called to the girls. He waited at the top of the steps going down into the lobby.


  Mandie and Celia caught up with Jonathan, and the three hurried down the stairs and out the huge front door of the hotel. Once outside Mandie breathed a sigh of relief. No one had seemed to notice them.


  “Jonathan, we’d better make hay while we can,” Mandie urged. “I have a feeling we’re going to be missed.”


  Jonathan grinned mischievously at Mandie and asked, “Make hay? What does that mean? We’re in a city, not in a hayfield somewhere.” He stopped in front of the girls.


  “Oh, Jonathan, come on, let’s get going. You know what I mean,” Mandie replied with a sigh as she rushed on down the sidewalk.


  “No, I really don’t,” the boy insisted as he followed.


  Mandie gave him a suspicious look and walked on.


  Celia explained. “What she means is, we’d better hurry while we can.”


  “That’s right, Jonathan Guyer. We’d better get a move on,” Mandie told him as she started toward the wharf.


  “Talking about foreign languages, I do believe you have your own foreign language,” Jonathan teased.


  Mandie stopped to look at him. “Are we going to the wharf or not?” she asked.


  “Of course we are,” Jonathan said. “Come on.”


  As the three walked on, Mandie said, “I’ll remember to pick at what you say, too.”


  Celia slowed her steps to ask, “Are we going in the right direction? I thought that boat was down another street. I don’t remember being on this one.”


  Mandie and Jonathan also stopped and looked around.


  “You’re right, Celia,” Mandie agreed. “I think we came one street too far.”


  “Then all we have to do is go back one block and go down the next street,” Jonathan said as he turned back the way they had come.


  The three walked several blocks, trying different streets, before Mandie finally spotted the vendor with the cart where they had stopped the day before.


  “Now I know where we are,” Mandie said with a sigh of relief.


  “Yes,” Celia agreed.


  “And we should go that way,” Jonathan said, pointing.


  By the time they finally came within sight of the boat, Mandie realized they had wasted a lot of time trying to find it. She was worried that her grandmother would come to their rooms and find them gone. And she would not only be upset with Mandie but would be worried since she wouldn’t know where they were in this strange city.


  “We’ve got to hurry,” Mandie urged her friends as she lifted her long skirts and ran the rest of the way to the pier. Celia and Jonathan followed.


  They stopped near the end of the pier and looked at the old boat rocking in the shallow water.


  “All right, Jonathan, how did you figure to get on the boat?” Mandie asked.


  Jonathan picked up some pieces of old timber lying at the edge of the pier and carried them to the end of the boardwalk.


  “Like this,” he said, stacking up the wood. “Then we get some more and keep adding to it until we’ve made an extension that will reach to the edge of the boat.”


  “I’m not sure that would be safe,” Mandie said, surveying what he was doing. “Won’t the wood all tumble off the end of the pier and into the water when we step on it?”


  “I don’t think so,” Jonathan said, straightening up to look at the wood.


  “I think it will,” Celia said.


  “Let’s heap it all up and then try it,” Jonathan said, quickly gathering up more scattered timber and placing it with the first pile.


  “You know I can’t swim, Jonathan,” Mandie said, backing off. “I’m not about to try it. You go ahead if you want to, not me.”


  “All right then, I will,” Jonathan said. He finally had a network of boards that formed an extension to the pier by jutting out over the water.


  “Get back, Celia,” Mandie warned. “Jonathan is going to fall in, and when he does he’s going to make a big splash.” She moved farther back and Celia followed.


  “If the thing caves in, the boards are near enough to the boat that I can grab the edge of it to keep from falling into the water,” Jonathan said, looking at what he had made.


  “Well, hurry up, Jonathan. We’ve got to get back to the hotel,” Mandie told him.


  “Hold your breath, girls,” Jonathan said as he slowly stepped on the pile of boards.


  Mandie and Celia silently watched as he slowly put one foot in front of the other. He didn’t seem to be scared, but the boards wobbled now and then. Finally he got near the outer end of the pile of old lumber.


  “Ha, ha! It worked!” Jonathan called to them as he laughed and looked back. The loose boards suddenly flew out from under his feet, and he went flying in the air beyond the end of the pier. He grabbed for the side of the boat but couldn’t quite reach it.


  Mandie and Celia watched as he made a big splash in the water, just as Mandie had predicted.


  Mandie laughed and called to him, “I told you so!” She knew


  Jonathan was considered an excellent swimmer, but she ran forward to be sure he got out of the water all right. He was clinging to the post under where she stood, and as she watched he began climbing upward, with water pouring from his wet clothes.


  Celia moved closer and when Jonathan finally grasped the boards beneath their feet, the girls bent to give him a hand as he tumbled upon the pier. He sat there looking up at them as water continued to flow from his clothes.


  Grinning he said, “Guess it didn’t work.”


  “It certainly didn’t,” Celia said, shaking drops of water from her long skirt.


  “I’ll say it didn’t,” Mandie agreed. “Jonathan, can’t you squeeze out some of the water so you can walk? We’ve got to get back to the hotel.”


  Jonathan struggled to his feet, his wet clothing clinging to him. He took off his jacket and tried wringing it out.


  “I’ll help,” Mandie offered as she caught one end of the garment and helped him twist it.


  “Y’all are going to ruin his jacket for good,” Celia told them as she watched.


  “Here, I’ll just roll it up and carry it,” Jonathan said, bundling up the jacket. He stomped his feet, then sat down and took his shoes off and poured the water out. “All right,” he said, standing up, “I’m ready. Let’s go.”


  They couldn’t walk very fast because Jonathan was weighted down with the wet clothes and soggy shoes. The girls kept away from him because he continued to splatter water.


  “Why don’t you girls go ahead? I’ll be along shortly,” Jonathan suggested. “My feet just won’t go any faster.”


  “I think we’d better all stay together,” Mandie said. “You know, I was just thinking. We didn’t hear any noise from that old boat a while ago, did we?”


  Jonathan looked at her. “You’re right. I don’t remember hearing a thing.”


  “Neither did I,” Celia added as the three continued up the street.


  “Maybe whoever it was, or whatever it was, is not in the boat anymore,” Mandie suggested.


  “Or they heard us outside and were quiet,” Jonathan said.


  Mandie just happened to glance back as they went along. She stopped abruptly and said, “Look! Isn’t that the man we saw in the hotel with the painting?” She pointed to a man in dark clothes who was going in the direction from which they had come.


  “Where did he come from? He didn’t pass us, I’m sure,” Jonathan said as he watched the man.


  “Maybe he came out of one of the shops along this street after we passed it,” Celia suggested as she, too, stared at the man.


  “Come on. Let’s see where he is going,” Mandie said, excitedly rushing off back down the street they had come up.


  “Wait for me!” Jonathan called to her as he bent and removed his soggy shoes, then picked them up and ran after Mandie.


  Celia hesitated between Mandie and Jonathan and finally hurried with Jonathan to catch up with Mandie.


  “I hope he doesn’t see us,” Mandie said as she and her friends slowed down a short distance behind the man. “Isn’t he the same one we saw in the hotel?”


  “He looks like the same man,” Jonathan said.


  “I wonder what he did with the painting,” Mandie said as they continued following.


  At that moment the man hurried down an alleyway between two shops. The young people followed and then paused at the entrance to watch him. There seemed to be shops down the way, and the man looked as though he was searching for one in particular. He stopped to look at the front of each one.


  Several people strolling along the sidewalk of the street stared at Jonathan’s appearance. He stared back at them. His clothes were still sopping wet and he was carrying his shoes and jacket.


  “Jonathan, you are attracting attention,” Mandie said, smiling at the boy as she looked him over.


  Jonathan glanced down at himself. “Didn’t anybody ever see someone wet before?”


  Mandie and Celia laughed. And at that moment when they weren’t watching, the man disappeared.


  “Where did he go?” Mandie asked as she gazed down the alleyway. “He’s gone!”


  “Well!” Jonathan exclaimed.


  “He must have gone into one of those shops down that way,” Celia said.


  “Let’s go see,” Mandie said, hurrying down the alleyway and stopping to look in the shop near where the man was the last time she saw him. Jonathan and Celia followed.


  None of the shops were enclosed in the front. Therefore it was possible to see right inside. The three quickly made their way to the end of the alley, but the man was nowhere to be seen.


  “Oh, shucks!” Mandie exclaimed, stomping her foot. “We would lose him!”


  “We don’t know for sure whether he was the man from the hotel. We never did get close enough to see him straight in the face,” Jonathan reminded her.


  “But he looked like the same one,” Mandie insisted. “He had on dark clothes like that man and he seemed to walk the same way.”


  “Whether he was or not we’ve lost him, Mandie, and your grandmother will be turning the hotel upside down looking for us,” Celia reminded her.


  “Oh, yes, we’d better hurry,” Mandie agreed. The three rushed back toward the hotel. “We’ll catch up with him sooner or later.”


  CHAPTER FOUR


  THE MAN IN THE PARK


  When the young people arrived at the hotel, they found the lobby full of guests wandering around. Mandie stopped just inside the door and whispered to Jonathan, “It must be time for supper.”


  “Yes,” he agreed as he tried to slip through the crowd without attracting attention. But the manager saw him as he walked by the desk, and the man wanted to know what had happened.


  “Oh, I just got a little wet, nothing serious,” Jonathan told him, weakly smiling as he tried to go on.


  “If you will give those wet clothes to the maid, we can clean and dry them for you,” the manager told him.


  “Yes, sir, I will,” Jonathan said as he finally got past the desk.


  The three hurried for the steps and went up them two at a time. By the time they arrived at their floor they were all panting for breath.


  “See you later,” Mandie called to him as she and Celia went toward their rooms and Jonathan continued down the corridor to his.


  Mandie rushed up to the door and then paused. “I’m afraid to open the door. Grandmother may be just waiting for me inside,” she whispered to Celia.


  “Then I will,” Celia said, stepping forward to push open the door.


  As the two looked inside they both sighed with relief when they found the rooms empty.


  Mandie heard Snowball howling in the bathroom and rushed to let him out. She removed her bonnet and plopped down on her bed. They had two beds in the huge bedroom in this hotel.


  “I think I’m worn out,” Mandie said, lying back on a pillow. “Do you think we have time to take a nap?” She looked at the clock nearby on the table. “It’s twenty minutes after five and Grandmother said to be dressed by seven. I think I’ll take about thirty minutes of winks.” She straightened out to get comfortable.


  “I’m afraid I’d oversleep so I’ll just write in my diary while you sleep,” Celia told her as she went to her trunk in the corner and got out her journal. She propped up with the pillows on her bed.


  “Ummm,” Mandie replied as she dozed off. Snowball curled up at her feet.


  Mandie dreamed of her father. She was living in the log cabin at Charley Gap. Her father, Jim Shaw, was putting up a rail fence around their property. Mandie was following him around and helping with whatever she could. She had been crying.


  Jim Shaw took off the big-brimmed hat he was wearing, ran his hand through his curly red hair, and reached to put an arm around Mandie. His blue eyes looked down into hers.


  “We must all love one another, my baby,” Jim Shaw said as he squeezed her tight. “And we must forgive. I know it’s hard to live right, but we have to try with all our might.”


  “Daddy! Daddy!” Mandie exclaimed as her eyes filled with tears. “I love you, Daddy!”


  Suddenly Mandie woke to find Celia shaking her. Mandie rubbed her eyes and sat up. The dream of her father had been so real and now here she was in the hotel in Belgium.


  “Mandie, you must have been dreaming,” Celia told her as she sat down on the side of Mandie’s bed.


  “Oh, Celia, I was dreaming of my father. I wish I could go back to sleep and see him again,” Mandie cried, her blue eyes brimming with tears.


  Celia reached for her hand. “I know,” she said. “You were talking to him in your sleep. I dream of my father, too, sometimes. It’s a jolt to wake up and find that it was all a dream.”


  “He was telling me to forgive. It was just like he knew I had an argument with my grandmother,” Mandie said, sitting up on the bed. “And, Celia, I’ve thought a lot about what happened to my mother and father because of my grandmother when she separated them. I suppose my father forgave Grandmother but, you know, he never even told me a thing about all that.”


  “I know. Uncle Ned told you about your Uncle John when your father died and then your Uncle John told you about your mother,” Celia replied.


  “I know I have to forgive Grandmother for what she said to me today, but it’s awfully hard to figure out how to forgive,” Mandie said, drying her eyes with the hem of her long skirt.


  “The way I do it, Mandie, I make the decision to forgive whoever it is and then I ask their forgiveness. But you really have to mean it when you do this. You have to feel in your heart that you can forget and that you won’t let whatever it was come up in your feelings toward that person again,” Celia said.


  “That’s hard for me to do,” Mandie said. “I have to keep telling myself that I must forgive because I have done things, too, to other people. And I sure wouldn’t want them to hold things against me for the rest of my life.”


  Celia stood up. “It’s time we got dressed, Mandie.” She looked at the clock. “We only have three quarters of an hour to be ready.”


  Mandie jumped off the bed and said, “I have to hurry because I want to talk to my grandmother before we go out to eat.”


  The girls chose clean dresses from the wardrobe and took turns in the bathroom. Celia allowed Mandie to go first so she could have time to see her grandmother.


  Mandie quickly buttoned up her pale blue silk dress and tied the cream-colored lace Bertha collar at the front. She brushed out her long blond hair and tied it back with a blue ribbon, leaving the ends swinging free. Looking through her hat box, she selected a cream-colored lacy bonnet and laid it on a nearby table.


  Then turning to Celia who was putting on a pea green silk dress, she said, “I’ll be back in a few minutes. I’m going to see Grandmother.”


  “I’ll wait here until you get back,” Celia replied as she shook out her long skirt.


  As Mandie opened the door to the hallway, she came face-to-face with a maid who was about to knock.


  “Food for the kitty,” the young girl said as she stood there with a bowl in her hand.


  “Oh, thank you. Please put it in the bathroom for him,” Mandie told her and hurried down the hallway to her grandmother’s suite.


  Mrs. Taft was so slow in answering her knock that Mandie was beginning to think her grandmother might have gone out. Finally she opened the door enough to see who it was. She just stood there looking at Mandie.


  “May I come in, Grandmother?” Mandie asked. She noticed her grandmother was fully dressed and ready to leave.


  Mrs. Taft didn’t answer but opened the door wide. Mandie stepped inside. She thought her grandmother was acting awfully strange. The woman had not said a word but was evidently waiting for Mandie to explain why she had come to her grandmother’s rooms.


  “Grandmother,” Mandie began hesitantly as she stood before her.


  “Yes,” Mrs. Taft said, waiting for Mandie to go on.


  Mandie tried hard to ask her grandmother’s forgiveness, but the words choked in her throat. Even though she knew she should put past acts of her grandmother out of her mind, she was numb and speechless. Mrs. Taft looked as though she was still angry with Mandie.


  “Well?” Mrs. Taft said.


  Mandie quickly swallowed and turned to leave the room. “Celia and I are ready to go,” she said as she stepped into the hallway.


  “All right, Amanda,” Mrs. Taft replied. “As soon as Senator Morton lets me know we’ll be by your rooms.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” Mandie quickly said and hurried back down the hallway.


  Mandie was angry with herself. Why couldn’t she bring herself to ask for her grandmother’s forgiveness? Her heart fluttered as she thought, Am I becoming so hardhearted I can’t forgive anymore? Oh, I need Uncle Ned to talk to! I wish he’d hurry up and get here. And most of all she wished she could talk to her father again, even though in a dream. But then she remembered her reaction to her father’s advice while she was dreaming. She had not answered him at all that she could remember.


  Celia was waiting. Snowball was licking his paws after gobbling down the food the maid had brought. Mandie walked into the room and sat on a nearby chair. She didn’t know what to say to Celia because she had not accomplished a thing by going to her grandmother’s room.


  “Grandmother will be by after us as soon as Senator Morton lets her know he is ready,” Mandie remarked as she jumped up and walked around the room.


  Celia looked at her friend and said, “I hope we go somewhere nice to eat, but I also hope they have food that I know what I’m eating.” She laughed.


  Mandie smiled at her, plopped down on the settee by her, and replied, “That will be one wonderful thing about getting back home, won’t it? No one cooks like Aunt Lou and Jenny, and they have promised to teach me as soon as I have time.”


  “I know,” Celia said, pushing back her long auburn curls. “My mother wants me to learn, too, someday.”


  “If we didn’t have to go to school in Asheville and live there all the school year, we’d have a whole lot more time to do other things, wouldn’t we?” Mandie said.


  “Yes, but my mother says school is more important than anything else, especially Misses Heathwood’s School that we board in,” Celia replied.


  There was a knock at their door and Celia ran to open it. Jonathan stood there, in fresh clothes, with his dark hair washed and dried, grinning mischievously.


  “Oh, hello, I thought you would be Mandie’s grandmother,” Celia told him as she pushed the door wide open.


  “She and Senator Morton are on the way. I am to give you girls instructions to get your bonnets on. We’re off to a restaurant somewhere,” Jonathan said teasingly.


  Mandie and Celia quickly put on their bonnets, straightened their long skirts, and joined Jonathan in the hallway after Mandie shut Snowball in the bathroom. They caught up with Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton down the corridor as they headed for the elevator. Although Mandie really preferred the steps since the elevator always made her stomach turn over, she didn’t say a word as they all stepped inside. She looked at her grandmother, who seemed to have ears only for the senator as  he discussed some sightseeing suggestions. Mandie held her stomach and closed her eyes as the elevator descended with a jerky motion.


  The young people were silent until they went through the huge front door of the hotel. Then the senator told them, “The restaurant where we plan to dine is within walking distance so I didn’t engage a carriage. We’ll walk in this direction.” He turned left up the avenue.


  Mrs. Taft, alongside the senator, cautioned the young people, “Please be sure you stay right behind us now.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three chorused.


  “When do you girls want to go back to that old boat?” Jonathan asked under his breath.


  “As soon as we get a chance,” Mandie replied. “I have been thinking about how we can get on that boat and you know, I believe I remember seeing a rope hanging over the edge of it, do y’all?”


  Celia shook her head. “No, I don’t.”


  Jonathan thought for a moment and said, “You may be right. With all that tumble I took I don’t know for sure. What good would a rope on the boat do?”


  Mandie said softly as she noted the adults were conversing between themselves, “If we could reach it we could swing on it over to the boat.”


  “If there is a rope it may not be secured at the other end, Mandie. Besides, I don’t know how we would reach it,” Jonathan said.


  “If we could find something long enough to reach over and poke it, we might be able to pull it to us,” Mandie said. “After all, the boat isn’t that far away from the pier.”


  “I’m not sure it’s possible but we can always try,” Jonathan said softly. “But when?”


  “If it isn’t too late when we return to the hotel and if it isn’t too dark, we could run down there and see what we could do,” Mandie whispered.


  “Mandie!” Celia said. “This is a strange town to us and we shouldn’t go wandering around at night.”


  “You don’t have to go, Celia,” Mandie said, smiling at her friend. “I won’t get mad.”


  “You know if you insist on solving things, I always have to go with you, just to be sure that you don’t get in trouble for one thing,” Celia said, laughing softly as she looked at Mandie.


  The adults suddenly slowed down in front of them and Mrs. Taft turned back to say, “This is the restaurant. It’s a well-known exclusive place so please be on your best behavior, all three of you.”


  The young people all chorused, “Yes, ma’am,” and followed the adults through a fancy arched doorway into a huge dining room. Crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling over white linen-covered tables. Massive green draperies covered the floor-length windows surrounding the room. At the far end three musicians were playing classical music.


  The host showed them to a table near a window. Potted plants hovered around the room and created a little privacy for tables here and there. But when Mandie sat down she discovered she had a clear view of the other diners. Jonathan and Celia were seated on either side of her, with the adults across the table.


  When Senator Morton translated the menu for them, Mandie was delighted to find the restaurant had listed fried chicken with hot rolls.


  “Fried chicken!” she exclaimed. “I’ll have that.”


  “Me too,” Celia quickly added.


  “And I suppose me, too,” Jonathan said. “It sounds like the best thing on the menu.”


  Senator Morton told them, “I’d better explain something to y’all. You know people in different countries don’t cook like everyone else so you may not get what we called fried chicken back home.”


  “That’s all right as long as it’s chicken,” Mandie said. “At least I’ll know what I’m eating.”


  Her friends agreed. The senator and Mrs. Taft decided to try it, too. When the waiter had left with their order, Mrs. Taft looked at the young people and asked, “Did y’all get some rest this afternoon?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three chorused. Mandie dropped her gaze. Jonathan grinned mischievously and Celia smiled.


  “Do y’all feel up to walking a mile or two after we eat?” Mrs. Taft asked. “Senator Morton says there’s a beautiful park about that far up the avenue and I thought some exercise after eating would be good for us.”


  “A park?” Jonathan questioned.


  Senator Morton explained, “Oh, it’s full of things to do, swings, carousels, and trails through flower beds and that sort of thing. I think y’all would enjoy it.” He smiled at them.


  “Oh yes,” Mandie agreed.


  “That would be fun,” Celia added.


  “That’s better than sightseeing,” Jonathan said.


  “Since you young people don’t seem interested in exploring the city, I thought the park might get your attention,” Mrs. Taft said, smiling at Jonathan. Then she glanced at Mandie. Mandie tried a feeble smile and then dropped her gaze.


  When the waiter returned with the food, the young people were delighted to find the fried chicken was really fried chicken even though it did have a faintly different taste from what they got back home. And the rolls were delicious. The three ate as though they hadn’t been fed in a week.


  The host came by their table to check on their food, and Mandie told him, “This fried chicken is the best food I’ve had since I left home.”


  The tall dark-haired man smiled and said, “It is practically from your back home. Our cook is American. She married one of our men and came here to live.”


  “That’s wonderful!” Mrs. Taft spoke up. “We’ll have to come back again while we’re in Antwerp.”


  “Yes, she does a lot of American cooking for us,” the man said. “I appreciate that you enjoy it. I will tell her.”


  No time was wasted dawdling over food. The young people cleaned their plates and were ready to go. As soon as Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton were finished they left for the park.


  There wasn’t a chance to talk among themselves as they walked up the avenue because Senator Morton kept acting like a tour guide and pointing out famous landmarks along the way. With other plans on their minds the young people didn’t absorb much of the information. But when they saw the park with its many attractions and beautiful flowers and shrubs, the three immediately became interested.


  “We’ll just walk around a little while, and then the senator and I will sit somewhere while you three enjoy the attractions,” Mrs. Taft told them as she and Senator Morton led the group down a winding pathway.


  Mandie and her friends were enchanted with the beautiful flowers, the fish ponds, the arched bridges over flowing streams, and the alcoves for sitting and resting.


  “Oh, this is like a fairy tale!” Mandie exclaimed, following the adults.


  “Yes, it is,” Celia agreed.


  “Since I don’t read fairy tales, I wouldn’t know, but I can see some swings and a carousel through the bushes over there,” Jonathan said, pointing to their left.


  Mrs. Taft turned back to say, “We’re going in that direction but the pathway is winding. The senator and I will rest on some seats over there and you three may swing or ride the carousel. But please remember, you are not to get out of our sight, is that understood?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three agreed.


  As they came into the opening Mandie and her friends hurried ahead to the swings. Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton sat down nearby within view.


  “Let’s ride the carousel first!” Mandie said excitedly, hurrying toward the man who was assisting riders.


  Jonathan and Celia agreed. They all got on and then scrambled onto the wooden horses as the machine started turning and the music began playing.


  Mandie felt light-headed as they were swung around on the carousel. She had seen these things but had never ridden on one.


  “This is so wonderful,” Mandie called to Celia next to her.


  “Yes, almost like riding my real horse back home,” Celia agreed.


  “I would prefer a real horse,” Jonathan said from behind them. “If I had a real horse I could ride all over this park.”


  “And then gallop down to the wharf to the old boat,” Mandie added with a smile as the breeze blew the curly wisps of blond hair around her face. She tightened her bonnet with one hand as she looked back at Jonathan.


  “That’s right,” the boy agreed with a grin.


  As Mandie turned to look forward again she glimpsed a short dark man standing by a fish pond nearby as the carousel spun around.


  “Look!” she cried to her friends. “That man over there! He looks like the man we saw with the painting in the hotel.”


  As Jonathan and Celia quickly looked in the direction Mandie pointed as they swung past the pond again, the man looked directly at them and started hurrying down a nearby pathway.


  “Oh, this thing has got to stop so we can go after him!” Mandie said excitedly, twisting to watch the man.


  Just then it was time for the carousel to slow down and discharge its passengers. The three young people didn’t wait for it to completely stop but jumped off on the last round. They stumbled and held on to each other to keep from falling as they straightened up and looked for the man.


  “He’s way down that path,” Mandie said, rushing forward.


  Her friends followed but the man was too quick for them. He glanced back and then darted into a side path and disappeared. The three searched every lane but could not find him.


  “That man sure does know how to get away fast,” Mandie said disappointedly as the three gave up their search.


  “Mandie, he might not have been the same man from the hotel,” Celia said.


  “I think he was,” Mandie replied. “He looked guilty, like he was trying to avoid us.”


  “He could have just been in a hurry. I’m not sure he was the same man either,” Jonathan agreed with Celia as they started back up the pathway toward the carousel.


  “Well, I think he was and sooner or later I’m going to catch up with him and prove it,” Mandie said.


  “Right now I’d be more interested in going back to the old boat,” Jonathan said as they walked along.


  Celia spoke up. “If y’all insist on going back to that boat tonight, you know all you have to do is lose interest in this park so Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton will decide to go back to the hotel.”


  Mandie stopped to look at her friend. “Celia, you’re right. We’ll just go over there and sit down with them.” She smiled.


  Jonathan grinned. “It’s better to do that and get back early enough so we don’t have to go to the boat in the dark.”


  “I don’t think it would be safe to go down there on the wharf after dark,” Celia warned her friends.


  “All right, let’s hurry up,” Mandie replied as she walked ahead toward her grandmother and Senator Morton. “Maybe we can get to the boat soon after we go back to the hotel. Let’s hurry.”


  CHAPTER FIVE


  CHASED AWAY FROM THE BOAT


  “Well, are y’all bored already with this beautiful park?” Mrs. Taft asked as the three young people sat down on a bench opposite her and Senator Morton.


  “Not really. It’s so big and you had asked us to stay within your sight so we have been through everything near here,” Mandie replied as she realized she really was telling the truth. She and her friends had covered every inch within the vicinity of the adults.


  “I’m just too worn out to walk around farther into the park, so why don’t we just head back to the hotel for the night? I could use a cup of tea when we get there,” Mrs. Taft said to Senator Morton.


  “Why, yes, that would be fine,” the man replied, standing up to give Mrs. Taft a hand as she also rose.


  Mandie and her friends looked at one another. Tea! There goes our chance to get back to the boat tonight. Grandmother will probably linger an hour over a cup of tea, Mandie was thinking.


  The three young people followed the adults out of the park and back up the avenue to the hotel. They didn’t have a chance to talk, but they mouthed words at one another and made gestures while watching to see if Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton looked back at them.


  Mandie sighed as she rolled her eyes at Jonathan and Celia and mouthed the word tea.


  “Later,” mouthed Jonathan. He made gestures, and silently added, “We go later.”


  Celia, watching the two, added her own silent comment. She shook her head and mouthed the words, “Too late. Dark.”


  Mandie shook her head and mouthed, “Maybe not. We’ll be in a hurry to go up to our rooms.”


  Celia raised her eyebrows and Jonathan shrugged. Mrs. Taft looked back just then to be sure they were following.


  Mandie pretended not to notice her grandmother’s glance as she turned her attention to shop windows along the way. She wasn’t really seeing the merchandise displayed. She was trying to figure out in her mind just how they could reach the rope she was sure she had seen on the boat. There had to be a way to get aboard the vessel and she was going to find it.


  When they reached the hotel, Mrs. Taft led everyone into the tea parlor where there were groupings of settees and chairs and where one could be served tea.


  “I’m not much for tea,” Mandie told her grandmother. “I’d rather have coffee if they have any.” A waiter stood by.


  “Yes, well, I miss my coffee back home, too. I doubt that they have American coffee like we’re used to but I’ll take a chance. How about you, Celia, and Jonathan?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “I’d love to have coffee,” Celia said.


  “Coffee is just what I need,” Jonathan told her.


  “Then I will make it unanimous,” Senator Morton joined in. He gave the waiter the order.


  Jonathan laughed and said, “That sort of sounds like politics, Senator. Is that the way they do things in Washington?”


  “I’ll have to admit sometimes the last voters go along with the majority on an issue,” Senator Morton said with a silent laugh. “However, most of the time the senators are very set in their opinions. Senator Taft, Mrs. Taft’s late husband here, was usually the leader in initiating decisions. He was a powerful man and he was well liked.”


  “Thank you, Senator,” Mrs. Taft murmured.


  “I wish I could have known my grandfather,” Mandie said sadly.


  “He probably died before you were born, Miss Amanda,” the senator said, then turned to Mrs. Taft. “Isn’t that right?”


  “Not long after Amanda was born,” Mrs. Taft said, and glancing at Mandie, added, “So you wouldn’t have remembered him anyway if you had lived with us.”


  Mandie instantly cringed within herself. She was afraid Mrs. Taft would make some remark about her father again.


  Celia spoke up with a statement that shocked everyone. “I think I’d like to be a senator someday.”


  Mandie and Jonathan laughed. Mrs. Taft smiled and Senator Morton said, “By the time you are old enough, who knows, we might have lady senators, but right now you’d better be concentrating on any studies that would help you later just in case.”


  Mandie couldn’t imagine Celia as a senator. She was too meek and quiet. “You’d also better learn how to talk ninety miles an hour because you’d have to campaign and talk and talk and talk,” Mandie teased.


  Celia blushed as she protested, “Mandie, I know how to talk. I may not talk a whole lot like you do, but people usually listen to what I do say. There!” She tossed her head in the air.


  “Celia, I was only teasing,” Mandie said. “I’m sorry if I said the wrong thing. But you can laugh at me because I just might decide to become a writer.”


  “A writer? Oh, Mandie, you’d be a great writer!” Celia exclaimed.


  “Yes, especially a writer of mysteries,” Jonathan added with his mischievous grin.


  “You’re never too young to begin, Miss Amanda, and if that’s what you want to do, I’d suggest you begin immediately keeping up with the journal I gave you to record this journey to Europe,” Senator Morton told her seriously.


  Mandie smiled at him and said, “I write in it now and then, but I promise to try harder to find the time to keep it current.”


  Mrs. Taft had listened to the conversation and now she spoke to Jonathan. “Since we’re all deciding on our future careers, what are you interested in, Jonathan?”


  Jonathan shrugged his shoulders, smiled at her, and said, “I have no idea.” He paused and then added, “Maybe I’d be good at being a detective.”


  The girls laughed then and he grinned at them. Mrs. Taft smiled and turned to talk to Senator Morton.


  “Oh no!” Mandie exclaimed.


  “Oh yes,” Jonathan insisted. “I’ll do the detective work and you can write stories about me.” He grinned mischievously.


  “All right, that’s a bargain,” Mandie agreed, and as Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton carried on their own conversation, she bent close to his ear and added, “Like falling in the water at the pier!”


  “Just don’t forget to write about how you fell in the water, too, at the lake in Germany. Time-about is fair enough,” Jonathan replied.


  The waiter returned then with their coffee and some tiny rolls to go with it. As he placed everything on the table before them, Mrs. Taft sighed and said, “Oh, dear, I don’t believe I could eat a bite, even though the rolls do look awfully delectable.”


  “I think I might be able to eat one or two after all that walking,” Jonathan said with a grin.


  “And I’ll have a couple,” Mandie said, helping herself.


  Then as the adults continued their own conversation, Mandie quickly wrapped her rolls in her napkin and stuffed them in her purse. As Jonathan and Celia watched questioningly, she whispered, “For later. We may need some extra energy later.”


  At that moment Mrs. Taft turned to look at the young people and almost saw Mandie putting the rolls away. She looked at Mandie’s empty plate and frowned and continued her conversation with the senator.


  “Whew!” Jonathan whispered softly. “Almost caught.” Then he helped himself to two more rolls and said loudly, “I’ll just take these to give to Snowball, Mandie.”


  Mrs. Taft heard what he said and turned to look at him, but she went right on talking to the senator.


  “Snowball? He’s eaten so much since we’ve been in Europe I’m probably going to have to change his name to Butterball when we get home,” Mandie said, laughing. She noticed her grandmother and the senator had both finished their coffee. “Grandmother, could Celia and I go on up to our rooms so I can give these rolls to Snowball?” she asked as Jonathan handed her his two rolls.


  “I suppose so. You young people should get plenty of rest tonight,”


  Mrs. Taft replied. “We’ve had a busy day today and tomorrow may be even busier.”


  “Thank you, Grandmother,” Mandie said as she and friends stood up from the table.


  “I feel like having more coffee. What about you, Senator?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “I was going to suggest that very thing,” Senator Morton replied, turning to look about for the waiter.


  “Good-night then, Grandmother, Senator Morton,” Mandie said as she left the table. Celia and Jonathan joined her and after good-nights were exchanged, the young people hurried for the stairs to go to their rooms.


  When they reached the first landing they stopped to talk.


  “I wonder how long your grandmother and the senator will stay downstairs,” Jonathan said.


  “I don’t know, but the tea parlor where they are is not near the front door so we can very easily slip out without them seeing us,” Mandie said.


  “What if your grandmother decides to stop by our rooms when she does come upstairs and we aren’t there?” Celia asked.


  “I don’t think she will. Besides, if we hurry we may be able to get down to the old boat and back again before they even go to their rooms,” Mandie replied.


  “Thank goodness I closed the door to my bedroom when I left tonight since I share the suite with Senator Morton,” Jonathan remarked.


  “Then let’s go. No use to go to our rooms and then come back,” Mandie told her friends as she turned back down the stairs. “I’m sure when my grandmother does go upstairs she’ll ride the elevator, which happens to be clear down at the other end of the hall. Come on.”


  Mandie led the way and they were able to slip out the front door without the manager seeing them. The gaslights on the street had already been lit. Lots of people were out for a stroll.


  The three hurried down to the wharf and toward the old boat. Mandie was disappointed to find there were no streetlights near it. They carefully made their way in the dusky darkness out to the end of the pier.


  “Oh, shucks, I can’t see a thing!” Mandie exclaimed as she gazed  at the outline of the old boat. “I can’t tell whether there’s a rope on it or not, can y’all?”


  “No, I couldn’t say either way,” Jonathan said.


  “Well, I have cat eyes. I can see something hanging on the side of the boat I think,” Celia said, staring with her green eyes.


  “But it’s so dark we’d never be able to accomplish anything,” Mandie complained. “All this trouble for nothing.”


  At that moment the moaning sound came from the old boat. It was louder than what they had heard before. In the darkness Mandie felt shivers run up and down her spine. Celia grasped Mandie’s hand.


  “W...we might as w-well go,” Mandie decided and quickly walked back down the pier. Celia held tightly to her hand and Jonathan lost no time in following.


  The three silently hurried away from the wharf until they reached the street with lights. Then they paused to get their breath. People were still walking around.


  “We have to go back to the hotel now, but at the first crack of dawn we’ll come back,” Mandie told her friends. “All right with y’all?” She looked at Jonathan and Celia.


  “I’ll be ready,” Jonathan promised.


  “I suppose so,” Celia hesitantly agreed.


  The three young people slipped back into the hotel and up to their rooms without encountering anyone. They agreed to meet at the top of the stairs as soon as the sky lightened the next morning. Mandie gave Snowball the rolls. He ate Jonathan’s and also the ones Mandie had taken. He was always hungry.


  And to Mandie it seemed she had only dropped off to sleep when the light of day streaming in through the window by her bed woke her. She hastily sat up, rubbed her eyes, and jumped out of bed.


  “Celia,” she called to her friend who was still sleeping. “Are you going with Jonathan and me down to the old boat?”


  “Mmmm,” Celia grunted as she opened her eyes and sat up. “Of course.”


  She slid off the high bed and hurried to dress as Mandie pulled her dress on. Snowball, curled up on the foot of Mandie’s bed, stood up and stretched and then decided to lie back down and sleep a little longer.


  “Sorry, Snowball,” Mandie told her cat as she picked him up. “I have to shut you in the bathroom so you can’t get out. I’ll put a nice  soft pillow in there for you.” She took a pillow from her bed, laid Snowball on it in the bathroom, and closed the door.


  “We probably need a shawl, Mandie. I think it’s cool this morning,” Celia told her as she took a shawl from the bureau drawer and draped it around herself.


  “Right,” Mandie agreed as she did the same.


  The girls hastily tied on their bonnets and slipped out of the room. The hallway was empty. There was no sign of anyone stirring around this early in the morning. They softly hurried to the top of the stairs and found Jonathan sitting on the steps waiting for them.


  “Let’s go,” Mandie whispered to her friends.


  They quietly rushed down the stairs. There was no one in sight at the front desk and they were able to get outside on the sidewalk without being seen.


  “Now,” Mandie exclaimed. “We made it!”


  The three hurriedly made their way down to the old boat. There were very few people on the streets. The sun was just beginning to peep over the horizon.


  Rushing ahead out onto the pier Mandie quickly surveyed the old boat and exclaimed, “I was right! There is a rope hanging over the side. Look!” She pointed.


  “But I don’t see how we can reach that,” Celia said.


  “And if we are able to reach it, we may find that it is loose and not even anchored to anything on the boat,” Jonathan said.


  “Well, we won’t know until we find out,” Mandie said, quickly looking about the pier. There was more of the old timber lying around and she searched for a long stick. “We need something to poke at it.”


  Jonathan and Celia helped search for a piece of timber long enough to reach to the boat. “Here!” Jonathan said, quickly pulling a long pole out from the bottom of a pile nearby. “See how long this is.”


  “Perfect,” Mandie said as she helped.


  They dragged the pole to the end of the pier and found it would reach the boat, but it was heavy and not flexible.


  “I have an idea,” Mandie suggested. “If we lie down on our stomachs on the floor on the pier and push the pole across to the boat, I think we can manage it.”


  “We can try,” Jonathan said.


  He and Mandie stretched out on the pier and shoved the pole at  the boat while Celia watched. After several tries they were able to catch a loop of the rope with the pole. Then by twisting the pole and causing the rope to wrap around it, they were able to draw the rope toward the pier.


  “Here it comes!” Mandie exclaimed as they withdrew the pole and the rope came with it.


  When the pole finally cleared the edge of the pier, Mandie and Jonathan stood up and pulled on the rope. It seemed to be fastened to the boat at the other end.


  “All right, it’s secured to the boat somehow,” Jonathan said.


  “And all we have to do is fasten it real good and tight to the pier and then we can use it to swing on to get to the boat,” Mandie said, looking around for something to hook it to.


  “Swing on that rope over the water? Mandie, you can’t swim, remember?” Celia told her.


  “I know but I’m not going to fall in,” Mandie replied as Jonathan helped her wrap the rope around a low post standing up from the floor of the pier. “I’ve swung on ropes before. Nothing to it.”


  “I’ll go first so I can help you get over the side of the boat,” Jonathan offered as he tested the strength of the rope.


  “Please be careful,” Mandie cautioned him.


  The girls watched as Jonathan stooped, reached out with both hands, and grasped the rope beyond the edge of the pier. He swung down on it and began moving one hand after the other as he went toward the boat. Finally he made it and was able to climb over the side of the old boat. He stood there grinning.


  “All right, watch out for me,” Mandie told him as she followed what he had done. Just as she stepped off the pier and found herself swinging on the rope over the water, she became dizzy-headed and a little frightened. She took several deep breaths, ignored the water beneath, and looked forward to where Jonathan was waiting.


  Jonathan helped Mandie onto the boat and the two quietly crept toward the small cabin. Just as they got near the cracked window, an ear-splitting moan burst through the air. They grasped each other in fright and stopped in their tracks. They waited for a minute or two but there was no more sound. Finally they got the nerve to creep closer and peek through the dirty window.


  “I can’t see much,” Mandie said. “It’s dark in there and this window  is awfully dirty.” She put her hands around her eyes, trying to see inside.


  “Let me wipe some of that dirt off,” Jonathan whispered as he took a large handkerchief from his pocket and vigorously rubbed at the glass. Now they could see better.


  Suddenly another loud moan ripped through the air. The two drew quickly back and then when the sound died they peered inside.


  “Look!” Mandie whispered. “There’s a man on a cot in there and he seems to be crying.”


  “Yes,” Jonathan agreed, wiping the glass again with his handkerchief.


  To their amazement the man inside burst into sobs as they watched. He seemed to be crying his heart out about something.


  “The poor man! There’s something wrong with him,” Mandie said softly as she and Jonathan pressed their noses against the glass to see inside.


  And at that moment the man looked directly at them through the window. He jumped to his feet and came rushing out of the cabin door. He seemed to be wild as he waved his hands at them and yelled in English with a strange accent, “Go ’way! Get off my boat! Begone!” He looked like a giant. A thick reddish beard covered most of his face.


  Mandie and Jonathan quickly slid over the side of the boat and onto the rope without even thinking whether the rope was strong enough to hold both of them at one time. They managed to get back to the pier and collapsed on the wooden floor as they surveyed the old boat.


  Celia, who had stayed on the pier, came hovering over them and asked, “Are y’all all right?”


  Mandie ignored her friend but watched as the man wiped his eyes with a dirty, ragged sleeve and went back inside the cabin.


  “That man seems to be deranged,” Jonathan commented as he stood up and dusted off his clothes.


  “There’s something wrong with him. I’ve never seen a big man cry like that before,” Mandie said as she stood up and straightened her skirt.


  “He didn’t even notice the rope. Evidently he only wanted us off his boat,” Jonathan said.


  “Maybe we’d better untie it on this end and wrap it around a post  under the pier where no one will notice it,” Mandie said as she walked toward the tied end of the rope.


  “Hadn’t you just better untie and drop it loose?” Celia asked, and then when Mandie didn’t answer, she said, “Y’all are not planning on going over there again?”


  Mandie smiled at her and said, “Sure. I want to know who that man is and why he is crying.”


  “And why he’s on a dilapidated boat like that,” Jonathan added.


  Celia sighed and shrugged her shoulders.


  “After all, that man may need some help,” Mandie added as she and Jonathan tied the end of the rope under the pier while they lay on their stomachs.


  She stood up and shook out her skirt. “Right now we need to get back to the hotel and change our clothes for breakfast before we are missed. But I do plan to come back.”


  CHAPTER SIX


  MORE INVESTIGATIONS


  The three hurried back to the hotel and up to their rooms without taking time to discuss their discovery. That could be done later, Mandie decided. Right now they had to get dressed by the time Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton were ready for breakfast.


  Mandie and Celia quickly bathed and dressed while Snowball roamed their rooms. Hurriedly taking down a white voile dress with rose sprigs scattered over it, Mandie slipped into it and then combed and brushed her long blond hair. Back home she usually wore it in one long plait down the back, but while she was in Europe she liked to let it hang loose, tied back with a ribbon. That made her feel grown-up. Today she secured it with a white headband over which her matching bonnet would comfortably fit later.


  Celia, already clad in a bright yellow dress, watched her friend as Mandie twirled before the mirror.


  “You look beautiful, Mandie,” Celia told her.


  Mandie immediately stood still and looked at Celia. “And you look more beautiful than that. Too bad Tommy and Robert aren’t here, huh?”


  “It would be nice to have them along once in a while,” Celia replied as she hung a strand of pearls around her neck.


  Tommy Patton and Robert Rogers attended Mr. Chadwick’s School  for Boys in Asheville, North Carolina, near the girls’ school. They had become good friends during the past school year and it had turned out that Tommy’s parents were friends of Mandie’s mother.


  Mandie sighed and said, “But it would be interesting to have Joe Woodard see us dressed in all the finery we’ve been wearing here in Europe.” She laughed and added, “He probably wouldn’t approve.”


  “Oh, he wouldn’t approve of Jonathan, that’s for sure,” Celia teased as she twirled before the mirror.


  “No, Joe is just a good old country boy back in Charley Gap and Jonathan is a man of the world. They wouldn’t understand each other at all,” Mandie agreed as she sat on a nearby chair. “I’ll really be glad to get back home among my own kind of people. This has been an interesting journey but I wouldn’t want to do it again.”


  “Oh, Mandie, remember your grandmother mentioned sending you to Europe to school?” Celia said anxiously as she sat in another chair. “You may have to come back and live here, at least for school.”


  “No, I won’t do it!” Mandie said emphatically as she rose from the chair. “I told Grandmother I didn’t want to do that and I mean it. I don’t think my mother will make me do it. It would be too far away from her. I wouldn’t even have time to come home for holidays, it takes so long to get over here.” She sat back down.


  “Well, I wouldn’t want to attend school over here either,” Celia agreed. “And I am sure my mother would never even suggest such a thing. Why, I’d think she didn’t love me if she wanted to send me so far away.”


  Snowball tried to jump into Mandie’s lap. She put her hand out to stop him. “You’ll wrinkle my dress before I even get started today, Snowball.” He sat on the floor and meowed at her.


  Mandie reached down to rub Snowball’s head. “I know I’ve neglected you lately, but I promise to take you out today,” she told him. “If Grandmother doesn’t want you along wherever she’s taking us today, then I’ll let you go with us when we go back to the old boat. But you will have to promise not to try to jump into the fishing boats again.” Snowball meowed loudly.


