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“THE PHANTOM'S
COSTUME!" Gerald cried.

And he held up the robe

which had enabled Norma

to carry out her secret
search.

(See “ The Girl who Haunted
Grey Gables "—inside.)




GERALD’S BOMBSHELL

ORMA ROYSTON, living in the
Cornish  village of Clovellyn,
looked after a small shop,

whose owner, Ben Tregellis, had
mysteriously d!ﬁap[ﬂ ared, leaving his
small grandchildren, Elsie and Martin,
in her care.

Norma believad that Grey Gables, a
large house near by, contained a secret
connected with her dead father.

The owner, Mr. Penhale, was her
enemy ; but Gerald Graham, a boy who
lived there, was very friendly to her.

To carry out her. search at Grey
Gables, Norma had to impersonate the
ghost of Lady Rowena, which was sup-
posed  to haunt the p]arr

At a New Year’s party given by
Squire Guthrie, Ethel Penhale, Mr.
Penhale’s mnpleasant daughter, dis-
covered part of Norma’s * phantom "
dress, and accused her of being con-
nected with the Phantom.

In the {ense silence that
(xerald appeared.

“The Phantom is in the grounds!”
he  said ‘excitedly. “With any luck
we'll be able to catch the scoundrel I

followed,

N the stunned silence that followed
Gerald’s dramatic statement Norma
stood motionless, her face deathly pale,
her bewildered gaze fastened . on the
boy.

According to Gerald, the Phantom
had been seen in the gmumlﬂ and was
lurking there at this moment.

Yet that was fantastic—impossible.
Gerald must have been deceived by
some trick of the moonlight or the
shadows; for Norma alone knew the
real identity of the Phantom, theugh
she dared not speak.

The. elusive wraith—the spectre of
Grey Gables—had been created by
herseld.;

Of course, Gerald had allowed lus

imagination to run away with him;

yet his mistake was fortunate for her.
For it cleared her completely of Ethel

Penhale's malicious accusation.

In the loud buzz of excitement that
followed the momentary silence Norma
saw Ethel and her father exchange
baffled glances; Mr. Penhale’s face was
white with chagrin and something akin
to fear,

“It’s a trick'!” he declared harshly.

“Of course it's a trick, unele I
agreed Gerald. -~ “Someone’s playing
ghost—as I said all along. . But we'll
catch him—or her—this time. The
spectre was making towards the
terrace; I chased it, but it gave me
the slip.
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It can’t have gone far. I-
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By RENEE FRAZER

Any of
you chaps w ant to join in the hunt?”

came back to get my torch.

“Rather !” came the eager chorus
from a number of Gerald's own chums.
There was a rush for the door. The
squire himself snatched up a lantern
and announced his intention of joining
the search party.

But he paused for a moment to speak
to Norma.

“Of course, Miss Royston,” he said
gruffly, “ this completely clears you of
the charge that was just made against
you. I must apologise—on behalf of all
present.”

He raised his voice slightly for the
benefit of Ethel Penhale: that girl
looked furious and discomfited as she
turned away.

A few minutes later Norma and Ethel
were alorie in the room with the ex-
cited children.

The youngsters, led by Marfin, had
raced to the window, and were peering
eagerly out into the dusk.

Dancing lights could be seen flashing
among the bushes as the guests carried
out their search.

“Norma, do you think they'll r.a.td:
the ghoat?’ demanded young Martin
eagerly. I wish I could join.m!”

ittle Elsie edged nearer, her hand
ahdmg confidingly into Norma’s.

“I—I don’t like ghosts, Norma,” she

The costume which was so

necessary to enable Norma to
carry out her secret task was in
Gerald's possession. And he was
keeping it in order to trap the
person who was playlng the ghost!

confided. “1 think they're horudl
There are no such things—really ?”

“Of course not, dear!” replied Norma
unsteadily. “Tt's just—just a stupgd‘
trick.” - ¥ _: A

She felt uncomfortably guilty as s
spoke, hardly daring to meet the htt o
girl’s trustful glance.

Supposing the children  ever d‘i'
covered the part she was playing iu
secret | P

Norma shrank from the thought. °

They must never know! ]
. A sudden uneasy thought came to
her.

Her phantom costume! In order to
hide it from Ethel she had slipped the
costume into the shrubbery outside the
cloak-room window.

What if the searchers came across it?

Norma was filled with sudden panic;
though the costume might not be as-
sociated with her, she could not afford
to lose it now, just when she was’ on .
the brink of fresh discoveries.

Gerald's tale of the secret pnsxaga
connecting Grey Gables with the cn.vqai
was still vividly clear in her mind.

Somewhere in  these under roun.d\
labyrinths might lie hidden a (ﬁue 10,
her father’s secret, and she would need,
the costume if she were m carry out her,
reckless plan. ]

Yet how wvould she slip away—with;
Ethel watching her as a cat watches a;
mouse, and the excited children plqug
her with questions?

Norma passed a
across her forchead.

“I—I1 feel rather faint,”’ she dPClalf‘d
—and her statement was partly true.
“If you don’t mind watching the
children, Eihel, 1 rhmk I'll go out and
get some fresh air.’

Ethel shrugged ungraciously, but d]d

hand uns‘rc‘adﬂy

not trouble to reply; -she was obvi-
ously fuming under the rebuff she had.
received from the squire.

Norma left the ball-room and stole
out through the conservatory into the
grounds. A

She could hear the searchers ealling
to one another as'they beat the bushes,

The irony of the situation might have
been laughable—were it not so serious.

Quickening her steps, her heart beat-
ing quickly, Norma reached the clump
of bushes outside the cloak-roam
window.

Peering beneath them, she could just
see the precious ‘bundle caught up in
the foliage.

With a sigh of relief, she reached
out to grasp it; but at the same instant
another hand appeared, whisking the
bundle out of slgge

There came a triumphant shout from
the other side of the bush.,
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“Hallo there! This way! Look what
I've found!”

It was Gerald’s cheery voice.

Norma’'s heart sank as she heard a
rush of Iootsl.cgs; to attempt to conceal
herself would be useless. Anyway, the
harm was done; the very thing she
had feared had come about.

The precious costume had fallen into
the hands of the searchers!

In the general excitement Norma's
appearance on the scene was practically
unnoticed; everyone was clustering
round Gerald, examining his “find.”

“The Phantom's rigont—or I'm a
Dutchman!” he declared. “What a
find! Wonder how the rascal came to
discard it? Hallo, Norma !” He caught
sight of her and waved his hand
cheerily. “Come an’ take a squint at
this. It's not every day you’ll get a
chance of seeing the full-dress outfit of
a pukka spook !

Norma approached, her Thands
clenched at her sides; she tried to
appear as excited as the others, but it
was a difficult pretence.

“Ever seen anything like it?” de-
manded Gerald, as he held out the
shimmering gown. “It's the genuine
stuff—and no mistake 1”

But, though he spoke jokingly, his
eyes were rather grim.

“What—what are you going fo do
with it?” faltered Norma.

The question escaped her lips in
spite of herself. QGerald glanced at her
quizzically, ~while his companions
offered joking suggestions.

“1 don’t know,” he said thoughtfully.
“T'll have to think it over. One thin
~it's goinf to - queer the irickster’s

ame for the time being. Hallo! Here's

r. Guthrie! I say, sir, look what I've
found I

The squire himself appeared at that
moment, a rather worried frown on his
bluff features,

“What's this—what’s this?” he de-
manded. “Bless my soul—the Phan-
tom's costume! The scoundrel must
have discarded it in order to escape.
And that brings me to a rather serious
malter; I've discovered that the win-
dow of my study has been forced, and
my desk rifled—during the last hali-
hour, Luckily, nothing of value has
been stolen—but it's quite obvious that
this Phantom was the culprit!”

Norma felt the blood drain from her
face as an angry murmur went up from
the group.

What could be the meaning of this
startling new development? Only cne
thing seemed possible. Someone must
have taken advantage of the “ghost”
scare in order to break into the house!

This was something she had not
foreseen |

Everyone was discussing the atiempted
burglary—and making plans for eatch-
mi the frickster.

Norma, though guiltless, was con-
ecious of a sinking at her heart,

Sup{posing that she were ever sus-
pected of playing the Phantom—then
she might even be accused of theftt

Yet there was little chance that she
would ever be suspected, now—after
the events of this evening. Unless—

She glanced at the cosiume slung
carelessly over Gerald’s arm—and into
her eyes sprang a sudden gleam of
horror.

There was something she had for-
gotten !

In one of her nocturnal excursions she
had slipped her handkerchief into an
_ Anner pocket of the phantom gown; and
now, with a sharp stab of dismay, she
.-recollected that the handkerchief was
still there—and that it bore her initials!
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NORMA'S STARTLING DISCOVERY

HE recollection of that incrimi-
nating handkerchief came as a
final, stunning blow. :

If Gerald or the squire dis-
covered it, it would mean the end to
everything !

Her heart in her ymouth, Norma
watched Gerald as he shook out the
robe—revealing its shimmering lining.

“T'll take charge of this, sir—if you
don’t mind,” he said. “I've an idea I
may be able to lay a trap for the
Phantom.”

“By all means, my boy,” replied the
squire, “The sooner the elusive
scoundrel is caught the better for all
concerned. And now—let us rejoin the
yvoungsters. I'm_ afraid this affair has
rather upset their party.”

For the next two hours the squire
forbade any further mention of the
Phantom. It was the children’s big
evening, and their fun was not to be
spoilt.

The time passed rapidly—all too
quickly for the youngsters; Norma,
busily helping to entertain them, tried
to forget the deepening cloud of trouble
that threatened her.

But when at last the party over, and
the last good-byes were being said,
Norma thought of the fateful costume
—and made a final desperate attempt
to gain access to it.

She had seen Gerald place it in his
car before returning to the porch to
say good-bye to the squire.

Mr. Penhale and his daughter had
taken their leave early, and Norma and
the two children were waiting for
Cerald to join them.

Martin and Elsie were chasing
happily round the ecar—and Norma
seized her chance to slip into. the

driving-seat and grasp the parcel.

She had. some reckless idea of substi-
tuting its contents—but even as she
bent over it, she heard Gerald's brisk
footsteps erossing the drive.

She straightened hurriedly, a guilty
look on her face, as he appeared at the
door.

“Hallo!” he remarked cheerily. “ All
ready? Come on, kiddies—jump in
behind! Norma’s goi’ng to ride in front

with me this journey.
Norma bit her lip as he picked up the

= do with t::costnme?" Norma asked.
Gﬂ.ld 113 ‘oiﬂg e a H
wﬂgremhtthembes,ndlﬁbereal:ly

fateful parcel, thrusting it under the
seat.

Gerald drove more slowly than was
his wont, and was evidently inclined to
talk.

“It's a queer thing about that
Phantom, Norma,” he said thought-
fully. “Hasn’t it struck you—it must
be someone living in the village—and
someone who's acquainted both with
Grey Gables and the Hall? That
narrows things down a bit; I mean, it
rules out a lot of the villagers who've
never had a chance to visit either
place.”

He glanced at her keenly, as though
anxious that she should follow his train
of thought.

Norma swallowed hard,
clenched tightly on her lap.

“Yes,” she breathed. “I—I suppose
vou're right.”

“Of course I'm right!” declared
Gerald eagerly. “Now—who does that
leave us with? The members of the
two houscholds—including the servants;
but I think we can rule them out. Then
there are friends and neighbours—like
Dr. Burton and yourself, for instance.”

her hands

He grinned at her boyishly. “I'm not
casting aspersions—but you get the
idea ¥

Norma nodded, not trusting herself
to speak; her heart was thumping
almost to suffocation.

Gerald’s smile faded as he brought
the car to a standstill beside the shop
and helped Norma to alight.

“I've a shrewd idea that the
Phantom’s got some secret motive that
none of us suspect,” he went on. “So
far the purpose has got me beaten—but
I'm convinced I'll get a line on it
before long. Meanwhile—I've got the
costume ! 3

Norma forced herself to speak.

“What—what are you going to do
with it ?” she asked.

Gerald grinned mysteriously,

“I've got that all cut and dried,” he
said, “but don't breathe a word to any-
one! I'm going to arrange a trap—on
the night that the Phantom generally
appears; that's to-morrow night. I'm
going to leave the costume in the
library--and keep watch. I've an idea
the spectre may return for its robes, and
T'll be ready for it!”

Norma's pulses were racing. Gerald

I’ve an idea the tre
for him—or her ! ¥

3



was all unsuspicious of the fact thai he
was speaking to the Phantom itself I

- Aml—_-ang supposing it docsn't turm
up ?” she asked, trying to steady her
voice. .

“Then I'll have to think out some-
thing else,” Gerald smiled grimly. “I'll
get 1t somehow—never fear !”