  “When are you planning to go back to the old boat?” Celia asked.


  Mandie straightened up and looked at her friend. “I don’t know. Just whenever I can get a chance. I wonder what’s wrong with that  man on the boat. He sounded awfully heartbroken or something, but he was so big I was afraid of him when he started yelling at Jonathan and me.”


  “I know. I was glad I had stayed on the pier,” Celia agreed. “Mandie, I wonder if we’ll ever see that other man again, the one you think stole the painting?”


  “I hope so,” Mandie replied. “I want to find out for sure whether he is the thief. I’d just love to be able to go back and tell that rude guard at the museum that I had caught the man who stole the painting.”


  “The rude guard? Oh, that guard who told you not to touch the muslin hanging over the blank space where the painting had been,” Celia replied.


  “Yes. I don’t think I was doing anything wrong, but he caused that argument between my grandmother and me and I don’t think she’s forgiven me yet,” Mandie said.


  “Have you forgiven her for whatever she said that made you angry?” Celia asked, looking closely at her friend.


  Mandie jumped up and walked around the room. “You don’t know what happened because I haven’t told you,” she said. There was a knock at the door. “And that must be Grandmother now.”


  Mandie crossed the room and opened the door to find Jonathan standing there. “Oh, I thought you were my grandmother,” she said.


  “Not hardly,” Jonathan said with a big grin. “She sent me after you girls. She and Senator Morton have just gone down the elevator.”


  Mandie was surprised that her grandmother had not let her know they were ready. “Well, I wonder why she didn’t wait for us,” she said. Turning back to Celia, she called, “Come on. Grandmother has already gone downstairs.”


  The three hurried down the stairs and arrived in the lobby just as the elevator with Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton got to the main floor. Greetings were exchanged and the adults led the way into the dining room.


  After they were all seated, Mrs. Taft and the senator talked and completely ignored the young people until the waiter came to take their order for breakfast. That gave Mandie and her friends a chance to discuss in low tones their morning escapade.


  “When do you want to go back to the boat?” Jonathan whispered to the girls.


  “Soon as possible,” Mandie replied under her breath. Leaning close to Jonathan she asked, “Are you afraid of that big man?”


  Jonathan grinned, shook his head, and said, “Of course not. Are you?”


  “He’s awfully big and fierce,” Mandie replied softly. “But we need to find out what’s wrong with him. Maybe we could help.”


  “He could be dangerous, Mandie,” Celia whispered.


  At that moment the waiter appeared and Mrs. Taft asked what they wanted for breakfast. The young people had found that eggs tasted pretty much the same in all the countries in Europe as they did back home so the order was unanimous for eggs and hot rolls.


  When the waiter left, Mrs. Taft told the young people, “Senator Morton and I are going to a reception this morning. I understand there is to be a continuous music presentation in the main drawing room across the hall there, so you all can attend that while we’re gone.”


  Mandie and her friends silently looked at one another.


  Senator Morton added, “We should return shortly after the noon meal.”


  “What kind of music is this going to be?” Mandie asked.


  “I believe it will vary from magicians to operatic,” the senator explained as Mrs. Taft looked at him.


  “What are we supposed to do about eating at noon?” Jonathan asked.


  Mrs. Taft smiled at him and said, “Y’all just eat right here and sign the ticket. The manager will put it on our bill.”


  Mandie was not too happy about having to attend this “music presentation,” as her grandmother called it, but at least they didn’t have to go dragging around all day sightseeing. All she really wanted to do was return to the old boat. Maybe the show would end before her grandmother and the senator returned, and she and her friends would have time to go to the wharf again.


  As soon as the meal was finished Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton rose.


  “It’s time for us to get going,” Mrs. Taft told the young people. “Y’all have about thirty minutes before time for the show, so you can either sit here or go to your rooms till then. If y’all will eat about noontime, then you should be finished by the time we get back. We’ll all do a little sightseeing afterward.”


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie said as she and her friends stayed at the table.


  “Our carriage should be waiting by now,” Senator Morton told Mrs. Taft as they hurriedly left the room.


  Mandie watched them out of sight, then turned to her friends, smiled and said, “What a great idea Grandmother had today!”


  “You call sitting through a boring music show a great idea?” Jonathan asked.


  “But there’s always intermission at these doings; in fact, several intermissions in some shows,” Mandie reminded him. “And sometimes they’re long enough that we could run down to the old boat and back.”


  “Mandie! You wouldn’t!” Celia exclaimed.


  “I very carefully noticed that my grandmother never said one word about not leaving the hotel,” Mandie replied.


  “And as long as we attend the show, we can do whatever we want during intermissions,” Jonathan added.


  “Oh, well!” Celia sighed as she looked at her two friends.


  Mandie quickly stood up from the table. “Come on, let’s get our bonnets. And I need something to eat for Snowball.” She hurriedly dumped scraps from their plates onto a linen napkin and rolled it up.


  Jonathan went up the steps with the girls as far as the landing and then told them, “I’ll wait right here for you. Don’t be too long.”


  “We’ll hurry,” Mandie said as she and Celia rushed down the corridor to their rooms.


  Snowball met them at the door with a loud meow. Mandie had forgotten to shut him in the bathroom when she left earlier. The maid had made the beds but hadn’t let the cat escape.


  “Thank goodness you’re still here,” Mandie told him as she put the scraps on his plate in the bathroom. He quickly began devouring the food.


  Mandie and Celia picked up their bonnets and put them on.


  “I’m going to have to take Snowball with me. He hasn’t been outside in so long,” Mandie said, reaching for his red leash and harness on the bureau.


  “Do you mean in the drawing room with us, Mandie?” Celia asked.


  “I guess I’ll have to,” Mandie said as she stooped and fastened the  harness on her cat, who was now licking his paws. “If he misbehaves I can take him out.”


  Mandie picked up her kitten and the girls rejoined Jonathan on the landing. By the time they got downstairs, the drawing room was filling up with a variety of people to see the show. The young people took seats on the back row near the door.


  “We can get out faster from back here,” Mandie told her friends. “Besides, I may have to take Snowball out if he doesn’t want to sit in my lap.”


  Snowball stood up in Mandie’s lap and looked around the room. When the music started he finally curled up to sleep. Mandie kept her hand on his back to be sure he didn’t suddenly jump down and run off.


  The three young people became so interested in the magician’s tricks during the first part of the show they were surprised when intermission was announced.


  “Please return in thirty minutes, ladies and gentlemen,” the man on the stage was saying. “You will find tea in the parlor.”


  “Thirty minutes! Let’s hurry!” Mandie said, quickly jumping up. They dashed out the doorway ahead of the crowd and on outside to the avenue.


  They raced down the street to the wharf and to the old boat, ignoring the stares of passersby. Mandie carried Snowball with one arm and held up her long skirt with the other.


  Finally standing on the pier, they looked at the old boat. Mandie asked Celia to hold Snowball while she and Jonathan pulled the rope out from under the floor where they had hidden it. They quickly straightened it out and tied it around the post on the pier.


  “Are you coming with us this time?” Mandie asked Celia.


  “No, maybe later. I’ll just stay here and hold Snowball for you,” Celia said.


  “Thanks,” Mandie replied.


  Jonathan went first across the rope to the old boat and Mandie followed. They quietly stepped over the side of the boat and crept up to the window of the cabin. The man was still lying on the bunk inside and he looked as though he might be asleep.


  Mandie and Jonathan stepped back from the window and whispered to each other.


  “What should we do now?” Mandie asked in a soft voice.


  “I don’t think we ought to wake him up,” Jonathan replied in a hushed voice. “He would be awfully mean if we did.”


  Suddenly there was a noise at the side of the boat. Mandie slipped far enough around the corner of the cabin to look. She jumped back and told Jonathan, “Someone is coming!”


  Together they slid behind some old cans and timber and watched. A short dark man was climbing on board from a rope ladder hanging over the side. As they held their breath and looked, the man pushed open the door to the cabin and went inside. He was carrying a large package, which he placed on a shelf near the bed.


  Mandie stood up enough to try to see better, but she was afraid she would be seen so she darted back down.


  “You have to leave this boat, Alex,” they heard the man say in British English.


  Then the big man yelled at the other man, “Get off my boat!”


  The short man yelled back at Alex, “You can’t solve any problems holing up on this broken-down boat. Come with me.”


  “I cannot leave this boat and you know it,” Alex loudly told him. “I am guilty!”


  “You are not guilty,” the other man tried to convince him. “Come with me.”


  “I know that I am guilty,” Alex insisted. “And you know it, too. Now get off my boat and don’t come back!”


  “All right, Alex. I will go but I will come back,” the other man said.


  Mandie and Jonathan shrank behind the trash pile as the dark man came out of the cabin. Mandie got a good look at him then as he used the rope ladder to go down the side of the boat.


  “He’s the man who had the painting!” Mandie whispered excitedly in Jonathan’s ear.


  Jonathan looked but didn’t reply.


  As soon as the man was out of sight, the two ran to see how he had managed to come up by the rope ladder. They looked down and saw him stepping off the ladder that was hanging from the floor of the pier. He quickly walked away down the walkway.


  Mandie suddenly realized Celia was nowhere in sight. “Where is Celia?” she exclaimed. “I don’t see her!”


  “Let’s go see,” Jonathan said, leading the way to the rope ladder.


  The two followed what the man had done and came up on the pier. Mandie straightened up and looked around. Then she saw Celia way down another walkway that branched off from the main pier. Mandie waved to her and Celia, carrying Snowball, hurried toward them.


  “Did you see that man?” Mandie quickly asked Celia as she caught up with her and Jonathan.


  “Yes, I did. That’s why I went way down there. I didn’t know who he was, and there I was all alone on the pier, so I picked up Snowball and walked away,” Celia explained as she handed the kitten to Mandie.


  “I’m pretty sure he’s the man we saw in the hotel with the painting,” Mandie told her. She related the conversation that she and Jonathan had overheard between the two men. “The man on the boat is guilty of something, so they must both be crooks of some kind.”


  “I sure am glad I walked away from him, then,” Celia said, with a gasp.


  “Which way did he go? Did you notice?” Mandie asked as she looked around.


  “No. I didn’t want to look at him or draw his attention,” Celia said.


  “I know which way we’d better go,” Jonathan said. “Intermission is probably over by now.”


  “I hope not!” Mandie exclaimed as she held on to Snowball and they all hurried back toward the hotel.


  As they reached the drawing room door, the music began and they were lucky enough to find their seats on the back row empty. Mandie put Snowball in her lap as they sat down.


  An orchestra on the stage was playing awfully loud music. Mandie, sitting on the end of the row, had leaned across Celia to whisper to Jonathan when she suddenly caught sight of a short dark man at the far end of the row in front of them. He looked like the man who had been at the boat from what she could see of the back of his head. But how could that be? Would that man leave the old boat and then come up here to the hotel and sit down for a concert?


  She whispered to her friends and motioned for them to look at the man. “Is that the man we saw on the boat?”


  Jonathan and Celia both stared at the back of the man’s head. Jonathan shrugged his shoulders and mouthed, “I don’t know.”


  Celia shook her head.


  Mandie couldn’t decide, but she continued to watch the man in case he turned around enough to see him full in the face.


  Snowball didn’t like the loud music and wanted to move around in his mistress’ lap. When Mandie gave him a pat to sit still, he suddenly jumped down to the floor. Mandie quickly pulled on his leash. This time he didn’t manage to escape. She bent and picked him up and held him tight.


  Then she remembered the man. She looked down the row and found he was gone. She glanced through the crowd and couldn’t see him. How did he get out of the room so fast? And why did he leave? Where did he go?


  Mandie was furious with Snowball for causing her to lose sight of the man. There was no telling where he had gone.


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  TROUBLE!


  As Mandie gazed about the room in search of the man who had been sitting at the far end of the row in front of her and her friends, the man on the stage was concluding the concert.


  “Ladies and gentlemen, due to the indisposition of Aurelia, our soprano who was supposed to perform next, we are obliged to close the performance,” the man told the audience. “Because of an acute sore throat, Aurelia is unable to sing a note, but we hope she will be able to appear later this week. Thank you for coming. We appreciate your patronage.”


  “Well, that leaves us free for a good long while before Grandmother and Senator Morton get back,” Mandie said to her friends as they all stood up.


  “And I know how you want to spend the time,” Jonathan teased as they turned to leave the room.


  Mandie smiled at him. “I’d like to walk around and look for that man who was sitting down the row. He just evaporated really. He was there one moment and the next he was gone.”


  “I didn’t see him get up and leave,” Celia said as the three walked over to one side of the corridor to watch the audience coming out of the concert.


  “Neither did I,” Jonathan said. “He certainly was fast, whatever way he went.”


  “You see, that sounds like a thief. A thief would have to be fast,” Mandie told her friends. “So no one would notice him.”


  “Or her,” Jonathan said, grinning. “No one knows whether the thief of that painting was a man or a woman because no one was there when it happened.”


  “You’re right,” Celia agreed. “There are women thieves same as men.”


  While they were talking they were watching the people mill about in the corridor. Mandie held Snowball in her arms.


  “I suppose by the size of the painting and the height that it was hung, a woman could have stolen it. But I think it was a man, and I believe it was the one we saw here in the hotel,” Mandie insisted. “And I am going to keep looking until I find him.”


  At that moment the manager came walking down the hallway, and when he saw Mandie and her friends, he stopped to speak to Jonathan.


  “We were able to do an excellent cleaning of your wet clothes, and the maid has hung them in your wardrobe,” the tall gray-haired man said. His English had an accent. “We have a wire message at the desk for your Honorable Morton. We would be pleased you tell him.”


  “A message for Senator Morton?” Jonathan questioned excitedly. “Sir, could I possibly see the message? Senator Morton will not return until after the noon meal, and the message may be urgent.”


  “Of course. Follow me please,” the manager said, leading the way up the corridor and to the front reception room where the desk clerk was stationed.


  The manager went behind the desk as the clerk looked at the young people. He took a paper from a pigeonhole and handed it to Jonathan. “Here is the message to which I refer.”


  Jonathan took the paper, unfolded it, and read aloud: “ ‘Would be delighted to have Jonathan visit with us. However, we arrived home today and will be going on another assignment tomorrow. Please keep us in touch with your travel locations. Will inform you as soon as we know when we will be home to receive Jonathan. Soon we think....’ And it’s signed by my aunt.” He checked the paper over and then glanced at his friends.


  “Oh, Jonathan, it looks like you will be able to visit your aunt and uncle in Paris after all,” Mandie said excitedly.


  During their European travels Senator Morton had tried to contact Jonathan’s relatives, where the boy wanted to stay for a while. His father was always away somewhere tending to his vast business and was always leaving Jonathan in boarding schools in various countries. Jonathan was tired of all this and was hoping his father would permit him to stay in Paris with the aunt and uncle who worked for a branch of an American newspaper.


  “Don’t celebrate yet,” Jonathan said, frowning. “My father has to give permission, remember? And Senator Morton hasn’t heard from him yet.”


  “I think your father will allow you to stay with your relatives, Jonathan,” Celia said.


  “If we can get a chance we’ll talk him into it,” Mandie said, laughing. And then she looked at the boy and asked, “Or would you rather go home to New York and live there, in your own house?”


  Jonathan looked at the floor, shuffled his feet, and replied, “If that could be possible. I mean, if my father would stay home instead of traveling all over the world all the time. But even then I’d still like to stay with my aunt and uncle until time for school to start. Then I could go home to New York.”


  The manager had stood behind the counter, watching and listening, and now he said, “If you please. I must hold the message for your Honorable Morton.”


  “Oh, yes, sir,” Jonathan said, handing the paper back to the man. “Thank you for letting me read it.”


  The manager nodded, smiled, and said, “You will please inform your Honorable Morton that the message awaits him?”


  “Yes, sir, I will,” Jonathan told him.


  The three walked across the huge room to stand by the front door as the crowd still moved about the hotel.


  “Oh, I wish Uncle Ned would hurry up and get into town,” Mandie said as she watched the people. “I thought he would have been here before now.”


  “You think he could help us find that man, don’t you?” Jonathan asked.


  “I know he could. After all, he’s full-blooded Cherokee, and the


  Cherokees are experts at finding people or things,” Mandie said. “He always knows what to do when I get involved in something.”


  “Well, are we going to stand here and waste all that precious time we have before your grandmother and the senator come back?” Jonathan said, his lips turned up in a mischievous grin.


  “I was thinking about that, but I haven’t decided what we ought to do next,” Mandie replied, holding on to Snowball as he squirmed to get down. “We could go walk on the streets and watch out for that man with the painting, or we could go back down to the old boat where the bearded man is.”


  “The bearded man whose name is Alex. Remember the other man called him Alex?” Jonathan reminded her.


  “He called him that, but if he’s a criminal that may not be his real name,” Mandie replied.


  “And the man with the painting y’all talk about, he wouldn’t still be carrying around a painting with him, I’m sure,” Celia said.


  “No. If he stole it he’d probably hide it somewhere,” Mandie agreed. “But I know what he looks like.”


  “We look sorta dumb just standing here by the door. Why don’t we go walk outside?” Jonathan suggested as various people looked at them as they passed by.


  “And watch for that man,” Mandie said, leading the way through the doorway into the street.


  The three stopped outside to decide where to walk.


  “We’ve been down to the wharf several times. Why don’t we go the other way?” Jonathan suggested.


  “No, no, no!” Mandie said excitedly, quickly walking toward the wharf. “There goes that man!” She pointed ahead through the crowd as she held on to Snowball and lifted her long skirt to hurry after the man.


  Jonathan and Celia looked in the direction she pointed and hastened after her.


  Mandie kept watching for a glimpse of the man as she hurried past the people strolling on the avenue. He was evidently in an awfully big hurry the way he was pushing between people. Jonathan got ahead of Mandie and called back to her and Celia, “Come on!”


  “No, Jonathan! We don’t want him to see us. We just want to see  where he’s going,” Mandie told him as she grasped his coattail to slow him down.


  “All right, why didn’t you say so?” Jonathan said, pulling his coat from her hand as she came alongside him. Celia was close behind.


  “And here you’re going to be a detective!” Mandie teased. “If he sees us he’ll disappear again.”


  The short dark man ahead that Mandie had decided was the one they had seen with the painting suddenly slowed his steps and began browsing in the shop windows along the way.


  “I wonder what changed his mind about hurrying,” Mandie said to her friends as they stayed a short distance behind him.


  As she spoke the man suddenly began almost running. He turned into a nearby alley. Mandie realized it was the same place they had lost him the day before. She called “Come on!” to her friends as she ran after him.


  The three had almost caught up with him when he abruptly stopped, pushed open a door, and entered. The young people hesitated as they came to the door. It was impossible to see what lay inside.


  Mandie immediately made a decision and turned to her friends. “I’m going inside.” Before they could speak, she pushed open the door and rushed inside. Celia and Jonathan followed. There was no sound and no sign of anyone.


  “It’s so dark I can’t see anything,” Celia whispered. She reached for Mandie’s hand.


  “Hold on to me,” Mandie said softly as she squeezed Celia’s hand and made her way forward.


  “I’ll bring up the rear,” Jonathan told the girls as he stayed right behind Celia.


  They seemed to be in a stone passageway that went downhill. The air was chilly and smelled of fish. Snowball, in Mandie’s arms, was trying his best to get down. Evidently the odor affected him.


  The stone floor was full of holes and bumps and caused them to trip now and then. Mandie found it hard to keep looking ahead to see the man and at the same time watch where she was walking. Suddenly the tunnel curved and she fell on some steps as the floor lowered. The jolt freed Snowball and he ran off ahead of her.


  “Are you hurt?” Jonathan asked as he helped Mandie get to her feet.


  “No, but Snowball ran away,” Mandie said, quickly brushing off her long skirt and hurrying on.


  “Snowball, come back here. You hear me?” Mandie called after the kitten as he raced ahead.


  There was light filtering into the passageway now from open grills high above on the walls. Mandie could see an opening in the distance and she knew Snowball would go through it. She held up her long skirts and ran faster. Jonathan and Celia stayed right behind her.


  “Well, look at this!” Mandie exclaimed as she paused for a moment at the end of the passageway. They were outside on the wharf near the old boat. She saw Snowball racing out onto the pier. He could fall into the water.


  “I’ll get him,” Jonathan called to her as he sprinted onto the wooden pier and managed to grasp Snowball by his tail. Snowball angrily turned on him and was about to scratch when Mandie got to them and stooped down to swat at the kitten.


  “Don’t you dare!” Mandie told the white kitten. She picked him up and scolded him. “Snowball, you cause so much trouble. I may have to leave you in the hotel from now on.” Snowball meowed as though he understood but swished his tail in agitation.


  Celia caught her breath and said, “I’ll carry him part of the time, Mandie.”


  “Thanks. I’ll hold on to him until he calms down,” Mandie told her. “That man has disappeared again. He could have gone into any of the openings in the sides of the tunnel.”


  “Or he could have come out here and gone onto the boat,” Jonathan reminded her.


  The three stood looking at the old boat. There was no sign of anyone on it.


  “Let’s go on the boat and look around,” Mandie told her friends. “We can at least see if that bearded man, Alex, is still there.”


  The three walked toward the edge where the rope ladder was swinging.


  “I’ll stay here and hold Snowball for you, Mandie,” Celia offered.


  “No. I’ll take him with me because I want you to come with us,” Mandie replied. “Some stranger may see you alone here on the pier and it could be dangerous.”


  Celia hesitated and then agreed, “Well, all right, but I hope I don’t fall into the water.”


  “You won’t if you’ll just hold tight to the ladder,” Jonathan said. “I’ll go ahead and reach back for Snowball, Mandie, so you can have both your hands free,” he added as he started down the ladder.


  At the bottom he stopped, and Mandie handed the kitten down to him as she clung to the top.


  “Come on, Celia,” Mandie coaxed her friend as she looked back up at Celia. “I’ll wait here for you.”


  Celia carefully descended the rope ladder and finally stood on the crossbar underneath with her friends. Jonathan then gave Snowball to Mandie until he was halfway up the other ladder on the side of the boat. He stretched back and took Snowball and shoved him over onto the deck of the vessel. The girls followed. Mandie watched Celia in case she needed any help and saw that her friend had no problem at all with the ladders.


  The three hurriedly crouched behind the trash pile on the deck and waited to see if anyone heard them.


  “Let’s look through the window,” Mandie whispered as she began creeping toward the window in a lowered position. Her friends followed.


  They cautiously peeked in the window and saw the man, Alex, lying on the bunk bed staring at the ceiling as great sobs came from his throat. Then he suddenly sat up on the side of the bed. The three quickly ducked down out of his sight. And when they did Mandie lost hold of Snowball, and he ran across the deck to the cabin door, which was slightly open.


  Mandie sighed in anger as the kitten pushed through the crack and into the cabin. The young people raised up enough to watch through the window to see where Snowball went. The kitten walked over to Alex and rubbed around his ankles. Alex ignored him for a few moments; then he looked down at the white kitten and picked him up.


  “Well, where did you come from?” he said. “Just like my baby’s kitten, you are.” He rubbed Snowball’s fur and held him up against his bearded face.


  Snowball evidently didn’t like the rough beard and he wriggled until the man put him down. The kitten ran back outside on the deck  and Mandie captured him. The three peeked through the window to see what the man was doing.


  Alex shook his head and looked about the litter-strewn cabin. “Must have been a dream, that kitten, come back from the dead.” He stretched out again on the bunk bed.


  “We might as well go and look somewhere else for that other man,” Mandie whispered to her friends.


  As the three started moving toward the ladder on the side of the boat, Mandie heard a noise. She gasped. “Quick! Someone is coming!”


  The young people scrambled for cover behind the trash pile. They watched to see who was coming up the ladder. As a head appeared over the side, Mandie decided it was the man they’d been following. He was carrying a large bag.


  He stepped over onto the deck and went directly to the cabin. The three crept near the window to look and eavesdrop. The man put the bag on a shelf near the bunk bed and spoke to Alex.


  “Get up, Alex,” he said, bending over him. “I want to talk to you.”


  “Go ’way!” Alex mumbled crossly.


  “Alex, you have to stop this. And you have to leave this boat,” the man insisted, standing there looking at Alex. “This has lasted long enough.”


  Alex jumped from the bed and stood towering above the other man. “I said go! And I be meaning that! This boat is my home and I won’t be leaving it.”


  “But, Alex, you can’t live like this—” the other man said.


  Alex moved toward him. “I live like this if I want. Now go!” He shook his fist at the man.


  The other man left so suddenly that he caught the three young people looking through the window as he came out onto the deck. Surprised, he paused to look at them, then simply said, “Poor fellow, he needs all the help he can get.” He turned quickly and disappeared down the ladder.


  Alex had followed the man outside, and when he saw the three young people, he waved his hands wildly in the air, shouting, “Go! Get off my boat! Go ’way!” He moved threateningly toward them.


  Mandie pushed Celia to go first down the ladder and then she scrambled down after her by one hand as she held Snowball in the other  arm. Jonathan was close behind her. The three stood on the crossbar below and caught their breath.


  “Whew! That was close!” Jonathan said.


  Mandie, glancing overhead, saw the man named Alex looking down at them.


  “It’s still close. Let’s go!” She led the way up the other rope ladder and they all collapsed on the floor of the pier.


  “You saw that other man close up,” Jonathan said as they sat there. “Do you still think he was the same one we saw with the painting in the hotel?”


  Mandie thought for a moment. “Well, yes, I believe he is. In fact, his voice even sounded the same.”


  “Mandie, almost all the people we’ve heard speaking English talked with an English accent and so did he,” Celia said.


  “Anyhow, I think he was the same man and now he has disappeared again,” Mandie insisted. She stood up as she held tightly to Snowball and shook out her long skirts.


  “What do you suggest next?” Jonathan asked as he and Celia also rose.


  “I think we ought to go back through that tunnel and explore it for hidden doors and rooms or whatever, someplace where he could hide because he disappeared into that tunnel,” Mandie replied.


  “But if that was the same man we just saw here, he came to the boat,” Celia said.


  “But we got here first so he detoured somewhere,” Mandie said. She began walking back off the pier and her friends followed. At the wharf she looked around. “Let’s see now. The opening to that tunnel must be that way.” She pointed to the left.


  As the three hurried in that direction, Mandie realized she was right. This was the place they had come out of the passageway. She stopped to speak to her friends. “Now let’s be extra quiet in case he is inside. And this time I have Snowball’s leash wrapped around my wrist so he can’t get away again.”


  The three quickly entered the tunnel and then paused to look around. This end was not as dark as the other one. They could see there were no exits in this part. Mandie moved slowly forward and Celia and Jonathan followed.


  The light grew darker and darker as they walked along and examined  the walls for a door or some kind of cross tunnel. Then they rounded the bend where Mandie had fallen on the steps.


  “There’s a door!” Mandie whispered to her friends as she pointed toward the right side of the wall.


  The three paused to look it over. Then Mandie made up her mind. “Let’s open it,” she said. She reached forward and slowly pushed the door open. It swung wide on squeaky hinges. They could see a small room inside with another door at the far end. The room was empty.


  “I don’t think we ought to go any farther,” Celia objected.


  “Just one more door,” Mandie insisted as she walked across the room. Jonathan helped her push on the door. He tried so hard he lost his footing and banged his head on the old wooden facing as the big heavy door swung open. He rubbed his forehead as he and the girls looked inside. The room was full of wooden boxes.


  “Let’s see what’s in those boxes,” Mandie said. She walked over to a stack and her friends followed. As they crossed the room the old door swung shut, cutting off most of the light in the tiny room.


  “I’ll open it again,” Jonathan said. He pushed at the door but couldn’t get it to budge. Mandie and even Celia helped but they couldn’t get it to open.


  Mandie looked around the room. The only light in it was coming through grills high on the walls like the ones they had seen in the tunnel earlier. But there was no other door to the room.


  “We just have to get that door open,” Mandie insisted. She quickly tied Snowball’s leash to a handle on one of the wooden boxes. Going over to the door she pushed with all her might. Jonathan and Celia helped. The door wouldn’t move.


  The three stood back looking at the door. Celia had a frightened look on her face and Jonathan shrugged. But Mandie was angry with the door. They just had to get that door open! There was no other way out. The door hadn’t seemed all that tight when they opened it. Could someone have bolted it on the outside when it had swung shut? And what was in all those stacks and stacks of boxes? Whatever it was, maybe someone would come to get some of the boxes and they could get out.


  Mandie was really frightened but she tried to ignore it. Then Celia looked at her and said, “Our verse, Mandie.”


  The three young people joined hands and repeated Mandie’s favorite Bible verse: “What time I am afraid I will put my trust in Thee.”


  Mandie sighed and looked at her friends. “Now I feel better.”


  “So do I,” Celia agreed.


  Jonathan shrugged his shoulders and walked around the room. “We might as well start on these boxes and see what’s in them.”


  “They look like they’re securely bound with those metal bands. I’m not so sure we can get them open,” Mandie replied as she bent to inspect the one Snowball was tied to.


  “There’s no telling what’s in them,” Celia said.


  “We’ll just find out,” Mandie said.


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  THE UNDERGROUND


  Mandie and her friends focused their attention on the stacks of boxes in the room. Jonathan picked up several and found they were all heavy.


  “They probably all have the same thing inside, whatever it is,” Mandie remarked as she, too, tried to lift a box.


  “And whatever is inside is packed firmly because nothing shakes around or rattles inside when I shake them,” Jonathan added as he kept pulling boxes down from the top of the stacks and lining them up on the floor.


  “Why don’t we drop one real hard and see what happens?” Celia suggested.


  Mandie and Jonathan looked at her. “But, Celia,” Mandie said, “there might be something fragile inside and it would break if we slammed the box down.”


  “But we might also get a box to pop open if we drop it enough, and then we could see what’s inside,” Celia insisted.


  “You mean like this?” Jonathan said with his mischievous grin as he picked up a box, held it high, and then let it fall to the floor. It only made a loud thud and the box did not break open. He picked it up again and repeated this several times. Nothing happened.


  “They’re awfully strong boxes,” Mandie remarked as she examined the one Jonathan had been dropping.


  “Yes, and they’re all alike, good thick wood, bound with metal bands,” Jonathan added as he looked around the room.


  Mandie suddenly gasped. “What is Snowball doing?” She ran to bend over the white kitten who was busy pulling straw out from between the cracks of the box he was tied to.


  “Smart cat!” Jonathan exclaimed.


  “This box is cracked down the side,” Mandie commented as she watched her kitten steadily working on the straw. “If we just leave him alone long enough, he’ll probably get enough of that straw out so we can see what’s inside.”


  The three stood back and watched. Snowball looked up at his mistress and meowed as though he thought she was going to scold him. He quit clawing at the straw and began licking his paws.


  Mandie bent down to pat him on the head. “Oh, Snowball, why don’t you go ahead and get all that straw out?” She pulled at the strands sticking out through the crack in the box but it kept breaking off.


  “Too bad we don’t have sharp fingernails like Snowball’s claws,” Jonathan remarked as he tried to help.


  Mandie suddenly stood up. “This box already has a crack in it,” she said. “If all three of us stood on top of it, we might be able to split it open.”


  Her friends agreed. Mandie tied Snowball to another box, and then they went to work. Since the box was not very large, they had to hold tightly to one another in order to have room to stand.


  “Now when I say go, we will all jump up and down as hard as we can,” Mandie told her friends. “Ready?”


  Celia and Jonathan both said, “Yes.”


  “One, two, three, jump!” Mandie cried. The three jumped up and stomped heavily on the box. They paused to see if they had been able to accomplish anything. “The crack does look a little wider,” Mandie told them as she bent to inspect it.


  “Then let’s do it again,” Jonathan said.


  They kept jumping up and down on the box with little results. Mandie finally bent and began pulling on the straw again. Her friends helped.


  “This stuff is scratching my fingers,” Mandie said, pausing to look at her hands.


  “Mine too,” Celia said.


  “What’s a few scratches? Come on, let’s get this done,” Jonathan told the girls. Then he suddenly stuck a small splinter in his finger and jumped up, dancing around the room.


  “And what’s wrong with you?” Mandie asked.


  “Here, get this out for me,” he said, holding out his right forefinger. “See that splinter?”


  Mandie looked. “It’s awfully small,” she said as she tried to grasp the end of it. She squeezed his finger, trying to remove the sliver, but it wouldn’t come out. Then she had an idea. She stood up and unclasped the broach she was wearing.


  “What are you doing?” Jonathan asked.


  “I’m going to use the end of this pin on the broach to pick the splinter out,” Mandie told him as she reached for his hand. Before he could object she stuck the pin under the broken skin and then yanked out the splinter.


  Jonathan immediately put his finger in his mouth and sighed with relief. “That tiny little thing really stuck,” he said.


  Mandie held out the splinter to him. “Here, you have to put this in your hair so the place won’t get sore or infected,” she said.


  Jonathan looked at her questioningly. “Put it in my hair? Then it will stick in my head,” he said, refusing the splinter. “Where did you get such a wild idea?”


  Mandie thought for a moment as she still extended the splinter to him. “I don’t really know. I’ve heard that all my life. My father used to do that,” she said. “I suppose it’s some Cherokee remedy. But, here, it won’t hurt anything. I’ve done it before.”


  Jonathan finally took the tiny splinter but he dropped it. “Well, I suppose that’s the end of that. I dropped it,” he said, looking about the stone floor.


  Mandie looked at him and sighed. “Never mind. Let’s work some more on this box,” she said.


  As the three turned back to the box, Mandie saw Snowball once again at work on the straw. The box she had tied him to was near enough that he could reach the cracked one.


  “Move back and don’t say a word. Snowball will do the work for us,” Mandie said softly to her friends as she motioned them back.


  The three watched as Snowball began getting large clumps of straw  out from between the crack in the box. He meowed a little, growled a little, and fiercely clawed at the straw.


  “I wonder what he’s growling at,” Celia whispered.


  “He does that when he’s angry,” Mandie said softly. “But I don’t know what he’s angry about unless the straw has some odor on it he doesn’t like.”


  The three sniffed the air and then laughed.


  “I can’t smell the straw from here,” Mandie said.


  Jonathan quickly reached behind Snowball and snatched a few strands of the straw he had removed from the box. He held it up to his nose and announced, “It smells like fish.”


  “Fish?” Mandie questioned. “I don’t think there could be fish in those boxes. They’d be all rotten. The boxes might have been on a fishing boat and picked up the odor from that.”


  “But we can’t smell the boxes in here. There is no fish odor in this room,” Celia remarked.


  “You’re right, so whatever is inside the boxes must have the fish odor on it,” Mandie decided.


  “I can’t imagine what could be in the boxes and have a fish odor,” Jonathan said.


  Suddenly there was a loud noise overhead as though someone were rattling heavy chains. The three young people froze as they listened. Then the sound stopped.


  Mandie tried to see through a grill at the top of the wall, but it was too small and too far up.


  She whispered to her friends as the noise continued, “This room must be under a building or a street, like a cellar. Maybe we could pile the boxes high enough to see out the grill.”


  “Good idea,” Jonathan said, stepping over to the stack against the wall. “We can just add to these and make it high enough.”


  “But we’ll have to make a few lower stacks so we can climb up on them,” Mandie said.


  The three quickly worked together, lifting and stacking the boxes until they were near the grill overhead.


  “I’ll climb up and look out,” Jonathan said as he stepped onto a lower stack of boxes.


  “Be careful,” Celia warned him.


  The girls watched until Jonathan had reached the top. Then he  tried to see through the grill. “I can’t see anything. There’s something blocking the outside.”


  “Then let’s move the boxes over to another grill,” Mandie told him.


  They again moved and stacked the boxes until they reached another grill in the wall. Jonathan climbed up on top of them.


  “All I can see is a stone wall outside or something like that,” Jonathan called down to the girls. He twisted his head this way and that trying to look out.


  “Let’s try another grill,” Mandie told him.


  The three again moved the stack under another grill and Jonathan climbed up to the grill. “This is better,” Jonathan told them. “I can see what must be an alleyway.”


  “An alleyway?” Mandie said. “Let me look.” She began climbing upon the boxes, and just as Jonathan reached out his hand to help her, the stack swayed and the two found themselves falling in the middle of all the heavy boxes.


  The boxes landed with a loud bang on the stone floor. Jonathan and Mandie, holding to each other, managed to stay on top. Celia had run to a corner of the room to avoid the falling boxes.


  She hurried over to them. “Are y’all all right?” she asked.


  Mandie stretched and stood up on a box. Jonathan jumped down and helped her off.


  “I think I’m all right,” Mandie said, shaking out her crumpled skirt and adjusting her displaced bonnet.


  “I am, too,” Jonathan said. “But look what a mess we made. Now we’ll have to at least stack the boxes to get them out of the way.”


  “But I didn’t get to look outside,” Mandie protested.


  “There was nothing out there to see but a deserted old street,” Jonathan told her as he bent to pick up a box.


  “Well, I’d still like to see it,” Mandie insisted as she helped with the boxes. “Let’s stack all these back under that grill.”


  “If you insist,” Jonathan said with a shrug.


  Mandie added, “I haven’t heard that clanking noise up there anymore.”


  “Whatever it was we probably scared it away with all that loud banging when the boxes tumbled down,” Celia remarked as she grasped a heavy box with Mandie.


  “And I wonder why some of these boxes didn’t split open when they fell,” Mandie remarked as she looked at each box they stacked.


  “The metal bands hold them together and the wood is awfully thick,” Jonathan told her as he hoisted a box to the top of the stack.


  “Mandie, I am worried about getting back to the hotel,” Celia remarked as they worked. “Your grandmother and the senator will be back and won’t know where we are.”


  Mandie laughed a little nervously. “But we don’t know where we are either. If we could get up to that grill and attract someone’s attention, maybe we could get out.”


  The three worked faster and were getting covered with dirt from the boxes and the stone floor where they had been sitting. The girls had pushed their bonnets back to hang on the strings.


  Mandie suddenly remembered her kitten and almost dropped the box she and Celia were carrying. “Where is Snowball? Help me find him!” she anxiously cried, looking around the room. She and Celia set the box down, and they all began searching.


  In the jumble of boxes, Mandie finally found the one Snowball had been clawing at. He was not there.


  “I don’t remember seeing him when all the boxes came falling down,” Celia told her.


  “He’s got to be here somewhere,” Mandie insisted as she continued searching. “Snowball, where are you? Kitty, kitty, kitty!”


  There was a faint meow. The three stood still, listening.


  “Over there,” Jonathan said, pointing toward the box Snowball had been working on.


  Mandie bent to look around and could not find him. “Snowball! Come here! Kitty, kitty, kitty!”


  The meow came again, louder this time.


  “He’s inside that box!” Mandie exclaimed as she stooped to examine the place where he had been clawing the straw. “The hole is bigger!” She tried to reach inside through the straw but something blocked her way. Snowball began howling.


  “I think the three of us could break the box open now,” Jonathan said as he looked at it.


  They gathered around the cracked place, and with each one pulling at the cracked wood the box began splintering away. Suddenly Snowball jumped out through a wad of straw. Mandie picked him up.


  “You naughty kitten,” she scolded him. “You had me worried.”


  “Look!” Jonathan said, excitedly pulling straw from the crushed box.


  The girls watched as he uncovered what looked like several large stones in the box. As the last of the straw came out, he pulled out what was indeed a rock, then another, another, and another.


  “Nothing but rocks in the box!” Mandie exclaimed as Snowball managed to break from her grasp. He ran to the rocks and began sniffing at them.


  “And they do smell like fish,” Celia said.


  “Why would anyone want to pack up just plain old rocks?” Mandie asked.


  Jonathan was thoroughly examining the box. “I have no idea, but that is all that was in the box,” he said, standing up and brushing off his pants.


  “Do you suppose all these boxes have rocks in them?” Celia asked as the three looked about the room.


  “Probably so, but it would be too big a job to find out for sure,” Jonathan said.


  “This is plain crazy!” Mandie exclaimed. “Do these Belgium people sell boxes of rocks or something?”


  “Maybe they are some historical rocks, worth money,” Celia suggested.


  Mandie reached down and picked up Snowball. “Here, Snowball, put your nose to use. Smell these boxes.” She held him in her arms as she put his nose next to each box. The cat wriggled to get down and didn’t show the least interest in the other ones.


  “Evidently he can’t smell anything in the other boxes,” Jonathan said.


  Mandie set him down and watched. He went straight to the crushed box and began smelling the stones that had come out of it.


  “I’d say that box was the only one that smelled like fish,” Mandie said. “Come on. Now that I know he’s all right, I still want to climb up there and look through the grill.”


  As soon as they were able to stack the boxes high enough, Mandie lifted her long skirts and carefully climbed up, first on the low stack, then onto a higher stack, and finally to the highest one. The grill was  a little far from her because of her short height, so she tried to stand on her tiptoes to see outside.


  Suddenly the door to the room was flung open and banged back against the wall. The young people gasped as they saw the strange woman standing there. The woman had first appeared on the ship to Europe and turned up in various places they had visited since then. She was old, with gray hair showing around her black bonnet, and a diamond broach pinning her expensive black dress. Her black eyes looked directly at Mandie as she said, “You must get out of here at once. Immediately! Now!”


  Mandie quickly asked, “Why?” She lost her balance at that moment. The stack of boxes swayed and she fell off. Luckily she landed on her feet. Jonathan and Celia rushed to her rescue.


  “Are you all right?” they both asked.


  Mandie quickly pushed them aside and looked for the woman in the doorway. She was gone. The door still stood open.


  “Where did that woman go?” Mandie asked, running to look outside into the next room.


  She dashed back, grabbed up Snowball, and yelled to her friends, “Come on! Let’s find her!”


  Mandie ran through the outer room and into the tunnel. She looked about, but there was no sign of the woman. “Oh, where did she go?”


  “And how did she know we were in that room?” Jonathan asked.


  “And how did she open the door when we couldn’t?” Celia asked.


  The three stood there puzzled.


  “I suppose we could look for her, but we never do find her when she appears like that. It’s like she’s a ghost or something, the way she manages to evade us,” Mandie complained, holding on to Snowball.


  “Well, let’s get out of this tunnel,” Jonathan said, leading the way back in the direction of the hotel.


  As the three emerged into the bright sunlight, they realized everyone seemed to be staring at them. Then Mandie glanced down at their clothes. They were all filthy dirty. Her hands looked as though they’d never been washed. Even Snowball’s white fur was soiled.


  “Oh, look at us! How are we ever going to get back into the hotel to our rooms without everyone seeing us?” Mandie exclaimed, stopping at the corner of the alleyway.


  “Every building must have a back door,” Jonathan said. “And we can probably find one to the hotel.”


  “I sure hope so,” Mandie said.


  Celia quickly looked at the watch she wore on a chain around her neck and breathed a sigh of relief. “At least it’s nowhere time for your grandmother and the senator to come back. In fact, we have plenty of time to clean up before we eat.”


  “Thank goodness!” Mandie said as they hurried on.


  Jonathan led the way. They darted behind trees and shrubbery bushes to avoid being seen by hotel guests who were strolling outside. Finally he discovered a back door and pushed it open.


  The door led directly into the huge corridor, and the young people ran for the stairs. They managed to arrive at their rooms without attracting attention.


  “Jonathan, give us a few minutes to clean up and change clothes and we’ll meet you at the landing,” Mandie told him as she and Celia opened the door to their suite.


  “I have to do the same,” Jonathan agreed as he went on down the corridor.


  Mandie removed the leash and set Snowball down on the carpet. He immediately went to work washing his white fur.


  The girls quickly bathed and put on clean clothes. They talked as they hurried.


  “Things sure are getting complicated,” Mandie remarked as she slipped into a dark blue dress. “There are so many mysteries. Do you suppose they could all be connected in some way?”


  “I don’t know,” Celia replied as she buttoned her brown dress. “I sure wish we’d had on these dark dresses this morning when we got so dirty.”


  “When you think about it, there’s the robbery of that painting, then the man we saw with a painting here in the hotel, and the man on the old boat, and the boxes in that room we were in, and then the strange woman appearing,” Mandie said, brushing her long blond hair. “And I don’t know what else. If we could just figure out one little clue to it all, we might be able to solve everything.”


  “I don’t imagine your grandmother will want to stay here much longer, because this is our third day in Antwerp and we still have other  countries to visit and not a whole lot of time left,” Celia said as she, too, began brushing her long auburn hair.


  “And Uncle Ned hasn’t even gotten here yet,” Mandie said, suddenly remembering. “He did say he would be here sooner or later. I wish he’d come soon.”


  “When we meet Jonathan at the landing, what are we going to do next?” Celia asked.


  “Well, I just don’t know,” Mandie replied. “We’ll have to talk it over and see which angle of this mystery would be the best to follow up.”


  “Whatever we do, Mandie, please, let’s be here when your grandmother gets back,” Celia said, turning to look at her friend.


  “I’ve planned to do that all morning. However, sometimes circumstances prevent our carrying out our plans, like that locked room,” Mandie said, walking about the room. “That is really a puzzle to me. I just can’t imagine why anyone would pack rocks in straw and box them up in nice big, strong wooden boxes with metal bands around them.”


  Celia looked thoughtful for a moment and then said, “You know, Mandie, I have heard of whole buildings being shipped stone by stone.”


  “But I don’t think the other boxes had stones in them. At least Snowball wasn’t interested in sniffing them,” Mandie said, looking down at the kitten, who was pretty white again. He was now washing his paws.


  “I’m ready,” Celia said, picking up the bonnet that matched her dress.


  “Then let’s go talk this over with Jonathan and decide what to do next,” Mandie said. She took her dark blue bonnet from her hatbox and hastily put it on. “And I suppose I’ll have to take Snowball. Someone might let him out. And he did help us by pulling the straw out of that box.” She picked him up and fastened on his leash.


  The girls hurried to meet Jonathan at the landing to make plans.


  CHAPTER NINE


  THE SAME MISTAKE TWICE


  Jonathan was waiting for them on the stairway. The girls dropped down on the steps near him. Mandie wrapped Snowball’s leash around her wrist to keep him from getting away.


  “Things are really popping!” Jonathan exclaimed. “I just heard the maids talking down the hallway there. Another painting was stolen from another museum. And the first painting hasn’t even been recovered yet.”


  “Goodness gracious!” Mandie said. “This just can’t go on. Whoever is doing this will soon have a stolen fortune if we don’t find them.”


  “I think we’d better let the police find them, Mandie. They could be dangerous,” Celia commented.


  “But we probably know more than the police,” Mandie disagreed, as Snowball rubbed around her ankles. “I’m almost positive that’s the thief we’ve been seeing. We just have to catch up with him.”


  “Well, so far that’s been impossible,” Jonathan said.


  “And we also have to find out what’s in those boxes in that tunnel room and why that strange woman from the ship suddenly appeared and warned us to leave,” Mandie said.


  “And who locked the door after we went into the room,” Celia added.


  “I just can’t imagine why anyone would pack up rocks in a wooden box like we found,” Jonathan said.


  “And the man, Alex, on the old boat. He’s a mystery that we need to solve. I kinda believe all these things must be connected. I don’t know how, but I think if we can solve one part, just any part, then we’ll be able to figure out the rest,” Mandie said.


  “You know, you may be right. Just think of it this way,” Jonathan agreed. “We followed the man into the tunnel, or alleyway, and then we found the room with the boxes right along the pathway he probably took. And if this is the same man who visits Alex on the old boat, then the two of them must be crooks of some kind, stealing paintings, or whatever.”


  “I wonder what the thief will do with the paintings,” Celia remarked.


  “He’d probably have to ship them out of the country in order to sell them. So you see that would work out right with Alex on that old boat. He could haul them out,” Mandie said.


  “Mandie, I doubt that boat could be used. It looks as though it’s not safe,” Jonathan said.


  “Well, then Alex could have another boat somewhere, or some connection with another boat,” Mandie said.


  “Maybe,” Jonathan said. “But what do you think causes Alex to cry so much? It isn’t normal for a big man like that to lie on a bunk all day, sobbing his heart out.”


  “I know. That’s one thing I can’t figure out. Maybe he’s sick or something,” Mandie said.


  “He keeps telling the man who visits him that he’s guilty,” Celia reminded her friends.


  “Yes, and guilty of what?” Mandie said. “But the man who comes to the boat keeps telling him he’s not guilty. If he had anything to do with the theft of the paintings, he’d certainly be guilty, but I can’t imagine why he’d cry about it.”


  “Maybe he’s sorry he did such a dishonest thing and now there would be no way for him to be forgiven without getting into trouble with the law,” Celia suggested.


  “Oh, this is such a puzzle,” said Mandie, sighing loudly. “I’d just like to catch that strange woman from the ship and hold her still long  enough to make her tell us what she’s up to, following us around all the time.”


  “Me too,” Jonathan agreed.


  “I don’t know how she can figure out where we are going to be, the way she turns up everywhere,” Celia said. “We don’t even know from one minute to the next where we’re headed.”


  “We still have time before we eat. Let’s go back toward the old boat and keep our eyes open for that man we’ve been seeing,” Mandie said as she stood up and straightened her long skirts.


  “And for that strange woman, now that we know she’s here in Antwerp,” Jonathan added as he and Celia got up.


  The three hurried down the stairs to the reception room. They looked everywhere to be sure the strange woman or the man was not around. Then they searched the tea parlor, the drawing room, and finally left by the front door.


  Outside they stood on the sidewalk and watched passersby. No one looked familiar. Slowly strolling down the avenue, they headed in the direction of the wharf.


  “We also need to keep a lookout for Uncle Ned. He may get here and we won’t know it,” Mandie told her friends. “And we sure could use him right now to help us solve all these mysteries.”


  “Won’t he be staying at the hotel with us?” Jonathan asked.


  “He knows where we are and he said he’d catch up with us but he didn’t know when,” Mandie replied. Snowball walked along at the end of his leash beside her.


  “I think we’d better check with the clerk at the hotel once in a while to be sure he hasn’t arrived and gone on up to his room without our knowing it,” Celia said.


  “We can later, but knowing Uncle Ned, he’ll find us,” Mandie said.


  The young people didn’t see anyone familiar and finally made their way to the old boat. They silently climbed on board and crept behind the trash pile to watch and listen. Mandie held Snowball tightly in her arms.


  “Let’s see if the man is inside,” Mandie whispered to her friends. She cautiously led the way to the broken window. They peeped inside. The man seemed to be asleep on the bunk bed. After watching quietly for a few minutes, the three returned to their hiding place on the deck.


  “No telling how long he’ll sleep. Let’s go back to the room in the tunnel,” Mandie said softly.


  Jonathan and Celia followed her down the ladder and up to the pier. They walked down the long plank floor to the street. Then they stopped to talk.


  “I don’t see any reason to go back to that room in the tunnel,” Jonathan said as they stood there.


  “I’d like to find out what’s in all those boxes,” Mandie said as she put Snowball down, still on his leash.


  Jonathan blew out his breath and said, “There’s no way we can get those boxes open, Mandie. You know we tried.”


  “We can get some tools from somewhere to work on them,” Mandie said.


  “Tools?” he questioned.


  “Like a hammer. We could bust them open with a hammer,” Mandie replied.


  “You can’t do that!” Jonathan objected. “You might bust open whatever is inside them.”


  “Well, we could try to pull the metal bands off. That would make it easier to get the boxes open,” Mandie said.


  “Don’t forget about that door,” Celia reminded them. “We got locked in there, remember? And someone might lock us inside again.”


  “We can prop the door open with some of the boxes,” Mandie told her.


  “But then anyone who passes by the doorway could see what we’re doing and we could get in trouble, because those boxes belong to someone,” Jonathan told her.


  “Oh, Jonathan, if you’re ever going to be a detective, you’ve got to learn that you have to take chance,” Mandie said, exasperated with his objections. “Now, let’s look around until we find a hammer.”


  Mandie led the way along the row of shops. She couldn’t see any business that might sell hammers. And she didn’t want to ask for one until she found the right place. No use in spreading the word that they were looking for a hammer. Best to keep their doings secret.


  “There must not be any tool shops anywhere near,” she remarked as they came to the end of the street. “At home you can always find a store with all kinds of tools in it.” The three stopped to talk.


  “This is a city, Mandie. They don’t need tools like the farmers do back where you come from,” Jonathan said.


  “I live in Franklin, North Carolina, and that is a city, Jonathan Guyer,” Mandie said, impatiently stomping her foot. “The farmers come to town to buy their tools and supplies.”


  “But this is not the United States, and these people here have their own way of doing things,” Jonathan told her. “The only place I can think of where we could possibly borrow a hammer is back at the hotel.”


  “At the hotel?” Mandie questioned. Then she nodded her head. “You’re right. They have to have tools to keep everything in working order.”


  “And how are we going to borrow a hammer, Mandie, from the hotel? They’ll just say they will fix whatever needs a hammer,” Celia said.


  Mandie thought for a moment and then said with a smile, “We’ll just say we want to borrow a hammer to crack nuts. That’ll do. Come on.”


  The three hurried back to the hotel and up to the clerk at the desk. He looked at them questioningly and didn’t speak. Mandie cleared her throat and asked, “Mister, could we borrow a hammer?”


  The man raised his eyebrows and said, “Something needs hammer to fix?”


  “No, no, no,” Mandie quickly replied. “We have some nuts that we need a hammer to crack.”


  “Nuts, hammer crack?” the man said. He bent to reach inside a cabinet under the desk and came up with a small hammer that he held out to Mandie. “Must be big nuts that need hammer to crack.”


  “Yes, sir, thank you.” Mandie took the hammer and hurried toward the stairs. Jonathan and Celia followed.


  Mandie paused at the bottom of the steps and said, “I’ll go get a scarf to wrap this hammer in so the man won’t see us taking it out of the hotel. I’ll be right back.” She handed Snowball’s leash to Celia and carried the hammer with her.


  She ran up the stairs two at a time, rushed into her room, snatched up a red silk scarf, and hurried back downstairs. By the time she reached her friends, she had the hammer securely covered with the scarf.


  Jonathan looked at the scarf and said, “Why didn’t you get a dark colored scarf? That red attracts attention.”


  “Because this is the only one I could find in a hurry,” Mandie replied. “Would you hold on to Snowball for me, Celia, and I’ll carry the hammer, like this.” She held the tool up in her arms to keep the scarf from revealing its contents. “Let’s go.”


  The three hurried down the avenue and on to the alleyway where the tunnel began. They found the door, opened it, and crossed the room to open the door to the smaller room where they had found the boxes. They paused.


  “We’d better be real quiet about this just in case someone is inside,” Mandie whispered to her friends as she stood there with her hand on the door latch.


  “Right,” Jonathan agreed while Celia nodded her head and held on to Snowball’s leash.


  Mandie pushed on the door and nothing happened. She pushed harder without any luck. Jonathan and Celia reached to help. Even with the pressure from all three of the young people the door wouldn’t budge.


  “It must be locked,” Mandie whispered with a sigh. “Can y’all hear anything inside?”


  The three stood there listening, but no sound came from the room.


  “Let’s get bold,” Mandie said, lifting the hammer. “I’ll pound with the hammer while y’all push real hard on the door. Ready?”


  “Someone will hear us,” Celia protested.


  “And we’ll get into trouble,” Jonathan said.


  “Oh, come on and help me,” Mandie said. “We can’t hear anything inside. Therefore, there must not be anyone in there. This whole tunnel place seems to be deserted. There’s nobody around to see or hear us.”


  Jonathan shrugged his shoulders. “Well, all right.”


  Celia said, “I suppose if y’all insist on doing this, I’ll have to help.” She looked around the room. “I’ll tie Snowball over here to the door we came in so I can use both hands. Wait a minute.” She hurried back to the other door, looped Snowball’s leash around the handle, and came back to help Mandie and Jonathan.


  “Ready?” Mandie asked as she raised the hammer.


  Her friends nodded as they pushed with all their might on the door  and Mandie began pounding on it. She kept missing the door and hitting the door facing with the hammer, but suddenly the door swung open.


  “I knew we could do it!” Mandie cried, excitedly entering the room, which was still full of boxes. “Come on.”


  “Not until I make sure this door can’t close and lock us in again,” Jonathan said as he looked around.


  Celia had gone back to get Snowball and now she offered to hold the door open. “I could just stand here leaning against it while y’all hammer on those boxes. That way it won’t close,” she said as she stepped back to hold it open.


  “All right,” Mandie agreed as she walked among the stacks of boxes. Turning to Jonathan she asked, “Which one should we start on?”


  “I guess any one would do,” Jonathan said. “You’re probably going to break whatever is in it anyway.”


  Mandie raised the hammer as she stopped before a box. “Here goes!” she said as she brought the tool down on the wooden box, and watched for the wood to crack.


  But the box didn’t even move, much less crack. Mandie tried again, still with no results at all.


  “Let me try,” Jonathan offered. “I’m a little stronger than you are.”


  Mandie gave him the hammer and she watched as he swung it down again and again on the box without making a splinter.


  “I don’t think this hammer is strong enough,” Jonathan said after a futile try at breaking open the box. The metal bands held tight. He laid down the hammer.


  “There’s got to be some way to get these boxes open,” Mandie complained as she looked around the room. Crossing over to the box they had broken open earlier, she stooped and looked at the rocks that had been in it. “Why don’t we use these big rocks to try to smash one open?” She couldn’t lift the large one.


  “Wait, I’ll help you,” Jonathan told her. He grasped one end of the rock while she took the other. Together they walked back to the box they had been pounding with the hammer.


  “When I say one, two, three, let’s drop it together on the box,” Mandie said.


  “Go ahead,” Jonathan told her.


  “One, two, three,” Mandie repeated and she and Jonathan swung the heavy rock down on the box. They bent quickly to examine it. The wood was slightly splintered in one place. “I think it will break it open if we keep on doing this,” she said.


  “There’s no telling what’s in this box, Mandie, so get prepared to jump away from it. The contents could come flying everywhere if we break it open,” Jonathan warned her as he helped her lift the huge rock again.


  “One, two, three,” Mandie again said, and they threw the rock down on the box again.


  “Y’all are making an awful noise,” Celia told them as she held on to Snowball, who was excited by the racket.


  “I know, but we’ll soon have this open,” Mandie said as she and Jonathan once again lifted the rock and smashed the box.


  This time there was a loud cracking sound, and the two jumped back as the box splintered into pieces. Then Mandie rushed forward to see what was inside. She quickly pulled at the straw stuffing. Her fingers met something hard and cold.


  “There’s something in here!” she cried excitedly, digging at the straw.


  “Of course there’s something in there,” Jonathan told her as he helped.


  Celia moved forward to see, but she kept her foot against the door to prevent it from closing.


  Mandie suddenly sat back on to the floor and exclaimed, “Rocks again! Nothing but rocks! Just like the other box.”


  “All that hard work for nothing,” Jonathan grumbled as he sat beside her.


  “Well, now that y’all know there’re rocks in the boxes, why don’t we go back to the hotel? It must be time to eat,” Celia said.


  Mandie quickly stood up. “No, let’s try just one more box. One that’s in a different stack,” she said, walking around to look at the jumbled boxes.


  Jonathan sighed. “All right, one more but no more than that. I agree with Celia. I’m getting awfully hungry.”


  “This one,” Mandie said, pulling on a box at the top of a stack. “Let’s get this one down on the floor and try it.”


  She and Jonathan pulled at the box but the whole stack wobbled.


  “They’re all going to fall down, Mandie,” Jonathan warned.


  “And that would make a terrible racket,” Celia added.


  “All right then. Let’s try this one,” Mandie said, bending to look at another box that was sitting by itself on the floor. “They all look alike, the same size and shape.”


  “And they probably all have rocks in them,” Jonathan added as he, too, stooped to inspect the box.


  “Why don’t y’all pull a box over here to prop open the door and I’ll help you. We can tie Snowball back there out of the way behind the stacks,” Celia offered.


  “Good idea,” Mandie said. “Jonathan, let’s push this box over there.”


  Jonathan helped and they soon had slid the box in front of the open door. Celia went around behind the stacks and tied Snowball’s leash to one of the metal bands on a box.


  “Now let’s get that big rock and try it on this box,” Mandie said, leading the way over to the rock they had used.


  It was easier to lift with the three working together, and they began pounding the box with the rock. Nothing seemed to happen.


  Mandie straightened up for a moment. “Should we try another box? This one seems awfully hard to crack. And not only that—” She stopped suddenly and whispered quickly to her friends. “I hear someone coming! Let’s hide!”


  The three quickly darted around behind the boxes where Snowball was tied and where they would be out of sight to anyone passing the doorway. Mandie’s heartbeat quickened as she heard loud, heavy footsteps coming nearer. They paused at the open doorway. She could just barely peek through an opening between the stacks of boxes. Her heart did a flip-flop when she saw two men in police uniform standing there.


  Mandie held on to Snowball to keep him from making a noise as she listened to the two men talking loudly in what she recognized as French even though she couldn’t understand a word of it. Jonathan and Celia huddled close-by and watched through the crack between the boxes.


  Mandie saw the men quickly push the box away from the door and leave the room, slamming the door behind them. There was a click of  the lock. She gasped in fright. Now they would have to find a way out of this place again.


  The three stood up, looked around the room, and groaned together. They were trapped!


  “What did those policemen say?” Mandie quickly asked Jonathan.


  “I couldn’t understand everything, but they said they didn’t know why this room was open and the door left ajar. Evidently they knew a man’s name connected with this room but I missed that.”


  “So the police know about this room,” Mandie said as she looked around and picked up the hammer.


  “And I imagine they’ll be going to find out from the man they mentioned why it was open,” Jonathan added.


  “And we’re stuck in here,” Celia said. She had quickly moved across the room to try the door. It wouldn’t open.


  Mandie rushed up behind her and also tried it.


  “Don’t worry. We’ll get out somehow,” she said, not exactly believing it herself this time.


  The strange woman from the ship had rescued them before. Maybe the woman would come to their aid again. Or just maybe they could force the door open somehow.


  CHAPTER TEN


  CAUGHT!


  The three young people beat and banged on the door, but it would not open. Mandie used the hammer on it without any luck. They made so much noise it was a wonder no one heard them.


  “Let’s beat on the boxes while we figure out how to get out of here,” Mandie suggested as the three looked at one another in desperation.


  She went back to the box they had been working on. Then she decided to move on to the next box. She raised the hammer and pounded on the metal bands around it. Jonathan and Celia watched.


  Suddenly the box caved in. “Look!” Mandie cried excitedly, stooping to investigate the contents. “Look what’s inside!” She frantically pulled at the straw stuffing, and her friends joined her. Finally they were able to pull out a smaller box. This box was not so hard to get into.


  “Oh, it’s a painting!” Mandie exclaimed as she held up a small framed object.


  Jonathan examined it and said, “It’s small but it is an original painting, I think.”


  “Yes, I believe it is, too,” Celia agreed.


  Mandie quickly scooped out the rest of the straw, but there was nothing else inside. She stood up and surveyed the stacks of boxes.


  “Do y’all think we could open the rest of the boxes? They might contain more paintings,” Mandie said as she walked around the boxes.


  “But you know we found rocks before,” Jonathan reminded her.


  “I know but I’d guess that the rocks are only a decoy so all the boxes wouldn’t weigh the same. And the rocks are so heavy no one would suspect that there were paintings in any of the boxes,” Mandie explained. “I think we’ve found a smuggler’s loot.”


  “Maybe, but where is the smuggler? He, or she, would probably be more important to the police than stolen paintings, because unless they catch him, or her, paintings might still be stolen,” Jonathan said.


  “If we can find out what’s in these other boxes, though, and if there are paintings in them, we could always go tell the police, and they might catch the thief when he, or she, as you say, comes here to this room,” Mandie argued. Turning to look at her two friends, she asked, “Well, are y’all with me or not?”


  “Since we don’t have anything else to do, we might as well crack open the boxes,” Jonathan said with a sigh.


  “I’ll help since I can’t hold the door this time,” Celia offered.


  The three began pounding on a nearby box with the large rock and with the hammer. The box burst open finally, exposing more rocks.


  “Don’t give up,” Mandie told them. “I’m sure all the boxes don’t contain rocks.” She climbed up on a stack nearby to pull off a box in the next row. As she did, the whole stack fell over and bounced against the door.


  As the three watched the boxes fall, to their amazement the door sprang open. They quickly turned to hide from whoever opened the door. As they peeked from behind the stacks of boxes left standing, they watched for someone to enter. There was not a sound once the boxes settled down on the floor.


  “Someone opened that door. Where are they?” Mandie whispered to her friends.


  “I don’t know, but I’d say now is the best chance we’ll have to get out of this room,” Jonathan said, standing up and quietly moving around the boxes toward the door.


  “But what about the painting? Should we take it with us?” Mandie whispered loudly as she reached to pick it up.


  “Not unless you want to be accused of stealing it,” Jonathan said.


  Mandie quickly dropped the painting onto the top of a nearby box. “You’re right,” she said. “Come on! Let’s get out of here!” She  picked up the hammer and pulled the red silk scarf from her pocket to wrap it.


  “I’ll take Snowball,” Celia said, quickly picking up the kitten.


  The three hesitated at the doorway. Mandie cautiously looked out into the other room and then went on to the doorway to the passageway. There was no one in sight.


  “That door didn’t open itself,” Mandie said, coming back to look at the door. She examined the lock and then the connecting piece of the lock in the door facing. She was puzzled as she stood there mulling things over.


  “Come on!” Jonathan urged her.


  “Before someone comes,” Celia added.


  “Wait! I think I know what opened the door,” Mandie told her friends as she still stood there surveying the door and the room. “Those boxes hit the door and it opened just like that. There has got to be some contraption to make the door open.” She uncovered the hammer and began beating on the door facing. Finally she stopped and pointed. “Look! Here is a spring imbedded in the wooden door facing! Evidently when it’s hit, it makes the door open. Let’s try it and see if it works.”


  “No, no, no,” Jonathan told her. “I’m not taking a chance of getting locked in that room again.”


  “And neither am I,” Celia added as she quickly stepped outside into the passageway. She carried Snowball with her.


  “All right then, I’ll go back inside and shut the door and try it,” Mandie told her friends as Jonathan joined Celia.


  Mandie quickly shut the door while she stayed inside the room. Testing it to be sure it was locked, she pounded on the door facing where she had found the latch. The door immediately sprang open.


  “You see?” she excitedly told her friends as they watched in surprise. “Now there must be another one on the outside.” She examined the door facing on the passageway side. “Here it is. Let’s shut it again and open it from this side.”


  As Jonathan and Celia watched, Mandie closed the door, then pounded on it with the hammer, and it immediately opened.


  “How about that?” she said, smiling at her friends. “I’ve never seen anything like this before.”


  “Neither have I but, Mandie, come on. Let’s go eat,” Jonathan told her.


  “Yes, someone might come down the corridor and see us,” Celia reminded her friend.


  Jonathan and Celia started walking up the passageway. Mandie decided she had better join them.


  As the three hurried toward the hotel, Mandie thought about the secret of the lock. She suddenly remembered Jonathan accidentally banging his head against the door when they had tried to open it before and then the door opened. Also this time she had pounded on the door with the hammer when they wanted to get into the room and the door had opened. Evidently the secret spring had been hit each time. Then she remembered the strange woman from the ship had opened the door.


  “Wait a minute!” she said to her friends as she slowed down. “I’ve figured something out.”


  Jonathan and Celia stopped and turned to look at her. They listened as she explained about the lock. Then she added, “I wonder how that strange woman from the ship knew how to open the door. Remember she did open it?”


  Jonathan and Celia were impressed with her deductions.


  “Yes, she did,” Celia agreed.


  “But as far as that woman is concerned, how did she know we were in that room? In fact, how did she know we were even in Antwerp?” Jonathan asked.


  “Sooner or later we’re going to find out about that woman,” Mandie decided as they continued to walk toward the hotel.


  “Right now let’s find out what the hotel has to eat,” Jonathan said with his mischievous grin.


  They went straight to the dining room and found it almost empty. Celia quickly looked at her watch and told them it was late to be eating the noon meal.


  “I suppose they’ll still have something to eat,” Mandie said as she laid the scarf-wrapped hammer on an extra chair next to her and took Snowball from her friend. She tied him to a table leg after the waiter had seated them.


  “We certainly do have something to eat,” the waiter said, smiling at her. He placed menus before them and told them what was still available.


  They all ordered beef roast. It was the nearest thing to American they could find. Mandie hoped it would at least do them until suppertime.


  “If we’re late eating, I wonder if Grandmother and Senator Morton have gotten back yet,” Mandie asked as the waiter wrote down their order.


  “I could go ask the desk clerk,” Jonathan offered.


  “Never mind, I’ll go. Be right back,” Mandie said, getting up and leaving the room.


  At the desk the attendant gave her a message from her grandmother. A messenger had brought a note for Mandie, saying Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton had been delayed and that it would be late afternoon before they returned. Mandie read it and rushed back to the table.


  “Grandmother and the senator won’t be back until late today,” she said, waving the piece of paper at her friends. “That gives us time to go back to the boat again before they come back.”


  “Do you think we ought to take a chance going down there again? We might not get back before your grandmother does,” Celia said.


  “We won’t stay long,” Mandie promised. “I’d just like to see if that other man comes back to visit the one on the boat, because I think that other man is definitely the thief who stole the painting.”


  The waiter had come back with glasses of water they had ordered. He looked at Mandie and asked, “Do you speak of a thief who stole the paintings out of two museums?”


  Mandie looked up at him and said, “Yes, the man who stole the Rubens painting and another one from another museum. I think I’ve seen him.”


  “That thief was just caught today. His picture is in the newspaper,” the waiter said.


  “In the newspaper? Could we see it?” Mandie asked excitedly.


  “Of course,” the waiter said and rushed off to get it.


  “I sure hope they got him. I want to see if he’s the same man we’ve been seeing,” Mandie said to her friends.


  “They certainly did catch the thief fast,” Jonathan remarked. “But then I’ve heard they have an excellent police force in this city.”


  The waiter returned with the newspaper and spread it out on the table before Mandie. She quickly looked at the photograph on the front page and said, “That’s the man. That’s the one we’ve been seeing.”


  Jonathan and Celia bent over to see.


  “That does look like the man we’ve seen,” Celia remarked.


  “It’s probably the same man,” Jonathan agreed.


  Mandie picked up the newspaper and offered it back to the waiter. The man shook his head. “You may keep the paper, if you like. We’ve all read it. Now I’ll get your food.” He left the room as Mandie thanked him for the paper.


  “Now we don’t have to go back down to the old boat,” Celia said.


  “Oh yes, we must,” Mandie told her. “You see, we’ve got to find out if the police also took the man called Alex.”


  “Then we’d better hurry,” Celia said.


  The waiter brought the food and the three young people ate so fast they didn’t really pay much attention to what they were eating. But they also cleaned every crumb from their plates. Mandie fed Snowball under the table. Finally they were ready to go. Mandie picked up Snowball and the hammer and carried them both. Celia took the newspaper.


  As they hurried outside, Mandie turned to her friends and said, “Let’s go by way of the tunnel, just to see if the door to that room is still standing open like we left it.”


  “Oh, Mandie,” Jonathan protested. “I know you. When we get to the room, you’re going to want to break open more boxes and we’ll never get back to the hotel.”


  “No, I promise,” Mandie protested. “I only want to look and then we’ll go on to the old boat.”


  “I’ll make sure you keep your promise,” Jonathan said with his mischievous grin as they walked along the avenue.


  They had the route memorized by now, so they were soon at the room in the tunnel. As they approached, Mandie ran ahead and exclaimed, “The door is still open!” She had crossed the room off the passageway and was looking into the smaller room where the boxes still lay scattered about.


  Jonathan caught up with her and said, “Now you’ve seen that the door is still open so let’s go on.”


  “Let me just look and see if that little painting is still there where we took it out of the box,” Mandie insisted as she hurried inside the room and around the stacks of boxes.


  The painting still lay on top of a box where they had left it. Evidently no one had entered the room since they had been gone.


  “All right, it’s not been disturbed. Let’s go on,” Mandie told her  friends as she came out into the passageway and led the way toward the old boat.


  When they arrived at the wharf, they hurried down the pier and used the rope ladders to board the old boat. They slipped over the side and crept behind the trash pile on the deck where they could watch and listen. There was no sound from the cabin.


  “I’m going to see if Alex is still here,” Mandie whispered to her friends. She handed Snowball to Celia and the hammer to Jonathan. Then she slowly moved toward the window of the cabin. Just as she reached it she heard someone coming up the rope ladder. Rushing back to her friends, she made a sign to them to be quiet.


  As she heard the footsteps on the deck, Mandie quietly moved enough to see who it was. To her amazement it was the man they had seen before. He was carrying a package, as he always seemed to do. She snatched the newspaper from Celia and quickly compared the photograph with the man. It had to be the same person. If the police had arrested the man, he must have managed to break out of jail.


  Jonathan and Celia also looked at the newspaper and at the man and nodded to Mandie.


  The man went inside the cabin and the young people immediately heard Alex yelling at him, “I told you not to come back anymore! I don’t want you on my boat. Now begone!”


  “Alex, Alex, you need help and I can give it to you,” the man insisted.


  “Begone!” Alex yelled. “I prefer living alone with my guilt!”


  “But, Alex, you are not guilty,” the other man insisted. “Why won’t you listen to me? I want to help you.”


  “I do not want your help. I want to be alone,” Alex insisted loudly. “Now, begone with you!”


  Mandie heard them come out on the deck, and she strained to watch. Alex was shaking his fist. The other man was slowly backing away from him.


  “I will come again later. Maybe you will eventually listen to me,” the other man said as he started down the rope ladder.


  “Do not come back!” Alex shouted as he returned to the cabin.


  Mandie crept toward the edge of the boat. “It’s safe. Let’s follow him!” she whispered to her friends.


  Jonathan and Celia followed her off the boat and down the pier. There she stopped to look around. The man had evaded them again.


  “He’s just evaporated again!” Mandie exclaimed as she stood there looking around.


  “He’s too fast for us. He knows his way around,” Jonathan told her.


  “Well, I suppose we’d better go back to the hotel,” Mandie decided. “Let’s cut through the tunnel on our way back.”


  “What for?” Jonathan asked.


  “It’s shorter and I like the tunnel. It’s interesting,” she said. “When we get time I’d like to explore the rest of it.”


  “I’d say we don’t have time to explore right now,” Celia spoke up.


  They hurried back into the tunnel, and when they came to the room they had passed through before, all three of them stopped in surprise. The man they had just seen on the old boat was inside the room with the boxes.


  “Sh-h-h-h!” Mandie cautioned her friends as she motioned them back from the doorway.


  They huddled just outside the door and watched to see what the man was doing. He seemed to be looking all around the room and examining the boxes. Then he picked up the small painting they had found and left there.


  “Aha!” he muttered to himself as he examined the painting.


  Mandie held her breath and waited to see what he would do with it. He suddenly put it back where he had found it and turned to leave the room. The three young people nearly stumbled over one another as they rushed down the passageway toward the hotel. Mandie kept turning her head to see if the man was coming their way, but evidently he had gone the other direction. He was not in sight.


  As they left the tunnel they stopped to talk.


  “We’ve got to find the police and tell them we saw this man. He must have escaped from jail,” Mandie told her friends. “And we need to tell them what we found in that room.”


  “But they already know about that room. They locked us in, remember?” Jonathan reminded her.


  “They probably don’t know about the rocks and the painting we found in the boxes,” Mandie insisted.


  “If we tell them about all that, they’ll know we were the ones who smashed the boxes,” Celia warned her.


  “But wouldn’t they appreciate the fact that we found the thief for them and also found where the paintings are evidently being smuggled out?” Mandie asked.


  “You never know. This is not the United States and they may not think like we do back home,” Jonathan said. “Besides, those two policemen we saw seemed to know about that room, and they might just know what is going on.”


  “Oh, everything has become twisted up!” Mandie exclaimed as she let Snowball down to walk, his leash securely attached. She was still carrying the hammer. “Anyway, we’ve got to find some nuts. Let’s discuss this while we look for some nuts.”


  “Nuts?” Jonathan and Celia both asked as they looked at her in surprise.


  “Nuts,” Mandie repeated. “Remember I told the man in the hotel that I wanted the hammer to crack some nuts. Well, I have to find some nuts and crack them with the hammer so I won’t be telling a lie because he’ll probably ask me if I was able to use the hammer.”


  “Mandie, the way you get around things!” Celia exclaimed.


  “Honestly, when I borrowed the hammer I immediately thought of cracking nuts with it, so I think I’d like some nuts, anyway. Let’s start looking for some place that sells nuts,” she told her friends.


  They walked slowly along the avenue, looking into various shops for nuts. There didn’t seem to be anyone who sold them. Then finally Mandie spotted a sidewalk vendor ahead.


  “I’d think he’d have some kind of nuts,” she told her friends as she hurried to see.


  The man did sell nuts. She bought a bagful of walnuts. Jonathan watched and he remarked, “You’ll sure need the hammer to crack those walnuts.”


  “I know. I’ve had walnuts before. They grew in our yard back home at Charley Gap where I lived with my father,” Mandie told him. “Let’s go sit on the bench over there in the little park and crack nuts while we talk.”


  She led the way across the road to an empty bench beside a huge masonry water fountain. She tied Snowball’s leash to the leg of the bench as her friends sat down beside her.


  “I see a good place to crack the nuts—right here,” she said, moving to sit on the foundation of the huge fountain. She spread out the red silk scarf on the grass to hold the cracked nuts.


  “Are you going to eat those nuts?” Celia asked as she sat beside her.


  “Sure. Nuts are brain food. They’ll help me think better,” Mandie said with a little laugh.


  “I suppose that’s some old Indian saying,” Jonathan said, joining the girls on the foundation.


  Mandie thought for a moment. She couldn’t really remember where she’d heard such a thing, but she had heard other people claim nuts were brain food.


  “I suppose so,” she finally answered. “Now let’s put our thinking caps on. We’ve got important decisions to make and we’re going to have to hurry.” She began cracking the hard-shelled walnuts.


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  ALEX TALKS


  After much discussion the three young people decided to return to the hotel just long enough to give back the hammer Mandie had borrowed and check for any more messages that might have come.


  Mandie, carrying the red silk scarf full of cracked walnuts, approached the man at the desk. “We used your hammer to crack all these nuts. Would you care for any?” she asked him. She opened the scarf to show him.


  “All of those nuts were cracked with the hammer?” the man asked.


  “Yes, sir, and here’s your hammer,” Jonathan told him as he handed over the hammer, which he had been carrying. “Thank you, sir.”


  “I am glad to know hammers can be used for cracking nuts,” the man said with a smile. “But I do not wish any of the nuts, thank you.”


  Mandie hastily rolled up the scarf with the walnuts inside and asked, “Do we have any more messages? Maybe from my grandmother?”


  The man looked in the pigeonhole behind him and replied, “No, no messages for you.”


  “Thank you,” Mandie replied as she turned to her two friends. “Ready?”


  “Yes,” Celia said as Jonathan nodded and started toward the front door.


  Once outside the hotel they began looking for a policeman. Mandie had finally talked them into going to the police about the room in the tunnel and the man who visited the bearded man on the old boat.


  “Any other time we’d see a policeman,” Mandie complained as they walked and walked, up one side and down the other on the avenue.


  “Maybe it’s just not meant that we should tell the police,” Celia suggested.


  “I don’t believe they have any policemen in this district,” Jonathan said. “Mandie, couldn’t we do something else, something more productive?”


  “Like just walking into the cabin of that old boat and talking to the man named Alex?” Mandie asked as she stopped to look at him. Snowball trailed along on his leash. Jonathan and Celia also stopped.


  “Well, all right, we could do that,” Jonathan agreed.


  “But Alex chases everyone off,” Celia reminded them. “And if he’s a criminal he could be dangerous.”


  “I don’t think he looks dangerous. After all, he’s just a big softhearted man the way he cries all the time,” Mandie said.


  “Well, if we’re going, we’d better hurry instead of wasting time standing here talking about it,” Jonathan reminded the girls as he started to walk on.


  Mandie and Celia caught up with him, and this time they didn’t go through the tunnel but stayed on the public streets to the wharf and then on to the pier. They hurriedly climbed the rope ladders and stepped onto the deck of the old boat. The loud sobbing sound they had heard before was coming from the cabin.


  “Well, are we going inside?” Jonathan quietly asked Mandie as they stood there listening.


  “Let’s wait a few minutes and see if he hushes. I imagine he definitely would run us off if we surprised him while he’s crying,” Mandie said. She led the way to their hiding place behind the trash pile.


  As the three stooped down to get out of sight, Snowball managed to get loose and run toward the cabin door. The three watched as he slipped through the partly open door. Then they hurried to the window to look inside.


  Mandie could see the man lying on the bunk bed as he cried and stared at the ceiling. Snowball came into view as he smelled around the room and finally jumped upon the man’s bed. Hesitating for a  moment, the kitten twitched his ears and then crept up to the man’s face and snuggled down beside him. Mandie’s heart raced. The man might hurt Snowball!


  “I have to go get him,” she told her friends.


  But as Mandie turned to walk around to the door, she saw the man rub Snowball’s fur and then sit up to hold him in his arms.


  “And here I thought I dreamed about you, but here you are,” Alex said to the cat as he held him up against his face. “You can’t be my baby’s kitten. He had one black speck on his face, right there.” He looked into Snowball’s eyes and rubbed his face. “My baby’s kitten must have drowned with her.”


  The three young people gasped when they heard that. Mandie knew then why the man was so unhappy. Evidently he had lost a child who had drowned somehow.


  “Well, are we going inside now?” Jonathan asked.


  Mandie took a deep breath and said, “Come on. Let’s go.” She headed for the doorway. Jonathan followed and Celia tagged behind.


  Pushing open the door, Mandie stepped inside the dirty cabin. The man’s furious expression when he saw her stopped her in her tracks.


  “Get off my boat!” he yelled at the three. “I told you before. This is my home! Begone!” He stood up to confront them. At that moment Snowball jumped down from his grasp and went straight to Mandie. The man watched.


  “This is my kitten,” Mandie said as she stooped and picked up Snowball.


  The man’s expression softened. “He is so much like my baby’s kitten.”


  “I’m terribly sorry your baby drowned,” Mandie said.


  The man looked at her in surprise. “How did you know...” He paused.


  “We heard you tell Snowball,” Mandie replied as she cuddled the kitten. “How did it happen, sir?”


  The man frowned and looked as though he would attack them all. “That is not your business!” he snapped. Advancing toward them from across the room, he shook his fist and waved his hands. “Get off my ship and don’t come back. And do not allow your cat to come in here again. Do you understand?”


  “But, mister, I just wanted to talk to you for a minute,” Mandie  insisted as she bravely stood her ground. “The short dark man who visits you—did you know the police arrested him and then he must have escaped because we saw him here earlier today.”


  The big man was plainly shocked. Then he spoke vehemently, “No, that cannot be. In jail? No, no!”


  “The newspaper,” Mandie said, turning to her friends. “Do y’all have it?”


  Jonathan shook his head. “We must have laid it down somewhere.”


  “I’m pretty sure we left it on the park bench when we cracked the nuts,” Celia spoke up.


  “Oh, well,” Mandie said, turning back to the man. “His picture was on the front page of the newspaper today.”


  The man frowned again thoughtfully. Then he suddenly shouted at Mandie, “You lie! He cannot be in jail! Get off my boat! Begone!” He advanced toward them again.


  Frightened, Mandie and her friends rushed to the rope ladder. The man followed them all the way, waving his hands in the air. He stood there watching as they reached the pier and ran toward the street. Then as Mandie looked back, she saw him go back to his cabin.


  Mandie and her friends finally paused in front of a shop to get their breath as they glanced around.


  “Mandie, I don’t think we ought to go on that man’s boat anymore,” Celia said as she straightened her long skirts.


  “We’ll just find a policeman and tell him everything,” Mandie said. She looked up and down the street. “Come on. There must be one somewhere.”


  They walked faster as Mandie determinedly searched for a policeman. People strolled everywhere, and several carriages passed them, but no law officer could be seen.


  “Let’s go through the tunnel. Remember there were two policemen in there when we were in that room,” Mandie said to her friends as she picked up Snowball and turned down the alleyway toward the entrance to the tunnel. She rushed ahead.


  “No stopping at that room again!” Jonathan called to her as he and Celia followed.


  Mandie ignored his remark as she entered the tunnel. Not a soul was in sight, and as she came to the doorway of the room leading  into the smaller room full of boxes, she paused. No one had bothered anything. She wanted to just run inside, glance around, and come back out into the tunnel.


  But she continued down the passageway. As she left the tunnel, she glanced back to be sure her friends were following. She wasn’t watching where she was going and ran smack into someone. Snowball protested at the end of his leash.


  “Oh, I’m sorry,” Mandie began as she looked up. One of the two policemen they had seen earlier stood before her. He smiled at her. “We were just looking for—” She stopped short, then went racing across the wide avenue.


  Walking up the other side of the street was her old Cherokee friend, Uncle Ned. He had arrived at last.


  “Uncle Ned! Uncle Ned!” she called to him.


  He stopped and turned to look back. With a big smile on his face he waited for her to get to his side of the avenue. Celia and Jonathan had also seen him and were hurrying to catch up.


  “Uncle Ned, I’m so glad to see you!” she cried as she ran up to the tall Indian and grasped his hand. “We’ve got all kinds of mysteries that we need you to help us solve.”


  “Papoose always in mystery,” Uncle Ned said, smiling down at her as he squeezed her small hand. “What is mystery this time?”


  They were near the park where they had cracked the nuts. Mandie saw that the bench was still empty and she pointed to it. “Let’s go sit over there where we can talk a minute.”


  Jonathan and Celia finally reached them and exchanged greetings with Uncle Ned. Then they all walked back across the street to sit on the park bench.


  “You see, it’s like this,” Mandie began as she started a jumbled account of what had been happening.


  Celia spied the newspaper on the ground near the bench and picked it up and gave it to Mandie.


  “Uncle Ned, see this man’s picture? We’ve been seeing him all over town,” Mandie said, holding the newspaper out to Uncle Ned. “We saw him in the hotel with the painting and all those other places I told you about; and according to this paper, they arrested him, but we saw him after that down at the old boat.”


  “Take breath, Papoose. I listen slow,” the old Indian told her as he patted her hand. “We find what’s wrong. We go see.” He stood up.


  Mandie rose and looked up into his wrinkled face. “When did you get here, Uncle Ned? Where is your baggage?” She carried the newspaper with her this time.


  “Bag already at hotel, room next to Jonathan. Just now,” Uncle Ned replied. “Horse in stable.”


  “Horse? You brought your horse?” Jonathan asked excitedly.


  “Yes, pay money to ride horse from Germany,” Uncle Ned explained.


  “Oh, you rented the horse,” Celia spoke up.


  “Well, I didn’t think you rode a horse from the United States,” Mandie said with a giggle. “But you’ve had a horse everywhere you go.”


  “Give back horse and ride ship home with Papoose,” Uncle Ned said, smiling at her. “Keep Papoose out of trouble.”


  The three young people laughed.


  “That’s impossible, Uncle Ned, to keep Mandie out of trouble, you know that,” Jonathan said, with his mischievous grin.


  Mandie looked at the boy and said, “You do pretty well yourself getting into trouble, like falling in the water at the pier.” She grinned.


  “Oh, Mandie, stop bringing that up or I’ll begin reminding you of all your escapades,” Jonathan warned.


  “Go,” Uncle Ned told them.


  “We’ll go by the tunnel room first since that’s on the way, and then we’ll take you to the old boat,” Mandie explained as she walked along beside him. Her friends loved Uncle Ned, too, and they stayed close by on the other side of him.


  “Where grandmother of Papoose?” Uncle Ned asked as they crossed the street.


  Mandie held the newspaper in one hand and Snowball in the other and explained, “She and Senator Morton have been gone to a reception all day and won’t be back until later this afternoon.” She looked up at the old Indian and added, “So we’ve been free all day.”


  Uncle Ned looked down at her as they walked along. “Papoose must learn to be trustworthy. Grandmother of Papoose trust Papoose.”


  “But, Uncle Ned, we haven’t done anything really bad,” Mandie replied with a smile. Then she frowned as she remembered the argument  with her grandmother and she added, “I’ve been guilty of other things, though, and I need to talk to you as soon as we get a chance.”


  Uncle Ned looked at her thoughtfully. “Yes, Papoose must tell what bothers her.”


  When they arrived at the room in the tunnel and showed the boxes to Uncle Ned he told them, “Boxes belong to somebody. Papoose must not bother other people’s belongings. Must pay for smashed boxes.” He looked at her with a frown.


  “But, Uncle Ned, like I told you, these boxes must belong to some smuggler, or thief, or something. Who else would pack up rocks in boxes?” Mandie asked as she walked about the room with her two friends.


  “That business of police, not Papoose,” Uncle Ned reminded her. “This foreign land. We Americans. We not mess with police business.”


  Mandie shrugged. “Come on. We’ll go on to the old boat.”


  The young people were surprised to see how agile Uncle Ned was as he quickly climbed the rope ladders and stepped onto the deck of the boat. Mandie knew he was awfully old and that he could do practically anything, but she had never seen him so active before. And he had carried his bow and arrows in the sling across the shoulder of his deerskin jacket as he boarded the vessel.


  “Sh-h-h!” Mandie cautioned them as they crept behind the trash pile and Uncle Ned joined them. She held Snowball tightly in her arms.


  Uncle Ned glanced around the boat from their hiding place. Mandie started to whisper to him, but at that moment a loud sob from inside the cabin filled the air. Alex was crying his heart out again. The young people listened and watched Uncle Ned to see what his reaction was. A worried expression covered his face.


  “There’s a window,” Mandie whispered to her Cherokee friend. She pointed, handed Snowball and the newspaper to Celia, and began moving in a crouched position toward the cabin. Uncle Ned looked puzzled and then he followed her.


  At the window Mandie could see Alex lying on the bunk bed. She looked back and motioned for Celia to let Snowball come to her. The kitten raced toward his mistress and then changed his mind and slipped through the cracked door. Mandie and Uncle Ned watched through the window as Snowball didn’t even hesitate this time but jumped upon the  bed and stuck his face next to Alex’s and began loudly meowing. Alex tried to push him away, but he clung to the mattress with his claws.


  Alex sat up and picked up Snowball. “You insist on bothering me. If you didn’t look so much like my baby’s kitten, I’d throw you overboard. That I would.” Alex stroked Snowball’s fur as the kitten climbed up to hang on his shoulder.