Though Norma knew that she was
treading on dangerous ground, she
eould not remain silent,

“But—but what will you do with the
eostume in the meantime?” she in-
quired, endeavouring to speak care-
lessly, )

“Oh, T'Il find some place for it,”
declared Gerald cheerfully. “I'll shut
it up somewhere where the servants
won't find it—in the old oak chest in
the lumber-room, maybe. The servants
are scared to go in there.after dark;
they don’t like the black statue.”

Norma’s heart gave a violent jump,
but she dared say no more. Gerard
accompanied them to the door of ihe
shop and bade them a cheery good-
night. .

He glanced quizzically at Norma as
he shook hands.

“I hope you're not bored stiff with
me,” he said. “I’ve been jawing about
the Phantom and clean forgetting my
duties as an escort. But I'll make up
for it some other time. I want you and
the two youngsters to come out explor-
ing with me along the cliffs one day;
i[wro are some quaint old ruins near
ereﬁ Gables. “What about it?>

The two children clapped their hands
delightedly, and Norma nodded, foreing
a quick smile,

*'T'd love to!” she declared.

But her thoughts wers not on his
cheery invitation; they were concerned
with a’certain reckless resolve that was
taking shape in her mind—a decision
on  which her whole future might
depend.

After Gerald had taken his depar-
ture, Norma busied herself in seeing
ﬂu'e| two children into bed.

They seemed particularly reluctant to
leave her. _ Little Elsie, tired out, but
flushed  with excitement, clung
tenaciously to her hand and demanded
a  bed-time story. Martin cagerly
seconded. the request.

There was nothing for it but to
comply.

_Sitting _on the edge of the bed,
Norma tried momentarily to forget her
own desperate problem “while she told
them a story of bygone days—of
mystery and thrilling adventure.

“And now—that's all for to-night,
dears,” she added firmly, as she rose
to 'hﬂ feet. “I \Fll)l: you to go to sleep
quickly, as—as I've some import
work to do.” 22

Little Elsie sighed, as she snuggled
under the bedclofhes. .

“Do ’ventures like that happen these
days, Norma " she asked. -

“’Course not, silly I” declared young
Martin, with a superior smile. “That's
all in the olden times. There aren’t
n.niv treasure-ships now—nor pirates;
only sailors, like gran’dad !

Elsie looked up wistfully,

*I wish gran’dad would come home,”
she said. “When do you think he'll
come, Norma i g ¢

Norma bit hLer lip as she turned to
pick up the candle. :

t was the question she always
dreaded; the more so as the days ware
on and thére ‘was no word nor sign
from the absent Ben Tregcllia. :

* Very soon now, dear,” she returned
Hrightly, **We'll be hearing from him
any day to say that his ship is ecoming
home, "And then won’t we bave great
times together |

an

Both children agreed—though Norma
helieved that she detected the faintest
shadow of doubt in young Martin’s
boyish eyes. - - 3

For how long could she keep up this
pretence ? g

After the last good-nights had been
said, Norma hurried downstairs—and
across the road to a kindly neighbour
of hers, Mrs. Fowey, wife of the village
cobbler.

Mrs. Fowey had a daughter of
Norma's own age—a strapping country

.girl who was in service in the village.

innie had frequently offered to take
care of the two children should Norma
wish to go out.
. She was at home now, and she will-
ingly offered to go across for an hour
or so. ‘

Norma gave the excuse that she had
to make a call, which was true—though

it was nobt the kind of call that her,

friendly neighbour imagined. .
Ten minutes later she was hurrying

along the lonely cliff path that led to-

Grey Gables,

But to-night she did not approach the

house directly; instead, she made her
way down the steep slope that led to
the beach!

The tide was out, and ‘the wide
siretch of sand and shingle glimmered
under the light of the moon. The
silence was unbroken except for the
distant murmur of the sea.

Norma’s heart beat quickly as she
approached the cave—the cave in which
she had met with her perilous adven-
ture.

It had been gloomy enough in the
day-time, but by moonlight it was
indeseribably eerie.

Norma was glad that she had brought
her torch with her; ils briliant beam
helped to dispel something of the
gloom. ’

Standing on the pile of loose rocks
where she had found the missing bale,
Norma flashed her torch up into the
dark, vaulted roof.

She could not see the concealed open-
ing mentioned by Gerald, but she saw
the flight of rough-hewn steps that led
to it.

Thrusting aside her momentary fears,
she cautiously made the ascent. In a
few moments she saw the dark opening
of a tunnel gaping above her..

She required every ounce of her
courage to squeeze through that dim
cpening into the narrow passage
beyond.

The passage had ]probab!y been used
by old-time smugglers, and was sup-
ported in places by crumbling brick-
work.

The air was quite fresh, and evidently
there was an outlet at the other end.

The tunnel grew- narrower as she
proceeded, - and Norma was forced to
walk in a stooping position, flashing her
torch in front of her. s

Her fears now were almost forgotten
in a thrill of excitement.

Though she had come with a definite

purpose—to recover the phantom eos-
tume from Grey Gables—that was not
the sole reason that had prompted her
reckless venture. #

Gerald’s story of the Black Knight—
nnd the chain of subterrancan passages
below the house—had added to  her
determination. :

She was  conyinced that the sceret
hinted at in her father’s diary was
concealed in or bencath Grey Gables!

And she must find -it—before it fell
into the hands of her enemies! For
sooner -or- later Gerald was. bound to

_tell his uncle about his discovery, and .
. T

once the secret got into the

Mr. Penhale and his davghter, Norma
felt convinced that it would be lost to
ber for ever. o
. The natrow passage seemed to wind
interminably, and Norma -was 'begin-
ning to lose hope’ when, une: edly,
the turnel grew wider, and opened iito
a gloomy cave or cellar! N
As Norma stared round MO
mildewed brick walls and the heap of
old lumber piled in a corner—barrels,
empty crates almost crumbling ‘with
age, coils of tarred rope,
chains—her pulses quickened, . g
She was convinced that she must.be
in one of the cellars beneath Grey
Gables itself ! : o
She quickened . he 3
gloomy cavern, ha daring to listen
to the eerie echoes.  In her haste, she
tripped cver a loose coil of rqpp,;_,qnd

steps aoross ihe

fell heavily, bruising her arm, ..
_ Luckily, her torch had e
damage, though it had rolled out of.
reach beneath a pile of crates and |
panlin. - < : X Lo
“Feeling raflier shaken by hér  fall,
Norma groped for it; inadveriently, she
pulled something else out with the torch
—a seaman’s cap, d and _torn.
She was about to toss it aside when
some vague stirring of memor; ctl,!ied
her to glance at it more closely.
There was a npame written the
lining; it was barely legible, but na
contrived to pick out the faint letter-

ing. »
Then a stifled ery escaped her lips.

and the blood drained from her faece.
For the name inside the battered cap

was: “Ben Tregellis ® 1

THE PHANTOM CAUGHT!
NOBMA felt momentarily stunned

by her strarge discovery.
What did it mean? What
could it mean?

This was the cap that the old sailor
had worn on the night of his disappepr-
ance ! But how came it to be here—in
a cellar beneath Grey Gables? o

The startling discovery sent Norma's
thoughts racing back to that unforget-
table night when she had first arrived
in_Clovellyn. 3

She remembered her meeling with
the old sailor who had been her father’s
bo’sun. His sirange warning regard-
ing her visit to Grey Gables; his
anxiety to speak to her again befgre
she made her decision. : i

She had waited for him in vain jon
that night of howling storm, t_rsmg
to comfort the two frightened children
who had been left in her charge.

And then had come the news that he
had gone to sea—on some supposed
smuggling cxpedition.

But whe had brought that news?

Mr. Penhale, and his daughter Ethel.
Apparently ihey had received the in-
formation from some unnamed friend.,
But she nnltmhad their word for it.

No one else had. seen the old sailor
after he left her at the station. |

Norma’s face was deathly pale; her
thoughts were racil;tlg._ o e it

The Penhales had lied to her. Ben
Tregellis could not have gone to sca—
or how came his cap to be here?

What did it all mean? ..

Norma thought of the old ,.am]fﬁ's
two young grandchildren, trustfully
awaiting his return, wondering at his
long abscpce. il

A choking 'ump rose in her throat,
and her hands clenched at her sides.

She must find ou’ the’ truth, some-
how—at all costs! :

_She was convinced that Mr. Penhale

" (Please turn to the baek page.)
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{ """ WHO SLAMMED THE DOOR?
FPAHE bell for, morning lessons had
ot rung fully fifteen minutes before
Pat LO\'('f] sauntered through the
«1at)s gates of Maunsley College; but
as Pat was not a schoolgirl, but a girl
reporter, naturally it was a matier of
complete indifference to her wheiher she
was late for lessons or not. ; ;

“So this is- Maunsley College!” said

Pat, halting in the large archway that

gave entrance to the drive.

The school porter surveyed
through his glasses,

“Yes, this is it, miss.

appointment 7"

Pat nodded and showed him her Press
card.

“¢ Midshire Gazette,"” she said.
"M ve an appointment with Miss Carson,
he headmistress.” :
mi—-4 Reporter, eh !’ gaid the porter, with

interest. **You'll find Miss Carson in
¢ ithe main building, straight ahead.”

“1*Thank you,” smiled Pat..  “And
»swatch out for Miss Carson’s views on the
modern schoolgirl in to- morrow’s
tGazette.,”

She strolled up the drive, admiring
‘the lovely old Jawns and flower beds and
‘thinking what a lovely school it was,

Walking thréugh the main doorway, she

halted in the Hall and looked about her,
It was an impressive p]nce, decked with
eil-paintings, books, silver cups, shields,
and other school trophies.

Pat wandered about for a few
*iminutes in the silent Hall in reminiscent
~mood, and then, glancing at the cleck,

saw that it was time for lier appoint-

ment. Crossing to the bell-push, she
pressed it. A trim maid answered, and
took Pat’s card to the headmistress,

Two minutes passed, and then a faint
sound at the other end of the Hall made
Pat turn.
beside a bookcase, studying a small
‘picture, and had been hidden from' the
view of anyone at the far end of the
Hall.

Thus it was that the -middle-aged
woman who_tiptoed from a side corridor
had not seen her. But Pat, attracted by
a slight creaking sound, turned in time
to see the woman.

Quite startled, Pat stood and stared,
for the woman looked as though she was
a mistress, yet she might have been a
burglar, so stealthily did she enter
another side corridor.

Perplexed, Pat watched her, and then
s sound came that made her jump
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At that moment she was

the headmistress thought of the Modern Girl. But she very

l' Pat Lovell only went to the big girls’ school to find out what

quickly realised that she simply must do something to help a

mistress who was in danger of being dismissed!

By ELIZABETH CHESTER

nearly out of her skin. A door slammed
violently, and glass shivered and fell
with a crash.

Thinking that something serious might
have happened, Pat crossed the Hall
swiftly, entered that side corridor, and
came to a halt as she saw a shower of
glass on the floor, and caught a glimpse
of that mysterious woman disappearing
round the. far bend of the corridor.

The door that had been slammed was
opened, and a fair-haired young woman
—evidently a mistress—looked out.

“Oh, did you open and slam this

door!?” she asked Pat, her voice
trembling.

“I? Why, no!” said Pat.

“Well, someone flung open the door,

7 said

slammed it, and broke thd glass,’

the young woman worriedly.
Inside the room was commotion and

uproar, and now a dozen or more girls

crowded forward, smiling merrily. -

saw someone hurry down the
corridor,” said Pat. “ And—"

At that moment the strange woman
she had' seen appeared in sight,
approached the scene, and halted. She
had & sour-looking face, and her

wresence was enough to end the girls’
aughter and to send them scurrying
back to their desks,

**Miss - Pusey, what is this?” she
asked. “I suppose someone threw a
boolk "

“Nun-no, Miss Symes, . Someone
opened the door and slammed it.”

“Nonsense! Why should anyone do
such a thing, and who should do it,
pray "

Pat saw Miss Pusey, the fair young
mistress, looking at her accnsingly.

“This girl was standing near the
door,” she said.

“1 was; but I only came on the scene
after the crash,” said Pat; and then,
looking at Miss Symes carefully, knew
that she was not mistaken. Miss Symes
it was who had tiptoed into the
corridor and hurried round. the bend.
“But I saw someone walk into this
corridor,” Pat added grimly.

Miss Symes gave her a quick look,
and her anxiety was ill-concealed.

“In—indeed | Who?” she asked.

“ You,”-said Pat candidly.

“I? I? You suggest that I slammed
the door and broke the glass?” cried
Miss Symes, a pink spot in either cheek,

*Good gracious !” gasped Miss Pusey.
“Really! - What a thing to suggest !
I'm afraid that cannot be true.”. .

“Of course it “isn’t true!” snapped
Miss Symes. “And I should like to
know who" this person is, what she is

doing, sneaking about the corrider? 1If
anyone slammed the door she did !”
The maid-servant walked into the

corridor and approached Pat, looking in
surprise at the broken glass.

“The headmistress 1s ready to see
you,” she said.