  “The Lord has forsaken me,” Alex moaned. “I am so guilty! I killed my family!” He broke into uncontrollable sobs as he sat there. Snowball squirmed until he released him, and the kitten jumped down and ran back outside to his mistress.


  “Killed his family?” Mandie almost screamed when she heard that. She looked up at Uncle Ned. “He must be a murderer!”


  Uncle Ned didn’t answer but kept watching the man. Jonathan and Celia had crept up behind them and now Celia reached for Mandie’s hand.


  “Let’s go, Mandie,” Celia whispered. “He is dangerous. He might kill us.” Mandie felt her trembling by her side. She looked back and saw that Jonathan had taken Celia’s other hand and was trying to comfort her.


  Suddenly the man bellowed, “Oh, God, I am so guilty! Please let me just leave this world! I have nothing to live for!” He shook with sobs.


  Mandie tightened her grasp on Uncle Ned’s hand and looked at him. He was still intently watching the man inside.


  She made a quick decision and whispered to Uncle Ned as she stood up, “I am going inside to talk to him.”


  Before Uncle Ned could stop her, Mandie had entered the cabin and stood before the man, who didn’t see her at first. She walked closer. He finally looked up but his eyes stared blankly at her, and he continued to sit on the side of the bunk bed. He didn’t rush angrily at her as he had been doing, but acted as though he didn’t know she was there.


  “Mister Alex,” Mandie began as she crept close enough to grasp one of his big hairy hands. “God has not forsaken you. If you believe in Him, He will always be with you—”


  Finally Alex realized she was speaking. “God? What do you know about God? He let me have a terrible accident and kill my family. He doesn’t love me anymore.”


  Mandie still held on to his hand and knelt in front of him to get his  full attention. “If you had an accident, then it was an accident. You didn’t deliberately kill your family like you’ve been screaming about.”


  “I did! I did! I let the boat get out of control in that hair-raising storm and I couldn’t save them. Oh, my pretty baby, she disappeared. My wife was found too late,” he moaned.


  “Well, if it was a storm that caused you to have an accident, then you didn’t cause the storm. God created it,” Mandie tried to explain as she watched his face.


  “You’re all wrong!” Alex said, suddenly standing up and waving his hands. “Get off my boat! I told you before! Begone!”


  Mandie jumped up and backed off toward the door. She wasn’t afraid, because she knew Uncle Ned was watching. Snowball had been let loose in the excitement and now he came to his mistress. He hissed and sputtered at the man and raised the hair on his back. Mandie reached down and picked him up.


  “Oh, Snowball, behave,” she told the kitten. “Mister Alex, please listen to me.” She moved around the room instead of leaving. She caught sight of what looked like the packages the other man had been bringing to the boat. They were lined up on a shelf nearby, still wrapped. She managed to grasp one and quickly pulled the paper off. It was a loaf of bread and cheese.


  “If you are hungry take the food. I will not eat it. I don’t want to live,” Alex told her as he watched. “But get off my boat. Now! Begone!”


  Mandie quickly replaced the half package on the shelf. “That other man, the one who visits you, has been bringing you food and you’re not eating it. You’ll starve to death.”


  “Then that would be a good riddance to the world,” Alex told her as he took a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his eyes.


  To Mandie’s amazement Uncle Ned had suddenly appeared in the doorway. She watched as he stepped inside. Alex gazed at the old Indian in shock for a moment and then yelled, “Even the Indians bother me. Get off my boat!” He walked toward Uncle Ned and stood facing him. “Begone!”


  “Yes, we be gone,” Uncle Ned said, reaching for Mandie’s hand. “We be gone.”


  Mandie let Uncle Ned lead her out of the cabin and to the rope  ladder as her friends went ahead. When they all arrived at the street at the end of the pier they stopped to talk.


  Mandie told them about the bread and cheese, which they hadn’t been able to see from the window. “I’m puzzled now about Alex and the other man,” she said as they sat on a low wall nearby.


  Uncle Ned said, “Man grieving himself to death. Sad, but dangerous. Papoose must not bother man.”


  “But, Uncle Ned, someone needs to talk to him and make him understand that he didn’t kill his family. It was the storm,” Mandie insisted.


  “Papoose say other man come to boat, talk to big man,” Uncle Ned said. “He come enough times big man will listen to him.”


  “I have been thinking that man is a thief and that man’s picture is in the newspaper,” Mandie mused. “It doesn’t all make sense. Unless Alex is really a thief, too.”


  “But that other man has been bringing Alex food,” Jonathan said.


  “Maybe Alex is just putting on, with the crying and all, trying to make people feel sorry for him and to cover up his meanness,” Celia suggested.


  “No, that couldn’t be, because he cries when there’s no one there to hear,” Mandie told her.


  “Grief real,” Uncle Ned said firmly. “Man grieving.”


  “Well, what can we do, Uncle Ned?” Mandie asked.


  Uncle Ned frowned and said, “We think something. Now we go to hotel.” He stood up. Mandie rose and grasped his hand.


  “Please wait a minute, Uncle Ned,” she said. Turning to her friends, she said, “Do y’all mind if I stay here a few minutes more and talk to Uncle Ned about something else that’s bothering me? We’ll only be a few minutes.”


  “Sure, Mandie, we’ll go on back,” Jonathan agreed. “I’ll walk Snowball back for you.” He took the end of the kitten’s leash.


  “If your grandmother has returned, we’ll tell her where you are,” Celia said as she and Jonathan went off up the street, with Snowball trying to run ahead. “I have the newspaper.” She held it up.


  Mandie and Uncle Ned sat back down. She didn’t know exactly how to begin. Uncle Ned silently waited.


  “Uncle Ned, I’ve been bad, terribly bad with my grandmother,  and I don’t know how to fix things,” Mandie began, with a quiver in her voice.


  “Bad?” the old Indian questioned as she paused.


  “You see, my grandmother and I had an awful argument and she’s still mad at me,” Mandie continued. “Neither one of us mentions the argument but there is a... a...strain, I guess you’d call it, between us since then.”


  “Tell about argument, Papoose,” Uncle Ned said, watching her closely.


  Mandie related what had occurred between her grandmother and her because she had touched the muslin in the museum. She placed the blame on herself. She realized now that she shouldn’t say mean things back when someone said something to her that she didn’t like. She should have just ignored it.


  “I really love my grandmother, Uncle Ned, regardless of what happened years ago,” Mandie said, tears filling her blue eyes. “And I’m afraid I’ve caused her not to love me anymore.”


  Uncle Ned put an arm around Mandie’s thin shoulders. “Papoose did wrong. Papoose must tell grandmother sorry. Must ask forgiveness.”


  “I’ll try, Uncle Ned, but when I went to her room and intended apologizing, I just couldn’t make myself say a word about it,” Mandie said.


  “Grandmother also wrong. Need tell Papoose she sorry,” Uncle Ned said.


  Mandie looked at him in surprise. “Why was my grandmother wrong?”


  “Grandmother should not say bad things about Jim Shaw that upset Papoose,” the old Indian tried to explain. “Grandmother must forgive, too, because she was one who caused problem at start by separating mother of Papoose and Jim Shaw. Must all forgive each other. And Papoose must ask Big God forgive her.”


  Mandie leaned close to the old Indian as his arm tightened about her shoulders; and as he raised his face toward the sky, she knew he was waiting for her to follow suit.


  Looking at the white clouds sailing high in the blue sky, Mandie saw God in her mind, sitting at His window and looking down on the world. She could feel His love as a tremor ran through her. “Dear God,  please forgive me for hurting my grandmother. I’m sorry.” Tears blurred her vision and she added, “Thank you, dear God, thank you.”


  “Thank you, Big God,” Uncle Ned repeated after her.


  Mandie turned to put her arms around the old Indian in a quick hug, and said, “And, thank you, Uncle Ned. I love you. Please don’t ever get old and die and leave me.”


  Uncle Ned smiled as they stood up. “We must all go see Big God one day,” he said. “Jim Shaw up there in happy hunting ground waiting for us.”


  “I know,” Mandie said softly as she looked back up at the sky.


  As they walked toward the hotel, Mandie felt as though a burden had been lifted off her small shoulders. She wanted to get back and talk to her grandmother.


  And she also wanted to talk with her friends about what they would do next concerning Alex, the room full of boxes, and the other man. But at least now she had Uncle Ned to help her solve this mystery.


  CHAPTER TWELVE


  UNEXPECTED HAPPENINGS


  When Mandie and Uncle Ned arrived back at the hotel, Celia and Jonathan were waiting for them in the reception room. Snowball’s leash was tied to a chair leg and he was curled up asleep on the rug. Celia still had the newspaper.


  “Is my grandmother back?” Mandie asked as she and Uncle Ned approached her friends.


  “No, not yet,” Jonathan said as he turned around to look at the front door. “But here she comes now with Senator Morton.” He motioned toward the door.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton hurried inside, then stopped abruptly when they saw everyone waiting for them.


  “Well, well, quite a reception committee,” Senator Morton said, laughing. He reached to shake hands with Uncle Ned. “Good to see you again, sir.”


  “And you,” Uncle Ned replied as Mrs. Taft also greeted him.


  “I’m so glad you finally caught up with us. I feel the young people are so much safer with you around, Uncle Ned.”


  The old Indian smiled and dropped his gaze. He never knew how to react to a compliment.


  “What are you planning now, Grandmother?” Mandie eagerly asked as they all stood there.


  Before she could answer, Jonathan spoke up. “Senator Morton, there’s a message to you from my aunt and uncle at the desk. It came this morning.”


  “I’ll get it,” the senator said, going over to the desk clerk.


  “Amanda, before we discuss any plans, let’s all get cleaned up and take a little walk before supper,” Mrs. Taft told her. “We’ve been cooped up all day without any exercise and all that food—I just couldn’t resist it.”


  Senator Morton rejoined them with two pieces of paper in his hand. “I also received a wire from your father, Jonathan,” the senator said, extending a piece of paper to the boy. “Read it if you’d like.” Turning to Mrs. Taft he said, “His father would like him to travel on with us. He’s unable to catch up with us right now. And his aunt and uncle are going back out of town again.”


  Jonathan read the message and handed it back to the senator. He tried not to look disappointed as he said, “He must have known we haven’t solved the mystery here yet and that Mandie would need my help.”


  Mrs. Taft quickly looked at her granddaughter. “Amanda,” she said as she sank into a nearby chair, “what have y’all been up to while we were gone?”


  Jonathan grimaced as he realized he had given away their secret. Mandie gave him an exasperated look.


  “This man on the old boat down at the far end of the pier is in bad shape, Grandmother. He needs our help,” Mandie said as she leaned toward her grandmother. “The police caught the man who stole the paintings, but he escaped and has been going down to see the man on the boat—”


  “Amanda! What on earth are you talking about?” Mrs. Taft interrupted impatiently. She looked at Uncle Ned and asked, “What have they been into now?”


  The old Indian shook his head and looked at Mandie. “Papoose must tell you,” he said.


  “All right, Amanda, let’s go on up to my room,” Mrs. Taft said, rising from the chair. She told the others, “We’ll meet here again in about thirty minutes, if that’s all right with y’all.”


  The others agreed as they all went toward the elevator. Mandie carried her kitten.


  Celia looked at Mandie and said, “I’ll take Snowball on up to our rooms for you. And I still have the newspaper.” She waved it at Mandie.


  “Thanks, Celia,” Mandie said, handing Snowball to her.


  As Mrs. Taft opened the door to her suite and Mandie followed her inside, Mandie was suddenly overcome with emotion. Mrs. Taft sat down nearby as she removed her hat. Mandie ran to kneel before her and hold her hands.


  “Grandmother, I’m sorry for the way I’ve acted with you, the argument about my father. Please forgive me. I do really and truly love you,” Mandie said, tears flooding her blue eyes.


  To her surprise Mrs. Taft pulled her up onto her lap and hugged her tight. As the lady spoke, Mandie noticed that her voice quivered. “Amanda, I was wrong, too. Please forgive me. I am awfully headstrong sometimes. That’s probably where you get your unpredictable impulses. I love you, too, dear, with all my heart.”


  Mandie leaned back to smile at her grandmother and saw tears streaming down her cheeks. Reaching in her pocket Mandie pulled out her handkerchief and said, “Here, Grandmother, you first and then me.” Her voice shook. She reached up and dried her grandmother’s face and then wiped her own eyes.


  Mrs. Taft gave her a little push off her lap. “I’m afraid you’ve got too big to hold like that,” she said with a little laugh.


  “I know I have. I was about to fall off,” Mandie said with a grin. She sat on the carpet in front of her grandmother’s chair.


  “Now that we’ve both forgiven each other, what was this about that man on the boat?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “His name is Alex. He needs our help, Grandmother,” Mandie said, and then she suddenly had a bright idea. “Grandmother, I know how you’ve helped a lot of people, like Violet and Lily on the ship, and Hilda back home, and all the others. Alex is all alone and has no one to help him, or love him. He lost his wife and his little girl in an accident on his boat during a bad storm, and he blames himself for it. And the man who’s been visiting him and taking him food was arrested by the police for stealing the paintings and—”


  “Amanda, dear, please start at the beginning. You are not making any sense at all,” Mrs. Taft told her with a slight smile.


  “Sorry, Grandmother,” Mandie said, and she related their entire  adventures. She wanted to wipe the slate clean between them, and she didn’t want to hold anything back.


  Mrs. Taft listened with a frown and a gasp now and then. When Mandie finished she said, “Amanda, Uncle Ned is right. The stolen paintings are the police’s business. And if this man Alex is connected with that, then we need to ask the police to look into—”


  “Excuse me, Grandmother, but—” Mandie interrupted.


  Mrs. Taft interrupted her. “However, if the man is innocent of any wrongdoing, I’ll be glad to do whatever I can for him. But we must be sure he is not connected with the theft.”


  Mandie sighed. “All right, Grandmother. But how are we going to do that?”


  Mrs. Taft stood up, smiled, and said, “As you’re always saying, we’ll find a way. Now go get cleaned up so we won’t keep the others waiting.”


  Mandie jumped to her feet, quickly planted a kiss on her grandmother’s cheek, and ran for the door. “I’ll be ready in five minutes. I love you.” She was out the door and gone before Mrs. Taft could reply.


  Mandie felt lighthearted. She ran into the rooms she shared with Celia and found her friend already putting on clean clothes. Snowball was asleep on the bed.


  “Grandmother is going to help us solve our mystery,” Mandie said in a singsong as she ran for the wardrobe to get a clean dress.


  Celia whirled around and looked at her friend in surprise.


  “Your grandmother? You told her everything?” Celia asked in disbelief.


  Mandie smiled and said, “Yes, everything. And she’s going to help us find out whether Alex is a crook or not; and if he isn’t, then she’s going to help him.”


  “Help him?” Celia asked.


  “With all her money she could help lots and lots of people,” Mandie replied as she pulled off her dress.


  “But, Mandie, it isn’t just money Alex needs,” Celia reminded her.


  “I know, but Grandmother always thinks in terms of money. So we can let her supply the money and we’ll do the rest, like trying to help him overcome his guilt problem,” Mandie said, rushing into the bathroom to wash up.


  When the girls were ready to leave the rooms, Mandie looked at Snowball fast asleep in the middle of her bed. He was probably worn out by all the activity that day.


  “Are you taking Snowball?” Celia asked.


  “I think I’ll take a chance and let him sleep, but I’ll move him into the bathroom and shut the door,” Mandie said, rushing to put a pillow on the bathroom floor and then returning to take him in there and place him on the pillow. Snowball didn’t even wake up all the way as she picked him up. He opened one blue eye, looked up at his mistress, and slept right on.


  “He is tired. He didn’t even protest,” Mandie said as she closed the door.


  The girls rushed downstairs to join the others and found they were the first ones there. They sat on a nearby settee, and Mandie glanced at the newspaper she had brought with her.


  “This must be an awfully smart man to escape jail so soon after they arrested him,” Mandie remarked, looking at the photo on the front page. “But then I suppose thieves have to be smart like that.”


  Jonathan came into the room. “We young ones sure do get around fast, don’t we?” He looked around at other guests of the hotel in the reception room.


  “Not really fast. Here come Grandmother and Senator Morton and Uncle Ned now,” Mandie said with a grin.


  Mrs. Taft spoke to Mandie. “Uncle Ned and Senator Morton and I have discussed things and have decided you young people should show the senator and me this room with the boxes and the old boat.” She smiled. “Now, let’s go.”


  Mandie was surprised, but she smiled at her grandmother as she and her friends led the way. She held on to the newspaper.


  When they reached the entrance to the tunnel, the young people paused for the older ones to catch up with them.


  “The room with the boxes is in here,” Mandie explained as she opened the door and went inside.


  They soon came to the room that opened into the one with the boxes. Mandie opened the first door and found the door to the inner room standing open. As she hurried to inspect the boxes, she could see that nothing had been disturbed. The small painting was still lying where the man had left it when they saw him in the room.


  “You see all these rocks? They were packed in straw in the wooden boxes that we broke open there,” Mandie explained to her grandmother. “And this little painting was inside another box we opened.”


  Mrs. Taft quickly looked at the painting. “This looks like an original, but I don’t see a signature on it anywhere.” She examined it closely.


  “We couldn’t find one either,” Jonathan spoke up.


  Mrs. Taft looked at the senator and asked, “Do you have a knife? I believe this frame has been put over the signature.”


  Senator Morton didn’t have a knife but Uncle Ned did, and he carefully pried the corner of the frame loose. Mrs. Taft was right. There was a name on the corner of the painting.


  “Moire? Hmmm, I don’t recognize that name as belonging to any artist I’ve ever heard of, but then I haven’t heard of all the artists whose works are worth money,” Mrs. Taft said as she touched the signature with her finger.


  “Neither have I,” Senator Morton agreed as he took the painting and inspected it. Then he pushed the frame back together and laid the painting down where they had found it.


  “All right now, let’s go on,” Mrs. Taft told the young people.


  Mandie led the way to the old boat. She was secretly wondering how her grandmother could ever get up the rope ladders and onto the boat. But as the pier came in sight, she knew that problem was solved. Alex was walking down the pier toward the street.


  “There’s Alex!” she said excitedly, pointing to the man in the distance.


  “I wonder what made him leave his boat,” Jonathan remarked as they walked on.


  Mandie watched as they came closer. She saw Alex come to the end of the pier and then walk to his left. She knew there was a small park in that direction and she figured that was where he was headed. And she was right. He stepped off the street into the grassy section and sat down on a nearby bench.


  Mandie dropped back to speak to her grandmother. “Look, that man on the bench over there. That’s Alex. Something has caused him to leave the boat,” she said excitedly.


  “Then we’ll go talk to him in the park,” Mrs. Taft said, heading in that direction.


  When they approached the man, the adults stayed back until the young people had made him aware of their presence.


  “Mister Alex, I’m so glad you came out for a walk,” Mandie said as she advanced toward him. Jonathan and Celia stayed right behind her.


  Alex looked surprised and at a loss for words for a moment. Then he asked, “Where is that white kitten?”


  “Oh, Snowball was so tired and sleepy, we left him back at the hotel,” Mandie explained as she and her friends came closer.


  “And what be you wanting this time?” Alex asked as he glanced back and saw the adults coming in his direction.


  Mandie held out the newspaper and said, “I wanted you to see this newspaper, for one thing. That’s your friend’s picture on the front page and—”


  Alex took the paper, looked at it, and immediately said in a loud voice, “That is not my friend! Once and for all, that is not my friend!” He threw the paper at Mandie.


  “That’s the same man who comes to see you on the boat,” Mandie insisted as she picked up the newspaper.


  The adults had stopped to listen. And suddenly Mandie was aware of a policeman standing nearby. She had not seen him come up.


  “Is something wrong?” the policeman asked Mandie.


  Mandie held the newspaper out to him. “This man on the front page comes to visit this man called Alex here on his boat down there. We’ve seen him several times.”


  “We have arrested that man for stealing paintings,” the policeman told her. He looked at Alex. “I do not know anything about this man on the bench.”


  “They are friends. When this man you arrested escaped, he came to Alex’s boat. We saw him,” Mandie insisted.


  The policeman looked at her in surprise. “The man in the paper there whom we arrested is still in jail. I just left him after an hour of interrogation. He will not tell us what he has done with the paintings, but he is still in jail.”


  Mandie and her friends looked at one another, puzzled.


  “Well?” she said.


  Suddenly Alex stood up. They turned to look at him. The short dark man who had visited him was approaching from the street.


  Mandie thought, Uh-huh, we’ll prove to the policeman that the dark man coming here is the same one. The officer was also watching the man as he drew nearer.


  The short dark man ignored them and went straight to Alex and put an arm around his shoulders. “Oh, Alex, this is in answer to my prayers, to see you out like this.” He sat down as Alex did.


  Mandie shook the newspaper at the policeman and said, “You see that man there? He’s the same one whose picture is in the newspaper. Look!”


  The policeman glanced at the paper and then at the dark man.


  “Miss, you would never make a policeman. Don’t you see the different hairline on this man and the one in the paper? His ears stick out,” he explained to the young people.


  The three moved nearer to examine their suspect on the bench. He smiled up at them.


  “I am glad to see you again,” the man said. “And isn’t it wonderful that the Lord has spoken to Alex and caused him to come off that wrecked boat?”


  “What an incorrect statement, my friend,” Alex said. “It was the beautiful young lady there with the blond hair and blue, blue eyes who persuaded me to reassess my guilt.” He smiled at Mandie.


  Mandie gasped. “You mean what I said helped you? Oh, it’s almost too good to believe!” She smiled at him as tears of joy filled her eyes.


  The adults had stood back, listening and watching. Now Mrs. Taft walked forward.


  “This is my granddaughter,” she said to Alex. “She told me you might need a little help, perhaps to get your boat repaired so you can work again. You are a fisherman, aren’t you?”


  Alex and his friend had stood up. “I was a fisherman, madam. However, my minister friend runs an orphanage, and he has been after me for a long time to come and work with him, and that’s what I’ve decided to do,” Alex explained with a big smile. “I thank you for your concern.”


  Mandie watched to see what her grandmother would do. The policeman was still standing there, too. She went to whisper to Uncle Ned, “I hope she gives the orphanage some money.”


  Uncle Ned smiled and squeezed her hand.


  Mandie was right. Her grandmother was saying, “Oh, but an orphanage can always use some extra money.” She turned to the minister. “Would you care to come to the hotel where we are staying and let’s discuss this matter?”


  “Of course, madam,” the minister said, smiling broadly.


  The policeman approached Mandie and said, “That settles your question, doesn’t it now? There are two different men who look a great deal alike.”


  “Yes, sir, but we know something else you might like to hear about,” Mandie said as she looked at Jonathan and Celia, who crowded close.


  “And what is that, may I ask?” the policeman said.


  “You told us the man you arrested wouldn’t tell you where he hid the paintings. We think we know, don’t we?” She turned to her two friends and they both nodded.


  “And where is that? And how do you know about this?” the policeman asked. He was looking over the three young people and added, “Americans, are you?”


  “Yes, sir,” all three answered.


  “We found a room full of boxes,” Mandie began. “We broke open three of the boxes. Two of them had nothing but rocks and straw inside. The third box had a small painting inside it.”


  The policeman got excited immediately. “Where? Where is this place you are talking about?”


  “In the tunnel that comes out down this way,” Mandie pointed.


  “Show me,” the policeman demanded.


  Mrs. Taft and the other adults had been talking and now they stopped to listen.


  “Grandmother, this policeman wants to see the room in the tunnel,” Mandie told her.


  “Very well. We’ll walk back that way,” Mrs. Taft agreed. She turned to Alex and the minister. “Are you coming along?”


  “Yes, madam,” they both said as they followed Mrs. Taft, Senator Morton, and Uncle Ned.


  The young people went ahead with the policeman.


  As they all stood around the room in the tunnel watching the policeman examine things, everyone was excited about the way it had all turned out.


  “Yes, miss, I’d say some smuggling has been going on here,” the policeman said to Mandie. “We’ll let you know as soon as we have opened the other boxes.”


  “I certainly would like to know that the thief has been caught and you were able to recover the stolen paintings,” Mandie told him.


  “We will walk back to the hotel now. The policeman can find us there if he needs to,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “Yes, madam,” the policeman agreed as he continued moving boxes around.


  Then Mandie remembered something and she told the officer, “There were two policemen here once before. They found the door open and mentioned some man’s name, but we couldn’t understand what it was.”


  “Thank you. I will find out,” the man said.


  As the young people walked along behind the adults, Mandie remarked, “What about that? The man was a minister all the time and I thought he was a thief.”


  “You can’t judge too much from appearances sometimes. He doesn’t look as if he has much money,” Jonathan said in a low voice.


  “I know,” Mandie whispered. “And I hope Grandmother gives him a big chunk of hers for the orphanage.”


  The young people waited with Uncle Ned in the reception room while Mrs. Taft, Senator Morton, and the two men discussed business in the tea parlor.


  “Oh, this has all turned out so wonderful this time,” Mandie remarked to her friends.


  Jonathan and Celia smiled.


  “There is more to come,” Uncle Ned told them.


  The three were instantly curious.


  “What?” they all asked.


  “Big reward for finding paintings,” Uncle Ned told them.


  The three looked at one another with big eyes; then as though reading one another’s thoughts, they simultaneously shook their heads.


  “We don’t want the money,” Mandie said, and her friends nodded in agreement.


  “Orphanage can use lots of money,” the old Indian reminded them.


  “Of course. That’s what we’ll do with it if they give us a reward, won’t we?” she asked her friends.


  “Right,” Jonathan agreed.


  “Yes,” Celia said. “Those poor children always need money.”


  Mandie looked back at Uncle Ned. “Are you going to Holland with us?”


  Uncle Ned nodded. “Yes, must watch over Papoose and her mysteries. Big mystery in Holland.”


  “There is? How do you know?” Mandie asked quickly.


  “What is it?” Jonathan wanted to know.


  “Here we go again,” said Celia.


  Uncle Ned continued to smile and said, “Would not be mystery if I tell you what it is. Must be patient. Wait and see.”


  “Now you have us so curious, we’ll be counting the minutes until we get to Holland,” Mandie said with a big smile.


  “Count minutes to tomorrow. Leave then for Holland,” Uncle Ned replied.


  “Tomorrow! Oh, that’s great!” Mandie exclaimed.


  That night she and Celia lay awake discussing their adventures in Antwerp. And they played a guessing game as to what the mystery in Holland would be, and whether that strange woman from the ship would also turn up in that country.
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  CHAPTER ONE


  QUESTIONS IN HOLLAND


  “I hear music!” Mandie Shaw exclaimed. She quickly turned to look all around from the carriage in which she and her friends, Celia Hamilton and Jonathan Guyer, were traveling in Holland.


  Her grandmother, Mrs. Taft, and their family friend, Senator Morton, sat across from them. The adults turned and smiled as the young people searched for a glimpse of the source of the music.


  “It’s probably a parade, from the sound of it, dear,” Mrs. Taft told Mandie.


  “A parade!” Celia said, pushing back her long auburn hair under the bonnet she was wearing.


  “It probably is a parade,” Jonathan spoke up. “This is flower season in Holland and they have lots of flower parades.”


  “How do you know?” Mandie asked as she glanced at him.


  Jonathan smiled at her and said, “You forget. First of all, this is the country of my ancestors. And I have also been to school in this country.”


  “Sorry, I keep forgetting you are so well-traveled,” Mandie teased as she held on to her white kitten, Snowball, who was awake now and trying to get out of her lap.


  “Well, when you get back home to North Carolina, you will also be able to say you are well-traveled, at least for a thirteen-year-old girl,” Jonathan told her with his mischievous grin.


  Just as Mandie opened her mouth to reply, Celia excitedly pointed outside. “There it is. It is a parade. Oh, all those beautiful flowers!” she exclaimed.


  Mandie quickly looked over at the spectacle on the road that crossed theirs just ahead. She glanced back at Jonathan and said, “You were actually right.” Pushing close to Celia at the window, she said, “I’ve never in my life seen so many flowers. And so many colors, too. Everything seems to be made out of flowers. Those carts and the ponies pulling them are just covered. And look, even the people in it are wearing whole blankets of flowers. I wonder how they get the flowers to stay together?”


  The driver of their carriage brought the vehicle to a halt at the intersection. To Mandie, the parade seemed to be miles long.


  “Grandmother, could we just get out while we’re stopped so we can smell the flowers?” Mandie asked Mrs. Taft.


  “Yes, that would be a good idea. We’ll all just stand outside and stretch our legs,” Mrs. Taft told her.


  Jonathan was already opening the door and helping the girls down as Senator Morton rose to assist Mrs. Taft. The young people rushed forward to stand as near as they could get without interfering with the progress of the parade.


  Mandie smiled at the people walking in the parade, but she realized they were looking straight ahead without a glance in her direction. She waved, but the participants still wouldn’t acknowledge her presence.


  “Oh, I can’t get anyone to look at me,” Mandie said with a sigh.


  “Why do you want them to look at you? They have to keep step and watch where they’re going,” Jonathan said, then added, “They can probably tell we’re nobody important.”


  “Jonathan, you don’t have to be important to say hello to somebody,” Mandie protested as she continued to wave.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton walked up behind the young people. “Permit me to explain, Miss Amanda,” Senator Morton said, with a smile at Jonathan. “Those people can’t wave or turn their heads because they are weighted down with flowers all over their bodies. If they made a wrong movement they’d probably tear some of the flowers loose.”


  “Oh,” Mandie said, dropping her arm. “I understand. I won’t wave,  then. I don’t want to cause them to damage something.” She watched as the parade continued by.


  “I’m sure they won’t mind if you want to wave, dear,” Mrs. Taft said, “even though they can’t wave back.”


  At that moment, a full band came into view playing a lively march. The musicians walked faster and urged the pony carts on. The three young people clapped to the music as they watched.


  Without interrupting her clapping, Mandie looked up at her grandmother and said, “The musicians have so many flowers on them and their instruments, I don’t see how they can play.”


  “They’re experienced. There are so many flower parades in this country, I imagine these people are in more than one parade,” Mrs. Taft explained.


  “Oh, Mandie, did you see that man with the horn blow off a rose?” Celia asked, pointing to where the flower fell by the road.


  Mandie rushed forward, snatched up the rose, and moved back to the side of the road. She smelled its fragrance and touched the velvet petals as Snowball squirmed in her arms.


  “I’ll press this and take it home with me,” Mandie said.


  “The end seems to be coming up. Shall we return to the carriage?” Senator Morton asked Mrs. Taft as the last figures came into sight.


  “Yes, we should be hurrying on so we can get to the house before dark,” Mrs. Taft said, turning back toward the waiting carriage. “Come along, Amanda, Celia, Jonathan.”


  As they all took their seats in the vehicle, Mandie asked, “This house we’re going to be staying in, will there be other people there?”


  “No, dear, only the servants. We rented it from a family who had it listed with a real-estate agency. They are all away for the summer,” Mrs. Taft explained.


  “I hope it’s not too big and spooky like the one in Switzerland,” Mandie told her.


  “It’s not that big,” her grandmother said. “There are bedrooms for all of us and one for Uncle Ned when he comes.”


  Uncle Ned was Mandie’s father’s Cherokee friend. When Jim Shaw died, the old Indian had promised to watch over Mandie. He had even journeyed to Europe in order to keep his promise. But he seemed to have acquaintances all over the world, and was always going off somewhere to visit someone.


  “Uncle Ned promised he would spend more time with us in Holland than he has in all the other countries we’ve visited,” Mandie said, holding the bright red rose she had picked up. Just as the driver started off with the vehicle, Mandie looked down the road at the end of the parade still in sight. “They sure are marching awfully slow at the end of the line,” she remarked.


  Celia and Jonathan looked out the window. At that moment, two figures broke away from the marching column and ran back the way they had come.


  “Look, they’re leaving the parade!” Mandie exclaimed, watching them come closer.


  “Maybe they live around here someplace,” Jonathan said.


  As the two participants came nearer, Mandie got a look at their faces. One was a beautiful blond girl and the other was a handsome dark fellow. They kept looking back at the parade disappearing in the distance as they ran. The carriage approached the intersection, and they hurried past without a glance at the vehicle. The driver had to slow the horses to keep from hitting them.


  “She was pretty, wasn’t she?” Celia remarked.


  “And he was good-looking,” Mandie added with a smile. She laid the rose in her lap, and tied Snowball’s leash to the door handle. Then she pulled her journal and a pencil out of a bag at her feet. “I think I’ll press this rose in my diary,” she said, opening the book to a blank page. She inserted the rose and pressed the book closed, holding it firmly in her lap.


  “Are you going to record our journey from Belgium to Holland?” Celia asked as she took her journal and pencil from her bag.


  “I suppose so,” Mandie said. “But I’m going to run out of paper for 1901 if I keep writing about everything we see and do. I think I’ll have to stay home next year and catch up on other things.” She pushed her long, blond braid under her bonnet, and her blue eyes turned thoughtful as she opened the book to begin writing.


  “You girls had better not let that Miss Prudence, or whatever her name is at your school in Asheville, find out you’ve done all this writing,” Jonathan teased. “She’ll be having you read it to your class.”


  “Never!” Mandie said, scribbling away in her book. “No one is ever going to read what I write in this diary.”


  “Nor mine,” Celia added.


  “No one?” Jonathan questioned Mandie with a grin. “Not even that Joe fellow who wants to marry you when the two of you grow up?”


  Mandie frowned and gave him a stern look. “Not even him. No one.”


  “About ten years from now I’ll ask you again about that diary,” Jonathan said, still grinning.


  “I doubt that I’ll see you around ten years from now. You’ll be grown and married,” Mandie said, without looking up from her writing.


  “And where will you be in 1911? Probably married to that Joe back home,” Jonathan teased.


  “Jonathan Guyer—” Mandie began loudly.


  “Amanda,” Mrs. Taft interrupted. “What are you arguing about?”


  Mandie looked at her grandmother’s stern face and replied, “Nothing really, Grandmother. I’m sorry if I disturbed you. I was just writing in my journal.”


  “I apologize, Mrs. Taft,” Jonathan said. “I was only teasing Mandie, and I suppose we were talking too loud.”


  “We’ll soon be to the house where we’ll be staying,” Mrs. Taft told them. “Then you can go outside and argue to your hearts’ content.”


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie said. She put her journal and the pencil back into the bag, and straightened up to watch the scenery through the carriage window. Turning back to her friends, she sighed and said, “I wonder who those people were that we saw leave the parade. They were acting mysteriously.”


  “Oh, Mandie, you always see a mystery in everything,” Celia said. “I didn’t see anything mysterious about those people.”


  “Well, I can imagine, can’t I? Besides, Uncle Ned told us we would find another mystery in Holland,” Mandie said.


  “I think he said that because he knows you always find an adventure everywhere you go,” Jonathan said.


  “And you always join in,” Mandie reminded him as she moved her feet from where Snowball was sleeping. She suddenly straightened up and exclaimed, “Look! Real windmills!” She pointed to two large windmills standing in a distant field full of blooming purple flowers.


  Jonathan and Celia crowded close to the window to look. “The blades are set for celebration,” Jonathan said.


  “What do you mean?” Mandie asked.


  “The people in this country use windmill blades for signals,” he explained. “When the blades are stationary and set with the top blade just before what would be twelve o’clock, like those out there, that means a celebration is going on—probably the rose parade we just saw.”


  “Are there other signals?” Celia asked.


  “When the top blade is stopped right past the twelve o’clock mark, that is an indication of mourning. And when the blades are set at three, six, nine, and twelve o’clock positions, the miller is resting for a short period. When set at one-thirty, four-thirty, seven-thirty, and ten-thirty, the miller is resting for a longer period of time,” the boy replied.


  “That’s interesting. Are there more?” Mandie asked.


  “That’s all I know,” Jonathan said. “Besides, I don’t see how there could be more positions. The four blades move together, you know.”


  “Do the people here really wear wooden shoes?” Mandie asked.


  “Sometimes,” Jonathan said. “Most of the time they wear shoes like everybody else, but the wooden shoes are part of their history. I had a pair once, but my feet got too big for them.” He laughed.


  “I want to buy a pair to take home,” Mandie said, and then with a grin she added, “I might even wear them to school.”


  “Mandie! You wouldn’t!” Celia exclaimed.


  “Why not?” Mandie asked.


  “Because I don’t think they would be comfortable. And besides, they’d probably be awfully noisy, and Miss Prudence wouldn’t stand for that,” Celia told her.


  “Well, I wouldn’t wear them all the time,” Mandie said.


  The young people had been talking and not paying any attention to the scenery. As a small house came into view, Mrs. Taft drew their attention to it. “That is the house,” she said, pointing to it.


  The three anxiously looked through the carriage window. It was a small house—quaint, and different from any they’d seen in the other countries. It was surrounded with flowers and willow trees. There didn’t seem to be any other structures nearby.


  “It’s built so low to the ground it looks like it has grown tired and just hunkered down,” Mandie said with a laugh as Snowball jumped into her lap.


  The others laughed with her, and the adults smiled.


  The driver pulled up in front of the house and jumped down to open the door of the carriage.


  “This is it, madam,” the man said as he offered Mrs. Taft his hand to assist her from the vehicle.


  Senator Morton followed and the young people sprang out behind him.


  Mrs. Taft stood still, looking puzzled. “I don’t see anyone. Surely the servants will come out and get our bags,” she said.


  They all remained where they were for a moment, and finally Senator Morton said, “I’ll just go to the door.” He quickly walked up the short pathway.


  Everyone watched while he knocked on the door. No one came outside.


  “Jonathan,” the senator called to him. “I know you are fluent in Dutch. Would you come here and call out that we have arrived—just in case the people don’t speak English.”


  “Yes, sir,” the boy replied as he hurried to join the senator. Mandie and Celia watched with Mrs. Taft as Jonathan knocked heavily on the door and called out in Dutch.


  Between the knocks and the calling there was complete silence. The sun was rapidly going down, and Mandie realized it must be near suppertime. Snowball stretched at the end of his red leash. The driver stood, waiting for someone to unload the baggage.


  Mrs. Taft quickly walked up the pathway, followed by the girls. “Don’t tell me there’s no one here,” she said crossly.


  “I’ll check the back, Mrs. Taft,” Jonathan offered.


  “You go around that way and I’ll go around this side,” Senator Morton told him. “We’ll meet at the back door.”


  As they disappeared around each side of the house, Mrs. Taft spoke to the girls, “I do hope this is the right house.”


  The driver overheard her and said, “Yes, madam, this is the house. I know the fellow who drives for these people. Their name is van Courtland, isn’t that correct? And they have gone on holiday.”


  “Yes, that’s right,” Mrs. Taft agreed. “When the real estate agency engaged the house for us and arranged for you to bring us here, I had no idea you knew the family. Then tell me, where are the servants?”


  “They would be with the family, except for the cook, one maid, and the manservant,” the driver explained.


  “Well, it doesn’t look like anyone is here at all,” Mrs. Taft said as she looked around again. “Thank goodness we have engaged you and your carriage for our stay here.”


  “Maybe we came on the wrong date,” Mandie suggested.


  “No, dear, the real estate agency confirmed our reservation for the house,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “Then maybe the servants got the date mixed up and went off somewhere,” Mandie guessed.


  “That’s possible,” her grandmother replied.


  “But highly unlikely that all the servants would leave the house at the same time,” the driver said, standing by the horses that were becoming restless.


  Celia spoke to the driver. “Mr.... er... uh, I’m afraid I don’t know your name...”


  “William, miss,” the driver told her.


  Celia smiled at him and said, “Mr. William, are there other people living around here? I don’t see any other houses.”


  “Certainly, miss,” William said. “Just a stone’s throw to the east there is a lovely widow and her son, and to the west there is the miller and his family. You would have to go around back in order to see the windmill.”


  “A windmill! Come on, Celia, we have to go look!” Mandie said excitedly, picking up Snowball.


  “Wait, not so fast,” Mrs. Taft told her. “I am going with you to see what is keeping the senator and Jonathan so long.” Turning back to the driver, she said, “William, wait here, please. We’ll be right back.”


  “Yes, madam,” he said.


  The girls and Mrs. Taft went around the side of the house where Senator Morton had gone. The pathway was covered with cobblestones, and the sweet scent of red roses growing along the way floated around them as their long skirts swished the air. The house did seem to be “hunkering down,” as Mandie had said. The windows opened almost to the ground and the roof hung low. Evidently its stone walls were old but well-kept. And it was much larger than it had looked from the front.


  “Senator Morton,” Mrs. Taft called as they rounded the corner to the back yard. “Jonathan.”


  No one answered. Mandie ran ahead when they finally spotted the back door, but the senator and Jonathan were nowhere to be seen.


  Mandie paused before the door and waited for her grandmother and Celia. “I don’t see them anywhere,” Mandie said.


  Mrs. Taft quickly looked around. “Perhaps they went inside.”


  She started toward the closed door and then paused as Mandie said, “No, Grandmother. I see them coming through the yard there.”


  The three of them waited as Senator Morton and Jonathan came toward them from the direction of a barn that was set a great distance back in the yard.


  “Sorry, but there doesn’t seem to be anyone around,” Senator Morton told them.


  “Not even in the barn,” Jonathan added.


  “Oh, goodness, what will we do?” Mrs. Taft exclaimed. “Something has obviously gone wrong with our plans.”


  “Well, did you try the door to see if it’s locked?” Mandie asked, turning back.


  “No, we didn’t,” Senator Morton said. “No one came when we knocked.”


  Mandie reached for the door handle, and at her touch the door slowly swung inward. The smell of freshly baked bread reached her nostrils. There was a sudden rattling of iron pans as she tried to see inside the dark room. Then a large cat came hurtling out, growling as he passed Snowball on his leash. A loud bang seemed to shake the house. Mandie jumped back in fright and stumbled over Celia, who was directly behind her.


  Mandie steadied herself and said in a hoarse whisper, “There’s somebody in there!”


  CHAPTER TWO


  SHE CAN’T HEAR, AND HE CAN’T SPEAK


  Even the adults froze as the racket in the room continued. Mrs. Taft reached for the senator’s arm, and he held her hand. When Mandie stepped backward, Celia grasped her by the skirt, and Jonathan put an arm around both the girls to steady them when they collided.


  Suddenly there was complete silence in the room, and the young people cautiously moved forward to peek inside. They heard a woman’s voice humming a song, softly at first, then building to high-pitched, off-key notes.


  Mandie whispered to her friends, “Let’s see who’s in there.” She stepped through the doorway. Jonathan and Celia followed. Once inside, Mandie could see that it was a large kitchen illuminated only by the failing light of day through several windows. In the far corner she spied an old woman busily stirring something in a large bowl on a table.


  “Pardon me, ma’am, but we couldn’t get anyone to the door,” Mandie said, slowly approaching the woman. She was wearing an old mobcap and a flowing white apron over a severe black dress. There was no response. Mandie moved nearer and spoke again, “Ma’am, we are the people who have rented this place—” she began.


  Mrs. Taft interrupted as she hurried toward the old woman. “Amanda,


  I’ll take care of it.” As she finally stood in front of the woman, she was able to get her attention. The servant looked up, smiled at Mrs. Taft, and went on with her work.


  “I am Mrs. Taft. We’ve rented this place while the owners are on vacation,” Mandie’s grandmother tried to explain to the woman. But she continued stirring the contents of the bowl and ignored her.


  Mrs. Taft looked up at Senator Morton. “What do you think is wrong?” Mrs. Taft asked him in a low voice.


  “I believe the woman must be deaf. That would explain all the noise. She can’t hear what she’s doing,” Senator Morton said. Then walking nearer to the woman he stopped in front of her, touched her on the shoulder, and began making signs with his hands and his face. He tried to explain who they were.


  The woman watched intently and then suddenly reached for a heavy rope hanging near the stove. She pulled on it, and a loud bell rang outside.


  The young people listened and watched. Suddenly a tall, husky man rushed through the doorway and looked around the room. When he saw Mrs. Taft and the others, he stopped and stared.


  Senator Morton spoke up. “We are the Americans who have rented this place while the owners are on vacation. I assume you work here. We haven’t been able to get anyone to the door, and the lady here evidently can’t hear us,” he said.


  The man smiled and nodded his head. He pointed to her ears and nodded in the affirmative. Then he pointed to his own mouth and shook his head.


  “I think I understand what you mean. You can hear, but you can’t speak, is that correct?” the senator asked.


  The man smiled again and nodded in the affirmative. Then he made signs to the senator that he was going out for their luggage. Senator Morton went with him.


  As they left the room, Mandie said, “The lady can’t hear and the man can’t talk. Well, I suppose they fill in for each other, but how are we going to communicate with them?”


  “I will take care of that, miss,” a woman’s voice said behind her, and she turned to see another woman, younger than the first, coming into the kitchen. She had her arms full of bundles, which she dumped  onto the large table at the end of the long room. Evidently, she had been shopping.


  “Thank goodness for someone who can speak,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “Madam, I am Gretchen, the maid. I will show you to your rooms,” the girl said, straightening her black uniform and adjusting the tiny white cap on top of her thick blond hair. “And anything that you and your party need, just ask me. I know how to communicate with Anna, the cook.” She turned, touched the old woman on the shoulder, and began using sign language and mouthing words. The woman responded in the same way and then smiled at Mrs. Taft.


  “Oh, I’d like to learn to do that,” Mandie commented.


  “Me too,” Celia said.


  “It is not hard to learn, but Anna does not understand English. You would have to learn in Dutch,” Gretchen said.


  “Does sign language vary for the different languages?” Jonathan asked.


  “I am not sure, but I also form words with my lips to help her to understand,” Gretchen said. “Now, if you will come with me...Dieter must have your luggage in your rooms by now. And Anna will have your meal ready within the hour.”


  The house only had two stories and was not huge like the other places in which they had stayed on their journey through Europe. Mandie, Celia, and Jonathan took in every detail as they went along the corridors. Gretchen first showed Mrs. Taft her rooms, which consisted of a small sitting room and a large bedroom. “The gentleman will be in the rooms next door to madam,” Gretchen told Mrs. Taft.


  At that moment, Senator Morton came out of the next room. “We ’ve finished bringing in all the luggage,” he said. William and Dieter followed him out into the hallway.


  “I will be taking a room in the barn, madam,” William said. “If you need me, all you have to do is send the maid.” He bowed slightly and turned to walk down the corridor.


  Dieter smiled and followed him.


  “Now, you, misses, will have a room together at the end of the hallway.” Gretchen pointed to her left as she spoke. “And you, young man, will have a room at the other end of the hallway.” She pointed to her right.


  Mandie and Celia quickly inspected the room the maid had showed them.


  “At least we have a bathroom. Snowball needs that when we go out and leave him,” Mandie remarked as she held tightly to the white kitten. Turning to Gretchen she asked, “Would it be possible for the manservant to get a box of sand and put it in our bathroom for Snowball?”


  “Of course, miss. We did not know you would be bringing an animal,” Gretchen said, smiling. “I will have that done immediately.” She left to take care of it.


  Once the door was shut, Mandie let Snowball down, and he roamed the room. She went to the heavy draperies and pulled them back to look outside. The girls were in a corner room with windows on both sides.


  “Celia, look! I can see the windmill that William must have been talking about. Way over there. See it?” she said, pointing across the fields behind the house. The blades of the windmill were barely visible in the distance.


  “Maybe we could go over for a closer look,” Celia suggested as she leaned forward and squinted her eyes.


  “William said the miller and his family live to the west, by the windmill, remember?” Mandie said. “And a widow and her son live to the east. I don’t think we can see the east side from here. If we are on the west side of the house, then Jonathan would be on the east. We’ll have to ask him if he can see the lady’s house.”


  “Right now we’d better clean up and change clothes,” Celia reminded her as she went to her trunk, unlocked it, and lifted the lid. “I’m going to hang up some of these clothes so they won’t be so wrinkled.” She took out dresses and hung them in the huge wardrobe.


  “I guess I’d better hang my dresses, too,” Mandie said. As she quickly hung each one, she said, “I still wonder where that girl and young man who left the parade went.”


  “Mandie, I don’t imagine we’ll ever find that out,” Celia said, slipping out of her traveling suit and pulling on a fresh, green voile dress. “We don’t even know who they were.”


  “Well, you never know,” Mandie replied as she buttoned up her pale blue dress. “I know Grandmother will take us sightseeing here, because she always does wherever we go. We might just run into them somewhere. I would know their faces if I saw them again.”


  The evening meal was served in a dining room that was about half the size of other places they had dined. Mandie looked around the table. It was still not as small as their dining room back home, but it was much more comfortable than the huge rooms they’d been in while in other countries.


  “I think I’m going to like Holland,” Mandie remarked as Gretchen began serving the meal. “I feel more at home here.”


  “Well, yes, I suppose you would,” Mrs. Taft replied from the end of the table. “But, remember, we are in the country. This is a country house. There are much more impressive places in the cities.” She turned back to converse with Senator Morton.


  Mandie leaned toward Jonathan across the table and asked in a low voice, “Can you see the widow lady’s house, that William told us about, from your window? We saw the windmill and the place where the miller lives from ours.”


  Jonathan nodded. “I saw a small cottage way off in the distance. I suppose that’s the one William referred to,” Jonathan told her. Then he asked, “Did you notice what position the windmill blades were in?”


  “Oh, shucks,” Mandie said with a sigh. “I forgot all about that. But I’ll look when we go back to our room.” She looked at her grandmother, who was deep in conversation with the senator. “And as soon as we get a chance, I’d like to go down there and look at it.” She took a bite of the freshly baked bread.


  Celia spoke up. “Your grandmother will take us sightseeing and we can see lots of windmills then.”


  “But that’s not the same. We’re practically living on the same property as the windmill,” Mandie said.


  “Be sure to look every chance you get to see what position the blades are in. Just tell me, and I’ll help you interpret what they mean,” Jonathan said.


  “Do you think we could visit the miller and his family and get him to show us the windmill?” Mandie asked, laying down her fork.


  “With or without your grandmother?” Jonathan teased.


  “Well, you know, if we went by ourselves—” Mandie began.


  Mrs. Taft interrupted, “Went where by yourselves, Amanda?”


  Mandie felt a flush come over her face. She had thought her grandmother was absorbed in conversation with Senator Morton. She tried to explain. “You know that windmill near the home of the miller and  his family that William told us about? Well, we can see it from our bedroom window, and we thought if you and Senator Morton were too busy, we could go over there by ourselves and see it,” she said all in a rush.


  “We’ll see about that,” Mrs. Taft said. “I do want you girls to see and learn everything you can about this country. I know Jonathan has lived here, and is well-informed because his ancestors came from here. But, Amanda, did I ever tell you that you are a descendant from a Pilgrim who sailed from Delfshaven Port not far from here? I intend to take you all over there.”


  Mandie’s blue eyes lit with excitement as she replied, “But, Grandmother, how could that be? I’ve never heard that before.”


  “You are descended through my mother’s family from way back, several great, great, great—offhand I can’t remember how many—grandmothers to the young Pilgrim girl who was our ancestor,” Mrs. Taft explained, and then added quickly, “You and I need to spend a lot more time together when we get back to North Carolina. There are lots of things I would like you to know about the family, things that your mother could care less about. I think you will someday write our family history.” She smiled at Mandie.


  “Me? Write the family history? But, Grandmother, I wouldn’t know how to begin such a thing,” Mandie said in surprise.


  “All you have to do is write down everything you see, hear, or read about our family. That will be a good beginning,” Mrs. Taft replied. She turned back to the senator.


  “Sounds like an awfully big job,” Mandie said, looking at her friends.


  “Not really,” Jonathan said. “I know people who have compiled our family history, and they work just as your grandmother said—recording everything.” He paused, then grinned as he said, “With your nose for mystery, I think you’d be great at it.” He took a sip of his hot tea.


  “Jonathan, I do not have a nose for mystery,” Mandie told him curtly. “I have an analytical mind.” She drummed on her glass with her fingers.


  “Whatever you call it, Mandie, I agree with Jonathan that you’d be good at it,” Celia told her around a mouthful of potatoes.


  “And just think of all those family skeletons you’ll find. You’ll know all the family secrets,” Jonathan teased.


  “Family skeletons? In the graveyard?” Mandie asked.


  “No. Family skeletons are things that the family would like to keep hidden—maybe a bad deed someone has done, or an illegitimate child, or even a murder, maybe,” Jonathan told her.


  “A murder?” Mandie was shocked. “In our family?”


  “Now, I didn’t say there was one in your family,” Jonathan quickly responded. “But some people do uncover such things when tracing their ancestors.”


  “Well, I don’t think I’ll be tracing my ancestors. I know my Cherokee kinpeople and that’s all I care about,” Mandie said. “Jonathan, do you have any relatives here in Holland?” She began eating the fish on her plate.


  “Oh, no, they’re all dead. Our family came to the United States over a hundred years ago,” Jonathan explained. He took a bite of bread and washed it down with more tea. “This bread is absolutely the best I’ve had in Europe.”


  “I agree,” Celia said, eating a piece herself.


  Mrs. Taft spoke from the end of the table, “How about less talk and more eating? I’d like to go for a walk as soon as we’re finished.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three chorused as they quickly cleaned off their plates.


  After they had finished the meal, Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton led the way down narrow lanes that wound through the fields full of colorful flowers and shrubs toward the widow’s cottage. The three young people followed, bending now and then to smell or admire a particular flower.


  “I do wish Grandmother had gone in the direction of the windmill,” Mandie said to her friends. Snowball walked along at the end of his red leash.


  “But, Mandie, it will be dark soon. We’ll see it tomorrow in the daylight,” Celia reminded her.


  “We could at least have had a closer glimpse of it,” Mandie replied.


  “Has your grandmother made plans for tomorrow yet?” Jonathan asked.


  “I don’t know,” Mandie said. “She mentioned the Delfshaven Port at the table tonight, you know, and I remember hearing her say something while we were in Belgium about the Delftware factory here.”


  “They both sound like interesting places,” Celia said as they trailed along.


  “At least more interesting than those stuffy old museums we always have to visit,” Jonathan said with a smile.


  “Don’t count on it. We may still have to visit another one,” Mandie said. “As far as I am concerned, I don’t give a flip for all those antique paintings done by people who died so many years ago. I’m more interested in the here and now, and the future.”


  “But Mrs. Taft was nice enough to bring us on this journey to Europe, so we have to go wherever she wants to,” Celia reminded the other two.


  “Now wait a minute. She didn’t bring me to Europe,” Jonathan corrected her. “I came on my own.”


  “But she agreed to take you with us until your father comes to get you. Besides, when we met up with you, you were on one of her ships, remember?” Mandie said.


  Jonathan smiled and said, “I know. I owe her a lot. I do hope my aunt and uncle in Paris stay home there long enough for me to visit them when you all go back to the United States.”


  Mandie suddenly stopped and squinted. There was someone walking through the flowers a long way ahead.


  “Look! I see someone up ahead,” she told her friends, pointing.


  Celia and Jonathan paused to look.


  “Well, what’s so unusual about that?” Jonathan asked.


  “He’s coming this way,” Mandie said, excitedly walking on down the trail. Snowball tried to race ahead on his leash.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton were a long way ahead of them now, because the young people had stopped so often to examine the flowers and to talk.


  Celia and Jonathan looked at each other and then followed Mandie. Mrs. Taft turned to glance back and motioned for them to come ahead.


  As Mandie watched the figure, he seemed to zigzag across the field, sometimes coming toward them, and then turning the other way. Finally she was near enough to recognize the young man. He was the one who had left the parade! She hurried toward him and raised her free hand to wave. The man stopped in surprise, took a good look at the three young people, and then turned and ran in the other direction.


  Mandie stopped. “Now why did he run away?” she asked as she watched the figure disappear among the flowers.


  “It was the man from the parade, wasn’t it?” Celia asked as she stopped by Mandie’s side.


  “Yes, it was, and I can’t figure out why he turned back the other way when he saw us,” Mandie said, holding on to Snowball’s leash. “He acted like he didn’t want to get near us.”


  “Are you sure he was the man from the parade?” Jonathan asked.


  “Yes, he was. Celia thought so, too, didn’t you, Celia?” Mandie asked.


  “I’m positive,” Celia replied.


  “He’s gone now,” Jonathan said.


  “He acted awfully strange. Maybe he didn’t want us to see him for some reason, but I can’t imagine why,” Mandie said as the three walked on to catch up with the adults. “I’ll have to think about that. Maybe we’ll see him again.”


  CHAPTER THREE


  WINDMILL BLADES IN THE WRONG POSITION


  They circled the fields and returned to the house as the sun slipped away. Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton walked ahead.


  At the doorway, Mrs. Taft turned to say, “I think we should all go to our rooms and get some sleep. We will be going to Delfshaven Port tomorrow—and whatever else there is time for.”


  “Could we have a cup of tea before we retire?” Mandie asked as they entered the front door and stood by the open doorway to the parlor.


  “You’d like some tea?” Mrs. Taft questioned with surprise. Mandie was a coffee drinker and usually spurned tea.


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three young people chorused.


  Gretchen had entered the hallway and overheard their conversation. “Yes, yes, good idea! I will have some brewing for you. Sit in the parlor and I will be right back with it,” she said with a big smile as she went through a doorway at the end of the hallway.


  Mrs. Taft went on into the parlor and sat down. Senator Morton joined her on the small settee. The young people found seats around the room, which was furnished in bright blues. The Dutch look was so clean and crisp, Mandie thought. She looped the end of Snowball’s leash around a chair leg and he curled up on the carpet to take a nap.


  “I suppose it’s a good idea to have some refreshment,” Mrs. Taft said as she relaxed. “That was a rather tiring stroll through all those crooked pathways up and down the hills.”


  Mandie waited until her grandmother had become engrossed in conversation with the senator, and then she spoke in a low tone to her friends. “I am not one bit tired or sleepy. And if sleep doesn’t overcome me when I go to our room, I may just go out for some fresh night air.” She grinned.


  “And go to see what the windmill looks like?” Jonathan asked with his mischievous grin.


  “Oh, Mandie, you wouldn’t!” Celia protested as she glanced at Mrs. Taft.


  “Celia, you have no sense of adventure. We may never have this opportunity again,” Mandie said in a mysterious tone.


  “I’d like to go with you,” Jonathan told her.


  “I’ll tap on your door if I decide to go,” Mandie promised.


  “Here we go again,” Celia said with a sigh.


  “We? Will you go, too?” Mandie asked in a whisper.


  “If you do, I’ll have to,” Celia said with resignation. “You may need me for something.”


  Mandie smiled at her friend. “I always appreciate your help, Celia.”


  Jonathan leaned toward Mandie and asked softly, “Then are you really going? Because if you are, I won’t bother to undress for the night, but will wait for you to tap on my door.”


  “Unless some earth-shaking problem comes up, I’ll be ready about thirty minutes after we go to our rooms,” Mandie declared.


  At that moment, Gretchen wheeled in a tea cart laden with sweets and a large silver teapot. She went directly to Mrs. Taft, lifted off a silver tray, and set it on a nearby table. Then she laid out the china tea dishes.


  “You are tempting me with all those delicious-looking desserts,” Mrs. Taft remarked.


  “Yes, madam,” Gretchen said with a big smile. “And you must sample each one. I will leave the cart. Is there anything else?”


  “Oh, no thank you, Gretchen. This is more than enough,” Mrs. Taft told her.


  The maid nodded and left the room.


  As Mrs. Taft poured the tea and passed it around, she said to Mandie, “I really should let you do this for practice. You said they are teaching you how to pour out tea and serve the boys from Mr. Chadwick’s school back home. Isn’t that right?”


  “Yes, Grandmother. But you do the honors. I’ve had plenty of practice already,” Mandie said quickly. “Besides, I love to watch you. You are always a real lady in everything you do.”


  Mrs. Taft’s face flushed at the compliment, and she replied, “Not always a lady, I’m afraid, my dear. I have trouble sometimes living up to society’s expectations.”


  “Then you should only live up to your own expectations,” Mandie told her as she sipped her tea.


  Senator Morton spoke up. “You are right, Miss Amanda. Your grandmother always conducts herself as a lady, no matter what she might say.”


  “Well, thank you, Senator Morton,” Mrs. Taft managed, blushing again.


  “And was my grandfather always a gentleman?” Mandie asked the senator.


  “Yes, your grandfather was always the perfect gentleman—always. There was nothing anyone could fault him with,” Senator Morton assured her.


  “Well, then if both my grandparents are such gentle people, why isn’t my mother like them?” Mandie asked.


  “Your mother has always been just like your grandfather, dear, never veering to the left or right, but walking a straight line. I’ve always said she should have a little more spine about her and do some things differently from what’s expected,” Mrs. Taft said, reaching for a sweetcake.


  Mandie’s eyes widened, and she straightened her shoulders and jutted out her chin. “Then I must take after you, Grandmother, in all my reckless ways.”


  Everyone in the room laughed.


  “I wouldn’t call it reckless, Amanda. It’s determination, dear,” Mrs. Taft replied with a smile. “Yes, you are like me in many ways.”


  Mandie’s mind stored this remark. It may come in handy later on, in case she ever got into trouble because of her “reckless ways.”


  After the tea was finished and good-nights were said, everyone went  to their rooms. Mrs. Taft paused at her door to say, “Amanda, you and Celia should be up and dressed for breakfast at seven o’clock. You, too, Jonathan. That’s what time I asked Gretchen to have it ready.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three chorused.


  “Pleasant dreams now,” Mrs. Taft said as she went into her suite.


  “Thirty minutes,” Mandie whispered to Jonathan as he turned down the hallway toward his room. He nodded and kept going.


  Mandie and Celia flopped onto the bed in their room and watched the little china clock on the mantelpiece for thirty minutes to pass. Snowball curled up in a big chair and went to sleep.


  “Mandie, do you not think it’s wrong for us to do this?” Celia asked.


  “Oh, Celia, after all, we’re thirteen years old!” Mandie argued. “Besides, lots of girls are married when they’re about three years older. Grandmother just doesn’t realize we’re growing up. And we aren’t really doing anything wrong.”


  “Well, if you say so,” Celia slowly replied. “Are we taking Snowball?”


  “No, not tonight. He might get lost in the dark,” Mandie said as she tossed back her long, blond braid. “Celia, I know your mother, but I don’t know her that well. Does she always walk a straight line, as my grandmother said my mother does?”


  “Most of the time,” Celia said, her green eyes becoming dreamy. “My aunt Rebecca Hamilton is the exact opposite. My father was her brother, you know, and I suppose she is a lot like my father. He did a lot of unexpected things sometimes.”


  “So did my father,” Mandie said. “And Uncle John is a lot like him. I’m so glad Uncle John married my mother after my father died.” Her voice shook as she said it. She still missed her father so much.


  “Do you think your little brother will be like them?” Celia asked.


  “Oh, Samuel Hezekiah Shaw has a mind of his own. That’s for sure. Remember I told you he cried all the time?” Mandie said with a laugh.


  “But lots of newborn babies cry a lot, I’ve heard,” Celia told her. “You are so lucky to have a brother. I wish I had a brother or sister.”


  “You can claim me for your sister,” Mandie said with a smile. “I feel as though we are sisters, really.” She sat up suddenly. “It’s time to go!”


  The girls tiptoed down the hallway and knocked lightly on Jonathan’s door. He slipped out into the dimly lit corridor to join them. Without uttering a word, the three went down the stairs and out the front door.


  “This way,” Mandie whispered as she turned in the direction of the windmill. Jonathan and Celia followed. No one said a word until they were well beyond hearing distance of the house.


  “I think it’s safe to talk now,” Mandie said with a sigh. “We’re getting closer. I can just barely see the windmill.” She pointed ahead.


  “I can, too,” Jonathan said, and then he began walking faster. “I think the blades are at an odd position.”


  “They are?” Mandie questioned.


  “Yes, they should be at one-thirty, four-thirty, seven-thirty, and ten-thirty positions this time of night, because the miller should be closed for the day,” Jonathan explained as they hurried on through the field of flowers.


  Suddenly they came out of the flowers into a strip of grass and found a small canal in front of them.


  “Oh, shucks!” Mandie exclaimed. “How are we going to get across that water?”


  “I don’t think we have time to figure that out tonight,” Jonathan said as he stared at the blades of the windmill that stood just across the canal from them.


  “Yes, we’d better wait till tomorrow in the daylight to find a way over,” Celia agreed.


  “I don’t see any lights in the miller’s cottage. He must be gone to bed,” Mandie said.


  Jonathan grinned at her as he replied, “I imagine everyone is in bed at this time of night except us three ‘reckless people.’”


  “Jonathan, you’re making fun of me,” Mandie said, with a smirk.


  “No, I’m not. I’m just using the word you used to describe yourself to your grandmother,” he told her.


  Mandie quickly changed the subject. “Let’s look for a way across the canal.” She walked along the edge of the water.


  “There is no way in sight, Mandie,” Jonathan said. “And I don’t think we’d better go wandering around in the dark.”


  Mandie stomped her foot impatiently. “Then let’s just go back to the house.”


  “That’s exactly what we should do. Come on,” Jonathan said, turning to walk back down the lane they had come.


  Mandie reluctantly followed him, and Celia stayed by her side. Mandie kept looking back at the blades of the windmill. If Jonathan was right about such things, why were the blades in the wrong position? Were they set to give some special message from the miller? Or had they accidentally slipped?


  Jonathan suddenly stopped in front of the girls, causing them to bump into him.


  “I just had an idea. Maybe the blades are set for some kind of distress signal,” he said excitedly, looking back at the windmill in the distance.


  “I was thinking the same thing,” Mandie said, catching her balance as Celia straightened up beside her. “I wish we could go over there and talk to that miller.”


  Jonathan turned to walk on. “Not tonight, Mandie,” he said.


  The girls followed him, and Mandie stopped and turned for a last glimpse of the windmill.


  Suddenly the blades changed position. She screamed excitedly, “Look! The blades are moving!” She began to run back toward the canal.


  Jonathan and Celia caught up with her and stood at the edge of the water, watching as the blades swung round and round and finally came to a stop.


  “They’re in the right place now,” Jonathan told the girls. “See, they’re at one-thirty, four-thirty, seven-thirty, and ten-thirty, which is where they should be for the night.”


  “I wonder who did that,” Mandie said, trying to squint through the darkness. “I can’t see anyone over there.”


  “It’s too far. Besides, the mechanism is probably controlled inside the base of the windmill,” Jonathan told her.


  “I’m so anxious to get over there and see everything,” Mandie said.


  “We’d better go back to the house now, Mandie,” Celia urged her.


  “I suppose so,” Mandie agreed with a sigh.


  As they turned to walk back the way they had come, Mandie suddenly saw someone move among the tall, flowering bushes nearby. She held out her hands to stop her friends.


  “Shhh!” she whispered. “There’s someone over there.” She pointed to their left.


  Jonathan and Celia looked in that direction. Then Jonathan whispered hoarsely, “Let’s see who it is!” He made a quick rush in the direction of the moving bushes.


  A figure jumped up and ran. The three young people quickly followed, pushing their way through the field of flowers. Whoever it was seemed to have longer legs than theirs, and they couldn’t catch up.


  Suddenly Mandie’s long skirt became tangled in something, hindering her movement. She reached down in the darkness to shake it free and found her hand in the briars of a rosebush.


  “Oh, I’m all tangled up in thorns!” she exclaimed, putting the fingers that had been stuck into her mouth.


  “Just hold still,” Jonathan told her. He found a stick nearby and came to push the stems of the roses away from her skirt. “Go slowly. When I hold one back, make a little step forward, one at a time.”


  Mandie did as she was told. Celia managed to grasp the top of some stems where there weren’t any thorns, and held them away from Mandie. Finally she was free. As she shook out her skirts, she quickly looked into the distance. The figure had completely disappeared. They had no way now of knowing who it was.


  “I guess I caused us to lose whoever it was,” she told her friends.


  “Either of us could have gotten tangled in the rosebushes,” Jonathan said.


  “Well, let’s go back to the house,” Mandie said in a disappointed tone.


  As they walked back, they were careful to stay on the lanes and out of the flowers. This time the crooked pathway they had chosen led by the barn. It was a huge structure, almost as large as the house. They stopped to have a look.


  Mandie started to speak, but was suddenly aware of someone sitting on a stool nearby. She grasped her friends’ hands and pointed. The three of them edged closer, and then they all realized it was Dieter.


  Mandie tried to slip by him, but the rustle of her skirts in the bushes  caused the man to look up from the pipe he was filling with tobacco. He immediately stood up and smiled at the three young people.


  Remembering that he could hear but not speak, Mandie advanced closer and said cordially, “Good evening, Mr. Dieter.”


  His smile grew wider, and he bowed slightly as the three moved on by. The pathway led around the house and up to the front door. Mandie walked ahead to open it.


  “Don’t forget to be real quiet,” she whispered as she tried the door handle, but it wouldn’t turn. “It’s locked!” she gasped.


  “Let me try,” Jonathan offered, but he couldn’t budge it either.


  “Let’s go around to the back door,” Celia suggested.


  The three quietly walked around the house. Jonathan stepped up to the back door and tried it. It was also locked.


  “Now what are we going to do?” Celia asked.


  “I don’t know, but we’ve got to do something. We can’t stay out here all night,” Mandie said as she looked around the stoop.


  “I’ll try a window,” Jonathan suggested, and the three looked for one that would be easy to get to. The house was built low to the ground and the entire ground floor seemed to be accessible.


  “How about that one?” Jonathan whispered as he pushed through flower bushes to reach a window at the right of the door.


  The girls watched as he tried opening it. But the window was securely locked. They went to every window they could reach and were not able to open any of them.


  Stepping back, Mandie looked at the story above. “Do you think we could reach any of those windows?”


  “Mandie, I’m sure we left the window open in our room,” Celia said.


  “That’s right. Let’s go around that end and see if we can climb up to it,” Mandie said.


  They hurried to the corner of the house and looked up at the windows to their room. There was one window open, but it looked like a long, straight climb to get to it.


  “How can we get up there?” Mandie asked.


  “Why don’t we just go back and ask Dieter to let us in?” Jonathan suggested.


  “Well, I suppose we could,” Mandie reluctantly agreed. “You go get him, and Celia and I will wait right here.”


  Jonathan hurried back toward the barn. The girls kept looking at the windows above.


  Soon Mandie began to wonder where Jonathan had gone. He’d had plenty of time to go to the barn and back, but there was no sign of him. He couldn’t have gotten lost.


  “Maybe we ought to go see where Jonathan went,” Mandie whispered to Celia.


  “Maybe,” Celia agreed.


  Suddenly there was a low hissing sound, and the girls looked up to see Jonathan standing on the roof with a coiled rope in his hands.


  “I’m going to tie this to the chimney and throw it down to you,” he whispered hoarsely.


  The girls nodded.


  “Why don’t you just go in the window of our room and come down and unlock the door?” Mandie whispered back.


  Jonathan silently agreed. They watched as he secured the rope around the chimney, and then grasping it tightly he swung down and dangled in front of the window to the girls’ room. Finally he caught a toehold and slid through over the windowsill. Then he leaned back out the window and waved to the girls.


  Mandie and Celia hastened around the house to the front door to wait for him. Just as they stepped on the stoop, the door swung wide and Anna came out of the house. She stopped in surprise at seeing the girls, and then went on down the pathway.


  “At least she left the door open for us,” Mandie said with relief as she and Celia stepped inside and Jonathan appeared at the foot of the stairs. “Anna opened the door and came out,” Mandie told Jonathan.


  “Good,” Jonathan said with a big breath. “I couldn’t find Dieter.”


  “Let’s all go to our rooms,” Celia said, tiptoeing up the stairway.


  Mandie and Jonathan quickly followed her up the stairs and down the hallway. Jonathan waved good-night as he went to the end where his room was. Mandie and Celia came to their room and found the door standing wide open.


  “Snowball! Jonathan must have left the door open!” Mandie said excitedly, rushing into their room and then to the bathroom. “Snowball’s gone!”


  “Oh, Mandie, what are we going to do?” Celia asked as they stood there in the middle of the room.


  “We’re going to have to find him before we can go to bed,” Mandie told her.


  “I hope he didn’t get out of the house,” Celia said.


  “Come on, let’s get Jonathan to help. We’ve got to find him,” Mandie said as she went out into the hallway and on toward Jonathan’s room. Celia followed.


  Because they had just arrived that day, they weren’t familiar with the house. They had no idea where the servants stayed, or the layout of the rest of the house. But they would soon know every nook and cranny, because Snowball had to be found.


  CHAPTER FOUR


  WHERE HAD SNOWBALL BEEN?


  “Jonathan!” Mandie whispered outside his door as she knocked softly.


  He immediately opened the door and asked, “What’s wrong?”


  “You left our door open and Snowball got out and is gone. Will you help us look for him?” Mandie asked.


  “I didn’t leave your door open. It was standing open when I went through your window. I’m sorry Snowball has escaped. But don’t worry, I’ll help you find him,” the boy told her as he joined the girls in the hallway.


  “How are we going to do this?” Celia asked.


  “We don’t know this house at all, so this is going to be difficult,” Mandie answered.


  Jonathan thought for a moment and said, “We certainly can’t look in the rooms that are occupied by your grandmother or the senator’s room, but I suppose the rest are vacant.”


  “But, Jonathan, where do you think the servants stay? We don’t want to disturb them,” Mandie said.


  “You said Anna went out when you came in, and we saw Dieter at the barn, so maybe they have rooms in the barn where William is staying,” Jonathan said.


  “All right, but what about Gretchen?” Mandie asked.


  “I don’t know, but I’d say it’s probably clear, except for your grandmother and Senator Morton,” Jonathan replied. “Let’s start with our rooms.”


  They hurried down the hall to check the girls’ room thoroughly, in case Snowball was hiding in there somewhere. “He’s not here!” Mandie declared as she knelt down and looked under the big bed.


  “Or here,” Jonathan said, searching the bathroom.


  Celia went through the wardrobe. “He’s not here either.”


  “Your room next, Jonathan,” Mandie decided. “Let’s take this small lamp with us.” She picked up the lighted oil lamp from a table. “I hope it doesn’t go out.”


  The boy’s room was similar to the girls’, and after a careful search Snowball wasn’t found there either. They began opening doors to the other rooms along the corridor, searching each one.


  As they checked the last room, Mandie said, “You know, Snowball couldn’t be in any of these rooms, because all the doors are shut!” She was still carrying the lamp.


  “Unless someone opened a door and he slipped inside the room,” Jonathan suggested.


  “Now what? Shall we go downstairs?” Celia asked.


  “I suppose so. That’s all that’s left except the attic—if this house has one,” Mandie said. Holding the lamp high to see, she led the way toward the staircase.


  On the ground floor they found sitting rooms, the parlor, the dining room, the kitchen, a large pantry room, the storeroom, a sewing room, various closets, and a large glassed-in room full of growing plants and flowers.


  The moonlight came through the glass skylights and windows and they didn’t really need the lamp to see, but Mandie held on to it. She sniffed the air. “There are roses growing in here. I can smell them.”


  “And there are some yellow flowers here that have a nice scent, too,” Celia said as she bent toward the blossoms.


  “How about these purple ones?” Jonathan asked. “I don’t know what they are. They don’t have any smell, and they feel rough.”


  “I don’t know, but they’re all so beautiful,” Mandie declared. “I suppose Dieter takes care of all this.” She walked around looking at the many varieties of flowers.


  “Mandie, don’t you think we ought to look for Snowball and get back to our rooms?” Celia asked.


  “You’re right, Celia. It is late,” Mandie agreed as she began looking under tables and behind boxes, calling the kitten’s name. “He’s not here. Well, that leaves the attic, unless there is a cellar in this house.”


  Jonathan had already found what must be the door to the cellar. It was securely locked. “He couldn’t be in the cellar. It’s locked,” he said.


  “Let’s see if there’s an attic, then,” Mandie said, turning to leave the room. She noticed a door behind some tall plants that she had not seen before in the semi-darkness. “Here’s one more door,” she said, going over to it. As she reached it, the lamp went out.


  Jonathan and Celia joined Mandie as she turned the latch and the door swung open by itself. They stood there trying to see into the dark room.


  “I can’t see a thing,” Mandie said, putting her hands in front of her as she slowly stepped inside. There was only a glint of moonlight in the room.


  Celia and Jonathan followed close behind. “It must be a storeroom,” Jonathan whispered.


  At that moment they heard someone clear their throat. The three froze in their tracks, waiting to see what would happen next. As her eyes became more accustomed to the darkness, Mandie could see a faint outline of a bed in the far corner. Then suddenly someone sat up on the bed. Mandie thought it looked like Anna, and she backed out of the room, pushing Celia and Jonathan behind her. She touched the door and it closed behind them.


  The three hurried across the flower room and went back through the door to the hallway where they had entered. Then they paused for a breath in the dim moonlight.


  “Do y’all think that was Anna?” Mandie asked in a whisper.


  “It looked like her,” Celia said.


  “It could have been,” Jonathan agreed.


  “That sure is a strange place to have a bedroom—behind the flower room,” Mandie remarked.


  “Yes, but what about Snowball?” Jonathan asked.


  “Oh, Snowball is so much trouble sometimes!” Mandie exclaimed. “I just wonder who let him out of our room.”


  “Gretchen knew you had brought him here; so did Dieter, because he made the sandbox...” Celia began.


  “And William also knew, but he is supposed to be staying in the barn,” Mandie said. “I’m sure Anna saw me holding him when we first came in today and tried to talk to her.”


  “It was probably an accident—leaving the door open, I mean. Someone just wasn’t used to having a cat in the house,” Jonathan said.


  “But what was anyone doing in our room?” Mandie asked.


  Jonathan shrugged his shoulders and said, “Who knows? Maybe Gretchen went in for some reason.”


  “But, Jonathan, think how late it is. It was already bedtime when we went out,” Mandie said. “What would Gretchen, or anyone else for that matter, be doing in our room at that hour?”


  “I don’t know, but are we going to try to find the attic?” Jonathan asked.


  “That’s all that’s left.” Mandie ascended the stairs to the second floor. Celia and Jonathan followed.


  They paused at the top of the steps. “We need another lamp,” Mandie said. “Jonathan, have you got an extra one in your room?”


  “I think so,” he said. “I’ll see.”


  The three quietly walked down the corridor to Jonathan’s room, and the girls waited while he went inside and then returned with a small oil lamp, brightly burning.


  “This one has plenty of oil,” Jonathan said, holding it up for the girls to see the supply of oil splashing around in the glass base.


  “When we searched all the rooms on this floor, I don’t remember seeing a door to an attic, or anything that looked like one,” Mandie said as they stood there.


  “Neither do I,” Celia said.


  “I didn’t either, but if there’s an attic there’s got to be a door, and from the looks of the house outside I’d say there’s an attic,” Jonathan declared.


  “Well, let’s begin right here,” Mandie said, opening the door to the first room they came to.


  All the doors led into rooms. “I suppose we’ll have to look in each room again to see if there’s a door inside that leads to an attic,” Mandie decided.


  They looked in every room, and finally in the last one, a small bedroom, they found another door.


  “This must be it,” Mandie said, and pushing at it, she added, “And of course it’s locked.”


  “We have been over every inch of this house, Mandie, except the locked doors. Snowball just isn’t in the house,” Jonathan declared.


  Mandie sighed deeply, fidgeted with her long, blond braid, and said, “I sure hope he hasn’t gone outside and gotten lost.”


  “I’ll go with you and look around the yard,” Jonathan offered.


  “All right. Celia, you stay inside so we don’t get locked out this time,” Mandie told her friend.


  “Please don’t be too long, Mandie. We’re going to have to go to bed sometime tonight,” Celia reminded her.


  Mandie smiled and said, “We’ll be right back. Don’t get scared now. Nothing’s going to bother you. You’ll be safe inside the house. Just watch for us and be sure we can get back in.”


  Celia looked at her and said, “Mandie, I’m not afraid. I’ll wait for y’all. I hope you find Snowball.”


  Mandie and Jonathan circled the house as they looked through all the shrubbery and flowering bushes. Now and then Mandie softly called to Snowball, “Snowball, where are you? Come here. Kitty, kitty, kitty.”


  They even went as far as the barn, but they didn’t go inside for fear of waking William and whoever else was sleeping there. Snowball just didn’t seem to be anywhere.


  “Well, I guess we have to go back and go to bed,” Mandie admitted after one last look around the barn. “I just wonder how he got out.”


  “Maybe he’ll come back on his own. You said he had done that before,” Jonathan told her as they walked back to the house, still watching for the white kitten.


  “This is a strange place to him and I’m not sure he could find the way back,” Mandie said. “I’ll get up as soon as it’s light in the morning and look for him again.”


  Celia was waiting and opened the door for them. She glanced at Mandie and said, “No Snowball?”


  “No Snowball,” Mandie told her. “Let’s go to bed.”


  The three young people went back to their rooms for the night.


  Jonathan promised to help the girls look for the missing cat in the morning.


  Mandie and Celia talked for a little while after they went to bed, but Celia fell asleep. Mandie tossed and turned, wondering where her precious white kitten was. He was her link to her father’s home. Shortly after her father had died her stepmother remarried, and Mandie was farmed out to another family in Swain County. She worked as a baby-sitter and was overloaded with other responsibilities.


  As she lay there thinking, Mandie remembered snatching up Snowball in her father’s yard and taking him with her. He was the only thing left from her father’s home. Of course she still had Uncle Ned, her father’s old Cherokee friend, but Snowball was all hers. She could see her father watching her feed the scrawny little kitten when he was born. Snowball’s mother had disappeared before Snowball was old enough to eat by himself, and Jim Shaw had taught Mandie how to give the tiny kitten a drop of milk at a time with an eyedropper.


  Tears filled Mandie’s eyes and she whispered a word to God: “Please, dear God, send my kitten back to me. Please.”


  She finally fell asleep and dreamed. She was back home at Charley Gap, and her father was building the fence around his property. Snowball was chasing butterflies through the tall grass.


  Suddenly something hit Mandie hard in the stomach as she slept. She felt it in her dream but didn’t wake up.


  Celia woke first the next morning. She rubbed her eyes and sat up, remembering that Mandie wanted to look for Snowball as soon as it was daylight.


  A movement on the bed caught her attention. She gasped. There was Snowball—turning round and round, as he did sometimes when he couldn’t decide which way to lie down. Where did he come from?


  Celia quickly shook Mandie. “Look, Mandie! Snowball’s back!”


  Mandie was wide awake at once, and sat up to find her white kitten curled up next to her.


  “Snowball! How did you get back? Where have you been?” she asked all at once, picking him up and smoothing his white fur. Tears of joy filled her blue eyes.


  Celia was excited and happy for her friend. “He found his way back somehow, didn’t he?”


  “Thank goodness,” Mandie replied. “We’d better let Jonathan know.”


  The girls jumped out of bed and quickly dressed, then hurried down the hallway to Jonathan’s room where they tapped lightly on his door. Mandie held Snowball securely, even though she had put his leash on him.


  Jonathan came to the door immediately. He was already fully dressed. “Where did you find him?”


  “We didn’t find him. He found us. When we woke up this morning he was on our bed!” Mandie explained.


  “Well, you silly cat, causing all that trouble and then calmly showing up on your own,” Jonathan said, ruffling the fur on Snowball’s head.


  Snowball didn’t like the fur on his head ruffled, and he batted at Jonathan with his paw.


  “I’m just glad he’s all right,” Mandie said.


  “Me too. Let’s go downstairs and see if breakfast is ready. It’s almost time,” Jonathan reminded the girls.


  The three hurried down to the dining room and found Gretchen setting the table.


  “Good morning, Gretchen. Do you mind if we sit down and wait?” Mandie asked the girl.


  “That you may do,” Gretchen said with a smile and a wave toward some chairs. “I will bring the coffee while we wait for madam and the gentleman.”


  She left the room, and the young people sat down at the table. Mandie tied Snowball’s leash to the table leg.


  “Grandmother and Senator Morton should be along soon. We’re going to Delfshaven Port, remember?” Mandie remarked with a yawn. “And I do hope Grandmother will take us to see the windmill. I want to go all the way across the canal.”


  “We forgot to look out our window this morning to see where the blades were stopped on the windmill,” Celia told her.


  “Some detectives you girls make,” Jonathan teased.


  “With all the excitement we’ve had, I don’t believe you would have remembered to look out at the windmill this morning, either,” Mandie answered.


  Jonathan’s face sobered. “No, I don’t suppose I would have. And I’m glad your cat came back from wherever he was.”


  “I’d like to know who left our door open and let him out,” Mandie said. “And I’d like to find out who it was that saw us in the dark and then ran when we went to look at the windmill.”


  “Maybe we’ll be able to solve these mysteries,” Jonathan said. “And we should also find out who set the blades on the windmill at an odd position, and then moved them back to normal. Uncle Ned was right. There are mysteries here in Holland, too.”


  “Well, he couldn’t have known about all this,” Mandie said.


  “I’ve come to the conclusion that he never knows too much about any mystery in particular,” Jonathan said. “He just knows you will find one wherever you go.”


  Celia smiled. “Mandie is always chasing unexplained happenings.”


  Before Mandie could defend herself, Gretchen brought the tray, set it down, and poured their cups full of steaming fresh coffee. Mandie breathed deeply to inhale the delicious smell.


  “As soon as madam and the gentleman arrive, I will bring the food,” Gretchen said with a smile. Then she left the room.


  In fact, she met Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton at the door.


  After exchanging morning greetings, they sat down with the young people, and Gretchen returned shortly to serve their breakfast. Then, without comment, she took Snowball to the kitchen to feed him.


  “Did y’all sleep well?” Mrs. Taft asked as she buttered a fresh roll.


  “Yes, ma’am,” Celia and Jonathan answered as they sipped the hot coffee.


  “I dreamed of my father,” Mandie said with a sad expression on her face. “I was back at Charley Gap with him and Snowball.”


  “Snowball!” Mrs. Taft spoke as if the kitten’s name brought something to mind. “Amanda, you’re going to have to do something about that cat.”


  “What do you mean, Grandmother?” Mandie asked, her heart pounding at Mrs. Taft’s stern voice.


  “I’ll tell you what. Sometime in the middle of the night that cat jumped onto my bed and almost scared me out of my wits. I was sound  asleep, and to be awakened like that was very unsettling,” Mrs. Taft explained.


  The three young people quickly looked at one another, and Mandie recalled the thump on her stomach in her dream.


  “Grandmother, did you put Snowball back in our room?” Mandie asked anxiously, leaning forward.


  “Yes, I did. When I put him on the floor he jumped right up on your bed,” Mrs. Taft said. “I was surprised he didn’t wake you. How did he get out, Amanda?” She waited impatiently for an answer.


  “I—I—don’t know,” Mandie began, twisting the napkin in her lap. “Someone left our door open, and we had to search the house for him—”


  “When did someone leave your door open, Amanda? You had Snowball with you when we went on our walk after supper, and when we returned for the night,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “I know, Grandmother,” Mandie replied, then quickly added, “We went back outside to look at the windmill, and left him in the room. When we came back he was gone and the door was standing open—”


  “You all went back outside after we said good-night?” Mrs. Taft asked in disbelief.


  “Yes, ma’am,” Celia answered for Mandie.


  “We only went to look at the windmill,” Jonathan offered.


  “And we came right back,” Mandie added rapidly. “It isn’t far. You can see the windmill from our window.”


  “At that time of night you could have gotten lost,” Mrs. Taft said firmly. “This is a strange place to all of us, and I will not allow the three of you to be running around after dark. Is that understood?”


  “Yes, ma’am,” Celia replied.


  “I understand, Grandmother, and I’m sorry,” Mandie said.


  “I apologize, too, Mrs. Taft,” Jonathan added.


  “Now finish your breakfast. We’ve got some sightseeing to do,” Mrs. Taft said briskly, draining her coffee cup.


  “Is it all right if I take Snowball with us, Grandmother?” Mandie asked, cleaning up her plate.


  “I suppose,” Mrs. Taft consented. “I don’t know what else we can do with him but leave him in your room. And then there’s the chance that  someone may let him out again. But you’ve absolutely got to hold on to him, Amanda. I will not have him interfering with our pleasure.”


  As they all stood to leave, Gretchen stuck her head in the door with Snowball on his leash.


  “He acts up very much,” Gretchen told Mandie. “He has a big taste for food.”


  The three young people laughed at the maid’s appraisal of Snowball.


  Mandie took the cat in her arms and wrapped the leash around her wrist. “Oh, he’d eat all the time if you gave him the food. Thanks, Gretchen.”


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton led the way outside to the carriage where William was waiting for them. The young people lagged behind to keep their conversation out of earshot.


  “Whew, that was close!” Jonathan blew out his breath, making the dark curls on his forehead fly.


  “Yes, but we still don’t know who let Snowball out, or who it was that we saw in the field last night,” Mandie remarked as they waited for her grandmother and the senator to enter the vehicle. “Or who changed the windmill blades.”


  “Mandie, we barely managed to get by with leaving the house after dark,” Celia reminded her in a low whisper. “I sure hope you don’t intend to pursue any of those questions further.”


  “Maybe we won’t have to pursue anything. Maybe it’ll all come to us,” Mandie said with a smile as she stepped into the carriage.


  CHAPTER FIVE


  ALBERT APPEARS


  The countryside was in full bloom. Brightly colored flowers filled the air with many scents as a soft breeze swayed their petals. The golden sunshine glistened on the waters of the canals. Now and then a bird call could be heard above the scrunching of the carriage wheels in the loose pebbles of the road, and the clopping of the horses.


  “Oh, it’s all so perfect,” Mandie exclaimed as she leaned on the window. “So beautiful and so refreshing! It makes me want to get out and walk.”


  “I’d rather just sit here and float through it all,” Celia said with a little laugh as she gazed outside.


  “And just think, my ancestors left all this for New York,” Jonathan remarked. He quickly turned to Mandie and added, “According to your grandmother, your ancestors left here for the United States. You know, we could have some mutual relatives way back in history.”


  Mandie quickly told him, “But you are from the North and we’re from the South. My ancestors may never have traveled north for all we know. Anyway, my Cherokee ancestors were already in the southern part of the country before the white man ever came to the United States.”


  “What about before that, Mandie? Where did the Cherokees come from?” Celia asked.


  Mandie was at a loss. She had never thought about that. “I really  don’t know,” she said slowly. “But I’ll ask Uncle Ned when we see him. He’ll know.”


  “But he’s not your real uncle,” Jonathan said. “He was just your father’s friend.”