Miss Symes turned to her,

“Ask Miss Carson to come here,
please. Tt is a‘matter of great urgency,”
she said,

Pat’s mind was in a whirl, for she was
positive it was Miss Symes she had &een
walk into the corridor and hurry off.

She said nothing, however, waiting for
the headmistress to appear. Miss
Carson presently hurried on to the scene,
white-haired and dignified, some fifty
years of age.

“Good gracious, what is this?” she
asked.  “Miss Pusey, has there been
another uproar in your Form-room?
Does this mean there has been book-
throwing again—with this result ?”

Miss Pusey coloured deeply, and Pat
felt sorry for her; the mistress was
young, pretty, and it seemed obviow
that before now the girls in her Fons,
had taken advantage of her youth and
inexperience.

“I—the door was
Carson,” she said,
had happened.

“And this young person accuscs me of

slammed, - Miss
and explained what

doing it,” said Miss Symes, with a short
laugh.

Pat met the headmistress’ puzzled
glance,

“1 only came into the corridor when
I hear the crash of the glass, Miss
Carson,” said Pat.

The headmistress’ shrewd eyes
measured her, glanced at Miss Pusey,
and then at Miss Symes.

“I think we had better adjourn te
my study,” she said. “I will ask Miss
Lanchester to take charge of these
girls.”

Then, turning, she led the way, ana
Pat Lovell, who had fancied that she
could walk into the headmistress’ study
coolly, without a tremor, found that she
was wrong.
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. She Was innocent, }ust as she had been
in  her schooldays — sometimes — when

summoned to the headmistress’ study.

But, with deep dismay, Pat began to
see that her innocence might avail her
nothing—that, on the face of things, it
would scem more likely that she had
slammed the door than Miss Symes.

And if the headmistress believed that,
then, quite obviously, she would wish
Pat “(Good-morning !” and say not one
word about the modern girl.

Pat was on the carpet, and if things
went badly she would be on the editor’s
carpet later. For a reporter who so
mishehaved herself that she was for-
bidden an interview was the very last
thing Pat wanted to be—a failure,

MISS PUSEY IN DISTRESS

AT LOVELL did not intend to be
“gat upon,” and by the time she
reached the headmistress’ study
she had mastered her qualms.

Heau up, she followed the mistresses
into the study, and calmly took stock
of it—the school pictures; the books,
flowers;  litters of papers on the
mahogany desk; the presentation clock.
She was a reporter again, and not a
rather scared schoolgir

Miss Carson seated herself at her
desk, and then heard the two mistresses
state exactly what they had seen. Then
same Pat’s turn.

“T was in the Hall, Miss Carson,” she
said quietly, “when a slight sound
caused me to turn, and I saw Miss
Symes tiptoe into that corridor. Almost
instantly I heard the slam of a door and
the crash of glass, Running to the
corridor, I was in time fo see Miss
Symes hurrying round the far bend.”

Pat spoke’ coolly, and Miss Symes
stood with hands clenched, lips tightly
drawn; but,-as the headmistress glanced
at her, she arched her brows, and gave
a little mocking, centemptuous toss of
the head.

“You state this on your word of
honour #” Miss Carson asked Pat.

“Yes,” said Pat. " 3

“Very well, then; I must accept it
as what you believe you saw, although,
naturally, I do.not believe the person
you saw was Miss Symes.  Amazing
though it ntay be, the only réasonable
inference is that someone impersonated
Miss Symes. And there the matter for
the while must end; but I would ask
vou to make no mention of this in your
paper.”

Pat heaved a sigh, and gladly
her word that no mention woul
made.

“That is all, Miss Symes,” added the
headmistress. “Yon are quite cleared,
of course; but you, Miss Pusey—" -

Miss Symes went out of the room, and
Pat, understanding that the head-
mistress wanted a word alone with
the younger mistress, followed.

“Undoubted!y,” said Miss Symes, out
in the corridor, “some girl played a
prank on Miss Pusey. They are always
doing it. She should be dismissed, and
doubtless will be soon. She is too
young; has no idea of kcopinF order.
But for your story, I should have
believed it was a book thrown by an
unruly girl that broke the glass. Lucky

ave

be

for Miss Pusey it was not, or it would

have meant her dismissal.”

Pat listened, her eyes fixed on Miss
Symes, who did not meet her eyes,

“Poor Miss Pusey 1” said Pat gently,
and was more than ever convinced that
it was no impostor she had seen, but
Miss Symes herself.

The door of the headmistress’ study

opened, and Miss Symes moved away.
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Through the part-open doorway the
headmistress’ words came: -

“ You understand, Miss Pusey? Any
further indication that you cannot kee
order in your Form-room, and I
expect your resignation! You are a
brilliant scholar; but if you cannot keep
order you must go!”

Pat stood aside, and tried to seem as
though she had not heard as little Miss
Pusey came out, her face dcathly white
and. fears shining in her eyes,

She hurried past Pat, head bowed,
and then at the bend of the corridor
stopped. A muflled sob came, and Pat
turned, filled with deep pity, and with
half a mind to offer comfort. But at that
moment the headmistress called her.

Miss Carson made herself affable and
agreeable at once, and said that she
trusted that if her words had been over-
heard, no hint of them would be
allowed to circulate in the school.

“Why, no!” said Pat. “I am only
here to ask for an interview on the
modern girl, Miss Carson.” :

Pat ssged her questions then—whether

sha

. the girls to-day differed from the girls

ten years ago, twenty years ago?
Were they fond of games, less fond?
Were they less respectful, more rest-
less 7 Did they read less? Had wireless
altered their views? Were they fonder
of music. e

She asked fifty questions, tock the
replies in shorthand, and then, thapking
Miss Carson, rose to go. E

“You must see the school,” said the
headmistress. “1 will ask a monitress
to show you round during the break if
you can return in fen minutes’ time. In
the meantime, perhaps you would care
to stroll round the grounds, or watch
the hockey match on the big field I

Pat said she would love it, and, wish-
ing the headmistress “ Goeod-morning ”
left the study, with a faint sigh of
relief; for even now she found that a
very little headmistress went a long

way. » Yo §

Pat walked back to the Hall,” and
there paused. - ¥From the Form-room
where the glass was broken came- the
sound of merriment, prolonged and
artificial. Miss Pusey, despite the
warning, had not swcceeded in keeping
order, : L S

With the door-glass broken, the
sounds were easily heard; and: Pat, out

‘of curiosity, walked into the corridor and
X

halted there. F . X

When she was at school herself she
weuld have thought it jolly fin creating
a rumpus duaring lessons; but new she
was older and she was sorry for - Miss
Pusey, who would lose hex job.

Losing a job meant pothing to school-
girls who had no jobs to lose, and these
young girls probably did not realise
that they were causing their mistress
such unhappiness. = .. & - ¢

“They want it pointed: out to them,”
Pat decided. “Young scamps!”

The door of the room opened, and
Miss Pusey emerged, head bowed; she
shut the door, put her hands to her
face, and stood stock still, fighting with
tears, as hor clas&md fingers and work-
in% mouth showed.

at walked up to
tressed.

“ Miss Pusey,” she whispered, “don’t
—don"t! You mustn’t leave them—
Listen! Oh goodness !’

It was like Bedlam let loose. -

“J—I can’t go on! I've tried! I'm
a failure ! gulped Miss Pusey. “I—I'd
better resign.”

Pat walked past her, opened the door,
and entered the Form-room. The quick
way she opened the door brought a
hush, and the surprise at sight of her
brought a pause in the laughter.

“To your places!” rasped Pat.

her, déq;ly ‘dis-

Stariled, one or two girls obeyed.
Removing her hat, Pat Ewed it oyu a
chair, and then took off her coat. . It
was such unusual conduct in a visitor
that the girls were silent, puzzled, and
intrigued. : i
. “The last girl to sit down will g0’
into the detention-room!” said Pat_
grimly. i

It was hard {o tell who was the last;
to sit down, such a rush was there for
seats.
_“I am temporarily in charge of ti.u's\
Form,” said Pat, walkibg to the froht
and surveying the girls with as grim a
look. as she could manage; and, re-
membering how she had mimicked a
stern mistress at her old school, she
played the same part now. :

1t had its effect, for the girls did not
know how to take her at all. One girl,
cheekier than the others, leaned forward ™
and whispered: )

Glesles sougded; and P od the’

iggles sounded; and Pat rapped the’
;Icskt and called the girl ount to the

ront. 5

“I think you had better report to the
headmisiress. "What is your name 2"

“Janet Biggs.” 3 Al

“Well, Janct, you may look rather"
small in Miss Carson’s room,” said Pat!!
“ And what, pray, is there humorous iy
saying ‘ Oh, Hector’?” 16500

Janet blushed; for she had no wish
to be sent to the headmistress. wuly

“It—it’s just a joke,” she said ‘um-:
casily. “We pull Miss Pusey's leg
about Hector.” J b

t- w]' ?.J & .
_“Oh, I don’t know!” said Janet, &
little ashamed. “Only T think she had
a sweetheart named Hector, and when
Miss Symes—" :

»"

ne

“Go on,” said Pat quickly. :

“When Miss Symes brought in a
posicard one day and—and put it on
the desk some of us looked at it.”
Janet giggled. “It was awfully soppy,
and signed * Hector "—with a lot of
kisses——" .

Pat stared at her. s

“Wasn't it rather mean reading Miss.
Pusey's card 2”

Janet wriggled.

“People shouldn’t send things ‘on
postcards that are secret,” she said’
guiltily. “And, anyway, I dido’t read
it.  But someone did, and started say- !
ing * Oh Hector I' And—and we always ¢
put crosses at the bottom of ‘our cssays,
and—well—” :

“In short, yon have behaved badly,””
said Pat sternly. “The next girl whe"
says anything about Hector will go '
straight to Miss Carson. You are’
taking a mean advantage of Miss
Pusey.” s o

Theve was silence in the Form-room ;
and Pat went to the beard, took up a '
picce of chalk, and wrote: e i

“Why I am proud of my S!'.;II;OQ!.',‘ :

“Write an essay of “ two hundred -
words on that subject,”” she said. “ And
I may tell yon that before 1 became a
schoolmistress I was - & newspaper’
reporter—" : i ik

A" buzz of intervest ecame then. .

“The best essay will be printed in
the ‘ Midshire Gazette’ if it werits it,” "
said Pat; “so there’s something to
work for.” ;

Briefly Pat gaye them a lead as fo .
why they should be proud of iheir
school, and then went to the door,
passed into the corridor, and walked
up to Miss Pusey—who, now in control |
of herself, smiled wanly. e e

“You did it, but I couldn’t,” she said"
coftly. “From the moment that card
came they laughed at me. Someone sent -
the card as a joke, of course. - Heclor
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dide’t; it wasn't his writing, ‘and it
was posted near here, One of the girls
must have sent it.”

Pat took her arm.

“Not one of the girls,” she said ex-
citedly; “Miss Symes!”

“Miss Symes? Oh, impossible!”
gasped the young mistress. “Why—
why should she? She and my sister
Nera were misiresses at the same
echool.”

“8he took the card into the Form-
room and left it when you were out
of the room. She knew what effect it
would have,” said Pat intensely.

But Miss Pusey shook her head. She
did not think that Miss Symes was her
enemy; and she could not forget that
her sister Vera was a great admiver of
Miss Syvmes—who, a year before, had
been with her at St. Catherine's.

“Well, anyway,” ‘ended Pat, “I'm
sure I'm right. But I suppose you had
better go back to the girls, Be firm,
won't you?! Any nonsense—straight to
the headmistress.”

Miss© Pusev smiled faintly, then
braced herself and returned to the
Form-room, There was a murmur as
sho opened the door, and Pat loitered:
thewr, as wo sounds of merriment or
foalery came, Pat opened the shattered
door,

# Excuse me one moment, Miss Pusey,
please ! she said. “ But 1'd like you to
select six girls from this Form to meet
nie in the tuckshop during break—and
YT'll take my hat and coat.”

Pat took her hat and coat, smiled at
the girls, and went, knowing that they
would remain on their best behaviour,
each one hoping to be the girl chosen
to visit the tuckshop.

In thoughtful mood, Pat relurned to
the Hall, and there almost collided with
Miss Symes, who, being free until the
first lesson after the break, was idly
studying the - pictures,

She turned to Pat, cyes glinting.

“By what right do you pretend to
be the Form-mistress?” she demanded.
“L gm making it my business to report
this to Miss Carson., And furthermore,
I heard you slandering me.”

20, you're a reporter, too?” asked
Pat coolly. “Well, report sway, Miss
Symes. 1 know that you are trying to
get Miss Pusey dismissed. I don't know
why, but I shall do when her sister Vera
comes this afternoon.”

It was bluff; and Pat hoped that it
wonld have slight effect, that mention
of the sister might reveal why the
mistress had her knife in Miss Pusey.
But she was totally unprepared for the
misiress’ panic-siricken, horrified change
of expression.

“Her sister is—is coming here—here
this afternoon?” she asked.

Pat had intended to put a telephone-
call through to St. Catherine’s School,
and to ask Vera to come if she could,
to save her sister from dismissal. Now
her resolve hardened.

“Yes,” she said, and then added, with
inspiration, “and don't be surprised,
Miss Symes, if Hector comes, too; that
posteard incident is serious.”

Pat walked on then, out to the drive,
and hurvied to the gates, where she
hoped that she might use the porter’s
telephone.

Miss Symes waiched her go, turned,
hurried to her room, and, with trem-
bling hands, took out a small box from
her desk.

“If she comes here, if she sees me,
it’s the end,” she muttered. “I daren't
_risk it. Things have got to come to a
bead.”

And a minule after the bell rang for
break she took that box down to the
loswer corridors, paused outside the door
with the broken glass, and then, alert

GIRLS’ CRYSTAL—28/1/39

for the slightest sound, walked into the
cmpty room 3

From desk to desk she went, putting
in every one a cracker taken from the
box. Fireworks for the imps of the
Upper Third! And to make quite sure
they had fun, there were three boxes
of matches distributed, too.

From what she knew of the Upper
Third, and Miss Pusey's inability to
maintain order, there should be fun
during the lesson after the break. Ono
firework would be enough to bring the
headmistress to the scene; and the rest
being found in the desks, it would seem
a plot hatched by the Form.

The girls would be punished, but that
was not Miss Symes' most 1mportant
intention. What mattered most was
that Miss Pusey would be asked to
resign, would leave the school at once—
and her sister Vera, if she called, would
not stay, but go to find her.

For Miss Symes had a very important
reason for not wanting to meet Vera
Pusey face to face

THE TUCKSHOP TREAT

6 P S she there?”
“Who is she "

“Is she standing treat?”

The high-spirited Upper Third
girls looked into the tuckshop, having
raced there as hard as they could, six

A

“ Miss Symes ? " asked the di
the woman beside her, and Pat

The girls blinked in amazement, and
then when they had fully mastered
the faci that Pat, a visitor, had calmly
hoodwinked them that she was &
mistress, they yelled with laughter.

“The cheek! What a nerve!”

“And, golly—I" really thought I was
going to the Head,” said Janet Biggs.
“Phew ! You did it jolly well. Dough-
nuis, please.”

They had what they wanted—iarts,
doughnuts, gingerbeer, sweets; it was
a merry party.

“We'll have to return this—give you
tea in the Common-room,” said Janet.
“Eh, girls? But, I say, youn really are
a reporter?! That essay-writing wasn't
all kid, was it? Because I really took
a heap of trouble with mine.”

Pat laughed.

“That was genuine. Send the essays
to me at the ‘Gazette’ office, and T'll
pick the best—honest.” But she became
serious then, and beckoned them to
gather near.

“Listen—do you kids really like Miss
Symes?” she asked.

“Golly, no! She's
Janet, surprised.

“Well, why play into her hands?”
asked Pat.  “You'll get poor Miss
Pusey sacked if you carry on in this

awful !"  said

way. I've advised her to treat you all
rongh— >
“Oh, have you? Thanks,” said

Janet, taken aback.

Pat. Miss Carson indicated
her up and down. Now was her

g chance to expose her for the impostor she was.

of them chosen by Miss Pusey; and as
they were the six ring-leaders in
mischief, there would be no deep
groaning disapproval after the break.

Pat Lovell was there waiting for
them. Tt was a splendid tuckshop and
took her back years in memory. [i‘horv
were sweets, chocolates, cakes, tarts,
pies, cold chicken, tongue, everything
to delight hungry schoolgirls; and Pat,
having counted her money, was pre-
pared to stand treat. ‘

The girls crowded round eagerly, and
all together asked Pat if she were really
a mistress.

“Me? Good gracious, no!” said Pat,
laughing. “I was just pulling your
legs. Here, try these tarts. I always
wanted to send girls into detention,
just to see what it felt like. It was
grand fun for me.”

“Yes, rough and tough,” said Pat,
with a faint smile. * Ring-leaders go
with a mnote to the headmistress, So
this is fair warning.”

The bell raug for lessons, and the six
ring-leaders . exchanged rather per-
ilexed looks; for, as they said, they
Lurdl_\' knew whether Pat Lovell was a
pal, or not. A girl who put such ideas
in Miss Pusey's head was hardly a
friend, for Miss Pusey had lightened
lesson-time a good deal, and given
them an easy time, free from work,
with plenty of laughs.

Pat bade ihem good-bye and watched
them  as they lurried back, in deep
confabulation, to the school.

“We'd better go easy,” murmred
Janet. “For a bit, anyway. I'd just
haté to think of poor Pussy getting the
sack, you know.”
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“'Um, she's rather a dear "admitled

another.
- And their interitions were goad when
they re-entered the Form-room; per-
haps they might have been well-behaved
for the rest of the morning, at least,
had not Janet, opening her desk, found
a box of matches on top of her books,
and beside it a jumping cracker.

“Golly ! Look!" she exclaimed.

“Phew ! Light it1"” said one of the
other girls, who had not been at the
tuckshop party.

“No, no!” warned Janet,

“Afraid?” said the other girl—the
one who had first read the postcard
that had started their fun with the new
mistress,

Dared by other giggling girls, Janet
struck a match. Footsteps sounded, and
she gave a jump., The match touched
the fuse, and the firework fizzed.

Janet, with great presence of mind,
snatched it, and hurled it out of the
window, where it fell to the grass ten
vards from Miss Carson, who strolled
along the path with Miss Symes.

With- a loud report the jumpior:F
cracker exploded—jumped, exploded,
jumped—and =0 did Miss Carson and
Miss Symes. Then both glanced up at
the Form-room winddw, turned, and
hurried into the school.

“This is the finish!” said Miss Car-
son fiercely. “You're right, Miss
Symes; Miss Pusey must go, and go at
once !”

A MISTRESS OF MYSTERY
AT LOVELL, from the school
P gates, had seen those crackers
explode, and her heart sank; for
the fifth time she went to the
porter, who sat in his lodge.

“Has the messenger arrived yet—ah !”
she ended, for even as she asked, a boy
wheeled a eycle through the ‘3“@5, a
large bundle under his arm, and a blue
winter coat tossed over his shoulder,

“Thank you!” said Pat. And, tip-
ping him, she took the coat and bundle,
moving swiftly away to the hockey
pavilion.

There, in the privacy of the changing-
room, she unfastened the bundle, took
out a black wig, a dark, long frock, a
pair of glasses, and a tin of make-up.

Pat worked feverishly. Everything
that she had asked her friend at the
theairical costumiers to send had been
sent, and she herself had forgotten
nothing uecessary to change her appear-
ance.

Shortly before the girl had arrived
in the tuckshop, Pat had telephoned
Vera Pusey at St. Catherine’s, and then
the costumiers, In five minutes, she
was a changed person, only recognisable
by someone who knew her really well.
Thus garbed, Pat walked quickly to the
School House, walked boldly in, and to
the Upper Third Form Room.

She paused outside the doorway for a
moment, hearing every word through
the broken door. .

“The whole Form will be detained "
said Miss Carson, in anger. “You have
become unbelicvably unruly; and I do
not believe that you found the fireworks
in your desks, It was an arranged plot,
and uniil the culprits confess, you will
lose your half-holidays.”

A groan came from the Form, and the
headmistress turned 0 Miss Pusey.

“T shall have a good deal to say to
you in my study, Miss Pusey,” she
added. r

But as she turned to the door it
opened, and Pat entered. Without beat-
ing about the bush, at addressed Miss
Carson.

“Miss Symes?"” she asked.
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“This is Miss Symes,” said the sur-
prised headmistress, indicating tlie
short, dark-haired-woman beside ier.

Pat looked Miss Symes up and down.

“You do not remember Vera Pusey?”
she asked.

Miss Symes fell back, a stricken look
on her face, but did not speak.

“You are an impostor!” said Pat,
in ringing tones. *“You are not the
M_u;: Symes who was at St. Catherine’s
with—"

The Upper Third sat hushed: Miss
Pusey stood staring, round-eyed; but
Miss Carson spoke up.

“What, what!” she exclaimed. “I

yo lz‘tor.’r Corner

’: v
: “ Girls’ Crystal” Office, :
: The Fleetway House, :
: Street, a
London, E.C.4.

Y DE AR READERS—It:
M seems hardly possible ihat
we are nearly at the end of :
. January—the first month of a
brand new year—already, does it?
I suppose when we start io write
Feb 1st at the top of our letters
—and you on your Homework—we :
: shan’t be thinking of it as a new :
: year any more | :
: I wonder how many of you will :
: have managed to keep your Christ- :
mas-present diaries up to that date. :
Now, of course, you'll be wanting :
to know something about the tales :
you'll be reading next Friday. :
As I peep into my Detail Book— :
which tells me all about the stories :
that are coming for you in the :
Gires' Crystar—I see some particu- :
larl 3 fascinating titles for next
: week’s programme.

SIX GRAND STORIES

“The Golden Finger Print!”
sounds very intriguing, doesn't it? :
It is the title of the complete thrill- :
and-mystery story featuring Noel :
Raymond, the young detective. .

his story will hold yon en-:
thralled from first word to last—so :
be sure you don’t miss it. :

How that young reporter, Pat :
Lovell, does get around! Don't her :
adventures make you wish you had :
a job like hers? .

“The Fox Cub. Pat Protected!” :
is the title of the story in which this :
delightful young person features :
next week, and it tells most en- :
ihrallingly how Pat hoaxed a hunt
in order to save a girl's pet fox
cub.

Kaye of the Kennels will also
feature in another delightful eom- :
plete story—one that all pets-lovers
: particularly will enjoy.

: Our three serials will continue as:
% enjoyably as ever from where they :
I leave off this week—so you're cer-
: tain of a delightful feast of story
: reading next Friday.

:  Remember to order your GinLs’
: CrysTaL in advanee, won't you?

: Your sineere friend,

: YOUR EDITOR
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have Miss Symes’ references from St
Catherine’'s—" ;

"A’h, no doubt, and they are excel-
lent,” said Pat. “But this person is
a fraud; she is not Miss Symes, and
that is why she has tried to get Miss
Pusey dismissed; because she knew that
very soon her sister, who knew Miss
Symes would come to the school and
expose her.”

The impostor moved back, and then
suddenly she darted to the door; Lut
Pit barred her way.

“Let me go!” the misiress cried in
panic. :

“No—not before you confess,” said
Pat grimly. :

Miss Symes, wrenching herself free,
ran into the corridor, and Miss Carson,
after a stunned pause, followed her,
leaving Pat with Miss Pusey- and the

orm.
“But—but—you are not Vera!"
as; Miss Pusey. \

““Nevertheless, iyt has had the same
effect,” smiled Pat. *“And no?‘r—good-

‘afternoon, girls—and be

Thereupon, an imp of mschief seizing
her, Pat raised hat and wig in_ove

iece. Recognition dawned upon Miss

usey and the girls, and shrieks of
delighted laughter came,

“Order!” called Pat, in alarm.
“Three cheers for Miss Pusey!” _

As the cheers resounded, Pat hur
out, and did not stop hurrying until §he
had reached the pavilion, and changed
into her own clothes; then, at top speed,
she made for the *Gazette” office
with her interview, her account of the
Modern Girl's appetite, and the story
of the impostor mistress,

But, by special request of Miss Car-
son, that latter story was not published;
though Pat was asked to tea to discuss
it. It was not an exciting tea, and Pat
ate little, Her chief reason for eating
only a little, however, was that a stun-
ninﬁpmnd had been arranged for her
in the Junior Common-room, where sha
was to be the guest of honour—-an
honour she shared with Miss Pusey:'*

A speech was made at that bani ek
by Janet Biggs, and it incorpordted
thanks to Pat, and apologies to Mis
Pusey. It was a magnificent meal, wifh
kippers, sausage doughnuts, ‘ard
other luxuries bought at the tuckshép
“on tick.” But Pat thought it far
better than many a banquet she '
attended as a reporter. And becaute
Miss Symes had confessed everything,
including the broken door and the fire-
works, they-all felt like accused persons
leaving a court without a stain on their
characters. Having confessed, Miss
Symes had disappeared, and the only
other detail of the imposture that the
girls learned was that the real Miss
Symes was in America. i

The impostor had managed to gain
Miss - Symes' references from 'St
Catharine’s, and had been given the
post at Maunsley College. No wondér
she had dreaded meeting Vera Puse§—
who knew the real Miss Symes so well !
And no wonder she had wanted to get
rid of Vera Pusey’s sister, at the school,

But for Pat Lovell, the unscrupulous
masquerade might have been completely
suecessful, :

Thereafter, Miss Pusey was stern with
good effect; and Janet Bi _baving
had her essay publishe in _the
“Gazette,” became_  quite serious-
minded in an endeavour to follow in
Pat’s footsieps, and become & girl
reporier. N -

EXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

Another d.llﬂmm featuring Pat
I'T\roll. Girl , and -'r.-n:x,t
Friday's GIRLS’ CRYSTAL. Make sure
you don't miss it!
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WS THE FUGITIVE DISCOVERED

Fion OREEN CARSDALE and Jean
it Hinton had been having a

L 18 wonderful time at St. Lauritz,
et in Switzerland, with Doreen’s
Aunt Elizabeth.