  “Yes, but he’s full-blooded Cherokee. Therefore all his ancestors were there before the white people came,” Mandie said. “And speaking of Uncle Ned, I do hope he shows up sometime soon. He might be able to help us solve some of the mysteries we’ve run into.” She quickly glanced at her grandmother to see if she had heard, but she was deep in conversation with Senator Morton.


  “Oh, Mandie, we haven’t run into any real big mysteries here,” Jonathan remarked. “At least not like the ones we came across in some of the other countries we visited.”


  “That’s because they haven’t been fully developed yet,” Mandie assured him. “Give it some time, and we’ll have an intriguing adventure on our hands with the mystery of the windmill blades. Just wait and see.” Her blue eyes sparkled with excitement as she thought about the possibility of becoming involved in the solution to the puzzle.


  Mandie was anxious to visit the miller and ask about the position of the blades the night before. Her grandmother had insisted they go see the port today, but maybe there would still be time left for the windmill. Mandie thought the house help was kind of mysterious too. With Anna deaf and Dieter not able to say a word, that left Gretchen to talk for everyone. And she didn’t seem to be very interested in anything except her duties as a maid. There was William, their driver, but he was not from the area, so he wouldn’t know anything about the windmill.


  “I don’t see how we’ll ever find out who set the windmill blades to that unusual position,” Celia said, looking puzzled. She glanced out the window then, and said, “Looks like we’re coming into a village.”


  Mrs. Taft explained, “This is the little port town. Most of these buildings and houses are very, very old. Some of them were probably built before our ancestors sailed for America.”


  Mandie and her friends watched, intrigued, as they passed quaint structures built low to the ground. The people walking along the way were dressed in native Dutch costume. The women and girls wore full skirts with laced bodices, and headpieces with wide brims that turned back, leaving the pointed ends floppy. The men and boys were dressed  in full, gathered pants and bloused shirts. Everyone wore wooden shoes.


  “Look at their shoes!” Mandie exclaimed as she gazed at the people’s feet. “I’ve just got to buy a pair of wooden shoes to take home!”


  “Me too,” Celia echoed.


  “I can assure you they are not comfortable to wear,” Jonathan told them. “I tried a pair when I went to school here.”


  “I don’t care, I like them,” Mandie said. “I wonder how they are made?”


  “They take a block of wood, usually willow, and carve the shoe from that,” Jonathan explained. “What I’d really like to have is one of their windmills in my backyard.”


  “A windmill?” Mandie frowned at the boy. “It would be impossible to take one of those home.”


  Mrs. Taft, having heard her remark, spoke to Mandie: “No, dear, not entirely impossible. Even stone buildings can be moved from country to country. They dismantle it, stone by stone, and then reconstruct it at the new location.”


  Mandie turned to Jonathan. “Well, in that case, tell your father to buy you a windmill. He can afford it.”


  Jonathan smiled at her and said, “You don’t know my father. He may have the money, but he’s awfully particular as to how he spends it. Besides, I’m always gone away to a school somewhere, and my father is always traveling on business, so why buy a windmill?”


  “I’m sorry your mother is not living, Jonathan, so you could stay home in New York instead of being educated all over the world,” Mandie consoled. Then with a laugh she added, “But then we never would have met you and had the benefit of your knowledge in our travels here in Europe.”


  Senator Morton was listening to the conversation, and he told Jonathan, “I’ll check just as soon as we get back to the house to see if your father has sent a wire telling us when he’ll join us.”


  “Thank you, sir,” Jonathan said. He paused and then added, “What I’d really like to do is spend some time with my aunt and uncle in Paris. I haven’t seen them in a long time.”


  “Perhaps they will have sent us a message before we leave


  Holland, as to when they’ll be back home in Paris,” Senator Morton said with a smile.


  “Please don’t worry about it, sir,” Jonathan said. “I’m really and truly enjoying traveling with you people.”


  The driver was bringing the carriage to a halt near a wharf. Mrs. Taft told the young people, “We’ll be getting out for a walk about the port.”


  Holding Snowball in her arms, Mandie quickly looked around as they stepped out of the carriage. The town seemed small, but the harbor was full of ships with various flags. Evidently the place was a busy, thriving seaport. Her grandmother had told them Delftshaven Port was part of Rotterdam, but that they would not explore anything other than the port for lack of time.


  “Come along, Amanda,” Mrs. Taft said, reaching for Mandie’s hand. “Let’s walk along the wharf here, so when you get back home you can say you walked where your ancestors walked before leaving for America. Someday I’ll take you to Plymouth Rock, where they landed.”


  Senator Morton joined Mrs. Taft on the other side, assisting her over the rough surface before they stepped onto the planked wharf. Jonathan and Celia followed close behind.


  Mandie noticed several sailors loading and unloading the ships. A mixture of sounds filled the air—the sailors calling to one another, their laughter, some singing somewhere out of sight, and the noise of the freight itself being handled.


  Snowball squirmed to be free. Mandie let him down to walk, but held firmly to his leash. “I think he smells fish,” she told her friends.


  “Better hold on to him tightly,” Jonathan warned her.


  Mrs. Taft glanced sharply at the kitten. “Amanda, whatever you do, do not let that cat get loose.”


  Mandie tightened her grip on the leash. “I won’t, Grandmother. He just wants some exercise.”


  “Let’s go sit for a few minutes over there on that wall,” Mrs. Taft said. She and Senator Morton led the way to a low, rough seawall, a safe distance from the scurrying workmen.


  The young people followed and sat near the adults, Mandie all the while securing Snowball’s leash as tightly as possible.


  “Let’s spend a few moments of silence in memory of our ancestors  who were brave enough to sail the seas in such uncivilized days,” Mrs. Taft said somberly, staring out across the water, “and who allowed us the privilege of being born in the United States.”


  Mandie didn’t feel any connection just now with this country, or her ancestors who left Holland for America. All she could think of was the mystery of the windmill blades, and the person from the parade who ran from them in the dark. She couldn’t think of any reason why he should avoid them. And she was sure he was the same person who had left the parade with the blond girl. Her memory for faces always rang true. Did he live near the house where they were staying? she wondered. What was he doing in the flower field?


  In her reverie, Mandie had loosened her hold on Snowball’s leash. She felt a tug, but managed to hold on to it as her kitten bristled at something on the ground. Leaning forward, Mandie saw a mouse sitting right beside her grandmother’s long skirt.


  Trying not to startle Mrs. Taft, Mandie gently touched her arm and spoke in a low voice, “Don’t move, Grandmother. Snowball has found a mouse.”


  Mrs. Taft grabbed her long skirts and jumped up from her seat on the wall. The mouse ran in circles and then headed straight for Mrs. Taft’s shoes. Snowball made a quick lunge and caught the rodent in his teeth, shaking it and then letting it go.


  “Thank goodness that cat was with us!” Mrs. Taft exclaimed. She sat down again and fanned her face with a lace handkerchief.


  The senator seemed at a loss for words. Finally he said, “It’s gone now. When the cat let it go, it ran off.”


  “I’m glad he let it go,” Mandie said. “I wouldn’t want him smelling like a mouse.” She made a face. “You’re a pretty smart kitty, Snowball.”


  “Remember the mouse in our room back at school?” Celia reminded Mandie. “We were both scared to death, almost.”


  “Yes, I remember—”


  “Amanda, Jonathan, Celia, I think we’d better be going,” Mrs. Taft addressed the young people as she stood.


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie replied as she picked up Snowball.


  Thank goodness, this ancestor business is being cut short. Maybe there will still be time to go to the miller’s house, Mandie thought.


  “We must look for some place to eat,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “Yes. I haven’t seen anything close by, have you?” Senator Morton asked as he helped her into the carriage.


  William, the driver, stood by holding the door. “If I may be so forward, sir, I know of a small inn on the other side of the village. It is nice and clean, and well-patronized by travelers such as yourselves.”


  “Thank you, William,” Senator Morton said. Then he turned to Mrs. Taft. “Shall we try the inn that William suggests?”


  “Yes, that would be fine. It’s getting late for the noon meal, and I’m sure everyone is hungry.”


  “Take us there, William,” Senator Morton told the driver.


  The young people couldn’t conceal their delight that food was next on the agenda.


  William drove through the village and out onto a country road. Shortly, they came within sight of a picturesque white inn standing in a field of beautiful flowers. Willow trees cast lacy patterns on the outside walls.


  Mandie eagerly watched as they approached the structure. There were several other horses and carriages in the pebble-covered yard. William pulled their vehicle up alongside one and jumped down to open the door.


  “William was right,” Jonathan observed. “These carriages reveal the status of the patrons here.”


  “And aren’t the horses absolutely beautiful!” Celia exclaimed.


  “Well, Jonathan, you are the expert on carriages and wealth,” Mandie said, “and Celia, you know all about horses. But I’ll tell you what kind of people own them after we get inside.”


  William stepped ahead to open the inn door for Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton. A man in Dutch costume greeted them. The young people stared at the rich interior as they stepped inside. It was like a room out of a palace. Blue velvet draperies hung at the floor-length windows. The tables were covered with white linen and elegantly set with crystal and china. A small group of musicians played soft music at the far end of the room.


  “It’s breathtaking!” Mandie exclaimed.


  “Of course,” Jonathan acknowledged. “William said it was patronized by travelers such as Mrs. Taft and the senator. Meaning, of course, the wealthy. The owner collects big prices and can afford this kind of a place.”


  As the head waiter led them to a table, Mandie observed the faces of the diners already seated. An older man and woman at a table nearby seemed to be in a heated argument in a language that Mandie couldn’t understand.


  She sat down between Celia and Jonathan and whispered, “What language are those people speaking?”


  Jonathan whispered back, “Don’t tell me you’ve already forgotten the sound of Italian. We were just in Italy a short while ago.”


  “Oh, Jonathan, I’ve been through so many countries and languages, they’re all jumbled up in my head. What are they talking about?”


  “They can’t agree on what to take back home with them for their daughter who is evidently engaged to be married.”


  “There is a nice-looking man at the table in front of us who keeps staring at us,” Mandie whispered to her friends without looking at him.


  Celia and Jonathan looked at the young man and he smiled at them. Then he waved slightly at Mandie. Mandie felt her face turn red.


  “Jonathan, Celia, why did y’all look at him? Now he knows we’re talking about him,” Mandie said, her head bent so the man couldn’t see her face.


  “He’s alone. Maybe he’d like to speak to someone. I know how that is from traveling around the world in so many schools—always alone and no one to talk to,” Jonathan said.


  “Amanda, Celia, Jonathan, please listen to what the man is saying,” Mrs. Taft spoke across the table.


  The three looked up to see that she meant the waiter, who stood waiting to take their orders.


  “Now, would you please recite one more time the food that is being served?” Mrs. Taft asked the waiter.


  Mandie continued to feel uncomfortable about the man at the next table, who was still looking their way. The waiter spoke rapidly and with a sharp accent, so that Mandie didn’t understand a thing he said until he said “ham.”


  “Ham—that’s what I’ll have, please,” Mandie said quickly. At least ham sounded familiar, although she had learned that the names of foods back home weren’t necessarily the same thing in foreign countries.


  “I will have the same,” Celia said.


  “And add me, please,” Jonathan told the waiter.


  Mrs. Taft and the senator had already ordered, and the waiter left the table.


  Mandie asked her grandmother, “Where are we going next?”


  “I wanted to go to Delft to see the Delftware factory, but I’d like to have plenty of time when we go there, so maybe we’ll save that for tomorrow,” Mrs. Taft replied.


  “We could go for a boat ride on a canal this afternoon,” Senator Morton suggested.


  “Or we could go see the windmill near the house where we’re staying,” Mandie said quickly, smiling at her grandmother.


  “Dear, we don’t know the miller, and one doesn’t just go popping in on strangers. The miller lives there, you know,” her grandmother explained. “And we’d have to get his permission to see the windmill. We’ll have to wait until that can all be arranged.”


  “Oh, shucks!” Mandie said with resignation. “So now what?”


  “William mentioned that there is to be a flower parade in a village west of here this afternoon. Maybe that would be interesting, since we weren’t able to see the whole parade we happened onto yesterday,” Mrs. Taft said. “Unless, of course, you’d all like to take a boat ride on the canal, as the senator suggests.”


  Another flower parade! Mandie thought quickly. Maybe the girl and young man we saw leave the other parade would be in this one too.


  “What do you think?” Mandie asked Celia and Jonathan, hoping they’d prefer the parade.


  “I’d enjoy the parade, Mrs. Taft,” Celia said.


  “Do the same people take part in all the parades?” Jonathan asked. “I suppose you couldn’t possibly know that. Anyway, I’d like to see it, if that’s agreeable to everyone.”


  Mrs. Taft looked to the senator. He smiled and nodded, and she added, “Then as soon as we finish eating here, we’ll get William to find the place for us.”


  The waiter brought the steaming plates of food. Mandie found the ham to be delicious, but with a slightly sweeter taste than the ham back home. She put some scraps in a saucer and placed it under the table for Snowball, whose leash was tied to the table leg. As she raised up, she caught the young man at the next table looking at her again. She quickly looked away.


  “I wish that man—” Mandie began to whisper to her friends. Then  she saw him get up and approach her grandmother. She stopped with her mouth open and listened.


  The man bent over slightly to speak to Mrs. Taft. He was tall and blonde, with twinkling blue eyes.


  “Madam, please forgive this intrusion, but I believe we are neighbors, temporary though it may be,” he began. Mrs. Taft looked up at him. “My name is Albert Van Dongen. My father owns the flour mill near where you are staying.”


  “Flour mill?” Mrs. Taft questioned.


  “Yes, madam, the one with the windmill that you can see from your house,” the young man went on.


  “The windmill!” Mandie gasped.


  “I’m sorry, I haven’t introduced myself and the others—” Mrs. Taft began.


  “That is not necessary, Madam Taft, Senator Morton,” Albert said. “You see, we have servants who carry the news of visitors in the area.”


  Senator Morton stood up to shake hands with the young man. “I believe we’ve had some discussion about your father’s windmill,” he said, winking at Mandie and her friends.


  “It is just an ordinary windmill, sir. It operates the flour mill,” Albert explained.


  “Could we see it, please?” Mandie asked anxiously.


  Albert smiled at her and said, “Of course, miss, anytime you wish.”


  “Oh, thank you!” Mandie replied, beaming brightly.


  “Yes, I’m afraid the young people have been anxious to see your father’s windmill up close,” Mrs. Taft explained. “You see, we don’t have such things back in the United States, where we come from.”


  “I have been at the port to take care of some shipments for my father, but I am ready to return home now. Perhaps you would like to come with me,” Albert said to Mrs. Taft.


  The three young people held their breath awaiting her reply. Mrs. Taft glanced at them and then asked the senator, “Do you think we should?”


  “Of course, why not? The offer is too good to be turned down,” Senator Morton said.


  Mandie smiled broadly.


  “All right then, Mr. Van Dongen, we will be happy to accept your invitation, provided you think it will be all right with your father,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “Of course it will be all right with my father,” Albert assured her. “He enjoys showing off his windmill anytime.” He turned to smile at Mandie and then added, “I am riding my horse, but I will follow your carriage.”


  “Thank you. We’re ready to go now,” Mrs. Taft said as she rose. “Don’t forget your cat, Amanda.”


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie said, ducking under the table to untie Snowball’s leash and pick him up.


  As they approached their carriage outside, and Albert went to get his horse from the hitching rack, Celia exclaimed, “Oh, look! That beautiful stallion belongs to him! I wish I could ride it.”


  “Celia, that’s a pretty big horse for a young girl like you,” Jonathan said as the three climbed into the carriage and sat down.


  “Oh, Jonathan, you forget that I was raised with horses. We have a horse farm in Virginia, you know...”


  Mrs. Taft spoke to all of them, “Amanda, Celia, Jonathan, I want you to be on your best behavior at this house. We are not really going about this visit in a very proper manner. We should have been introduced to Mr. Van Dongen himself before we accepted the invitation.”


  “But, Grandmother, we have so little time here in Holland that we might never have met him properly,” Mandie argued, holding Snowball in her lap. “Thank you so much for accepting Albert’s invitation.”


  “Amanda! We are not on a first-name basis with these people. The young man’s name is Mr. Van Dongen, just like his father,” Mrs. Taft corrected.


  “But, Grandmother, I don’t believe he is much older than I am, even though he did say he had been to the port on his father’s business,” Mandie said.


  “Nonetheless, we will at least stay proper in that respect, and you will all call him Mr. Van Dongen, unless he instructs you to use his first name,” Mrs. Taft told Mandie and the others.


  The three nodded their agreement.


  As William drove their carriage down the country road, Mandie saw Albert riding alongside the carriage. Now and then he would look directly through the window at her and smile. She felt strangely  uncomfortable. She had never experienced such a feeling toward a young man before. What was it about him that made her want to look away?


  “It certainly was nice of Mr. Van Dongen to ask us home with him, wasn’t it?” Celia remarked.


  “Yes, it was,” Mandie said. “I’m so anxious to see his father’s windmill and find out about the position of the blades.” She noticed that her grandmother was busy talking to the senator and was not paying attention to their conversation.


  “Mandie, I think you are trying to ignore the fact that this Albert Van Dongen was instantly smitten with you,” Jonathan teased, wearing his mischievous smile.


  Mandie felt her face turn red as she tried to come up with an answer. “Jonathan Guyer, stop that!” she said, bending quickly to pet Snowball, who was sitting on the floor at her feet.


  “Didn’t you think it strange that he happened to be in the same eating place as we were?” Jonathan continued. “He probably put William up to recommending that inn so he could meet you there.”


  “Jonathan!” Mandie said angrily. “You are talking nonsense and I don’t want to hear any more about it. Now we will only discuss the windmill, which is the only reason we’re going to the miller’s house.”


  “If you say so,” Jonathan said, sitting back in his seat.


  Mandie’s mind was confused as they rode along. She wanted to ask the miller why the blades were in the unusual position they saw them in the night before. But her thoughts kept turning to his good-looking son, and then she would feel her face get warm again. She resolved she would ignore Albert when they got to his home and only talk to his father.


  At that moment Albert rode by the window, smiling at her, and she wondered how she would ever be able to ignore him.


  CHAPTER SIX


  MR. VAN DONGEN’S DENIAL


  William pulled their carriage up in front of what everyone had been calling “the miller’s cottage.” It looked like a mansion to Mandie compared with the house they were renting. Evidently being a miller must be a very lucrative occupation. And seeing the windmill up close, it was huge.


  As the three young people stepped down from the vehicle behind Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton, Mandie suddenly found Albert standing by her side. He smiled at her and then spoke to Mrs. Taft, “Madam, if you will please, follow me. My father is at home doing bookwork. The mill is not operating today.”


  He opened a glass-paned front door and showed them into an elaborate parlor. It was very formal and very rich-looking, Mandie decided, done in hues of blue and green. Snowball squirmed to get down.


  “No, no, Snowball, be still,” Mandie scolded, holding him tightly in her arms.


  “It is all right for him to get down,” Albert said. “We also have a cat who runs loose in the house. I will bring him in to play with your cat.” Turning to Mrs. Taft he said, “Madam, if you would please all take seats, I will get my father.”


  “Thank you,” Mrs. Taft replied as everyone found a place to sit.


  Albert smiled again at Mandie and quickly left the room. Mandie sat on a chair by the door, still holding Snowball in her lap.


  “Did you notice the position of the windmill’s blades?” Jonathan asked. “They were stopped at one-thirty, four-thirty, seven-thirty, and ten-thirty.”


  “Oh, no,” Mandie said with a big sigh. “I plumb forgot with all the excitement of coming here.”


  “It is exciting to unexpectedly meet the miller’s son, and then get invited right into his home, isn’t it?” Celia said.


  “I guess so, if you’re a girl,” Jonathan said with a grin.


  “If you’re jealous because Albert smiled at Celia and me, then maybe you should treat us more like girls,” Mandie told him, her blue eyes twinkling. “We might love you for it.”


  The remark made Jonathan blush, just as Mandie figured it would. And she also felt they were even now when it came to teasing.


  Celia smiled but didn’t say a word.


  At that moment Albert returned, saving Jonathan the need to answer Mandie.


  Albert’s father was with him, and Mandie saw at once that Albert was an exact younger duplicate of his father, right down to the smile.


  Mr. Van Dongen stepped forward to take Mrs. Taft’s hand and introduce himself before Albert had the chance.


  “Madam, what a pleasure indeed,” he said, bending to kiss her hand. “I am Albert Van Dongen, the same as my son, except I am the first and he is the second.” He spoke with a clipped accent. “Welcome to my humble home.”


  “Thank you, Mr. Van Dongen. I do hope you’ll forgive this sudden visit. Your son invited us, assuring us it would be all right,” Mrs. Taft said, smiling up at the tall man. She introduced Senator Morton, and then the young people.


  After exchanging greetings, Mr. Van Dongen sat down near the adults. “Albert, please make a seat for yourself,” he told his son. As Albert sat down near Mandie and her friends, his father continued, “My son is so excited to meet people from the United States of America, because he will be going to school there when the next term opens.”


  “How wonderful!” Mrs. Taft enthused.


  While the adults were occupied with their own conversation, Mandie was still having trouble with Snowball squirming in her arms,  and at that moment he managed to escape. She grabbed for him but he raced to smell Albert’s shoes, and then he jumped into the young man’s lap.


  “Oh, the cat! I forgot,” Albert said, quickly standing up and placing Snowball on the floor. “I will get him,” he said, leaving the room quickly.


  “So he is going to the United States to school,” Mandie said quietly to her friends. “I wonder what school, and where?”


  “Ask him,” Celia said.


  “Oh, no, I couldn’t do that,” Mandie said, suddenly shy at the prospect.


  “Why not?” Jonathan said, just as Albert returned with a beautiful gray cat, much larger than Snowball. He sat him on the floor and the young people waited and watched to see how the two would react.


  Snowball spit at the gray cat, who sat there staring at him. Then the white kitten slowly edged forward to smell the other cat. Albert’s cat looked down its nose at Snowball until Snowball was just inches from him. Then he suddenly bristled his fur and began backing away. Snowball meowed and followed him.


  Mandie laughed. “I believe your cat is afraid of mine,” she told Albert.


  Albert also laughed and said, “Not afraid. Surprised. It is the first time he has ever seen another cat that I know of.”


  The three young people looked at Albert in disbelief.


  “He has never seen another cat? Don’t you people have cats in Holland?” Mandie asked.


  “Yes, lots of cats, but not in this house,” Albert replied. He is not allowed to run loose. And the Widow DeWeese’s cat died before we got this one. He was allowed in the mill because of rats.”


  “Did you say DeWeese? That’s a family name in North Carolina where I come from,” Mandie said.


  “But this lady is from France. She is French,” Albert said.


  “Maybe the people back home by that name came from France,” Mandie said, and then changing the subject, she asked, “Is your father going to show us the windmill?”


  “Of course, after he makes your grandmother and the senator welcome,” Albert explained.


  Mandie noticed that Snowball and the gray cat had finally become  friends and were rolling around on the floor. Mr. Van Dongen kept talking to her grandmother and the senator, and Mandie was feeling increasingly uncomfortable with Albert. His constant smiling at her made her feel embarrassed, because she knew Jonathan was watching.


  Finally Mr. Van Dongen stopped talking to the adults and turned to converse with the young people. He moved to a chair nearer them, after excusing himself to Mrs. Taft.


  “Welcome to my house,” he said. “So you are Mrs. Taft’s granddaughter, Amanda.”


  “Yes, sir, I am,” Mandie said. “My friends call me Mandie for short. You have a beautiful home, Mr. Van Dongen.”


  The man glanced around, spread his hands and said, “Not like when my wife was living. The maid has no one to supervise her.” He turned to look at Celia, “And you are Celia.”


  Celia smiled and nodded. “Yes, sir,” she said. “Celia Hamilton. Mandie is my best friend.”


  “And you, young fellow, are the son of Mr. Lindall Guyer, whose family left Holland many, many years ago to live in the United States of America, I understand.”


  “You know my father, sir?” Jonathan asked in surprise.


  “No, I do not know your father. I know of him,” the man said, smiling.


  Jonathan shrugged his shoulders and said, “Seems like everywhere we go someone knows my father’s name.”


  “Yes, he is well known all over Europe. He is involved in so many business dealings, which are usually written about in the newspapers,” Mr. Van Dongen explained.


  “What kind of business dealings has my father had here in your country, Mr. Van Dongen?” Jonathan asked with great interest.


  “Just a few weeks ago he contributed a large sum of money to a school our young Queen Wilhelmina has established for the poorer children. She is now a young woman of twenty-one and is interested in such work,” Mr. Van Dongen explained.


  Jonathan turned to explain to the girls: “Queen Wilhelmina became queen of the Netherlands at the age of ten when her father, William III, died.”


  The girls gasped. Mandie said to Mr. Van Dongen, “You had a ten-year-old girl ruling the country?”


  Mr. Van Dongen smiled and explained, “It is not like the presidency of your country. Queen Wilhelmina’s mother, Emma of Waldeck-Pyrmont, was regent until Wilhelmina became eighteen years old in 1898.”


  “Why couldn’t her mother be the queen?” Mandie asked.


  “Because the royal family descends on her father’s side, not her mother’s,” Mr. Van Dongen said. “All the way back to William of Orange, the forefather of the royal family.”


  Mrs. Taft spoke from across the room, “Amanda, we will be going to Delft to the Delftware factory. Delft is called the City of Princes and was also the city of William of Orange.”


  Mandie asked, “Will we be able to see Queen Wilhelmina, Grandmother?”


  Mrs. Taft smiled and said, “No, dear, I’m afraid we aren’t acquainted with the queen.”


  “If you stay long enough you will most likely see the queen in some public event,” Mr. Van Dongen told Mandie.


  Mandie shook her head and said, “We’re only here for a short visit. We have to go on to Ireland.”


  “Yes, you see, I have been taking the young people on a tour of Europe, and in order to see a lot of countries we can’t spend much time in any particular place,” Mrs. Taft explained. “We still have Ireland, Scotland, Wales, and England to visit. Then we have to rush home for the young people to get into school on time.”


  “Then you must return to our country and plan to stay longer next time,” Mr. Van Dongen told Mrs. Taft. “We would be honored to have you all as our guests here in our home.”


  “Thank you, Mr. Van Dongen. Maybe we will some time,” Mrs. Taft said.


  “That’s very gracious of you, sir,” Senator Morton said.


  Mandie was getting impatient with the conversation. All she wanted to do was see the windmill and ask the miller about the setting of the blades the night before. She kept looking at her friends, who only shook their heads slightly.


  Suddenly Mandie made a decision. She bent slightly toward Albert and said softly, “The windmill, please.”


  “Of course, of course,” Albert quickly replied. He stood up and looked at his father. “Pardon the intrusion, Papa, but Mandie and Celia  and Jonathan would like to see the windmill, if you will allow me to show it to them.”


  Mr. Van Dongen immediately apologized to Mrs. Taft. “I am sorry for the delay in seeing the windmill.”


  “Oh, no, sir, I have seen quite a few windmills in my lifetime, and I’m sure the senator has also; so with your permission, please allow the young people to go ahead with your son, Albert,” Mrs. Taft replied.


  “Yes, yes,” Senator Morton agreed.


  “You may go, then, Albert, but be careful. Our young guests are not familiar with the mechanism of the windmill,” Mr. Van Dongen cautioned.


  “Yes, sir,” Albert said.


  “We’ll be fine,” Mandie told her grandmother, who eyed her carefully. As the young people stood to leave, Mandie suddenly remembered her kitten. “Albert, should I take Snowball with me?”


  “Of course, and I will take our cat,” Albert said, bending to pick up the huge gray animal.


  “Doesn’t your cat have a name?” Mandie asked as she reached for Snowball.


  “Oh, yes, his name is Flour Rat,” Albert said as they walked toward the door of the room.


  The three young people stopped and laughed, and Mandie said, “Flour Rat? What a name for a cat.”


  “He has earned it,” Albert explained as he led the way through the house. “He keeps the rats out of our flour. He is an intelligent animal.”


  Mandie looked at her friends and smiled behind Albert’s back.


  As they entered the huge room that turned out to be the flour mill, Albert showed them the mechanism that was turned by the revolving blades of the windmill.


  “Of course you must know that the wind turns the blades. The sails are made of lightweight canvas, and once the wind strikes them they rotate very fast,” Albert said. “The wheat is ground and sifted here, and the finished result is the flour over there in the barrels.”


  The young people listened to every word, and Mandie’s mind traveled through the operation. Back home in the North Carolina mountains where she came from, people used waterwheels for such work. And  the Cherokees beat the wheat grain by hand to dislodge the meal that made the flour. The windmill was something different to see.


  Albert put Flour Rat down, and the cat immediately began poking around the floor. Snowball was squirming to join him.


  “It is all right if Snowball joins Flour Rat,” Albert said with a smile at Mandie.


  Mandie hesitated. The mill was huge and Snowball could find plenty of hiding places. “Well, I’ll let him down on his leash,” she said as she put the kitten on the floor and held tightly to the end of his red leash. “He runs away every chance he gets.”


  “The doors are closed. He cannot get outside,” Albert assured her.


  Mandie decided it was time to ask the question about the position of the blades the night before. She looked up at Albert and said, “We lost Snowball last night because someone left our door open. We had gone for a walk to look at your windmill, and when we got back to the house he was gone. Did you know the blades on your windmill were in the wrong position last night?”


  “In the wrong position?” Albert asked, puzzled.


  “Yes. It was late, probably near midnight, and the blades were not set to show the mill was closed,” Mandie tried to explain. “And when we looked back, the blades suddenly moved and stopped at the one-thirty, four-thirty, seven-thirty, and ten-thirty positions, which we understand shows the mill is closed.”


  “You are right about that, but my father retired before dark last night and set the blades accordingly,” Albert told her.


  “But we all saw the blades move,” Jonathan joined in.


  “Yes, we did,” Celia agreed.


  Albert suggested, “Perhaps the moonlight caused the blades to look as though they were moving. My father and I were both at home. We didn’t retire until my sister came in around midnight.”


  Mandie was insistent. “I’m sorry to disagree with you, but we all three saw the position of the blades, and then saw them move to indicate the mill was closed,” she told Albert, looking straight into his blue eyes.


  Albert flushed slightly and said, “I think that we should give your information to my father and see what he has to say.”


  Jonathan spoke up and said, “Yes. He might have moved the blades without your knowing about it.”


  “We thought the wrong position of the blades may be a distress signal or something,” Celia told the young man.


  Albert looked at each one of the young people, then stooped to pick up Flour Rat. “Let us go see my father,” he said, sounding rather serious.


  With Snowball racing along at the end of his leash, Mandie followed Albert back to the house. Celia and Jonathan were close behind.


  Mr. Van Dongen was still in the parlor with Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton. They seemed to be discussing Holland’s flower parades. The young people paused in the doorway.


  “It’s such a gift to be able to fabricate animals and objects out of flowers for the parade,” Mrs. Taft was saying. “And the participants are so talented, moving so gracefully with all those flowers covering them from head to foot.”


  “And the sweet scent of roses is enough to make an old man want to turn to young romance again,” Senator Morton said with a little laugh.


  Jonathan looked at Mandie and grinned as he whispered, “Better watch out for your grandmother. Romeo has come alive again.”


  Mandie poked his side with her elbow as she advanced into the parlor.


  Mr. Van Dongen looked up as they entered the room. “Did Albert give you a nice visit of our windmill?” he asked them.


  “Yes, sir,” they all replied.


  “But, Mr. Van Dongen, we have a problem,” Mandie said, walking up to the settee where he was sitting. “Or I should say we have a disagreement.”


  “A disagreement? Well now, Albert, what have you been disagreeable about?” Mr. Van Dongen asked. “Sit down and tell me, all of you.”


  “Let Mandie tell you,” Albert said, setting his cat down on the carpet and motioning for Mandie to go ahead.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton sat in rapt attention as Mandie and her two friends sat on a settee nearby. Albert flopped onto a footstool in front of them.


  “Well, you see, Mr. Van Dongen, last night Celia and Jonathan and


  I went for a walk to see your windmill,” Mandie began as Snowball curled up at her feet. “We didn’t know how to get across the canal, so that was as far as we went. But, mind you, the moon was shining. Therefore we could clearly see the blades on your windmill.” She paused to look at Albert and then quickly added, “And they were definitely in the wrong position. We all three noticed it. And when we started back we turned to look one more time at the windmill, and suddenly the blades moved into the right place to indicate the mill was closed for the night.” She blew out her breath and waited to see what Mr. Van Dongen would say.


  The Dutchman’s face flushed fiery red as he dropped his gaze and replied, “Those blades could not have been in the wrong position. I set them myself when I closed the mill before dark. You must be mistaken.”


  Mandie heard Mrs. Taft gasp as the miller’s tone of voice became harsh.


  “But, sir, we all three saw the position of the blades and then saw them move. If it had been only one of us, you might believe us to be mistaken, but we all saw everything,” Jonathan insisted.


  “Yes, we did,” Celia agreed.


  The old man shook his head.


  Mandie suddenly remembered the figure in the dark and said, “We also saw someone among the flower bushes, and he ran away from us. Actually, we couldn’t be sure if it was a man or a woman.”


  Mr. Van Dongen looked at her and asked, “Someone ran away from you? And you couldn’t tell whether it was a man or a woman?”


  “It was too dark, sir,” Mandie replied. “But if I hadn’t gotten my skirt tangled in the rosebushes, we could have caught him, or at least seen more clearly who it was.”


  “If it was too dark to see whether it was a man or a woman, then how could you see the position of the blades on the windmill?” Mr. Van Dongen asked with a frown.


  “The moon was shining directly on the windmill, but the person we saw was stooping low among the flowers, trying to hide from us,” Mandie explained.


  “Probably some servant out on a lark when he should have been home,” Mr. Van Dongen muttered. He looked directly at Mandie and said firmly, “And I assure you that you were all mistaken about the  position of the windmill’s blades.” He stood up. “Now, I am sorry, but I must get back to my work on the books.” He bowed slightly to Mrs. Taft.


  “Of course, Mr. Van Dongen,” Mrs. Taft said as she and Senator Morton both quickly rose. “I apologize for dropping in on you unexpectedly like this. We appreciate your hospitality and kindness.”


  “And you must come back before you leave our country,” the Dutchman said. “Albert will show your driver the way across the canal. Good day.” He brusquely left the room.


  Albert smiled at Mrs. Taft and said, “We will find your carriage at the front, I believe.” He led the group out the front door, smiled at Mandie, and asked them all to return to visit. He then stood watching as they all climbed into the carriage and rode away.


  Mandie and her friends sat in silence for a few moments. Mandie felt that Mr. Van Dongen was angry with them because they had asked about the windmill blades, but she couldn’t figure out why. As William drove them back to the house, Mrs. Taft and the senator spoke quietly with each other as though nothing unusual had happened.


  “Mr. Van Dongen was so nice and friendly, until we mentioned the windmill blades,” Mandie finally remarked quietly. “Then he acted angry with us, like he wanted us to hurry up and leave.”


  “That’s what I thought, too,” Jonathan said.


  “I thought it was very discourteous of him to suddenly say he had to go back to work,” Celia said.


  “Yes, and did you notice that Albert didn’t have one word to say after we went back to the house and told his father about last night?” Mandie remarked.


  “I don’t think he believed us, either,” Jonathan said.


  “Neither one of them wanted to believe us. It was almost as if they had some secret reason to dispute everything we said,” Mandie added.


  “Like what, Mandie?” Celia asked.


  “Like maybe the blades were set in that odd position for a certain reason, and they knew about it but didn’t want us to know,” Mandie said as Snowball settled down around her feet.


  “Did you notice the way Mr. Van Dongen passed off your remark about seeing someone in the flowers last night?” Jonathan asked.


  “Yes, and I think we ought to find out why,” Mandie announced.


  “But, Mandie!” Celia exclaimed under her breath. “That’s not our business.”


  “We’ll make it our business to find out who that person was last night, and why the windmill’s blades were in the wrong position and then suddenly moved to normal,” Mandie said. “It shouldn’t be so hard to find out.”


  Jonathan and Celia looked at each other and sighed.


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  WHO MIXED THE PAINT?


  The young people were tired from their late-night escapades the night before, and made no objection when Mrs. Taft sent everyone off to bed early. It seemed to Mandie that she had just gone to sleep when Gretchen was knocking on the door to say that breakfast was ready.


  “We’ll be down in a few minutes,” Mandie called sleepily to the maid. She shook Celia awake, and they both jumped out of bed. Snowball tumbled to the floor.


  “Do not be too long or the food will be cold,” Gretchen replied through the closed door as she hurried on down the hallway.


  Mandie yawned and stretched while she reached for a dress in the tall wardrobe. “I didn’t wake up at all last night. And I didn’t dream either,” she told Celia.


  Celia also pulled a fresh garment down for herself. “Me either,” she said. “I suppose our late night has finally caught up to us.”


  “Yes, but now we have to be alert for every chance we get to begin working on our mystery,” Mandie said, slipping on a pale pink linen dress.


  “But, Mandie, there is no way we can find out who that was we saw in the flower field, or who set the windmill blades,” Celia said as she straightened her long tan skirt. “If you ask me, I believe Mr. Van


  Dongen is the one who set the blades and then moved them.” She stuffed a yellow linen waist into the band of her skirt.


  Mandie twirled before the mirror, and then looked at her friend. “You do? Why?”


  “Well, he acted strange when we told him everything,” Celia said, coming to stand by Mandie in front of the looking glass. “In fact, I think he was angry that we knew about the blades, and that we saw someone in the flowers.”


  “Yes, he was,” Mandie admitted again. “That’s why I think it is some kind of a secret, and he doesn’t want us to find out anything more. Remember that Albert did not say anything to defend us before his father?”


  “Yes,” Celia replied, then added with a smile, “And that is strange, because he seemed really smitten with you. You ought to use that to your advantage.”


  Mandie felt a blush rise in her cheeks. “Smitten? You sound like Jonathan. Whatever in the world are you talking about, Celia Hamilton?”


  “Oh, Mandie, you know he is definitely interested in you. Why, he didn’t take his eyes off you all the time we were there,” Celia said. “You could very easily influence him into talking to his father about this whole thing for us.”


  Mandie thought for a moment as a frown crossed her brow. “You’re right, Celia. I might see what I can do if I get a chance,” she said.


  “But right now we’d better get on down to breakfast,” Celia reminded her.


  Mandie bent to fasten Snowball’s leash onto his collar. “I’ll ask Gretchen to feed Snowball while we eat, because I’m going to have to take him with us. We’ll probably be gone all day, and I just can’t leave him shut up here that long,” she said.


  “I’ll help you take care of him while we’re out, Mandie,” Celia offered.


  “Thanks. You always do and I appreciate it,” Mandie told her as they started for the door.


  Everyone else was already at the table when the girls entered the dining room. Gretchen took Snowball, and Mandie and Celia sat down.


  “Celia and I both were still asleep when Gretchen knocked on our door,” Mandie told her grandmother.


  “So was I, dear,” she admitted. “I suppose we were all tired out. We’ve done nothing but travel and gad about for such a long time now,” Mrs. Taft replied.


  Gretchen had come back and was pouring the coffee. Hot rolls were on the table.


  “Now that everyone is here I’ll get the food,” Gretchen told Mrs. Taft and left the room.


  “Sleepy heads,” Jonathan teased the girls. “I’ve been up since the crack of dawn.”


  “And what have you been doing since then?” Mandie asked as she sipped her cup of hot coffee.


  “I’ve been out to look at the windmill,” Jonathan told her.


  “Did you go all the way over there?” Mandie asked, surprised.


  “Oh, no, I just walked far enough around the house to see the position of the blades,” Jonathan explained.


  Mandie waited for him to go on, but he merely sat there smiling mischievously at her.


  “Well, where were the blades stopped?” Mandie asked in an exasperated voice.


  “Now that you’ve asked, they were in the regular closed-for-the-night position,” Jonathan said, and then added with a grin, “Nothing exciting. All normal.”


  “Jonathan, sometimes I could shake you,” Mandie muttered so that her grandmother at the end of the table could not hear her.


  “That goes for me, too. Sometimes you are overly aggressive,” Jonathan replied, sipping his coffee and reaching for a roll.


  Mandie took a deep breath and said, “Now that we’re even, let’s get on with our mystery. Did you see Albert or his father?”


  “No one, not even the cat, but then Albert said the cat was not allowed to run outside,” Jonathan replied.


  Mrs. Taft spoke from the end of the table as Gretchen brought in the food. “Amanda, Celia, Jonathan, eat up now. We must hurry to get to Delft this morning so that we might have time for something else today.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” Mandie replied, helping herself to the dishes of hot food being passed.


  “Mandie, if we see Albert today, don’t forget what I told you,” Celia reminded Mandie of their earlier conversation in their room.


  “I won’t,” Mandie assured her.


  Jonathan quickly looked at the girls and asked, “What do you mean by that?”


  “Nothing you would understand,” Mandie said with a smile.


  “I may not understand everything that goes on, but remember I’m always right there with you girls, and if you see Albert, I’ll see him, too,” Jonathan replied.


  “Please discontinue your conversation and concentrate on your food. We need to get going,” Mrs. Taft told the young people.


  The three replied, “Yes, ma’am,” and hurriedly cleaned their plates.


  “If you will excuse me, I will see about our carriage,” Senator Morton told Mrs. Taft as he rose to leave the table.


  “Of course, thank you, Senator,” Mrs. Taft replied as the senator left the room.


  “If you will excuse me also, I’ll go help,” Jonathan said to Mrs. Taft.


  “Go ahead, Jonathan. We’ll be along soon,” Mrs. Taft said as she finished her coffee. Jonathan quickly left the room.


  Mandie, suspicious of Jonathan’s motive for leaving, quickly swallowed the last bite on her plate and said, “I’m finished, Grandmother.”


  “I am also,” Celia added.


  “Well, then, it looks like we’re all finished, so let’s get started,” Mrs. Taft said as she pushed back her chair.


  Gretchen, standing nearby, told Mandie, “I’ll get your cat,” and left the room.


  “Are you planning on taking your cat with you today, Amanda?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “I have to, Grandmother. We’ll probably be gone all day, and I can’t leave him shut up all alone in our room that long,” Mandie said as Gretchen returned with Snowball in her arms and handed him to his mistress.


  “Be sure you watch after him carefully, then. I won’t have time wasted because of that cat running away and getting into things,” Mrs. Taft warned her.


  “I’m going to help her with Snowball,” Celia said as the three left the dining room.


  William had the carriage waiting at the front door while Senator Morton stood by. Mandie looked around, but couldn’t see Jonathan anywhere.


  “Where is Jonathan, Senator Morton?” Mandie asked.


  “He said he wanted to walk around the house a minute for something,” the senator told her.


  “I’ll go get him,” Mandie said, giving her cat to Celia in a hurry, and rushing off down the pathway before her grandmother could object.


  She found him exactly where she expected. He was standing down in the flower field looking at the windmill in the distance.


  “Jonathan Guyer, we are fixing to leave you,” she called to him.


  Jonathan quickly turned and started walking toward her. “I just wanted to see if the blades on the windmill had changed position.”


  Mandie glanced at the blades across the field. They were still in the closed position as far as she could tell. Evidently Mr. Van Dongen didn’t get up and go to work very early.


  “You see they haven’t moved,” Jonathan told her as he caught up with her in the pathway.


  “You know Grandmother is in a hurry, so come on,” Mandie told him as she hurried back around the house.


  Mrs. Taft, Senator Morton, and Celia, with Snowball, were already in the carriage, and Mandie rushed up to join them. She looked at her grandmother as she quickly sat down next to Celia, and Jonathan practically tumbled in beside her in his haste. Mrs. Taft didn’t seem to notice that the two had delayed their start a few minutes.


  “Tell us about this place we’re going to visit, Grandmother,” Mandie said as William got the carriage on its way.


  “It’s an ancient city. As I’ve said before, it is called the City of William of Orange, who was the father of the Dutch Royal family,” Mrs. Taft began. “I’m sure you will all be fascinated with the town. It’s so old and quaint.”


  “What about the Delftware factory?” Mandie asked.


  “I believe it was along about the beginning of the seventeenth century that the Dutch were being put out of the porcelain business by Chinese imports,” Mrs. Taft said. “The Chinese had learned how to make probably the best porcelain in the world. Well, the Royal family  had to do something about this. So the Dutch people learned how to make the Delft blue ware, which was done by hand and exquisitely painted. And the Delftware surpassed its Eastern counterpart.”


  “So all the porcelain is blue?” Mandie asked.


  “Well, the Delftware is white, but the painting on it is all blue,” Mrs. Taft answered.


  After a long journey they finally arrived at the city of Delft. The young people watched out the window of the carriage as they passed canals, steep bridges, and old houses with quaint gables and tile roofs. There seemed to be sidewalk cafes everywhere and several open-air markets.


  “Oh, this is so interesting!” Mandie exclaimed as she looked at the scenery. Snowball woke up and stretched at her feet.


  “We will be stopping at a cafe to get some refreshments first, then we’ll go on to the factory,” Mrs. Taft told them.


  “I could sure use some refreshment,” Jonathan said with a sigh. “I guess I didn’t eat enough breakfast.”


  “Me either,” Celia added.