There they met Sylvia Drake, who
was staying with Mr. and Mrs. Ross
and their daughter Irma. Though the
Rosses said that Sylvia was their ward,
the chums discovered that they were
not legally her guardians at all. ~ The
Rosses soon showed themselves to be
Sylvia’s enemies.

Sylvia's cousin, Douglas Drake, was
hiding from the police in a secret moun-
tain chalet. He said that it was vital

. for Sylvia to win the St. Lauritz skat-
ing championships, and Sylvia did win
< the first part, despite the Ross’ schemes.
i., Douglas Drake then came to the hotel
. an;disguise to see Sylvia, but Irma Ross
. recognised him. When the hue-and-cry
, was raised the chums put a false beard
. on Douglas, and tried to smuggle him
_past the gendarmes.
i They had only a few yards fo go to
.xeach safety, when Irma saw the fugi-
tive again,
. “Don’t
. shouted.

let him get away!” she

! “TH“.T’S the man you want! Atrrest
o him—don’t let’ him get away!”
Again_the voice of Irma Ross rang
out, shrill and triumphant.
. With a gasp, Dorcen quickly looked
back over her shoulder. There, among
the crowd by the hotel steps, stood Irma,
_pointing and shouting. And running as
fast as he could through the snow came
. the gendarme who had stood on guard
in the vestibule,
_“QColly, we've been rumbled !” Doreen
cried, staring in dismay at Douglas,
*Irma’s spotted that it’s you. But you
can still get away! Run for it—it’s o
use acting now !”

“Yes, yes! Oh, don’t let them cap-
turc you!” Sylvia. panted.

“They won't capture me!” Douglas
Drake’s voice was grim; his face, behind
the false beard, was set and determined.
“I've got to retain my freedom to get
proof of my innocence. But thanks for
all vou've done, girls—"

“ Run—run |” Doreen told him fran-
tically. “Once you reach the road you'll
be able to dodge—or jump on a sleigh 1”
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“Yes, there’s one
Jean put in swiftly.

“0.K.! T'll make it all right! See
you again soon, Sylvia!” And then,
with a wave of his hand, Douglas Drake
was rushing on ahead, plunging through
the snow 1n a desperate bid for free-
dom.

“Arretez! Stop—stop!” came a
furious vell from the gendarme,

But Douglas pelted on, making the
most of his advantage, some forty yards
or more in the lead of his pursuer.

The girls watched tensely., A whistle
ghrilled out, and they saw the second
gendarme appear from the side
entrance of the hotel and take up the
chase. But he was even farther behind
the fugitive than his colleague.

“He'll do it!” Sylvia cried, her gaze
fastened on he: cousin.

“You bet!” Doreen felt a wave of
relief surge through her. “He's nearly
reached the road now. Look, he's shout-
ing to that sleigh driver to stop. Ob,
thank goodness—"

But cven as she said that she stiff-
euned. Her face suddenly paled, her
eyes grew wide with alarm.

just coming along,”

“PDorcen, look!” Sylvia almost
sobbed.

For mnow another figure had ap-
peared—a running, uniformed figure.

Another gendarme, who had heard the

whistle. From the roadway he came,
less than twenty yards in front of
Douglas !

“He's trapped—he can't escape!”
Jean cried.

Doreen’s eyes were agonised now. '

Trapped Douglas was—with the three
gendarmes bearmgI down on him from
three directions. e spun round, raced

To Sylvia Drake the Skating
Championship meant everything.
She was practising for it in every

spare moment. Then fell the
blow. If she did not withdraw,

her cousin’s hiding-place would

By DAPHNE GRAYSON

off in the only direction remaining to
him, then pulled up again,

For now ahead of lum was a high
brick wall, = Impossible to scale 1it,
unless—

Doreen’s eves gleamed. Suddenly she
began running, racing for a near-by log
cabin, Positive of Douglas’ innocence,
knowing how vital it was that he should
maintain his freedom, she meant to help
him to eseape.

The cabin was being used as a dress-
ing hut by the men artists taking parvt
in the ice cabaret. Leaning against it
was a long wooden pole—Doreen
guessed it belonged to the (roupe of
skating gymnasts who were due to per-
form later.

Without stopping, Doreen grabbed it
up and rushed on. :

“Douglas !” she shouted. *Use this
—leap the wall!”

And, poising the pole like a javelin,
she hurled it through the air to the
spot where Douglas was standing.

Huntedly he had been gazing round
him, determined to make a desperate
effort to climb the wall, but realising
he had little chance of success, and that
capture would inevitably follow.

Now, with a glad ery, he pounced on
the pole as it fell at his feet. One fleet-
ing, grateful smile he flashed at Doreen.

“0,K.1 Thanks!”

Then he was rushing towards the wall,
the pole poised in his hands.

“Porecn, that was wonderful of
vou!” Sylvia cried, panting up at that
moment. i

In an agony of suspense they all
watched. They saw the gendarmes
drawing nearer and nearer. They saw

Douglas suddenly plunge one end of the
pole into the snow, and then—

Then, gripping the other end, he was
soaring upwards. High into the air he
hurtled. :

But not high enough!

Doreen’s hands clenched. As soon as
he began the leap she had had her fears.
In his desperate anxiety he had not
gone near enough to the wall. And

now—
“Oh, he's fallen!” Sylvia shricked.
It all happened in a flash. They saw

his legs scrape the top of the wall, heavd

n



an agonised cry, and then limply ke fell
on to the road.

“Qh, ‘gooduess!” Doreen’s face ‘had
goné ashen. “It'smy fault!”

“No, don't say that—"

“Come on! Oh, come on!” Doreen
cried.” -

Frantically they began running to the
spot where they could get round to the
other side of the wall. The gendarmes
raced in the same direction.

In the hearts of the three girls was
agonised apprehension—a dreadful fear
that was twofold.

_Douglas had been hurt; even the
thick snow would hardly have saved
him from injury, falling head-first from
sach a height. And now he must in-
evitably be arrested. There was nothing
they could do to prevent it—already one
of the gendarmes had gone racing round
the wall ahead of-them.

They tore after him; then. on reach-
ing the other side of the wall, all three
of them pulled up dead.

Incredulously they stared.
pointed a quvering finger.

“Golly I she gasped, her eyes ablaze
with excitement. * Look—look !

Fascinatédly they - looked,  And
apprehension was driven away, sub-
merged in a wild relief. For there in
the distance were {wo figures, one assist-
ing the other through the snow with
feverish haste. And one was the figure
of a woman in a voluminous black
cloak.

“Madame Marie!”
“And Douglas! Oh, she's rescued him,
thank goodness! And, look, she’s got a
sleigh waiting there in the road!”

Even as they watched they saw the
mysterious  Frenchwoman reach the
. road aiid help Douglas into the sleigh.
He had been dragging one of his [ggq
as if he could not walk on it.

Long before the pursuing gendarme
had a chance to prevent it she had
gathered up the reins and had driven
away. At a reckless gallop the horse-
drawn sleigh vanished from sight.

Dorecn

Doreen cried.

\-_\sq-‘-.\\\“._ Ay

“He's escaped!”
trinmphantly.

“But Douglas—he was hurt!” Sylvia
said, anxiety in her voice.

“His leg, by the look of it—nothing
worse. %)(m’t worry,” Doreen re-
assured her friend. ‘‘Madame Marie
will look after him——" _

She broke off with. a start, For
suddenly a hand had descended on her
shoulder, Spinning round, she found
herself- staring into the angry face of
onie of the gendarmes,

“You will come wiz mel”  he
declared. _“Ya&u break ze law., You
help héem gscape—a man we want ver’
bad.. To the commissariat-de police you
come wiz me, mam’sellest”

“The. commissariat de police! Golly,
he - wants_ to~ take us to the pelice
station !” Doreen gasped, in dismay.

Doreen said

AUNT ELIZABETH INTERVENES
DOREE.\"S heart seemed to give a

little lurch inside her. Suddenly
she realised the seriousness of
what they had done.

“AMy hat!” she exclaimed.

“Votre chapeau? Ah, oui, ouil”
The gendarme nodded agreeably. *“I
allow you to get your hat,” hée said.

“No, I don’t mean that. It was just
an exclamation,” Doreen explained, a
faint smile coming to her face. *“But
look here—"

“] not look here! T not look any-
wheres ! the gendarme snapped, *“ You
not trick me and then vanish—pouf!
You come wiz me.”

“Oh crumbs 1”

“Bless my. soul! What is happening
here? Where is this gendarme lukinﬁ
you, Doreen?” broke in an agitaté
voice, and on to the scene strode Aunt
Elizabeth.

“ Aunt,” Doreen gasped, “he—he’s
tnkill[: us to the police station !”

“What?” Miss Hill looked startled,
and then indignant. She glared at the
gendarme. “What is the meaning of
this?” she demanded in French.

The gendarme broke into a torrent of
words 1n his native tongne, He talked
non-stop for three minutes, waving his
arms excitedly.

Aunt Elizabeth stood silent as he
poured out his tale of the three girls’
misdeeds, biting her lip, her face be-
coming serious.  °

“Doreen, is all this true !” she asked
worriedly. “Did you really help a man
to escape arrest?”

“ Quickly, dodge i who's
there ! " It was Irma Ross. What could she be doing so the old
water mill?

378

“Baut it was_Sylvia's cousin,” Doreen
told her aunt.

Miss' Hill gave a start. She had
known that Douglas was coming to the
ice cabaret in disguise for the special
purpose of revealing himself to Sylvia.
But, unable to be present at the cabaret,
she had known nothing of the dramatic
developments that had transpired since.

“1 see. But really, Doreen, you seem
to have acted most imprudently 7 -

“But we had to do something!”
Doreen broke in desperately. “Wae
couldn’t sce him arrested. "And he’s

innocent |

“I appreciate your desire to help
him,”  Aunt - Elizabeth said, and
frowned. *“But the officer tells me he
1s wanted on the very serious charges
of forgery and theft.”

¥“Oh, no, it can’t be true!” Sylvia
cried, her eyes wide with horror.

“I trust it isn’t,” Aunt Elizabeth aid
worriedly. “ Nevertheless, the facs
remains that you girls have prevented
the police from carrying out their duty,
and this officer is t?ln-ntening to wakae
trouble—rightly so, too. This is most
distressing.” .

She turned to the gendarme again.

Earnestly she spcke to him, pleading
that the girls were young and had?not
fully appreciated the seriousness of their
actions, pointing out that . they .'¥ere
visitors to Switzerland, were in 'her
charge, and that she would take”ihe
responsibility, but hoped he would éver-
look the incident, serious though it was.

The gendarme thawed a little under
Aunt KElizabeth’s persuasive eloquence,
but to her last request he absolutely
thook his head, .

“I am sorry, mademoiselle, but it is
impossible,” he said in French. “T will
not insist that the girls accompany’ me
to the police station now, but I must
have their namées—and yours, too.
presume you are all staying here
together at the Crestina1”

Aunt Elizabeth nodded and gave him
the details he asked for, '

“You may be questioned later,” the
gendarme said, snapping his notebook

shut. “Especially the girl whe
apparenily is a relative of the wanted
man., Good-day !”

He went off. Aunt Elizabeth sighed.

“I was afraid he wouldn’'t overlook
it,” she said, with a frown, “Dear me,
I don’t know what I shall say {o your
parents, Doreen—and yours, Jean—if
you girls become involved in trouble
with the police while we are here, ' It
is most unfortunate. Sylvia, my dear, I
don’t wish to distress you, but 1 do hopa
your ¢ousin ‘really is innocent, as' he
says.”

Sylvia bit her lip.
her aunt’s arm.

“He is innocent—1'm, sure of it I” she
cried emphatically. “You haven't seen
him, but we have, Oh, aunt, don’t have
any doubts! You said you would help
Sylvia !”

Aunt Elizabeth smiled.

““And I mean to help her,” she said.
“But this all seems so serious. Oh, very
well, I won’t say any more now ! I hope
I shall have the opportunity of seeing
Sylvia’s cousin myself very soon now.
We simply must get to the botiom of all
this mystery I”

“I wonder where Madame Maric has
taken him 7" Doreen said thoughifully.
“I know,.girls! We'll go along to sce
her this afternoon. We'd better leave
it until then, tolet this affair blow over
a bit. You won't mind, aunt?”

“It is a good idea,” Aunt Elizabeth
approved. *“The sooner you learn the
whole truth the better. But please do
be careful, Doreen. You've scen already
how delicate the sitnation is. We're
anxious to do everything we can to help
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Doreen caught at



Sylvia, but for her sake, as well as Tor

our own, we must act prudently. No
good can be done by flouting the law. I
hope you understand, Sylvia—"

“Of course I do‘, Miss Hill,” Sylvia
said fervently. “Yon've all been so
kind, o wonderful 1"

“And now,” Aunt Elizabeth said,
with a smile, “I suggest you go back
and enjoy yourselves at the ice cabaret.
And I think I shall come, too, if you'll
have me.”

“Oh, ripping !” Doreen laughed.

“Your boy friends won't mind?”
Aunt Eiizabeth asked, a twinkle in her

eyes. :

“They'd get_ticked off if they did,”
Dolrgen grinned. “Come on, then, let's
go!

Arm in arm they all made their way
to the iee rink. The excitement of the
chase after Douglas had caused a
temporary stop afe of the cabaret, but
now it was in full swing again. Some-
one clse had been hastily called in to
take his place in the Corvisch team, and

‘. the first of the events against the St

Lauritz side had just finished.

l'ony Semers and Jack Hunlley
hailed them with cheers. Tony imme-
diately offered Aunt Elizabeth his

..chair, perching himself on the table.

noticed, stared across at them.
. were obviously quite notorious after
that sensational incident.

. e glanced curiously at the girls, but

said nothing. Other people, too, Doreen
They

She looked across to the table at
which Irma Ross had been sitting with
a party. The others were still there,
but Irma was not.

Doreen chuckled grimly. Irma must
be a very disappointed girl that
Douglas Drake had succeeded in escap-
ing after her frantic efforts to get him
arrested. But now Irma would have to
be watched more closely than ever,

reen realised. She must not have
another chance of endangering Douglas’
freedom. She must not know where he
was hiding.

“I say, 1sn’t he clever?”

That enthusiastic cry from Jean
brought Doreen’s thoughts back fo the
cabaret.

A juggler was performing on the ice
now. No doubt about it, he was amaz-
ingly clever. Having started off with
three coloured balls, he was now jug-

gling with a dozen of them, skating

round and round as he did so.
Next he proceeded to open an um-

. brella, sct a top spinning on its surface,

and, by careful manipulation of the

. “gamp,” caused the top to travel round

and round the extreme edge—and siill
he went on skating as nonchalantly as
if he were walking about on the stage
of some theatre.

Then he substituted a plate for the

. top, and made that spin round the

. brim of the umbrella on its side.

“Gee! T must have a shot at that

~ some time,” grinned Tony.

* Better not practise with the hotel
crockery, or you'll ruin yourself irying
to Ray the bill I” Doreen chuckled.

They clapped vociferously when the
clever turn came to an end, then
eagerly they waited for the next event.

.A man skated to the centre of the
rink and held up his hands for silence.

“Ladies and gentlemen,”” he said, “1
hope you'll forgive me interrupting the

rogramme for a few minutes, but I

ave an important announcement fo

make. It concerns the St. Lauritz
skating championshi 2t
_“Hurrah!” cheered Tony irrepres-

sibly.

Sylvia’s eyes sparkled. :

“T'm sure I don’t need to tell vou all
that the final round of this world-famous
event takes place on Saturday,” the
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“mds present, did 1Y

EVERYBODY !—This
is your Penelope here, with
lots to chatter about—as usual!

ALLO,

First, about myself. I've been
letting my hair grow a bit longer
just lately. (I've had it slightly
shingled for a long time now—not
giving way to the shoulder-length
fashion at all!)

As 1 think you know, I'm very
lucky, because my hair happens to
be naturally wavy—so there are no
expensive perms for your Penelope!

But even the curliest hair becomes
a bit of a pest when the short ends
at the back start to grow. They
just stick out like pieces of wire and
refuse to “stay put.”

So I've been forced to do these
ends up twice a week  And, of
course, because they were so short, I
simply couldn’t find a curler small
enough for them.

Until 1
cleaners !

So now, two nights a week, T pop
into bed with three pipe-cleaners
sticking into the back of my neck.
But, at least, they are brown ones—
so they don’t show.

Now I'm looking forward to the
time when that hair will grow just
a spot longer and will curl up of its
own accord. ; 3

How some girls sleep with their

remembered—pipe-

- hair done up in all sorts of tin and

lead instruments baffles me. It
makes me think that a wooden rest,
such as we were told at_school the
Japanese ladies rested their necks
on, isn’t such a bad idea after all!

SPOILT CAT!

I didn’t, tell you about my
beauteous black ecat, Sin's, Christ-

‘My cousin Kathleen sent him the
most amazing toy mouse. You

. wind it up and it simply streaks

across” the floor.

When I showed it to Sin, all that
cheeky cat did was to yawn in my
face and start to wash behind his
delicate ears. (Which is said to be

a 5)|gn that rain is on the way, isn't
hat Y
~ “You conceited  cat!” I said
darkly, “Tll show you!” ;

So I wound Mr. Mouse up and
put him down right undeér Sin’s nose
—and away sfreaked the mouse.

I had expected Sin to be after it
like a flash of lightn;';?-all his

hunting instincts aroused.

FROM ONE GIRL
TO ANGTHER

Cheery Chatter and Help-
ful Hints by Penelope

But not he. He just yawned
again, arched his back. and leaped
on to the armchair, as much as to
say: “How these humans do love
playing about! Excuse me if I
snooze, won't you?”

80 no more toys for that uppish
Sin, I've resolved—for I've come to
the conclusion that he is thoroughly
spoiled, bless him!

FOR BUSY MORNINGS

This apron in the picture here
looks very businesslike, doesn't it?

Perhaps it isn't exactly a
glamorous article, but it certainly
would be a very useful present for
someone.

For, you see, it is a working
apron and kneeling cushion com-
bined.

A 27 in. square of material (crash
or sacking) is required for the
apron part, and a piece 7 in. square
for the big pocket.

The top of the aﬁron iz gathered
on to a band, which is long enough
to make strings.

Then the pocket is sewn on—and
perhaps a scrubbing-brush em-
broidered there in wool or raffia’
It would only require plain stitches
for this.

The keeeling cushion is made of
part of an old macintosh or some
American cloth—which costs six-
pence for a guarter of a yard.
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You will require n'pieéa measur-
ing 27 in. by 20 in. or so.

This is stitched along the bottom
of the apron and then turned under.
In the fold are slipped some pieces
of blanket or other thick material,
to make a comfy padding. Then
ihe American cloth is hemmed to
the underneath side of the apron
and oversewn at the sides. :

As a Saturday morning apron for
a_ grown-up- who. has to do a spot
of inceling when polishing or clean-
ing, it would be a boon, wouldn’t :
it? :

Bye-bye until next week!

Your own,
PENELOPE.

s
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official went on. “As you knoW, the
figure skating seciion has nlrond{ been
decided, with Miss Sylvia Drake, of
England, the winner——" "~

“Good old Sylvia !” cried Doveen.

A volley of applause went up as all
eyes switched upen Sylvia. Flushed
and rather embarrassed, she sat” there,
taken by surprise at so. unexpectedly
gaimng the limelight, ~ - i

The official bowed to her gallantly.

“Now, on Saturday, in the speed
events, all Miss Drake’s rivals will be
endeavouring to overtake her in the
number of peints scored,” lie went on.
“ Ladies and gentlemen, it promises {o
be a wonderful championship meeting
—one of the most thrillmg ever held in
8t. Lavritz. It's the. greas. event. of
our winter scason. Already most of .the
scats in the grand stand have been
hooked. ‘1 advise those of you who
have not yet reserved seats to do so
before it is too late. In the meaitime,
between now and Saturday, the lake will
be free to all competitors who wish to
put in last-minute praciice. Thank

you., ‘The cabaret will now continue.”
“And,  talking about - practice,”
Dereen  eried, turning to Sylvia,

“you've got to get in as much as you
possibly can.” You're going to win the
champronship on Saturday—you've got
to!”

Sylvia’s eyes were dancing, her face

was radiant. If only she could win it!-

But Douglas, her cousin, had said she
must win. .

~ T wonder- what Douglas means? 1
wonder what's behind it all 7"’ she asked
now, her preity brow puckering.

“Something big—something tremend-
ously big!” Doreen iaugheg. “ But
we'll soon know now—we'll know as
%00l as we see your cousin this after-
noon. -We'll get straight along afier
tuneh,- shall we?”

Sylvia nodded, her cheeks aglow with
cxcitement,

They all stayed {o the end of the
cabaret, then it was time for lunch;
afterwards the three girls set out for
Madame Marie's little log-cabin in the
mountains,

A jingling sleigh took ihem {here.
Paying off the driver, they plunged
through the deep snow.

' In. answer to their knock, Madame
Marie appeared at the door.

“I have been expecting you, m'selles,”
she said. “Entrez—entrez vous !”

+ They went in.
her eagerly.

t “My cousin—is he well and safe?”
she asked.

“Qui, oui!” Madame Marie nodded.
“He is well and safe,” she assured her.
M“He hurt his leg leaping over that
wall. but very soon it will be better.”
] "? Qh, thank goodness! But where is
he 7

Sylvia gazed about

Madame Marie smiled mysteriously.

“He is in the Mill Grimelle,” she
replied softly, as if afraid ithat even
here, in her own cabin, she might be
overheard. “Here he -was not safe;
at any moment the police might come
1o gquestion me and search. But in.the
mill no one will suspect. And there
he mnow searches for proof eof  his
innocence,”’ :

MR. ROSS’ ULTIMATUM !

HE girls felt a thrill
through them.
. A _“8earching for proof of his

shoot

innocence 7’ Doreen repeated,
her eyes gleaming. “But how s he
hope to prove it, madame? And why

should it be “in the mill

© "“Oh, what is the truth?” broke in
Bylvia, looking at the woman appeal-
ingly. . _“A gendarme questioned us

. asked anxiously,

this morning because we he]]gsd Douglas
to eseape. He said that uglas was
accused of forgery and thefi. That
isn’t true, is it?”

Madame Marie held up her hands
expressively.

“La, la, but all these questions!”
she exclaimed. “Do not ask me,
m'selles. There is little I know. But
1 do know that the M'sieur Douglas is
inpocent. He could be nothing else. I
know that in my heart. For, you see,
I have known him since he was a petit
bebe—I nursed him in his cradle!”

The girls gazed at her in surprise,

“You were his nanny?” Sylvia
breathed. : ;
“Yes. He was born here in Switzer- _

land, though his parents, of course, were
English,” Madame Marie went on, a
far away, dreamy look in those black
cyes of hers. “And then for many
vears he lived in the Mill Grimelle.
That picture of the sweet-faced lady you
saw on the wall—that was -his grand-
mother; your ..great-aunt, M'selle
Sylvia,” she added, turning to that

girl.

Sylvia nodded, lrer face flushed.

“That was before the cloud descended
over him,” Madame Marie went on,
her voice hardening. “The M'sieur
Ross—he was to blame. He it is who
has .caused =0 many people such
unhappiness. . He and his family went
to live at the mill—and that is why the
M’sieur Douglas believes he will find
proof of his mmnocence there.”

“But what ' happened?”  Sylvia
questioned eagerly. *“What does he
hope to find?”

“That M’'sieur Douglas will tell you,”
the woman replied. “He will tell you,
too, why it is so important that you
should try to win the St. Lauritz skating
championship on Saturday. You must
go to him now. He is waiting for you,”
she added softly.

Bylvia’s eyes sparkled.
= “He is?"” she eried. *“Oh, thank you,
Madame Marie. Yes, we'll go now.”

“Rather !” broke in Doreen excitedly.
“And perhaps we can hel
proof, whatever it is!
Jean and I going, too?”

The woman smiled again.

“He wants vou to go with M’sclle
Sylvia,” she replied. *“Never will he
be able to repay you two girls for what
you have done for Sylvia and him."

She was showing them towards the
door now. She ogencd it, and thanking
her again, the three girls made their
way outside.

“Oh, let’s hurry,” Sylvia eried
excitedly. “Isn’t this wonderful? In
a few moments now we’ll be hearing
the whole story., We'll know every-
thing.”

They hurried on through the snow.
The Mill Grimelle was not far away,
but as they drew near to it Doreen gave

e won't mind

a gasp of dismay.

“Oh golly!  Quickly—dodge behind
thhnt-llle ge!” she cried. “Look who's
there "

They swiftly darted behind the snow-

covered hedge, for outside the mill was -

a girl. It was Irma

“Doreen, you—you don’t think she
suspeets 7’ Sylvia eried.

“I don’t know. Let’s watch,” Dorcen
suggested.

ey did so, and for half an hour
thgy,‘ remained there, .

till  Irma. stayed, herself crouched
behind ‘a ledge of rock which would
hide her from anyone in the mill,

“QOh, what are we to do?f” Sylvia
“We dare not try
mill,” Doreen told her.

“But we must see Douglas!”

“And run the risk of letting. Irma

to get into 019

“—skating practice, my girl,”

him find this -

know he's there,” Doreen said, and
shook her head. “No, it would be folly,
Sylvia. The best thing we can do is to
get back to St. Lauritz.”