  “I can smell the food already,” Mandie said as the odor of freshly baked bread drifted through the carriage windows.


  “I asked William to let us out at the next square, I believe,” Senator Morton told Mrs. Taft. “There’s a place on the corner that has good food.”


  After they left the carriage, Mrs. Taft allowed them to walk about the area for a few minutes. Mandie put Snowball on his leash. She and Senator Morton kept right up with them. The young people were excited over the picturesque village. Everywhere they looked they saw something that held their interest.


  “Oh, I’d like to stay here awhile!” Mandie exclaimed as they walked over a high, steep bridge made of stone, surrounded by flowers.


  “Unfortunately we have to return to our house tonight,” Mrs. Taft told her. “We can’t get too far behind with our schedule for the other countries.”


  As the young people stepped off the curved bridge, Mandie suddenly saw a flash of a familiar face in the crowd. She knew immediately that it was the woman from the ship who had been following them everywhere they went.


  “Quick! The woman from the ship!” she called to her friends.


  Picking up Snowball she raced off in the direction the woman had gone.


  Jonathan and Celia quickly followed, while Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton stood there wondering what had caused the young people to hurry away.


  Mandie searched the crowd, looking behind statues, bushes, and fences, but she couldn’t find a sign of the woman. She stopped and stomped her foot as her friends caught up with her.


  “She got away, as usual,” Mandie told them. “But I’m sure it was that strange woman from the ship. I do wish she would quit following us everywhere.”


  “I think we just ought to ignore her if we see her again,” Celia said.


  “Yes, she’s always playing games with us, running away like that,” Jonathan agreed.


  “But we don’t know why she does it,” Mandie said. With a final look around she said, “Guess we’d better go back. Grandmother will wonder what we’re doing.”


  As they returned to where she and Senator Morton were waiting, Mrs. Taft asked, “Amanda, what possessed you to run off like that?”


  “Sorry, Grandmother, I thought I saw someone I knew,” Mandie told her.


  “Someone you knew? Here in Holland? How could that be?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “Well, I guess it wasn’t,” Mandie said, deciding not to discuss the strange woman with her grandmother. “I’m starving. Could we eat now?”


  “Just be sure that we all stay together from now on,” Mrs. Taft said as she and Senator Morton led the way to the sidewalk cafe. White tables and chairs were arranged in clusters on a blue and white tile floor. Pots full of blooming plants outlined the dining area. And the smell of food was enough to make the young people ravenous.


  “We can’t spend too much time here,” Mrs. Taft reminded them. “So decide quickly what you want to order.”


  With Senator Morton to guide them through the Dutch menu, the young people finally ordered a delicious meal of creamed chicken. Mandie tied Snowball to the table leg and fed him a small dish of food when it came.


  Within a short time they were all ready to travel on to the factory. The road was winding and narrow, and they crossed a steep bridge over a small canal. When the factory came within sight, Mandie was somewhat disappointed with the look of it. It was very old and was surrounded with crumbling stone walls. It looked more like a fortress than a factory.


  “It certainly is a strange-looking factory,” Mandie remarked as they alighted. She left Snowball in the carriage.


  “Wait until you get inside,” Mrs. Taft remarked, “and you’ll see such wonderful work being done that you’ll forget about the way the place looks.”


  One door was open to visitors, and they had to get into a line before going inside. Mandie noticed several different nationalities in the crowd, and could hear various languages being spoken.


  Senator Morton explained: “You will see visitors from many countries here. It is famous worldwide, and a visit to Holland is not complete without a visit here.”


  The young people played a guessing game as to the nationalities represented. “That blond man and woman ahead of us are probably Swedish,” Jonathan said quietly.


  Mandie asked, “How can you tell?”


  “I can hear them talking,” Jonathan said with a grin.


  Mandie glanced behind them and saw an Oriental man and woman join the line.


  “And I imagine those people behind us are Chinese,” she said smugly.


  Jonathan turned discreetly to look. “You are probably right,” he agreed.


  “I’ve never seen Chinese people before, but they look like the pictures I’ve seen,” Celia agreed as she stole a glance.


  The line moved forward quickly, and they found themselves inside the structure with Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton. Aisles were roped off so that the visitors could walk along and watch the workers without interrupting them. A tall Dutchman herded them along, but no information was given. It seemed to be a case of watch and see for yourself.


  They passed huge vats of blue paint and then yellow paint. Mandie wondered what they did with the yellow paint if the porcelain was all painted blue.


  “What do they do with the yellow paint?” she finally asked.


  “Well, I don’t know,” Jonathan began, “but if we dumped some of this yellow into the blue paint over there we’d have green.”


  Mandie was shocked. “Jonathan Guyer, how dare you even say such a thing!” she exclaimed. “It would ruin everything!”


  “And cause all sorts of trouble,” Celia added.


  “Of course it would. I didn’t really intend doing that,” Jonathan said, alarmed that the girls thought he was serious. “I just don’t know what they do with the yellow paint.”


  Senator Morton heard this remark and turned back to say, “Look at the wall over in that corner. It looks like they are painting it yellow.”


  The young people looked in the direction he pointed and saw that he was right. Fresh yellow paint covered part of the wall.


  After the adults drifted a little ahead, Jonathan whispered to the girls, “I’d still like to see what would happen if we mixed the blue and the yellow.”


  “You’d better not try it,” Mandie cautioned as they moved forward.


  The paint seemed to be coming through funnels at each worker’s table, and as they watched, the blue design was carefully painted on the porcelain. Mandie was fascinated by it all, until she suddenly realized Jonathan had disappeared.


  “Where did Jonathan go?” Mandie whispered to Celia.


  “I don’t know,” Celia said, looking about for him.


  “Come along, Amanda,” Mrs. Taft called back to her.


  Then as easily as Jonathan had disappeared, he suddenly turned up in line again without the girls seeing where he’d come from.


  “Jonathan, where have you been?” Mandie whispered to him.


  “That’s a secret,” Jonathan replied with his mischievous grin.


  Mandie frowned at him and moved along quickly behind the adults. There were a lot of people in line and it was slow-moving, but Mandie enjoyed watching the workers fashion the blue designs with their swift strokes.


  Suddenly a worker that she was watching cried out. She looked to see what was wrong. A man who was evidently the supervisor came running to the worker’s table. There was a lot of excited talk back and forth, and Mandie strained to see over heads. Finally she found an  opening to peek through. She could see that the worker’s design was green instead of blue!


  Turning quickly, Mandie stomped on Jonathan’s foot and said, “Jonathan, you mixed the blue and the yellow! How could you?”


  Jonathan looked shocked as he said, “No, I didn’t!” He looked at Mandie and then at the piece of porcelain the worker was holding.


  The adults turned to see what the commotion was about. Mandie immediately straightened up and stopped accusing Jonathan. It would be better if her grandmother didn’t know what Jonathan had done.


  Mrs. Taft looked over at the three and then said to the senator, “Can you imagine what kind of person would do such a thing? To ruin all that paint and porcelain?”


  “I’d say it would be a very dangerous thing to do with all the possible repercussions from the Royal family. This factory is their pride and joy,” Senator Morton replied.


  Someone seemed to be shoving in line behind them, so Mandie turned to look back. Some people were leaving without finishing the tour. She noticed an older couple walking toward the doorway they had come through, and the Oriental man and woman were also leaving. Then the people ahead of them, that Jonathan had said were Swedish, also turned to go back the way they had come in.


  “Come along, Amanda,” Mrs. Taft urged.


  Mandie looked forward to see the room suddenly fill with guards who were ushering the people out another doorway. Evidently they had been in the building all the time.


  As they stepped outside, one of the guards was asking for identification and writing information on a tablet. Senator Morton took care of all their papers and the man passed them on. They were free to leave.


  As they walked toward their waiting carriage, Mrs. Taft discussed the matter with Senator Morton. The young people, following closely, listened. Mandie kept watching Jonathan out of the corner of her eye. He seemed to be watching the other visitors.


  “That was certainly a stroke of bad luck for us, as well as for the factory,” Mrs. Taft remarked. “We didn’t get to see everything.”


  “Yes, and I hope they catch whoever did such a thing,” Senator Morton replied. “The Royal family feels so strongly about this factory, I wouldn’t be surprised if the culprit were hanged, if he is caught.”


  Mandie’s heart thumped wildly in her chest. She knew Jonathan  had done this awful thing, and now his very life would be in danger if he were found out. Well, she wouldn’t go so far as to tell on him. She wouldn’t want to be responsible for having him hung. But she would keep her eyes open for any more such deeds he might try to do, because she was determined not to be involved in such things.


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  WHERE ARE THE VAN DONGENS?


  As they stood waiting for William to bring their carriage alongside the narrow pathway outside the Delftware factory, Mandie noticed the Chinese man and woman standing nearby talking to the older couple who had been in line inside. She couldn’t understand the language they were speaking, and she frowned as she watched them. The Chinese man happened to glance her way, and suddenly the strangers all changed their conversation to English.


  “Yes, I hope they catch the terrible person who mixed that blue and yellow paint,” the Chinese man was saying.


  The other strangers in the group had turned to look at Mandie and her friends. The older man replied to the Chinese man, “Not only is it costly, it could damage the Dutch reputation for fine porcelain.”


  “And that must be maintained under all circumstances,” the Chinese man said, glancing at Mandie again.


  Mandie nudged Celia and Jonathan, who were also aware of the conversation among the strangers. “They keep looking to see if we’re listening,” she whispered.


  Jonathan suddenly rolled off a few sentences in what Mandie recognized  as French. Then he turned his back on the strangers, winked at the girls, and said softly, “I’m trying to make them think we’re French.”


  “Jonathan, I’d advise you to behave yourself for the rest of the trip,” Mandie admonished him with a frown. “No more fooling around.”


  Jonathan looked sharply at Mandie, sighed, and stepped ahead to stand by Mrs. Taft.


  William came along with their carriage at that moment, and as they all climbed inside, Mandie, who usually sat between her two friends, gave Celia a little push to put her between Jonathan and herself.


  Snowball, waiting in the carriage for his mistress, quickly jumped in her lap.


  But William didn’t get very far because another flower parade was passing by and he had to bring the carriage to a halt.


  “M-m-m-m! I smell them!” Mandie exclaimed as she leaned out the window.


  “Roses!” Celia added as she bent beside Mandie.


  Jonathan kept his seat, and when Mandie glanced back at him, he said, “One flower parade is enough. When you’ve seen one you’ve seen them all.”


  Mandie looked back out the window and quickly answered, “You may be right. But I see that girl and young man we saw leave the other parade when we first got to Holland. See? Right over there.” She tried to point at the moving participants.


  Jonathan ignored her remark, but Celia said, excitedly, “You’re absolutely correct, Mandie. They are the ones we saw.”


  “Maybe the same people participate in all the parades,” Mandie said as the procession passed on and she sat back in her seat. She looked at Jonathan and he quickly glanced out the other window.


  Senator Morton spoke to the young people: “That parade originated here at the factory. I saw them assembling behind the building when we went inside.”


  “I didn’t notice,” Mandie said, and then asked, “Where are we going now?”


  Senator Morton looked at Mrs. Taft, who answered Mandie’s question. “I thought we’d just go back to the house and relax for the rest of the day, dear,” she said. “This excursion turned out to be far more tiring than I expected.”


  Mandie was instantly relieved. She was more interested in pursuing  mysteries than in sight-seeing. “I’m sorry, Grandmother, if we’ve worn you out, but I think it’s a good idea to quit for the day. After all, we never know when Uncle Ned might arrive, or when Senator Morton might get a message from Jonathan’s father or his aunt and uncle,” she said quickly.


  Mrs. Taft smiled at her granddaughter and said, “Yes, I suppose you young people would rather go your own way than sight-see with us older folks.”


  “Oh, I’ve enjoyed seeing the sights with you folks,” Jonathan insisted.


  “And we’ve enjoyed having you with us, Jonathan,” Senator Morton said.


  “Yes, Jonathan, we are so glad you could join us for this journey around Europe,” Mrs. Taft added.


  Mandie was silent as she thought, Grandmother doesn’t know what Jonathan did back at the Delftware factory, or she’d be ready to wire his father to come and get him right now. But I’m not going to tell, because of what the Dutch people might do to him if he’s caught.


  When they finally arrived back at their rented house, it was late in the day. Mrs. Taft immediately went to her rooms, and Senator Morton left for a stroll after checking with Gretchen to find there were no messages.


  Mrs. Taft had warned the young people not to get into any mischief. “Well, what do we do now?” Jonathan asked as he sat across from the girls in the parlor.


  “Do? Like what?” Mandie asked with a sarcastic frown.


  “You girls were planning to see Albert about something,” Jonathan said in a long-drawn-out voice. “And I suppose you two will want to pursue the so-called mysteries you’ve concocted.”


  “Jonathan Guyer, we didn’t make up any mysteries and you know it,” Mandie said angrily. “You’ve been with us when everything happened.”


  “Sure I’ve been with you, but I don’t see the mystery in these things, not really,” Jonathan replied, raising his dark eyebrows.


  Mandie sighed and said, “You don’t have to go along with Celia and me if you don’t want to, then, but there are some questions I’m going to find the answers to.” She stood up and added, “Right now


  I’m going to find Albert and ask him some questions.” She picked up Snowball and started toward the door.


  Jonathan jumped up quickly and said, “Albert? Then I’m going with you.”


  Celia followed as she said, “But, Mandie, that’s a long way to walk. Remember, we have to go out of the way in order to cross the canal.”


  “I know, Celia, but we’ll make it back in time for supper if we hurry,” Mandie said. She led the way, and her friends rushed after her.


  Snowball squirmed as his mistress held him tightly in one arm, and with her other hand lifted her long skirt. She raced through the flower fields toward the steep, curved bridge that crossed the canal. As she ran and the windmill came into view, she noticed the blades were set for closing and she wondered if the miller had ever gone to work that day. They were in the same position as they had been that morning.


  The wind blew Mandie’s bonnet back, and it hung from her neck by its ribbon. Her blond hair tumbled free from its braid and fluttered about her face. But her thoughts were only on Albert. She believed he had the answers to the puzzles, and she intended to find out what he knew.


  The house looked deserted and no one answered her knock. Celia and Jonathan stood by and waited while Mandie let Snowball down on his leash.


  “I don’t believe anyone is at home,” Mandie finally said. She looked around the surrounding yard and then to the windmill nearby. There was no one in sight. Turning she said, “Let’s look inside the windmill. Maybe someone is there.”


  But they soon found that was not possible. The windmill was locked.


  “You’d think at least a servant would be around,” Mandie said with a sigh. “And I remember Mr. Van Dongen mentioning a maid.”


  “But she may be only a day maid, Mandie,” Celia said. “It’s getting late.”


  “And I don’t want to miss supper. I think I’ll head back,” Jonathan said, glancing for a response from Mandie as she stood in front of the door to the windmill.


  “Well, let’s go eat supper and come back over here later,” Mandie  said matter-of-factly. She picked up her kitten and led the way back to the house they were renting.


  The three walked and then ran. There was no time for conversation if they were going to get back in time to dress for supper. When they arrived, Gretchen was looking for them. She met them at the front door.


  “Food will be on the table in thirty minutes. Madam Taft has been notified,” the girl said.


  Mandie smiled at the maid’s accent. “Thank you, Gretchen. We’ll be there on time.”


  “See you girls at the table,” Jonathan told them, and quickly ran up the steps.


  Mandie and Celia went to their room, where they quickly changed into fresh clothes.


  “I’m so sorry Jonathan has disappointed us with his behavior,” Mandie remarked as she slipped the pale blue dress over her blond head.


  Celia stopped straightening her long skirt to look at her friend. “But, Mandie, we don’t know for sure that Jonathan is guilty of mixing the blue and yellow paint at the Delftware factory. We didn’t actually see him do it.”


  “But, Celia, he was talking about what would happen if he did,” Mandie said, continuing with her sash. “I’m sure he did it. Besides, who else could have done it if he didn’t?”


  “Lots of people were in that room with us,” Celia said. “In fact, people from several different countries.”


  “I just don’t understand why no one saw the paint being mixed,” Mandie said, bending to slip into her dress slippers. “I didn’t even see Jonathan leave the line and then come back. That’s how easy it was to do something out of the ordinary. And Jonathan acts guilty. He doesn’t have anything to say since I accused him of mixing the paint.”


  “That’s no proof he did it,” Celia argued. “Look at it this way. If you accused me of doing something wrong, and I knew good and well I didn’t do it, I wouldn’t have much to say to you either. My feelings would be hurt.”


  Mandie thought about that a moment as she looked at Celia. She didn’t have any proof that Jonathan had done such a thing, only the  feeling that he was guilty because of his remarks about the blue and yellow paints before it happened.


  “Well, if you think he didn’t do it, then tell me where you think he went when he left the line,” Mandie said, twirling to flounce out the frills on her long organdy skirt. “When I asked him, he wouldn’t tell me.”


  Celia frowned and said, “You know Jonathan. He likes to move around all the time. He might have just walked around to the other end of the room looking at everything and everybody.”


  “He told me it was a secret about where he’d been,” Mandie told her.


  “Well, he is a big tease. He was probably just teasing you,” Celia decided. “Anyway, let me remind you of what Uncle Ned would say. He’d tell you to think.”


  “I’ll talk to Uncle Ned about it when he gets here, if he ever does. Seems like he should have finished with his business in other places by now. Maybe he’s visiting friends,” Mandie said. Changing the subject, she asked, “Are you going back to the miller’s house with me after supper?”


  “Do you think your grandmother will allow us to go?” Celia asked.


  “If she doesn’t have any plans, I don’t see why she wouldn’t allow us to go over there. After all, she has already met the miller and his son and been in their house,” Mandie said.


  “Let’s don’t wait too late to go, Mandie,” Celia said. “I don’t think we should stay up all hours of the night wandering around.”


  Mandie smiled at her friend. “But that’s what makes solving mysteries exciting. We’ll go as soon after supper as possible.”


  When the girls went down to the dining room everyone was already there. Mandie handed Snowball to Gretchen so she could give him his supper. Then she sat down beside Celia, with Jonathan on the other side of her friend. She was determined not to be on a friendly basis with Jonathan until the mystery of the paint was solved.


  No one had much to say at the supper table, but as soon as they were all finished, Mrs. Taft decided they would all go for a stroll in the flower gardens.


  “We need some slow, relaxing exercise, so I thought we’d just walk in the gardens around the house for a little while,” Mrs. Taft told the  young people. “Then before we go to bed, maybe we’ll have a cup of tea in the parlor. How does that sound to y’all?”


  The three young people exchanged glances. Mandie raised her eyebrows slightly and said, “All right, Grandmother.” She was hoping this wouldn’t take long, but if it included tea afterward, it would probably be dark before they could return to the miller’s house, and she decided not to even mention it. Somehow she would find Albert and ask him some questions.


  Celia and Jonathan merely replied, “Yes, ma’am.”


  The gardens turned out to be spacious and interesting, full of blooming flowers and green shrubs, with several streams running through them. Mandie loved the quaint, steeply curved bridges over the water. She and her friends stopped at the peak of one to glimpse the countryside from its height. Snowball sat on the stone rail.


  “I see the widow’s house over there,” Mandie said, pointing in the direction of a stone structure. Turning to Celia she added, “You know, we ought to go visit her. I’d like to see what she looks like.”


  Celia smiled at Mandie and said, “She has a son, you know. I wonder what he’s like.”


  “Too bad no one around here has a beautiful daughter,” Jonathan said sarcastically.


  “Oh, but the miller has a daughter,” Mandie told him.


  “Remember, Albert said something about staying up until his sister came home.”


  “She’s probably ten feet tall like her brother and her father,” Jonathan said, turning away to look down into the stream below. “There’re fish down there. Look.”


  Snowball evidently saw the fish, too. He chose that moment to jump into the stream from his high perch.


  “Snowball! You could drown!” Mandie shouted as the kitten splashed into the water. She quickly ran down the bridge to call him from the side of the stream.


  Snowball didn’t seem to be hurt. He was paddling in the water trying to catch the fish. Mandie tried to coax him to the shore.


  Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton were sitting on a bench nearby and had seen the cat leap into the water. They came hurrying over to see if he was all right.


  “Is he all right, Amanda?” Mrs. Taft asked.


  “Yes, Grandmother. He’s just wild about fish,” Mandie explained as she stooped to reach out and catch him.


  Snowball still had his leash on, and Mandie managed to grasp the end that floated in the water. She began pulling on it, and although the white kitten didn’t want to leave the water, she managed to get him out. He immediately shook all over to get the water off his fur, and everyone had to stand back to keep from getting wet.


  “Snowball, this is it. You are going up to our room and staying there for the night,” Mandie declared, pulling firmly on the leash to guide him up the pathway.


  “Don’t pick him up, dear, or you’ll ruin your dress. When you get him into the house, try to dry him off with a towel,” Mrs. Taft told her. “The rest of us will wait for you in the parlor, as I suspect it’s about time we had our tea.”


  “Yes, Grandmother,” Mandie replied as Snowball suddenly began running ahead and she had to hold on to his leash more firmly.


  By the time they reached the house the kitten was almost dry. He stopped at the doorway to wash himself with his tongue. Celia went upstairs with Mandie to their room while everyone else headed for the parlor.


  The girls met Gretchen in the upstairs hallway. The maid stopped in surprise.


  “You are back so soon?” Gretchen asked.


  “Yes, my cat jumped into the stream from one of the bridges in the garden,” Mandie explained. “He was after the fish. He is always running away or getting into some kind of mischief. In fact, the first night we were here someone left our door open while we were out, and he got out and turned up in my grandmother’s room.”


  “Oh, dear, dear. It must have been Anna,” Gretchen said, clucking her tongue. “I told her, in sign language of course, not to go into your room because of the cat. She must not have understood. I am sorry.”


  “Also, someone had locked all the doors after we went out, and when we came back Jonathan had to go up on the roof and go through our window to come down and let us in. Come to think of it, Anna came out the front door before he got down to it,” Mandie said.


  “Yes, that was Anna, too. She cannot hear, so she locks everything up. If someone comes in unexpectedly, she will not hear them,”


  Gretchen explained. “She is used to the van Courtlands always keeping the doors locked also.”


  “Well, I’m glad to know who did these things,” Mandie said.


  “We looked everywhere for Snowball that night, and we found a room behind the flower room. It was dark, but we saw someone in bed,” Celia put in.


  “That is Anna’s room. Most likely Anna was the person you saw,” Gretchen said. “Now, if you are back from your walk, then Mrs. Taft is also back and she will be wanting tea.”


  Mandie smiled and said, “You’re right. She and Senator Morton and Jonathan are in the parlor, and we’ll be down as soon as I take care of Snowball.”


  “Yes, I will prepare the tea,” Gretchen said, hurrying on down the hallway.


  The girls went on to their room, and Mandie hastily dried Snowball with a towel and then put him in the bathroom.


  “He’s still a little wet, and I don’t want him getting on the bed and messing it up,” Mandie said, closing the bathroom door. “Well, I’m glad Gretchen could at least explain some of the mysterious happenings around here, aren’t you?”


  “Yes, and I wonder what she would know about other things, like who it was we saw in the field that night, and who changed the position of the windmill blades,” Celia said as she quickly ran a brush through her long auburn curls.


  “I doubt that she would know about any of that,” Mandie said as she also brushed back her blond hair. “I hope tea doesn’t take long so we can go back over to the miller’s house.”


  “There still may not be anyone at home,” Celia said as the girls went into the hallway.


  “We won’t know until we go see,” Mandie said as they walked on downstairs to the parlor.


  Tea didn’t take long because Senator Morton said he must get up to his room and write some letters. And Mrs. Taft then decided she would retire for the night.


  “I know it’s still rather early, so you young people may stay down here for a while, but I am going to my rooms to relax. Don’t stay up too late,” Mrs. Taft told them as she left the parlor.


  “Yes, ma’am,” the three chorused as they looked at one another  and smiled. As soon as Mrs. Taft had gone up the stairs Mandie rose and asked, “Is anyone coming with me? I’m going back to the miller’s house.”


  Jonathan and Celia also stood.


  “I’m not sure what you girls are up to, but since it’s dark outside now, I’ll go along with you,” Jonathan offered.


  “Suit yourself,” Mandie said as she started for the door.


  “I’m coming, too,” Celia said.


  Mandie led the way again through the flower fields and over the far bridge that spanned the canal to the miller’s house. It was dark, but the moon was shining and they could see the windmill blades in the distance. They were still set to show that the mill was closed.


  “Mr. Van Dongen must have had the mill closed all day,” Mandie said as they walked into the yard of the miller’s house. “And I can’t see the sign of a light at all in the house.” She hurried on up to the front door and began knocking loudly.


  Jonathan and Celia stood by waiting and listening for any hint of someone around. Everything was quiet except for the noise Mandie made knocking on the door.


  Finally she gave up and turned to her friends. “Evidently there’s no one at home. Let’s try the windmill again.”


  The three hastily ran to the windmill and examined the door. “It’s locked,” Mandie said with a big sigh. She beat on it furiously in her disappointment, and then turned to lean back against the door frame.


  “I suppose we’d better go back to the house, so we won’t be so late getting in, Mandie,” Celia told her.


  “They’ve probably gone away for a day or two,” Jonathan remarked.


  “Since not even the maid is around, she either works days or only a few hours,” Mandie decided. She rubbed her knuckles. They were sore from pounding on the locked door.


  Jonathan and Celia stood silently as a hush fell over the night air.


  Suddenly Mandie caught a slight sound coming from somewhere. “Listen!” she whispered to her friends. The three froze in silence. The sound came again.


  “It sounds like a moan to me,” Mandie whispered as she softly turned to try to figure out where it was coming from.


  Then a louder sound came from inside the windmill. The three leaned hard on the door, but it was still locked.


  “There’s someone inside!” Mandie whispered hoarsely.


  “Let’s look for a window,” Jonathan suggested as he hurried around the structure to examine the walls. Mandie and Celia followed.


  “You know, it could be that big cat,” Celia guessed.


  Mandie stopped and looked at her. “You may be right. Albert said the cat stays in the mill to keep out the rats.” She went back to the door and called through the keyhole, “Kitty, kitty, kitty!”


  “That cat probably doesn’t know what kitty means,” Jonathan said. But at that moment a loud meow came from inside the windmill.


  “Oh, shucks!” Mandie said with a sigh. “We might as well go.”


  She lifted her long skirts and raced back across the flower fields to the bridge over the canal and on to the house, with Celia and Jonathan close behind. She thought about the Van Dongens not being home and an uneasy feeling hit her in the stomach. Something was wrong, she felt sure of it. Tomorrow she would check on them again.


  CHAPTER NINE


  INVESTIGATION IN THE DARKNESS


  After reaching the house where they were staying, the three young people sat on the stairway and made plans for an early morning visit to the miller’s house.


  “Before breakfast,” Mandie told her friends. “We’ll be back in time to eat.”


  “All right, I’ll go along with that,” Jonathan told her.


  “And I’ll see that we get up real early so we have plenty of time,” Celia volunteered.


  “I just know something is wrong over there,” Mandie said, pushing back her tousled hair. “Mr. Van Dongen and Albert both acted strange when we tried to find out about the position of the windmill blades and the person we saw in the dark. I have an idea they have gone away somewhere until we leave here on our journey, so we can’t bother them anymore with questions.”


  “But, Mandie, the cat is in the mill. We heard it,” Celia insisted.


  “That doesn’t mean anything. They could have put out enough food for it to last a few days,” Mandie said.


  “Or they figured it could live off the rats in the flour mill until they returned,” Jonathan added with his mischievous grin.


  Mandie was still suspicious of Jonathan concerning the mixing of the blue and yellow paint in the Delftware factory, and she wouldn’t let herself smile at his remark.


  “What time should we get up?” Celia asked.


  “Let’s go before daylight. That way no one will see us,” Mandie told her. “I’m not sure what time it gets light here in Holland, but I think if we met right here about four-thirty or five o’clock it would still be dark.”


  Jonathan and Celia nodded their agreement, and the three went to their rooms to sleep until then.


  When the girls got to their room, they were greeted by loud howls from Snowball shut up in the bathroom.


  “It’s a wonder he doesn’t wake up everybody in the house,” Mandie said as she hurried to open the bathroom door. Snowball came out so fast, Mandie almost tripped over him.


  “What’s wrong with him?” Celia asked as the cat jumped up on the bed.


  “It’s past his bedtime and he thinks he has to sleep in the bed,” Mandie said with a little laugh.


  She watched while the white kitten quickly washed his face as he sat in the middle of the bed and then circled round and round before he finally curled up in the center of it.


  “At least he has sense enough to go to bed when it’s time to go to bed,” Celia said with a big yawn as she unbuttoned the back of her dress.


  “I’ll have to shut him back up in the bathroom when we leave in the morning. I sure hope he doesn’t howl and wake up everyone,” Mandie said as she prepared for bed.


  “It might be better if you just took him with us,” Celia said.


  “Maybe you’re right,” Mandie replied.


  The girls finally got into bed and drifted off to sleep. A few hours later Mandie was awakened by Celia gently shaking her.


  “It’s four-thirty, Mandie,” Celia whispered as she stepped down from the high bed.


  Mandie rubbed her eyes and jumped out of bed. Snowball tumbled out behind her and sat on the carpet in surprise.


  “We have to hurry and wake Jonathan,” Mandie said softly as she  quickly pulled on a dress and stepped into her shoes. She parted the curtain to peek outside. It was still dark.


  Celia was dressed by the time Mandie was ready, but when they started to leave, Snowball suddenly set up a howl.


  “Oh, hush!” Mandie said, stooping to pick him up and shake him gently. “You must stay here and be quiet.” She hurried across the room, pushed him into the bathroom, and closed the door. That made him howl all the louder. Opening the door again, Mandie gave him a little pat and said, “Snowball, stop that!”


  But the white kitten would not be consoled.


  “Mandie, why don’t we just take him with us? I’ll help you tend to him,” Celia said.


  “I suppose we’ll have to,” Mandie said, gathering his leash and carrying the kitten into the hallway. He immediately tried to lick his mistress’s face. “Let’s go. I’ll carry him until we get outside.”


  The girls quietly knocked on Jonathan’s door, and he immediately opened it and slipped outside into the hallway. Not daring to speak a word for fear of being heard by someone in the house, the three quickly went down the stairs and outside.


  “Let’s hurry,” Mandie spoke at last as they started across the flower field. She still carried Snowball in her arms, because it was faster that way.


  Jonathan and Celia stayed right behind Mandie, and they soon arrived at the miller’s house. As soon as she could see the windmill blades in the darkness, Mandie noticed that they were still in the closed position. Mr. Van Dongen was probably not home, she decided in disappointment as she hurried up to the door of the house. It didn’t occur to her until that moment that it was an odd time to go knocking on someone’s door. If he was at home and came to answer her knock, what in this world would she say to him? She was sure he’d really be angry this time. She paused, her hand in the air.


  “Well, aren’t you going to knock on the door?” Jonathan whispered behind her.


  Mandie quickly turned and motioned for her friends to move away from the house. She stopped near the flower gardens.


  “Well, what now?” Jonathan asked in a soft voice.


  “I don’t think we ought to go knocking on Mr. Van Dongen’s door  this early in the morning. He might not like it,” Mandie began. “And if he—”


  Jonathan interrupted, “You mean we went to all this trouble for nothing? You’re afraid to knock on the door?”


  “Sh-h-h!” Mandie cautioned him. “We don’t have to knock. We can just walk around the house and look in all the windows.”


  “But it’s dark in there, Mandie,” Celia reminded her.


  “If you’re afraid to knock, I’ll go and knock,” Jonathan said, quickly rushing back to the front door of the house. Without waiting for the girls, he began knocking loudly, the sound reverberating in the silent morning air.


  Mandie and Celia waited by the flower garden to see what would happen. After a few minutes, without any response, Jonathan walked back to rejoin the girls.


  “No one is home,” he remarked flatly.


  “I’m sure they would have heard you if there had been anyone in the house,” Mandie told him. “I’m going to the windmill and see if I can still hear the cat inside.” She hurried toward the huge structure as she held Snowball tightly in her arms. Celia and Jonathan followed.


  Mandie tried the door. It was still locked. The three of them walked around the mill, but saw no one anywhere. They stopped by the door again and listened for the cat.


  After a few moments Mandie said, “I can’t hear a thing.” Snowball squirmed in her arms to get down. “Snowball, stop it. I know you just want to run away.”


  At that moment there was the faint sound of the cat inside, and Snowball struggled futilely to escape from Mandie’s arms.


  “Snowball hears the other cat,” Celia whispered.


  Then there was a thumping noise inside the mill. The three young people looked at one another in the pale darkness. At that moment, Mandie relaxed her grasp on the kitten and he managed to jump out of her arms. He raced around the mill, Mandie chasing after him.


  “Snowball, come here!” Mandie called.


  The white kitten didn’t respond, and when he glimpsed the lower blade of the windmill, he leaped into the air and landed on the metal network far above Mandie’s reach.


  Mandie stomped her foot as she stood there helplessly looking up  at her cat. Snowball meowed, and then began making his way on up the blade.


  “That crazy cat!” Mandie exclaimed in exasperation. “Look at him!”


  “Looks like he’s headed for that window up there,” Jonathan remarked.


  “We’ll never get him down,” Celia said with a sigh.


  Snowball continued to climb, and Mandie decided he would indeed reach the window if he didn’t change direction.


  “Snowball!” Mandie called out to him. “Come back down here!”


  The kitten turned to look down at his mistress, loudly meowed, and then jumped over onto the ledge of the high window. He sniffed around the opening and then sat down on the narrow frame, meowing loudly again at his mistress below.


  “How will we ever get him down?” Celia fussed.


  “He got himself up there, let him get down the same way,” Jonathan said in a disgusted tone.


  Mandie was worried about her kitten, and still angry with Jonathan about the paint incident. She decided she would have to go up and get Snowball herself. Without even thinking about the height or the danger, she jumped up and managed to catch the edge of the blade. Hanging on with all her might, she worked her way up until she had her feet on the metal network.


  “Mandie, please don’t climb any higher,” Celia begged.


  “You’ll fall and break every bone,” Jonathan warned. “I’ll come up and help you.” He started to grasp the end of the lower blade.


  “No!” Mandie called down to him. “This may not be strong enough to hold both of us. I’ll go myself.”


  She wiggled around and managed to move up another few inches. Suddenly the blade began moving. She tightened her grasp to keep from falling and the blade stopped. She tried to move up farther, and found her full skirt was caught on the metal work. Holding on with one hand, she tried to pull her skirt free, but every time she looked down her head began to swim.


  Celia waved and called up to her, “Our verse, Mandie, remember our verse!”


  Through the loud roar of panic in her head, Mandie heard her friend but couldn’t open her mouth to utter one word.


  Celia tried again, “Mandie, ‘What time I am afraid I will put my trust in Thee.’ Can you say it, Mandie?”


  “I’ll go get help,” Jonathan muttered.


  “No, I’ll go,” Celia said quickly. “You stay here. You might be able to help her in some way because you’re stronger than I am.” She called, “Mandie, I’ll go back to the house and bring someone to help. Hang on!” She lifted her long skirt and raced off through the flower fields.


  Mandie tried to see Jonathan below, but she couldn’t move very far because her skirt held her captive. She looked up at Snowball, who was still meowing loudly, and her blue eyes traveled on to the lightening sky. She gazed at the streaks of daylight above and finally found her voice. “ ‘What time I am afraid I will put my trust in Thee,’” she quoted her favorite Bible verse. “Please help me, dear God,” she prayed. Then she closed her eyes and tightened her grasp on the rough metal network. Somehow she would get back down, but she wished she could think of a way to save her precious kitten. Suddenly, Mandie felt a calm come over her and she was able to think again.


  “Mandie, let me try coming up to help you,” Jonathan called from below.


  “No, I don’t think this thing would hold us both. Besides, the blade has moved up higher, and I don’t think you could reach it,” Mandie told him.


  “Well, for goodness’ sake, hold on for all you’re worth, then,” Jonathan replied.


  Mandie felt as though she had been hanging on for hours when Celia returned, but, in fact, it had been only a matter of minutes. The sound of horse’s hooves reached Mandie’s ears, and she strained her neck to see who was coming. Then she heard a low bird whistle, and tears of joy ran down her cheeks. It was Uncle Ned. Her father’s dear old Cherokee friend, who had promised to watch over Mandie when Jim Shaw died, was always nearby to fulfill his vow.


  “Uncle Ned!” Mandie cried out to him as she heard the horse stop below.


  “Papoose, hold tight!” Uncle Ned called up to her as he quickly dismounted and looked around.


  “Her skirt is caught. She can’t move up or down,” Celia told the old Indian.


  “Take off skirt, Papoose,” Uncle Ned told Mandie without hesitation.


  “Take off my skirt? I can’t, Uncle Ned. It’s stuck,” Mandie said as she finally managed to get a slight glimpse of him.


  “Yes, you can, Mandie,” Celia told her. “You have on a skirt and waist. All you have to do is unbutton the waistband and let the skirt fall.”


  Mandie thought about that for a second and said, “I’ll try.”


  “Hold tight with one hand,” Uncle Ned cautioned her. “Unbutton skirt with other. Careful.”


  Mandie slowly released one hand and immediately felt her weight pull on the other hand. She grasped the metal again and then tried moving one hand once more to her skirt. With stiff fingers she finally found the button, and gritting her teeth and holding her breath she pulled until she felt the band come apart and the long heavy skirt began sliding down. She quickly grasped the metal again with both hands.


  “Papoose, move up a bit. Must get out of skirt,” Uncle Ned directed. “Careful.”


  Mandie took a deep breath and did as he told her. She managed to slide up out of the skirt, and it fell away and hung on the blade. Fortunately, her petticoat was not caught. She was free. She would go after Snowball. She couldn’t leave him up there.


  “Now, Papoose, come down to end of blade. I catch Papoose,” the old Indian told her.


  “I can’t, Uncle Ned. I’ve got to get Snowball,” Mandie wailed.


  “No. Papoose come down. I get Snowball,” Uncle Ned said firmly. “Come down, Papoose.”


  She trusted Uncle Ned. He would get Snowball down for her. She glanced up at the white kitten who was crying loudly.


  “Just wait, Snowball,” she called to him, and then began slowly working her way down the metal network of the blade.


  “Slow, Papoose,” Uncle Ned spoke again to her.


  Mandie finally reached the end of the blade but found that she was much higher in the air than before because the blade had moved upward. It was too far to swing off onto the ground.


  Uncle Ned also realized she was too high for him to reach her. “Stop, Papoose. Hold tight,” he told her.


  He quickly brought his horse beneath the end of the blade, and then jumping onto the horse’s back he stood straight up and easily reached the frightened girl.


  Mandie’s tears wet the shoulder of Uncle Ned’s deerskin jacket as he held her tight and stepped down to the ground.


  Mandie still clung to him and said in a trembling voice, “Oh, Uncle Ned, I’m always so glad to see you, but I think this morning I was more glad than ever.”


  Uncle Ned squeezed her tight and then helped her to sit on a log. Celia stooped to put an arm around her, while Jonathan nervously kicked the sand nearby.


  “Papoose, sit here. I go after white kitten now,” Uncle Ned told her.


  Mandie watched as once again the old Indian climbed onto his horse’s back. He reached the end of the windmill blade easily, and quickly worked his way up to where Snowball was making such a fuss. At first the kitten backed away, but Uncle Ned managed to pick him up by the scruff of his neck and set him on his shoulder. The kitten clung to the deerskin jacket as the old Indian made his way down. Mandie jumped up to catch him as Uncle Ned passed the kitten down to her.


  “Now we go,” Uncle Ned announced as he stepped to the ground.


  Mandie suddenly remembered she was only wearing her heavy white petticoat. She gasped and said, “Uncle Ned, my skirt is still hanging on the blade.”


  As they all looked upward, the blades began moving slowly until the one with the skirt hanging on it was high above the others.


  “Who move the blade?” Uncle Ned asked. “Miller is here?”


  “No, Uncle Ned, we haven’t seen him—” Mandie began.


  “I told you why we were here, Uncle Ned,” Celia reminded him.


  “Yes, to find miller,” the old Indian replied. “But someone move blades. Not move alone.”


  “You’re right,” Mandie agreed. “The blades are supposed to be locked into position, and they couldn’t just move like that.”


  “Not unless there’s something wrong with the mechanism,” Jonathan added.


  “We find what make blades move,” Uncle Ned decided as he walked around looking for the door.


  “It’s this way,” Jonathan said, leading them around the structure.


  As they rounded the building toward the door, Mandie heard someone running. She raced ahead to see who it was, but only saw the bushes move in the field, and then looked back to find the door standing open—the same door that had been locked earlier.


  “There was someone here!” she exclaimed, holding on to Snowball.


  “And whoever it was ran away,” Jonathan added.


  Uncle Ned moved through the doorway and Mandie and her friends followed. The sun was coming up now and lighted the interior of the mill. Mandie heard a slight meow from the corner, and the big gray cat came bounding out and through the door. She had to secure Snowball tightly to keep him from following.


  As they moved farther into the mill, Mandie spotted someone lying in the corner on the floor. She stepped forward and bent for a better look. “It’s Mr. Van Dongen!” Mandie exclaimed.


  The others crowded around as Uncle Ned stooped to examine the man. His hands and feet were tied up and there was a gag in his mouth, but he seemed to be awake. When Uncle Ned was near enough for the man to see him, he attempted to yell through the gag. The old Indian quickly took a knife from his pocket and cut the ropes that bound his wrists and ankles. Then he removed the gag.


  “Mr. Van Dongen, are you all right?” Mandie asked anxiously, bending over the miller as Uncle Ned helped him sit up.


  “Water,” the man managed to say.


  “There’s a pump outside,” Mandie said to Jonathan.


  “I’ll get some,” the boy volunteered.


  Mr. Van Dongen was trying to get the circulation back into his hands and feet, and Uncle Ned helped massage them.


  Jonathan rushed back in with a pail of water and a dipper and hurried to give the man a drink of water. Mr. Van Dongen drank some of it, and then poured the rest over his face, all the while keeping his eyes on Uncle Ned.


  Mandie and Celia stooped nearby, and Mandie asked, “Mr. Van Dongen, who did this to you?”


  The man looked at Mandie, puzzled, and she remembered that she was in her petticoat. She straightened it self-consciously.


  “It was all a misunderstanding,” Mr. Van Dongen said, trying to get to his feet.


  Uncle Ned helped to steady him, and the miller finally asked, “You are a real American Indian?”


  “Cherokee, sir,” Uncle Ned said. “Friend of Jim Shaw, father of Papoose,” he said, nodding at Mandie. “We walk now,” he urged the man.


  Mr. Van Dongen looked again at Mandie, and then allowed Uncle Ned to escort him from the mill.


  “How long have you been in here, Mr. Van Dongen?” Jonathan asked.


  “Long enough to know better next time,” the Dutchman replied.


  “Mr. Van Dongen, we heard someone run away when we came to the door,” Celia told him.


  “Yes, and the door was open. It was locked before I got caught on the windmill blade,” Mandie said.


  “Caught on the windmill blade?” the miller asked, hobbling forward.


  Mandie explained. “When I started up after Snowball, someone moved the blade and my skirt got caught. I hope you don’t mind. It’s still hanging up there.”


  “Go home now,” Mr. Van Dongen said. “We’ll worry about the skirt and this whole incident tomorrow.” He shook his head. “You had better go get another skirt on before your grandmother catches you.”


  His remark brought a laugh from all three young people.


  “But, Mr. Van Dongen, you never did tell us what happened,” Mandie insisted.


  “We’ve been checking to see if you were home. We were worried about you. Have you been in the mill all this time?” Jonathan asked.


  The Dutchman took a key from his pocket, unlocked the door to his house, and said, “Good-night. It may be morning, but I intend to get a good night’s sleep. Good day.” He stepped inside and closed the door.


  “We go now,” Uncle Ned said simply.


  “When did you get here, Uncle Ned?” Mandie asked. “I’ve been waiting for you to arrive.”


  “Late last night,” the old Indian said.


  “He was up early, and was in the yard when I went back to the house for help,” Celia explained.


  “I’m so glad you came when you did,” Mandie said, reaching to squeeze the old man’s hand. “Thank you.”


  “Papoose must learn to think,” Uncle Ned repeated his familiar advice. “Think before doing.”


  “I know it’s kind of late, but I’m doing a lot of thinking right now, Uncle Ned,” Mandie told him. “Things could have been really awful if you hadn’t arrived. And I’m also thinking about Mr. Van Dongen. He didn’t want to talk to us about whatever happened to him, and I wonder why.”


  “And who was it that ran away from the door to the mill?” Jonathan wondered aloud.


  “We’ll eventually find all the answers,” Mandie assured him, giving Uncle Ned a big smile.


  CHAPTER TEN


  WHERE DID EVERYBODY GO?


  Back at the house, Mandie barely got into her room before Mrs. Taft, on her way downstairs, tapped on the girls’ door and called to them, “Amanda, Celia, time for breakfast.”


  Mandie dropped Snowball onto the carpet and ran into the bathroom. Celia opened their door slightly and smiled at Mrs. Taft. “Yes, ma’am, we’ll be right down.”


  Mrs. Taft kept going, and Celia quickly closed the door.


  “Mandie, please hurry,” Celia called to her through the bathroom door.