“Oh, Doreen!” - ;

“I knoty, It's a disappointment, old
thing.” Doreen’s eyes were sympathetic.
“Baut Saféty first is the watchword. We
mustn't give anyone an inkling that
your cousin is hiding there. And we
can com¢ back to-night—when it’s dark,
when no one can see us.”

Sylvia® nodded.

“You're right, Dorcen.”

“I'm sure I am. And in the meaniime
~—practise, Sylvia! Practise on the lake

Sylvia smiled.

“Ob, Doreen, you think of every-
thing 17

Cautiously they crept along behind
the hedge. Irma was still there.

Taking care to remain wnobserved,
using all the cover they could find, the
three girls gradually made their way
back to the road. X regular, if infre-
quent, service of sleighs ran between
Grimelle, the village ﬁighnr up in the
mountains, and St. Lauritz.

d Juck was with them, for as they
reached the road a sleigh came into
view. Hailing it, they were driven
back to St. Lauritz.

“My bhat, the place seems more
crowded than ever it’s been,” Jean
suddenly execlaimed, as they swishéd
along the main, snow-packed road
towards the Crestina, ;

“The erowds-arriving for the skating
u-hampionsnip,” Doreen grinned.
“We're in the height of the winter
season now, remember.’’

Sylvia felt  herself quivering with
excitement. Two_days hence, and she
\\]'quld be appearing in the champion-
ship.

On_returning to the Crestina, Sylvia
raced up to their room to fetch her
skates.

__Then along to the lake they all went,
Tony and Jack were already there,
skating with a crowd from the hotel.

They reached the bench, had just sat
down, when Doreen gave a start,

“My hat, look who's coming over.”

“Mr. Ross!” Jean said, and stared.

There was a queer smile on Mr., Ross’
face as he crossed to where they sat.

“Sylvia, I want to speak to you,”
he said. * Privately |”

Sylvia eyed him coldly. )

“These are my friends,” she said.
“You can say it in front of them or
not at all1”

“Very well, Sylvia,'I have a propo-
sition to make,” he said.

“What do you mean?”

“I happen to know,” Mr. Ross went
on, speaking with slow deliberation,
“that your cousin is wanted by the
police. I happen to know——" He
paused.

Sylvia gave a gasp.

“What do you know ?”

“I know where he's hiding !”

Doreen sprang forward. :

“You're gluﬁ‘in 1 she eried.

“Bluffing, am I? Oh, no, I'm not!
Listen, Sylvia. Unless you do as I tell
you the police will learn -where heé is
hiding. His freedom lies in your
hands !

“What do yon mean ?” Sylvia eried.

“Out with 1t !"” Doreen snapped. s

“I mean,” Mr. Ross uig triumph-
antly, “that unless you withdraw from
the skating championship, your cousin
will be arrested. I mean, that unless
vou obey me and scratch from the
championship, I shall tell the palice
where Dougru Drake is hiding ! .
sl o W oo (Al B :'hrl;
Douglas n
- Rimatum 7 -

v
See
ekt Friday's thrilling I '
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THE ALARM BELL
ALLO! What's happening ”
Noel ‘Raynbmud halted on

the narrow path that skirted
the ecliff. What had at-

“tracted his attention was a white light

at the edge of the sea.

His curiosity was aroused. He knew
this stretch of coast well—rugged and
treacherous, especially in the winter.
There was a fishing village a mile away,
but fishermen rarely put in their hoats
at this point.

It was even less likely that anyone
would be setting out for pleasure on a
night like this.

With .sudden determination, Noel
turned his steps down the winding slope
that led to the beach.

As he strode across the firm sand,
prcking his way among the scattered
boulders, he saw the light again; also
saw a furtively moving figure wearing
a dark raincoat and sou’-wester.

The figure's activities appeared to be

counected with a white-painted boat

drawn up on a slipway.

A flight of rough-hewn steps led from
the slipway to a cottage built in a
sheltered gap in the cliff, partly
sereened by bushes.

“That fellow’s up to no good,” de-
cided Noel.

The stranger was cvidently tampering
with the rope that secured the boat to
its moorings. The gleam from a storm
lantern balanced on a ledge of rock
revealed a stout penknife in the other’s
hand.

The young deteetive
silently, his. hand
stranger’s shoulder.

“What's the idea?”
sternly.

With a startled ery the other turned,
revealing under the ghadow of the
sow’-wester a pair of rather scared grey
eyes set in a youthful and strikingly
attractive face.

It was Noel's turn io start,
amazed ejaculation escaping his lips.

“June !” he cried.

Noel's fourteen-year-old niece, June
Gaynor, returne her uncle’s be-
wilde gaze- with a half-delighted,
half-challenging smile.

“Why, uncle,” she gasped, “I wasn't
expecting you till to-morrow! You
wrote to say that you'd arrive in the
morning.”

Noel smiled gravely, his eyes puzzled.
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approached
falling on the

he demanded

an

PINK

“T managed to get away from London
carlier than I expected,” he explained.
“I'd no idea your Aunt Clara’s cottage
was so ncar the cliff. What are you
doing with this boat?”

An evasive expression crossed June's
attractive face as she hastily concealed
something behind her.

“It's a sccret!” she declared, a tan-
talising twinkle in her eyes. “I1 pro-
mised the twins I wouldn't breathe a
word to anyone. This is our boat.”

The {wins were June's two school
chums, Elsie and Jill Morgan. Owing
to an outbreak of infection at their
school, their holidays had been pro-
longed, and they had been invitvd[_ to
stay with June at her aunt’s conage
on the Cornish coast.

Aunt Clara was something of an in-
valid; the coitage was run by an old
housekeeper and her nephew, who
acted as gardener. The threce chums,
left to their own resources, were having
the time of their lives.

“Your own boat—ech?” murmured
Noel, glancing with new interest at the
dainty yet strongly built little craft.
“Then why tamper with the mooring
rope

June shook her fair head mysteri-
ously; as she turned Noel saw that she
held a coil of wire in her hand.

“You'd never guess,” she declared,
her eyes more serious; “and I mustn’t
tell you—without the twins’ permission.
Let's go up to the cottage.”

She picked up the lantern, and Noel
bent for an instant to examine the
severed rope. He could see now' that
the ends were lightly secured by a

length of fine wire, almost invisible at
a casual glance.

June Gaynor was determined once
and for all to put a stop to the tricks
being played on her by the boys
from the hotel. But it was as
well for June that her uncle, Noel
Raymond, was not far off. For
the strange happenings on the
beach were not boyish pranks.

SHELLS

By PETER LANGLEY

A puzzled smile crossed his face, but
he knew better than to ask questions;
June loved a mystery.

Noel turned to follow her; and then
abruptly he stiffened, glancing swiftly
over his shoulder towards the shadows
flung by the cliff.

His keen ears had detected a barely
audible sound—like ‘the erunching of
shingle beneath a stealthy foot.

With a vague uneasiness he could
scarcely have explained, Noel drew out
his torch, sending its brilliant beam
darting over the rugged face of the
chiff and out across the shore.

But there was no sign of any lurking
figure.

“Come on, uncle !” called June.

Noel overtook her.

“Any of yeur friends with you?” he
asked.

“No; I'm all alone.” June's eyes
twinkled. *““At least, I was till you
sprang out en me. When you grabbed
my shoulder I imagined for a moment
that i

“What did you imagine !’ demanded
Noel. :

June hesitated, obviously longing to
confide in him, yet bound by her pro-
mise to her chums.

“J really shouldn’t tell you: but I'm
sure Elsiec and Jill won't mind. I
imagined it was one of those checky
boys who're staying at the big house
vou can sec from the top of the cliff;
it's a kind of private hotel.”

“But what about the boys?” asked
Noel curiously, *“You know them 1"’

June's eyes flashed; her fingers
tightened on Noel's arm.

“T'll say -we do! They've beecn the
plague of our lives: with their cheeky
sranks, and now it's about reached the
timii-. Come up to the cottage and I'll
tell you.”

With a hurvied backward glance over
his shoulder, Nocl followed his niece
up the flight of rugged steps to the
attractive cottage behind its screen of
bushes.

Aunt Clara had already retired; -but
supper was set in the firelit parlour,
and Noel was introduced to the twins—
Elsie and Jill Morgan.

They were a few months younger
than June, and - quite obviously - they

looked up to her with affectionate
admiration.
“Of course you can tell your uncle,



June,” they declared in chorus. “Per-
haps he could help us.”

“It's like this, nunky,” June con-
fided. “There’s been a sort of frieaﬂ
feud between us and the boys—J
and Ted Barton. They've played
pranks on us, and we've returned the
compliment, but just recently 've
gone too far. ey've actually
chhm‘ our boat at night. Once we
ound it almost a mile away along the
beach; another time a lot of paint-
For_k Jas chipped off it. Ii's the giddy
it

Noel pursed his lips, with a swift
recollection of that lurking shadow.

“You're quite certain the boys are to
blame ' he asked.

“Of course!” replied June, staring.
“Who else could do such a stupid
thing? Anyway, I've fixed up a little
trap for them. You saw that wire?”

“I saw it,” replied Noel, with a dry
uml_!t‘..lm“n’hlt'l tbeﬂgkahoi.”

“They'll imagine t is untied,”
explained June, her eves dancing, “but
when they try to launch it the wire will
ring a bell just outside this window.
We'll catch them red-handed,
an 4

She broke off with a gasp, for at that
minute the alarm bell outside rang.
Noel smiled and helped himseli to

ee, .

“Hark!” exclaimed June, grabbing
his arm. “It’s those boys! me on,
twins I”

She raced out of the door, Noel and
the twins close at her heels.

“Careful, June !” he exclaimed, fear-
ful that she would meet with an acci-

ent,

But June leaped down the treacherous
flight of steps with the agility of a
Iyoung gazelle. - Her hands were
clenched, and there was the light of
battle in her grey eyes. (AR

He heard her startled cry as she

{reached the slipway: the next moment ko

'be reached her side, the twins following
clou‘ly. y ¥
“H shme 1" exclaimed June, her
Yoice ¢ with chagrin and indigna-
tion.  “They were too quick for us.
Oh, what a hateful trick!”
She .up a piecer of white,
splintered  woodwork that had formed
part of the gunwale. .
Noel sprang down fo the water's
out his torch. But the
darkness the range of the dart-
ing light was impenetrable.
“Hallo, there!” he shouied, cupping

his hands to his mouth. *Come back !”
There was no reply.
June, her face flushed with indigna-

tion, darted to his side.

“All right, you boys!” she called
breathlessly. “Just you wait!”

The twins were -tearful.

“Our lovely boat!™ choked Elsie.
“They—they'll ruin it before they've
finished.”

Noel was flashing his torch on the
slipway; there was a puzzled gleam in
his eyes.

He bent suddenly, staring at a foot-
print on the firm sand—the imprint of
a heavy boot.

“How old arc these boys, June?” he
asked quietly.

“Oh, about fifteen and sixteen, I
should say,” replied June
“Big for their age?”

“Not especially.” June stared.
ﬁ““hr!"

" “I was just wondering.,” murmured
Noel. He stniihl.encd himself, light-
ing a cigarette. * Look here, June,” he
said carelessly, *there’s nothing much
you can do about this for the moment.

1 suggest you go back to the cottage—
and Eau the affair to me.”

“But, uncle, what do\ic_ill think you
can do?"” asked June, staring.

Noel smiled grimly. ;

“l just want to make a few in-
&uiriu." he said. “What's the name of

is place where the boys are staying?”

“Seaview Hotel,” replied one of the
twins promptly. “About ten minutes’
walk from here.”

“Right!” Noel glanced at June
se ly; he detected the reckless
:hun in her eyes—a gleam that made

im feel a trifle uneasy.

“I've an idea there’s more behind this

than you i J he d.
“Tl bo beck 1 balf an hour. If it's
just the prank you imagine, I'll leave

you io settle wit

the Soeh
“'ﬁ' g boys in your own
J

e did not compleie his sentence.

une her fair head, obviously
uncon

“I'm certain it's those 1" she
declared. “It’s their hateful idea of a

joke. But ?:m let them wait—till we
catch them

Noel persuaded her to return to the
cottage with her chums while he paid
a- hurried visit to the hotel. As he
strode up the drive, he almost collided
with a youthful Bﬁun who emerged un-
expectedly from the trees. w

“1 say—dreadfully sorry, sir!” argf-

gised the boy.  fault for not
miwbereltu T Ry ek
Noel glanced at speaker shrewdly.

He was a cheery-look boy, with a
freckled face and an untidy mop of dark
ir.

“Perhaps you can help me,” said
Nocl. “I'm looking for two boys who
aro staying here=Jack and Ted
Barton.”

. The dark-haired youth glanced at him
in swift surprise.

“Why, sir, 'm Ted Barton! My
brother’s indoo=s.”

8o you're Ted Barton$” Noel said,
regarding the other keenly. “You
w - my mnicce, June Gaynor, I
believe #”

The boy crimsoned slightly, but his
eyes did not falter.