  Mandie cleaned up and put on fresh clothes while Celia changed hers. Snowball washed himself methodically on the carpet.


  “I’m so glad Uncle Ned is finally here,” Mandie said as she pulled on clean stockings. “We need his help to solve some of this mystery.”


  “I hope somebody can figure out what’s going on,” Celia replied. She brushed out her long auburn hair.


  “There is something that Mr. Van Dongen doesn’t want to tell us,” Mandie said. Turning to look at her friend she added, “Come to think of it, I wonder where Albert is? He must be gone somewhere or he would have found his father!”


  “Of course,” Celia agreed, tying a green ribbon in her hair to match her dress.


  “Mr. Van Dongen must have some enemies who tied him up like that. Why, he could have died in there, starved to death or something, if we hadn’t found him,” Mandie said, shaking out her long skirt.


  “I’m about to starve to death, Mandie. Let’s go,” Celia urged her friend.


  Mandie looked down at Snowball curled up on the rug asleep. “I’ll have to take him or he won’t get anything to eat.” She reached down and scooped him up in her arms.


  Gretchen met the girls at the door to the parlor and took the kitten to the kitchen.


  Mrs. Taft, Senator Morton, Uncle Ned, and Jonathan were already sitting at the table. The girls exchanged greetings with the adults, and Mandie sat down next to Uncle Ned, with Celia on her other side next to Jonathan.


  “We had to wait breakfast for you,” Mrs. Taft said, looking sternly at Mandie and Celia.


  “I’m sorry, Grandmother,” Mandie said with a faint smile.


  “I apologize, Mrs. Taft,” Celia told her.


  Mandie looked at Jonathan and whispered, “How did you get here so fast?”


  “It doesn’t take boys as long to dress as girls, with all their frills and long hair,” Jonathan said with his mischievous grin.


  “Oh, I know how fast you move,” Mandie replied briskly. “It didn’t take you long to mix that paint at the factory!”


  Uncle Ned heard the exchange and frowned. “Think, Papoose, think before you speak, before you act.”


  “Yes, Uncle Ned,” Mandie replied in a whisper. “But you don’t know what happened at the factory. I’ll tell you as soon as I get a chance.”


  Uncle Ned looked at Mandie with a puzzled expression.


  Mrs. Taft spoke across the table to Uncle Ned. “I’m so glad you have arrived, sir. I know how much you enjoy being with the young people. Senator Morton and I would like to go into town to a music presentation today. Maybe you wouldn’t mind keeping an eye on these three.”


  The old Indian smiled and said, “Be glad, madam.”


  The three young people exchanged glances and grinned. Mandie knew her Indian friend was not nearly as strict as her grandmother,  and she was anxious to carry on with the solution to the mystery surrounding the windmill.


  “When are y’all going?” Mandie asked too quickly, sipping her hot coffee.


  “As soon as we finish breakfast,” Mrs. Taft told her. “Now, Amanda, I expect you to inform Uncle Ned of your whereabouts at all times. Don’t be causing him any trouble.”


  “Of course not, ma’am. We will be with Uncle Ned, or tell him where we are going,” Mandie answered as respectfully as possible.


  When everyone had finished with breakfast, Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton left the room to prepare for their trip into town. The young people and Uncle Ned gathered in the parlor, and Gretchen brought Mandie her cat. She tethered him to a chair on his leash.


  “Uncle Ned, I’d like to talk to you for a few minutes,” Mandie began. She looked at Celia, and the girl caught her wish immediately.


  “Come on, Jonathan,” she said, “let’s go outside and walk around to where we can see the windmill. She undid Snowball’s leash from the chair and said, “I’ll take him out for some air, Mandie.”


  “Thank you,” Mandie told her with a smile.


  Jonathan, walking toward the door, asked, “Are you two coming outside later?”


  “Of course. We’ll be out in a few minutes,” Mandie assured him. “Don’t go off to the miller’s without us.”


  Jonathan stopped and looked at her. “Mr. Van Dongen is probably still asleep. Remember? He said he was going to sleep.”


  “That’s right. But we’ll be out in a few minutes anyway,” Mandie said.


  Jonathan and Celia left the parlor, and Mandie turned on the settee to face her Cherokee friend.


  “Uncle Ned, Jonathan has done an awful thing and I’m really worried about him,” Mandie blurted.


  “Jonathan?” the old man questioned.


  “You see, we went to the Delftware factory yesterday, and they have this blue paint that they paint all the dishes with. But they also had a huge barrel of yellow paint for the walls,” Mandie began. “Jonathan joked about what would happen if we mixed the blue and the yellow together, making it green, of course. Then he disappeared for a few  minutes, and when he came back the worker in front of us was painting a piece of porcelain and the paint he was using from the funnel suddenly turned green!”


  Uncle Ned frowned and asked, “Did Jonathan boy say he put blue and yellow paint together?”


  “Oh, no, he denied it,” Mandie quickly replied.


  “Then Papoose think Jonathan boy lie?” Uncle Ned asked.


  “He did lie, I’m sure, Uncle Ned,” Mandie said.


  Uncle Ned reached to take her small white hand in his old, dark, wrinkled one. “Papoose, think. Must not accuse. Even with proof. Must tell grown people. They straighten it out,” he tried to explain to her.


  “But I can’t tell anyone, Uncle Ned. Senator Morton said the Royal family might be angry enough to hang whoever did it,” Mandie said.


  “Papoose ask Jonathan’s forgiveness. Then forget it,” Uncle Ned advised. “Papoose not know anything for sure.”


  “But, Uncle Ned, I feel like he did it. In fact, I don’t have any proof, but I’m sure he did it,” Mandie insisted as she withdrew her hand from his.


  “Think, Papoose, think,” he reminded her. He stood up. “Papoose go ask forgiveness now.”


  “But I can’t, Uncle Ned. I feel so sure he did it,” Mandie repeated. She looked up at him and said, “I want to tell you about the miller, too.”


  Uncle Ned sat down again, and Mandie related the events concerning the miller and his son. She told him about meeting the son at the inn, and then about all of them going to visit at his house. She mentioned the miller’s abrupt remark that he had to go back to work, and they had to leave. She explained about the windmill blades, and also told him of the man and the girl they had seen leave the parade.


  “It may not sound connected, but I believe it is,” Mandie said.


  “Maybe,” the old Indian said. “Maybe connected to paint at factory, too.”


  Mandie thought about that for a minute, then decided it couldn’t be. The Delftware factory was a long way from here. “I don’t see how it could be related,” she said. “Anyway, we ought to go back to see the miller. Maybe he will be ready to answer some questions for us.” She stood up.


  “We go, but Papoose must not cause miller anger,” the old man warned her.


  They stepped outside and found Celia and Jonathan on a bench in the flower garden. Snowball was anchored to the leg of the bench, but still had room to play around at the end of the long leash.


  “Where are the windmill blades set?” Mandie asked as she approached them.


  “They’re set in the position to show that the mill is closed, just like they’ve been so far,” Jonathan answered.


  “Well, I suppose we can’t go over there until the miller gets his nap,” Mandie said. “Why don’t we show Uncle Ned around the house?”


  “That’s a good idea,” Celia said, rising from the bench.


  “Wait, I know a better idea,” Mandie said. “We’ve been wanting to go see the widow’s house. Let’s all walk over that way.”


  “Why not? We may even meet up with her son,” Jonathan teased.


  Mandie looked straight at him and said, “Maybe we will.” She saw Uncle Ned looking at her. She turned to Celia and said, “Let’s go. I’ll take Snowball.” Celia untied the leash from the bench, and Mandie secured it firmly, although Snowball attempted to make a dash for it.


  Mandie led the way to the road. As they neared the house, Mandie realized it was larger than she had first thought. It was surrounded by flower gardens, and weeping willows lined the walk from the road.


  They all paused at the walkway.


  “Should we go up and knock on the door?” Celia asked.


  “I’ll knock on the door,” Mandie said, going ahead down the lane.


  “What are you going to say when someone comes to the door?” Jonathan asked as he quickened his steps.


  Mandie stopped and looked at him. “I’ll just tell whoever it is that we’ve come to visit,” she said.


  “That might not go over too well,” Jonathan whispered as he looked back at Uncle Ned who followed at a brief distance. “I mean, with a real live Indian with us.”


  Mandie stopped, put her hands on her hips, and said, “Jonathan Guyer! Do you forget I’m one-fourth Cherokee?”


  “Of course not, Mandie, but these people in Europe don’t have people like him living around them. They’ve probably never seen an American Indian,” Jonathan quickly whispered back.


  “Well, they’re going to see one now,” Mandie said, holding on to Snowball’s leash and marching up to the front door. Lifting the knocker she banged it several times.


  The others stood by waiting and listening. There was no response.


  “Must not be anyone home,” Celia said.


  “Let’s go to the back,” Mandie suggested, leading the way to the back door. She quickly knocked again. No one came. The house was silent.


  “Papoose, people not home,” Uncle Ned finally spoke up.


  “Well, I guess you’re right,” Mandie admitted reluctantly. “Seems like we can never find anyone at home. Let’s go back, and we’ll show you the house, Uncle Ned. It has lots of nooks and crannies.”


  Back at the house, Mandie began upstairs and showed Uncle Ned each room, having familiarized herself with them on their search for Snowball their first night there. However, since it was daytime, the young people had a chance to see everything better than they had that night. The furniture seemed to be mostly antiques, and everything was clean and in order.


  After looking in all the rooms upstairs Mandie remarked, “None of these rooms look occupied. Where do you suppose Gretchen sleeps?”


  “She may be a day maid, Mandie,” Celia told her.


  “But she is here so much I believe she must live here.” Changing the subject, Mandie said, “Remember the locked door we found in that small bedroom that seemed to lead to the attic?”


  “Yes,” Jonathan said. “Did you want to check it again?”


  “Lets,” Mandie answered.


  When they found the room and tried the inside door, they discovered that it was still locked.


  “Why would they keep a door to the attic locked? Not only that, this door looks like all the other doors to the rooms up here,” Mandie said.


  “One door, Papoose miss,” Uncle Ned said with a twinkle in his eye.


  “Where, Uncle Ned, where?” Mandie asked.


  “Room with books,” he replied, pointing.


  “Show us, Uncle Ned,” Mandie said.


  The old Indian led them down the hallway and around the turn to a small room that was evidently a sitting room for the huge bedroom next to it. He walked across the carpet and motioned toward a panel in the wall. “There,” he said. The wall was in the shadow of bookshelves and freestanding screens.


  Celia and Jonathan crowded close, and Mandie examined the panel. Uncle Ned was right. There was a small handle ring almost concealed in the wood. She turned the handle and pulled. It didn’t budge. Then she tried pushing, and it opened up onto a narrow staircase.


  “Uncle Ned, you are a detective!” Mandie exclaimed as she began to climb the stairs. She handed the end of Snowball’s leash to Celia. “I’m going up. Anybody want to join me?” Without waiting for an answer, she started up.


  “Papoose, be careful,” Uncle Ned warned.


  “I’ll be careful, Uncle Ned,” she promised as she slowly ascended the steps.


  Jonathan followed, but Celia stayed back with Uncle Ned.


  Arriving at the top of the stairs, Mandie could see a little more clearly, and she found a door. She tried it, but it was locked.


  “It’s locked, of course,” she called down.


  Jonathan tried it, too, but it wouldn’t budge. He and Mandie went down the way they’d come without exchanging a word.


  “Let’s show Uncle Ned the downstairs and that flower room,” Mandie suggested, leading the way to the first floor. She took Snowball’s leash from Celia.


  Finally locating the room full of flowers, Mandie turned to Uncle Ned. “Do you see anything here that grows back home, or is it all Dutch?”


  Uncle Ned examined the plants and flowers. Every inch of table, chairs, and shelves was covered with something growing in pots of every size.


  Mandie watched as Uncle Ned finally shook his head and said, “None of these in America.” He surveyed the room and came to the door the young people had found that night.


  “That’s Anna’s room, I think,” Mandie said. She rapped lightly on the door, and then remembered that Anna was deaf. “You know, we haven’t seen a single servant since breakfast. I wonder where they all went? Maybe it’s time for dinner.”


  “My stomach feels like it’s time,” Jonathan remarked.


  “Mine too,” Celia added.


  “Then we eat,” Uncle Ned said.


  “This way to the dining room,” Mandie said, entering the hallway. She hurried ahead and pushed open the door. The table was elegantly set with china and silver, and the food was already on the table. “It’s ready,” Mandie said to the others.


  They began to take their places, but something was wrong. Usually Gretchen called them in, and then brought the hot food. Now the food was laid out and getting cold.


  “Where is everybody?” Mandie asked. She tied Snowball’s leash to a chair leg.


  “Let me look in the kitchen to see if Gretchen or Anna is there,” Mandie said as she hurried out of the dining room.


  She found no one, but the fire was going in the cookstove and there was a steaming pot of coffee ready to serve. She couldn’t understand what was going on.


  Hurrying back to the dining room she said, “Wait just one more minute. I’m going to run to the barn.”


  She hurried out the back door and down the pathway to the barn. After checking each room and stall, she couldn’t find anyone there, either. Even the van Courtland’s cart and horse were gone, and of course William had taken their rented carriage to drive Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton into town. Something strange was happening.


  When she got back to the dining room, her friends had taken seats and were waiting for her. She pulled out a chair by Uncle Ned and sat down.


  “There is nobody anywhere. It seems strange to me,” Mandie said, catching her breath after the fast trip to the barn.


  “Food hot. People not gone long,” Uncle Ned said as he picked up a bowl of steaming potatoes.


  “You’re right, Uncle Ned. Anna must have cooked the food, and Gretchen set it out for us. Then they must have had to leave in a hurry for some reason,” Mandie remarked, helping herself to a roll. “Oh, there’s coffee on the stove. I’ll get it.” She started to push back her chair, but Uncle Ned stopped her.


  “I get hot coffee,” he said. He got up and went to the kitchen. In  a moment he returned with the pot and filled their cups with the dark, aromatic liquid.


  “Do you suppose someone got sick, or hurt, and had to rush to the doctor or something?” Celia asked as she filled her plate.


  “Maybe,” Jonathan said, taking some of everything.


  “We thank big God for food,” Uncle Ned announced.


  The young people laid down their forks and waited for the old Indian to return thanks. “We thank you, Mighty Father, for this food, for every blessing. Amen.”


  Mandie filled a saucer with bits of food and set it under the table for Snowball. As soon as the others had begun eating, she said, “Maybe we could go over to the miller’s when we finish. He certainly ought to be up and around by now.”


  The others nodded, none of them looking as excited about the prospect as Mandie.


  “I hope we can at least find him this time,” Mandie said. “Everybody else has plumb disappeared.”


  At that moment there was a loud knocking at the back door.


  “Apparently not everybody,” Jonathan observed, pushing back his chair. “I’ll see who it is.”


  “Well, it’s about time somebody showed up,” Mandie remarked as they all stopped to listen.


  Mandie could hear a man speaking English with a foreign accent. “Is lady here?” the man asked.


  “What lady?” Jonathan answered.


  “Young lady from mill,” the man tried to explain.


  “Oh, you mean the miller’s daughter. No, she’s not here. As far as I know she lives with her father, the miller. Did you try there?” Jonathan asked the man.


  “Yes. Not there. Good day,” the man said.


  Mandie heard Jonathan close the door, and he came back into the dining room and sat down. “I’m pretty sure that was the Chinese man we saw at the Delftware factory. He was looking for the miller’s daughter.”


  “I wonder what he wanted with her, and why he came here looking for her?” Mandie said.


  “This house next door. Girl might visit here,” Uncle Ned said.


  “You may be right about that, but what on earth would that Chinese  man want with the miller’s daughter?” Mandie asked, puzzled by the man’s appearance. “Well, I guess it only adds to our mystery,” she said. “Let’s hurry and finish so we can try to figure out what’s going on before something else happens.”


  The rest of the meal was eaten in silence, but Jonathan had a smile on his face.


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  SOME THINGS EXPLAINED


  As soon as the meal was finished, Mandie and her friends walked over to the miller’s house. Mandie carried Snowball in her arms just in case they came near the Van Dongens’ cat. And when they got close enough to see, Mandie noticed her skirt was no longer hanging on the windmill blade. The miller must have taken it down.


  “The blades are still set for closing,” Jonathan remarked as they walked along.


  Mandie looked up at Uncle Ned and asked, “Do you know about the signals given by the windmill blades, Uncle Ned?”


  “Yes, Papoose,” the old Indian replied. “Blades good for messages. But not ladder to climb,” he said seriously.


  Mandie knew what he meant, and said, “I won’t ever do that again, Uncle Ned. Did you notice my skirt is gone? The miller must have pulled it down.”


  “Yes. Must move blades to remove skirt. Now, same position as before,” Uncle Ned observed.


  The young people stopped to look at him. “You’re right, Uncle Ned, someone had to move the blades to get the skirt,” Jonathan said.


  “The miller must be finished with his nap,” Mandie said. “Maybe we can get him to come to the door this time.”


  When they came into the yard of the miller’s house, Mandie went  straight to the door and began knocking. Snowball pulled at the end of his leash trying to get loose.


  Everyone waited and listened, but there was no response. Mandie continued knocking, and called, “Mr. Van Dongen! Mr. Van Dongen!”


  Still, there was no answer.


  “Let’s go to the mill. Maybe he’s out there,” Mandie said, turning to walk toward the structure. She stopped for a moment and picked up Snowball.


  As they stepped up to the door of the mill, Mandie was almost knocked down by two Chinese men who came rushing out. She dropped Snowball and he ran into the mill.


  Jonathan and Uncle Ned turned to chase the two men, but they disappeared quickly into the tall bushes and trees surrounding the property.


  Mandie heard her cat running around inside the mill. Evidently Snowball had found the miller’s cat. “Snowball!” she called as she ran inside looking for him. Celia followed.


  Even though it was daytime and the sun was shining, sections of the mill were dark. Mandie glanced around. Someone had hung pieces of heavy cloth over the windows. She walked over to uncover one window when she stumbled over something and fell onto the floor. Looking up, she discovered the miller, once again tied up and gagged.


  “Mr. Van Dongen!” she cried, “Uncle Ned!”


  Jonathan and Uncle Ned had just entered the mill. Uncle Ned saw at once what Mandie was calling him for, and quickly pulled out his knife to cut the cords and set the man free.


  Mr. Van Dongen, finally able to talk, said with a deep breath, “Thank you. Thank you.”


  “What happened, Mr. Van Dongen?” Mandie asked. “You must tell us what happened this time.”


  Uncle Ned helped him to his feet. “Thank you, sir,” the miller said again.


  The old Indian nodded.


  “We saw two Chinese men run out of here,” Mandie told the man. “What is going on?”


  “First, my apologies to you Americans,” he said, sitting down on a stool, and offering similar seats to the others. “This can no longer  be a secret. I work for our government. I was told foreigners visiting our country had been causing trouble with the paint at the Delftware factory, and that all foreigners present then were suspect and being investigated.”


  “Oh!” Mandie held her breath and glanced at Jonathan. Was Mr. Van Dongen suspicious of the boy? Jonathan seemed interested in what the man was saying, and didn’t look the least bit worried.


  “I arranged with your driver to take you people to the inn where you would meet my son, and he would bring you here so I could evaluate things for myself,” the miller continued.


  The young people looked at one another, and Mandie noticed that Uncle Ned was leaning forward, listening to every word.


  “Is that why you were so friendly to us?” Mandie asked.


  Mr. Van Dongen smiled and said, “No, miss, I simply found you people interesting.”


  “But then you suddenly decided you had to go to work, and practically told us to leave,” Mandie reminded him.


  “For which I apologize, miss, but I had just remembered that I was acting in the service of my country, and that must come before friendship,” Mr. Van Dongen explained.


  “Where is Albert, sir? Why wasn’t he here to help you?” Jonathan asked.


  “Albert is away on business,” the miller replied.


  Uncle Ned finally joined in the conversation. “Crooks got away. Must catch them,” he said.


  Mandie suddenly remembered that the miller did not know Uncle Ned’s name. The last time he had only said that he was a Cherokee.


  “Mr. Van Dongen, this is my father’s friend, Mr. Ned Sweetwater. I didn’t introduce you to him last time. I call him Uncle Ned, and so does everyone else, but he’s really not related to me, even though I am one-fourth Cherokee.”


  Mr. Van Dongen reached to shake hands. “I am pleased to meet you, sir, and I appreciate all your help.”


  Uncle Ned nodded, never having taken well to compliments or gratitude. He was always ready and willing to help those in need, and didn’t feel their thanks was necessary.


  “I don’t know why we’re sitting out here in the mill, when we could be in the house taking some refreshments,” the miller said, rising  from the stool. “We will make tea. We can close the door to the mill and leave the cats to play.”


  As Mandie followed, she asked, “Where is your maid, Mr. Van Dongen? We haven’t seen her at all.”


  “She is away visiting an ailing sister,” the miller explained as they stopped in front of the door to the house. He inserted his key and pushed the door open, stepping back for them to enter.


  They all took seats while the miller went to brew some tea.


  “Do you think anyone will catch those Chinese men, Uncle Ned?” Mandie asked, glancing at Jonathan from the corner of her eye. It had dawned on her that the Chinese men were no doubt the culprits in the paint mixing, and not Jonathan.


  “Yes,” the old Indian said. “They will be caught.” He looked directly at Mandie. “You know, Papoose.”


  The others wouldn’t understand what he meant by that, Mandie reasoned, but she knew that Uncle Ned was saying that she knew who was guilty, and she had better apologize to Jonathan and ask his forgiveness. She would do that as soon as the proper moment arose.


  “One of those men was the same man who came to our house asking for the miller’s daughter, and also the same man we saw at the Delftware factory,” Jonathan revealed.


  “I wonder what he wanted with Mr. Van Dongen’s daughter?” Mandie asked as the miller returned to the room. She told him about the Chinese man coming to their house.


  “My daughter is working odd hours,” the miller said as he served the tea. “I do not know how the Chinese man could know her.”


  As they sat there sipping tea, Mandie heard Snowball outside meowing loudly. How did he get out of the mill?


  Setting down her cup, she jumped up to go to the door. “Snowball is here. Someone let him out!”


  By the time she opened the door, the men and Jonathan were right behind her. Suddenly, Mandie heard a creaking noise from the windmill. She looked up and watched as the windmill blades began to move.


  Mr. Van Dongen led the way to the mill. Uncle Ned cautioned them to be quiet. “They hear us. We not catch them.”


  “You are right,” Mr. Van Dongen agreed. He and the old Indian quietly approached the mill. The others followed at a cautious distance.


  Just as they reached the open door of the mill, the blades stopped  moving. Mandie didn’t understand the position at which they were set.


  After Uncle Ned and Mr. Van Dongen ran inside, Mandie caught a glimpse of the Chinese men sneaking out again.


  “There they are!” she called.


  Uncle Ned and Mr. Van Dongen came out of the mill and raced after the men. Jonathan followed them.


  “Let’s stay here and watch the door,” Celia suggested to Mandie.


  Mandie paused. “We should. Someone needs to watch the door in case they come back.”


  Celia was visibly shaken by the thought, and Mandie tried to comfort her. “We won’t try to capture them by ourselves.”


  “What if they try to capture us?” Celia asked.


  Mandie frowned and said, “I don’t think they’d try that. We can always run away from them.” She was still holding Snowball. “Besides, Snowball will protect us. I could always throw him in their faces, and they’d leave us alone real fast.”


  Celia winced at the thought.


  At that moment, Mandie heard the sound of distant horse’s hooves. She listened as they came nearer. Pushing Celia ahead of her into the mill, she whispered, “Quick. Let’s hide behind the door!”


  Celia clung to Mandie, and Mandie’s heartbeat quickened. She had no idea who would come riding up on a horse after all that had happened. It couldn’t be the Chinese men. They were running on foot. Could they have hidden horses somewhere? Uncle Ned and Mr. Van Dongen had disappeared into the fields, chasing the men. Even Jonathan had gone with them.


  Finally Mandie heard the horse stop outside the mill and a man called, “Whoa!” She stuck her head around the door, and relief flooded over her as she recognized Albert.


  “It’s Albert, Celia!” Mandie said as she hurried out into the yard.


  Albert saw the girls, and before Mandie could speak he said, “This is a nice reception. Are you visiting my father?”


  “We don’t have time to explain, but you should take your horse and see where your father and Uncle Ned and Jonathan went,” Mandie urged. “They were chasing two Chinese men into the woods. We think they are crooks.”


  “Chinese crooks?” Albert asked, digging his heels into the horse’s sides. “Thank you. I’ll be back.”


  The girls watched as he disappeared into the trees. Then they sat down on a nearby bench to wait for everyone to return.


  “Do you know what all this means, Celia?” Mandie asked her friend as she held Snowball securely in her lap.


  “Yes. The Chinese men were the ones who mixed the paint and not Jonathan. Oh, I’m so glad he’s not guilty, Mandie. I just couldn’t believe he would do a thing like that,” Celia told her.


  “It also means I have to ask Jonathan’s forgiveness, and knowing him, he will really take advantage of that. I’ll never hear the end of it,” Mandie said with a sigh as she pushed back her tousled blond hair.


  “I don’t know, he might not,” Celia said.


  “You know how he’s always teasing me,” Mandie said. “I think he enjoys it.”


  “That’s because he likes you, Mandie,” Celia said.


  “Likes me? I don’t think so,” Mandie disagreed. “But I do really and truly hope he forgives me. I have been terribly wrong.”


  “Mandie, have you thought any more about what was going on back at the house?” Celia asked. “I mean, that no one was there, and all that food was prepared?”


  “Yes, I have,” Mandie said. “I don’t understand it, though. We sure do run into some mysterious things, don’t we?”


  Celia smiled and said, “And you love it.”


  “I guess you’re right, but I enjoy the mysteries back home even more. I understand the people better there,” Mandie said.


  “Well, a few more countries and we’ll be on our way back home,” Celia reminded her. “I think I’ll be glad to get back and see my mother before I have to return to school.”


  “I will, too,” Mandie agreed. “I miss my mother and Uncle John and my little baby brother. In fact, I miss everyone back in North Carolina.”


  “I wonder what time your grandmother and the senator will be back from town?” Celia asked. “They sure have been gone a long time.”


  “They said they didn’t know exactly, but I imagine it will be in time for supper,” Mandie said. “And this time we have stayed right with Uncle Ned. Grandmother should be happy about that.”


  “I wish everyone would hurry up and come back,” Celia said.


  “You know, we still don’t know why the Chinese men, if they really are the ones who mixed the paint, have been tying up the miller and moving his windmill blades. How did they happen to get this far out in the country from the Delftware factory? Remember, it was a long way there,” Mandie reminded her.


  “Maybe they know he’s working for the Dutch government,” Celia suggested.


  “Maybe, but why would they mess around with the windmill blades?” Mandie asked. “I sure hope Uncle Ned and Mr. Van Dongen catch those men and make them talk.”


  But she was disappointed as she looked up and saw her friends with Albert and his father coming toward them from the woods. The Chinese men were not with them.


  “You couldn’t catch them?” she asked Uncle Ned as he approached.


  “Gone,” the old Indian told her. He looked concerned, but said no more.


  “Come, we will have more tea,” Mr. Van Dongen told them, trying to sound hospitable.


  The girls started toward the house and Jonathan, Ned, and Mr. Van Dongen followed.


  Mandie wouldn’t look directly at Albert because he was smiling at her, and she noticed that Jonathan was watching.


  She couldn’t quite understand why she felt nervous when Albert smiled at her. The feeling was all new to her. Ordinarily she would have just smiled back, but somehow she couldn’t bring herself to do it.


  Uncle Ned had gone into the kitchen with Mr. Van Dongen, and Mandie tried to sit away from Albert, but he followed her across the room and sat on a footstool near her chair. She still felt Jonathan watching, and this made matters worse.


  Celia, knowing that Mandie was upset, spoke up to break the ice: “Where are you going to school in the United States, Albert?”


  “Oh, to the Banham School for Boys in New York,” he replied politely, hardly looking at Celia.


  Jonathan said quickly, “That school is hard to get into. You must have an awfully high academic score to make that.”


  “Top of my class here,” Albert said with a shrug.


  “Jonathan, if you stay home in New York and go to school, you and Albert may be able to see each other once in a while,” Mandie said.


  Jonathan frowned. “Maybe.” Then he looked at Mandie and said, “I think I’d rather go to Chadwick’s School for Boys in Asheville, North Carolina. That way I’d be near your school and could pester you and Celia now and then.”


  Mandie’s mouth dropped open. She couldn’t imagine Jonathan in school in North Carolina. She and Tommy Patton from the Chadwick School were good friends, and attended socials together. She didn’t think the two would like each other.


  “That school may be hard to get into, too,” Mandie said coyly. “They’re choosey, I understand.”


  “How choosey can they be? I’m number one in my class also,” Jonathan said with a smirk.


  That was hard to believe, but Mandie didn’t think Jonathan would lie about such a thing. Number one, indeed. He must be awfully intelligent, but he had never showed off.


  Albert asked, “Is this Mr. Chadwick’s School special in some way? Should I also ask for entrance there?”


  “Oh, no, no,” Mandie told him. “It’s not special at all. It’s just a plain old boarding school for boys. You wouldn’t like it. New York would be much better.”


  Mandie certainly didn’t want Albert that close around. She felt her face flush as she saw Jonathan grinning at her. She turned her attention to Snowball in her lap.


  “Then I will go to New York,” Albert decided. “But I will have holidays when I could visit your town.”


  “In North Carolina we have very few holidays, and then Celia and I always go home to visit our families,” Mandie told him quickly. Changing the subject she asked, “Albert, why do you suppose the Chinese men have come around here? Did you know that they tied up your father and gagged him? And that they seemed obsessed with moving his windmill blades?”


  Albert sobered and said, “My father told me what happened while I was away. Of course we would like the answer to your questions also. I will not be leaving again any time soon. We will catch them if they dare to return.”


  “I sure hope you do,” Mandie said. “Your father told us he works for your government.”


  “Yes, and by the way, I do appreciate all the help you have all given my father.”


  Jonathan spoke up, “You know, we have a mystery to solve at the house where we’re staying, too. All the servants disappeared this morning after Mandie’s grandmother and the senator went to town. At noon there was food on the table, but no one was around anywhere.”


  “That is strange. Maybe I could give you a hand in searching them out,” Albert offered.


  “Oh, but we’ve searched the house inside and out and there’s no one anywhere,” Mandie quickly told him. She certainly didn’t want him coming over to their house and following her around.


  But she was anxious to get back and see for herself whether the servants had returned.


  CHAPTER TWELVE


  SURPRISE EVENTS


  Mr. Van Dongen once again served tea. He and Uncle Ned sat at one end of the room and discussed the events of the day. The young people talked on the opposite side. Mandie let Snowball down on his leash.


  “You have a sister, don’t you, Albert?” Mandie asked, knowing full well that he did.


  “Yes, I do. She’s at work right now,” Albert replied.


  “Did you know one of those Chinese men came to our house asking for her?” Mandie asked.


  Albert looked shocked as he set down his teacup on a nearby table. “Asking for her? What did he say?”


  Mandie turned to Jonathan for an answer.


  “I went to the door, and he just asked if ‘the lady’ was there. And I said, ‘What lady?’ and he said, ‘The lady from the mill,’ so I assumed he was talking about your sister. I said, ‘The miller’s daughter?’ and he said ‘Yes,’” Jonathan explained.


  “I have no idea what a Chinese man would want with my sister,” Albert said. He spoke across the room to his father and told him what Jonathan had said.


  “She does not know any Chinese that I know of,” Mr. Van Dongen said. “I don’t understand.”


  “Understand what, Papa?” A girl opened the door to an inside hallway and stuck her head in.


  “Come in, we have visitors,” Mr. Van Dongen told her.


  When the girl stepped into the room, a young man followed. Mandie gasped. They were the ones she had seen leave the parade, and later she had seen them at the parade by the Delftware factory.


  “This is my daughter, Velda, and the widow DeWeese’s son, Maurice,” the miller said. “These are the visitors from the United States who are renting the van Courtlands’ house.”


  Greetings were exchanged, and Mandie couldn’t keep her eyes off the two. The daughter was beautiful and the young man was handsome. Mandie wondered about the times she had seen them.


  “Velda and Maurice work for the flower parade commission,” Mr. Van Dongen explained. “They are in many parades.”


  Mandie’s thoughts were racing around the couple as the two sat down.


  “We saw you in a parade the day we got here. We had to wait for it to pass before our carriage could go on. When I looked back, you all were leaving the parade and going back the other way,” Mandie told them.


  The two looked at each other. Then Velda said, “It might have been that we had to hurry to participate in another parade.”


  “And we saw you, Maurice, in the flower fields outside the house one night. You turned around and ran the other way,” Mandie said.


  “Oh, yes,” Maurice admitted. “I was late getting home, and I didn’t know who you were. I was in too big a hurry to stop and inquire. I’m sorry.” When he smiled, Mandie noticed that he had perfect white teeth.


  Albert spoke to his sister, “Do you know what has been going on here while I’ve been away?”


  “Going on?” Velda asked.


  “Yes.” Albert’s voice was sharp. “If you don’t know, then where have you been?”


  “I have been working,” Velda insisted.


  “Not twenty-four hours a day, certainly,” Albert said. “While you were off fooling the time away, our father was tied up and gagged in the mill on two separate occasions.”


  Velda gasped. “What are you talking about?”


  “You know very well that Papa is working with the government trying to find the person, or persons, who mixed the paint at the Delftware factory,” Albert said. “Apparently two Chinese men may be responsible—”


  “Chinese men?” Velda interrupted. Her face took on an ugly frown as she turned to Maurice. “Chinese men?” she repeated. “What do you know about this?” she asked him.


  Maurice dropped his eyes and said, “Nothing whatsoever.”


  “One of the Chinese men came to our house looking for you,” Mandie said.


  “He did?” Velda said, incredulous. “Come outside,” she said to Maurice. “I want to talk to you.” She rose and hurried toward the door, Maurice behind her.


  Once they were outside, Albert stood. “Please forgive me, but I must hear what is going on between my sister and Maurice.”


  “Yes, of course,” Mandie said.


  As soon as Albert had left the room, Mandie pinched Snowball and made him meow.


  “Oh, goodness,” she said, “I have to take Snowball outside for a few minutes.”


  Jonathan grinned and Celia smiled. “I’ll go with you,” Jonathan said.


  Celia added, “Me too.”


  When they got outside, Velda and Maurice were nowhere in sight. Albert was standing in the yard, puzzled as to where his sister and Maurice could have gotten to so quickly.


  Mandie let Snowball down on his leash. Then she caught a glimpse of Flour Rat coming out of the mill.


  Albert went to pick him up. “We don’t allow him to roam around outside,” he said.


  Suddenly, the four of them heard Velda and Maurice arguing inside the mill. “Exactly what are your Chinese friends up to?” Velda demanded.


  “They are not my friends, you know that,” Maurice was saying. “They are friends of friends of mine. They told me they wanted to use the windmill blades to signal to some other friends out in a boat as to where they were. That’s all.”


  “That’s all? And they came here and tied my father up. How dare you get involved in such a thing!” Velda was furious with him.


  Albert stepped forward to make his presence known. Blocking the doorway, he asked Maurice in a threatening voice, “What is your connection with these Chinese men? You’d better tell me now or you’ll have to tell the authorities later.”


  Mandie and her friends stood right behind Albert.


  “How many times do I have to explain they are not my friends? They are friends of friends. That is all,” Maurice said angrily, walking about inside the mill.


  “You had better tell me if you know why those men tied up my father and left him here on two separate occasions,” Albert demanded.


  “Ask them yourself. They’re right behind you,” Maurice said matter-of-factly.


  Everyone whirled around to see the two men standing behind them, this time with guns.


  Celia swayed as if to faint, and Mandie quickly put an arm around her. Jonathan’s eyes glittered with excitement, and Mandie knew he was going to try something brave.


  Albert’s face was seething with anger, and Velda was in shock.


  “Inside,” one of the men demanded as he waved his gun at Albert and the others. They all slowly moved inside the mill.


  Maurice quietly slipped further into the mill. Mandie wondered whether he was preparing to rescue them when he had a chance.


  “We will not hurt you if you cooperate. We only want to send a message on the windmill to our companions who will destroy the Delftware factory when we signal them.”


  Everyone gasped at his words. So they were trying to send signals on Mr. Van Dongen’s windmill for the factory to be destroyed, Mandie thought. What can I do about it? Mr. Van Dongen and Uncle Ned are still inside the house and don’t know what’s going on.


  “Why did you tie up my father?” Albert demanded as he advanced toward them, still holding the big gray cat.


  Mandie instinctively knew what he was planning to do, and she walked to his side, holding Snowball.


  “He got in our way,” the smaller man said. Mandie noticed that both the men were smaller than Albert. But then Maurice, who had  slipped back in with the young people, was a huge fellow, and who knew which side he was on?


  “This time you are in my way!” Albert yelled at the man, at the same time tossing his cat in the man’s face. Mandie threw Snowball at the other man, and both cats, excited and angry, clawed at the men’s faces, causing them to drop their guns. Albert made a dive for the guns at the same time Maurice did, but Jonathan grabbed one of them first.


  “Stop!” Jonathan demanded as Maurice grappled with Albert for the second gun.


  When Maurice paid no attention to him, Jonathan fired the gun above everyone’s head. At the same moment, an arrow flew through the open door and hit Maurice’s hand. He fell to the ground, writhing in pain.


  Mandie knew without looking that Uncle Ned had come to the rescue. Mr. Van Dongen rushed into the mill followed by the old Indian, and soon they had the two Chinese men tied up.


  Velda stood back in anger, watching Maurice roll on the floor trying to remove the arrow. “You traitor!” she screamed at him, and then went running out into the yard.


  Uncle Ned knew how to shoot an arrow and he also knew how to remove one. He bent down and worked to get the arrow out of Maurice’s hand.


  Mr. Van Dongen had his cart ready by then to take Maurice into town to the doctor, and then turn him and the two Chinese men over to the authorities.


  Mandie moved close to Jonathan and said, “You sure know how to shoot a gun.”


  He frowned and said, “If I have to, I can, but I don’t like to.”


  “If you know anything you haven’t told us already, you had better speak up, for your own good,” Mr. Van Dongen told Maurice as he helped him into the cart.


  Maurice paused and said, “They have already sent the message. Everything inside the factory will be destroyed after the workers leave at six o’clock tonight.”


  “Six o’clock?” Mr. Van Dongen turned to Albert. “You must ride like your life depends on it and get the authorities to the factory in time. Go now!”


  “Yes, sir,” Albert said, turning to his horse still tethered nearby.


  “I go, too,” Uncle Ned said to the young man.


  “Take one of our horses,” Mr. Van Dongen said. “There’s no time to get your own.”


  Albert was off, and Uncle Ned followed quickly on a horse from the Van Dongens’ barn.


  Jonathan spoke to Mr. Van Dongen: “I will ride into town with you to take these men.”


  Mr. Van Dongen hesitated and then said, “I believe you do know how to handle a gun. Get in.” He handed Jonathan a gun to hold on the prisoners.


  The girls watched in excitement as everyone left.


  Mandie had picked up Snowball and was comforting him after his fright. Celia held Flour Rat.


  Velda came out of the house just then and offered to take the cat so the girls could go. “I will take the cat inside. You two must go home now before it gets too late,” Velda told them as she took Flour Rat from Celia and started toward the front door. “And thank you,” she said.


  “You’re welcome. Good-bye,” Mandie said, waving to the girl.


  “We’d better hurry back to the house before your grandmother gets back,” Celia told Mandie.


  “Right. Let’s go,” Mandie said as she raced off through the flower fields.


  When they arrived at the house, they entered through the back door and found Gretchen in the kitchen.


  “Well, I’m glad someone is here,” Mandie remarked as she set Snowball down.


  “I am sorry for what Anna did,” Gretchen said to them as she stacked plates by the sink.


  “Anna? What did she do?” Mandie asked.


  “She got the meal ready, put it on the table, and then locked herself in her room while I was gone shopping and Dieter was off on an errand,” Gretchen explained.


  “But why did she do that?” Mandie asked.


  “I apologize for her. She has never seen an American Indian before and she was afraid of him. She is always afraid of strangers,” Gretchen said.


  The girls looked at each other and laughed.


  “If she only knew dear old Uncle Ned, she would love him,” Mandie said. “Have my grandmother and Senator Morton come home yet?”


  “Not yet, but I am preparing the meal,” Gretchen said. “Anna has gone off to see a sick relative.”


  “We had some excitement just now over at the miller’s house,” Mandie told the maid.


  Gretchen listened wide-eyed as Mandie and Celia related everything that had occurred.


  “Will your Uncle Ned be able to save the factory?” Gretchen asked.


  “I think so. He always succeeds in time of trouble,” Mandie told her.


  “Mmmm. You young ladies wait in the parlor and I will bring you tea,” the maid offered.


  Mandie laughed and said, “Thank you, but we’ve already had tea twice this afternoon. We’ll entertain ourselves until everyone gets back.”


  Not long after that, Mrs. Taft and Senator Morton returned. Mandie’s grandmother was anxious to relate the latest news she had heard in town. The Dutch government was making an all-out search for the culprits who mixed the paint at the factory.


  Mandie and Celia looked at each other and laughed. Mandie said, “Oh, but Grandmother, they’ve already been caught.” She explained all that had transpired at the miller’s house.


  Mrs. Taft was shocked. It was hard for her to believe that the girls had been so closely involved in such a thing. “Oh, dear, I would have had a heart attack,” she said. “I do hope Jonathan and Uncle Ned get back in one piece.”


  “I don’t think we have to worry about either one of them,” Senator Morton told her. “You go take a rest until it is time for supper.”


  “Yes, I suppose I should,” Mrs. Taft said.


  The girls also went to their room to discuss the exciting events of the day. In her mind, Mandie kept seeing Jonathan with that gun. He was so brave. She had falsely accused him, but it was real crooks who had been involved.


  She wished the time would pass more quickly and that Jonathan would come back. Mr. Van Dongen dropped him off on his way to his own house, and when the girls heard Jonathan coming down the hallway, they ran out to talk to him.


  “Tell us what happened!” Mandie demanded.


  They found the sitting room on their floor and sat down. Jonathan shrugged his shoulders, grinned, and said, “We just took the three to the authorities. They put the two Chinese men in jail and accompanied Maurice to the doctor.”


  “Jonathan, I need to talk to you,” Mandie began.


  Celia knew they would want to be alone and quickly rose to leave. “I’ll be back in a few minutes,” she said, leaving the room.


  Mandie looked straight at Jonathan and said, “I’m sorry. Please forgive me.”


  Jonathan grinned at her. “For what?”


  Mandie took a deep breath and explained, “I falsely accused you of mixing the blue and the yellow paint at the Delftware factory. Please forgive me. I apologize with all my heart.” She nervously twisted her hands.


  “Mandie, you don’t have anything to be sorry about. I didn’t pay any attention to your accusation,” Jonathan said. “I thought we knew each other well enough that we could say anything to each other without feeling bad about it. Just forget it.”


  “But I really have been mean to you, Jonathan, and I’m sorry,” Mandie insisted. “I thought you were lying about your not being involved. I should have known better.”


  “All right, what do you want me to do about it? Kiss and make up?” He leaned forward teasingly and smacked his lips without touching her cheek.


  Mandie moved backward and rubbed her cheek. “Jonathan! Be serious! If you have forgiven me, then we’ll just talk about other things. Do you think Uncle Ned and Albert will get to the authorities in time to save the factory?”


  “I’m sure they will,” Jonathan said, sitting down again. “They can travel much faster on horseback than we could in the cart.”


  “I hope they’re not gone too long. I can’t stand waiting, not knowing,” Mandie remarked. “By the way, Celia and I found out why everyone disappeared today.” She told him what Anna had done and where the others had been.


  Jonathan was amused by it all. By the time Celia came back into the room, Gretchen was announcing the evening meal.


  Mrs. Taft decided they should not wait for Uncle Ned because he could be quite late getting back.


  It was much later when he finally did return. Mandie, Celia, and Jonathan had waited up for him in the kitchen after the adults retired. When Uncle Ned came through the door they crowded around him.


  “Everything fine now,” he told them before they could bombard him with questions.


  “And you must be hungry,” Mandie said, going to the stove and opening the warmer. She quickly removed a tray of food that Gretchen had saved for him. She set it on the table nearby and the young people crowded around to listen to Uncle Ned’s story while he ate.


  “We got there, plenty of time,” he told them, and then related how the authorities were able to thwart the destruction of the Delftware factory.


  “And we got the Chinese men to jail,” Jonathan said. “The authorities accompanied Maurice to the doctor, but he also was under arrest.”


  “I suppose this winds up our mystery here in Holland,” Mandie said. “Grandmother says we’ll be leaving shortly for Ireland.”


  “And Papoose will find mystery in Ireland, too,” Uncle Ned said with a big smile.


  “You always say that, Uncle Ned,” Mandie told him. “How can you be so sure?”


  “If no mystery, then Papoose make mystery,” the old Indian said with a big laugh.


  “But, Uncle Ned, I don’t make up these mysteries. We always seem to run into them,” Mandie said with a big smile, and then added, “I’m going to look real hard in Ireland, though, what with all those leprechauns I keep hearing about.”
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