“Yes, sir," he replied frankly. “I'm
afraid we're rather in her black books
at the moment because of some pranks
we played.”

Noel was watching him closely.

“8o I gathered, young man. Rather
a low-down trick—stealing the girls’
boat and damaging it?”

The boy stared, a look of blank
amazement crossing his freckled face.

“I—1 don't llndgr:tlnd, sir,” he
gulped. “We haven't laid a finger on
their boat.”

“Eh?” Noel's eyes glinted.
that the truth?”

“On my word of honour, sir.”

There_could be no doubting the con-
viction in his tone.

4 young detective whistled sofily,
his suspicions al confirmed.

“I'm inclined to believe you, voung
man,” he said. “But what gave the
girls the idea that you and your brother
migb,t"hare been meddling with their

A puzzled expression crossed the boy’s
face; then his expression cleared. He
grinned a trifle sheepishly.

“Well, they may have scen us on the
beach the other might.”

“What were you doing?” demanded
Noel swiftly. ;

The boy reddened slightly.

“We meant to creep up to the cotiage

@ I’

for a prank, and leave a note fastened onl

to the door. But we saw someone
watching—and we decided to clear off.
A big, hulking fellow came out of one

of the caves—— Why, sir, is anything
wrong " :
‘Noel had started, his hands clenching.

“You saw the man's face!” bhe
O, roplied the boy *H

” g i © was
weari:'gﬂ: sou’-wester, and’ he stepped
back into the shadows when he saw us

watching.”
“Thanks,” said Noel tersely. *That's
all T wanted to know, T Il put

vou right with the girls. But no more
;ra.nh in the meantime, you under-
st - a
“Very good, sir.” The boy grinned
in obvious relief. “Goodness, you gave
me & turn! I thought somet
e -y SR
2 ng serious yet,
replied Noel ;;:rkely. “gul fuko a:_:
tip, young Ima! eep away from
beach after dark !” .
Leaving the boy staring after him
rather blankly, Noel strode away.
When he returned to the cottage, the
twins the door to him.
?” demanded Elsie eagerly.
“You're all wrong about those boys,”
said Noel dryly. “I'll have a word
with you, Jume.” c
twins exchanged rather guilty

glances.
& ’s gone out,” explained Jill.
“Ontl;’” echoed oel, starting.
i "

Elsie smiled a trifle nervously.

“She’s gone out in_a boat—to find
those boys. We wanted to go with her,
but she wouldn’t let us.”

“Great Scott!” The stifled exclama-
tion was torn from Noel's lips in spite
of himself. “How long ago?!” he de-
manded huskily.

The twins scemed to guess that some-
thing was wrong.

¢ About—about five minutes ago,” re-
plied Jill unsteadily. She said she
was going to row out to the caves on
the other side of the bay-—"

Noel interrupted, his voice low and

rgent.
“Is there another boat I can obtain
round here?” he asked.

The twins locked blank; then Elsie
nodded.

“There’s a motor-boat,” she said,
“It’s owned b oldhn?fz Jon_ell. Ill'bo ll:hes
n a colt about half a mile alon e
:)each—.#e 5

Noel waited for no more. With a
terse word to the twins, he raced down
the flight of narrow steps and sprinted
madly along the beach.

u

DANGER IN THE CAVE

BLIVIOUS of any possible
danger, June was mmt
st ly, making for the dar
hea d on the far side of the

bay from the cottage.
June loved the sea, and felt almost as
&nizehaltldhmin-nopenbonulh
on
The waves, though a trifle ¢ ¥,
were not sufficient to deter her lm
rpose. The moon had come out from
Behind ihe clouds, and its pale, ghostly
ﬂeam threw a silvery path across the
Y.

There was a slight flush on June's
cheeks—due both to her exertions and
her excitement.

She was determined, once and for all,
to put a stop to the tricks E'I:ndnnber
mrhord:mby the two boys from the

Reaching the headland, June rested
on the oars, listening intently. But the

y_sound that reached her ears was
the dashing of the surf on the rocks,

She started nervously as there came a
shrill, eeogije mgm qrarhleud; but
it was a ying low over
the waves, ,acreaming in defiance of the
unexpected intruder.
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¢ traces of their visit.

June shock herself impatiently, fore-
ing a smile.

“The boys must be about here tome-
where,” she breathed. *“I bet they've
hidden the boat in a cave!”

She commenced to row again, ap-
proaching the dark mouth of one of the
caves, unaware of a lurking figure
erouched behind a massive boulder near
the entrance.

The prow of June's boat scraped softly
against the outer side of the boulder as
the ceased rowing. Taking a small
electric torck from her pocket, she
flashed it on the green, slimy walls of
the cave.

And then she stiffened, caiching in her
breath sharply.

Her _\'O'Ll'l{l.f‘?l eves wore swift to de-
teet trifling details—thanks largely to
Unecle Noel’s past training.

She was staring at certain significant
marks on the green sca-moss that elung
thickly to the sides of the cave. It had
been scraped quite recently, possibly by
the prow of & bhoat.

June examined the marks
closely, her conviction deepening.

The boys mnst have been here!

With a swift stréke of the oars she
sant the.boat skimming farther into the
cave. Kneeling, she flashed her torch
into the darkness, and an excited ex-

maore

“clamation escaped her lips.

Not only had they beén here, but they
had left hehind them _unmistakable
A boathook lay on
a ledge, close to a pile of sacking and
a mysterious-looking bale.

June’s eyes sgarkled. She remem-
bered the boys having boasfed once that
they had a sceret meeting-place where
they eould picnie with their chums.
They had defied the giris to discover it.

This was obviously their mysterious
reireat

But whera was the missing boat? Per-
haps she would find some clue among

June maneuvred the hoat till it
scraped againgt the ledge. Springing to
her feet, she leaned over to grasp the

‘their belongings.

¢ mysterious-looking bale.

Then a startled cry was torn from
her lips as the boat gave a violent, un-
expected lurch, flinging her forward.
The torch slipped from her hand, rolling
wnder the seat.

June turned, and an icy hand seemed
to close on her heart.

For crouched in the stern of the boat
was a shadowy, menacing figure, silhou-
etted against the dim light at the mounth
of the cave,

Horrified, June stared at the mys-
terious iniruder, fighting against her
fears. )

It must be one of the boys, trying to
gcare her!

Pluckily June fourd her voice.

“Jack!” she exclaimed angrily.
“Ted! What's the idea 1

The figure made-no reply. It crept
forward slowly, the boat rocking as it
moved. June backed away, her lips
trembling.

With 2 sudden  bound the figure
reached her, grabbing her by the arm.
June’s piercing seream was unexpectedly
answered by a threbbing roar from the
mouth of the cave—a roar that awak-
ened the sleeping echoes,

Her assailant released her suddenly,

making a dive for the Iedﬁg A tall.
figure i;im;;u_-d to encounter him. There
was a swift scuffle, followed by an

ominous splash.,

“All right, - June "
anxious voice.

The gleam from his torch pierced the

shouted Noel's

darkness, “shining on June’s white,
scared face as she crouched in the
rocking boat,

“TUhncle 1 she choked. E
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The next moment she was supported
in Noel's arms, as he lifted her into. the
motor-boat.

“Who was the blighter " he panted
“Did you sce him?”

June shook her head dazedly.

“I—I only saw a crouching figure,”
she breathed. “I thought it might be
one of the boys—irying to scare me.”

Noel's lips tightened.

= he asked

You - were hurt?”
anxiously.

“Oh, no, uncle! Just—just a bit
taken aback,” replied June, determined
not to admit her scare.

But her light-hearted tone was belied
by the pallor of her face,

“I’m sure it must be one of the boys,”
she went on firmly. “This is the hide-
away |}Jey‘x‘e always boasting about,

an

Hali fearfully she turned to gaze at
the dim, rippling water in the cave.

But there was no trace of her mys-
terious assailant,

Noel flashed his torch across the water
towards the entrance. His forehead was
slightly. puckered.

The figure he had tackled had dived

““Ahoy there !’ a voice cried grufily.

“‘Are you Jeff Garwyn's daughter ? *

June started in amazement. For

Jeff Garwyn was her aunt’s
er.

to escape him, but in the path of moon
light outsido the cave there was no sign
of a bobbing head.

“Possibly the fellow swam under
water,” he comimented. “He certainly
hasn’t come to che surface, or we'd have
seen him. .Wkat makes you think that
this is the boys’ hide-away 7*

June pointed to the ledge, and Noel
whistled softly as he caught sight of the
mysterious bala.

“Bailcloth,” he commented, prodding
the stout canvas,

He took a stout clasp-knife from
his pocket, and slit the bale.

Out poured a guantity of sawdust.

Noel thrust his hand and arm into
the sawdust, groping round, There
was a baffled expression in his eyes as
he withdrew it—empty. .

“Queer,” he  commented. “There
doesn’t seem to be anything else in the
bale. What would your japing friends
want with sawdust?”

June shook her head in a baflled
fashion; then she bent forward quickly,
ber shiarp eyes detecting something

else lying on the ledge—some curiously
shaped pink shells.

“A clue!’ she breathed.

“ Possibly,” admitted Noel, with a
shrug. “Buat I don't quite see where
it leads us.” IHis eyes were grave as
he spoke. “There’s one thing I do
know, June, and that is that you must
keep out of this! There's something
far h_iggg:r behind the affair than you
imagine.

Swiftly he relate
Ted Barton.

June bit her lip, but she was ob-
viously only half-convinced. There was
a gleam of excitement in her eyes

“But, uncle,” she pleaded, “I must
get to the bottom of the mystery now.
We can investigate together, can’t we ?””

It was hard to ignore the appeal in
her eyes, but Noel shook his head
firmly.

“I'm sorry, my dear; I can't let you
run any more risks,” he replied. “You
must go back to the cottage, and let

his encounter with

me handle this busiress as I think
best.”
He remained determinedly deaf to

June's entreaties and arguments as he
sent the motor-boat skimming back to-

wards the shore:
In the end -June appeared to
acquiesce; but the half - rebellious

pucker of her lips might have warned
Noel, had not his thoughts been other-
wise engaged.

The boat grounded on the shingle,
within sight of the cottage. Noel
assisted June to scramble out, and
accompanied her as far as the steps in
the chff.

“Arve vou coming up, uncle?” che
asked.

Noel shook his head, and - June
turned away to hide the dare-devil

gleam in her eyes.

“There’s samething I want to look
into without delay,” replied the young
detective, “1I may not ba back for an
hour or two. Meanwhile you must
promise me you won't take out another
Loat, or do anything rash.”

June hesitated for a fraction of a
moment.
“Yery well, uncle,”  she s=aid re-
luctantly.

“Good girl.”

Noel watched his nicce’s slim figure
vanish, up the steps; then, turning, he
hurried down  the Leach and sprang
into the metor-boat, heading it back
towards the caves,

A few minutes later June reappeared,



crecping  cautiously down the sfe;]n.
Her eyes were dancing with a half-
roguish defiance.

“1 promised uncle I wouldn’t take
out a boat, or do anything rash,” she
murmured,  “Well, he couldnt say
it was rash just to explore the beach. I
must follow up my clue.”

The “clue” was the curions shells
she had picked up in the cave.

To most people the shells might have
conveyed nothing; even Noel had been
unimpressed.

But_to June they held a particular
significance.

Juring her stay at the cottage, she
and the twins had thoroughly explored
overy yard of the wild and desolate
beach. And one of their happy hunt-
ing grounds was a little bay about a
tuarter of a mile distant, in which the
most unusual shells were to be found.

Owin, rhaps to the tide and cur-
rents, shells of this type seemed to be
confined exclusively to the little bay,
which the chums had nicknamed
“Coral Bay.”

With a certain thrill of anticipation,
June set out for the bay, hurrying
quickly along the moonlit beach.

She realised that she was following
o frail clue; but she argued that Uncle
Noel had often solved a baffling
mystery by working on an even more
slender thread.

Almost within sight of her goal, she
halted, listening intently, every nerve
alert.

From somewhere close at hand came
a hollow drinming sound—a muffled
thud, followed at intervals by three
others.
| Tho sound scemed to come from the
dirvection of the cliffs.

As June turned, her heart in her

mouth, there came a curious mournful
cry—like the cry of a seagull. A
sthadowy figure vaulted from a ledge
on_the cliff, landing on the shingle.
. June whipped out her torch, touch-
ing the button. The brilliant gleam
revealed a boy’s somewhat dishevelled
figure, and a mop of dark tousled hair
cmwn}nf a freckled face.

A little gasp escaped June's lips.

“Ted Barton ! she exclaimed accus-

ii}ély.
The boy started forward with a sur-
prised ejaculation.

“Why, if it’s not June Gaynor!”

June regarded him, her
emouldering with indignation.

“You needn’t look so surprised, Ted
Barton,” she remarked. “What have
vou done with our boat?”

“Your—your boat?”’ echoed Ted.
“Look here, June, you've got hold of
the wrong end of the stick. I swear
we've not touched yoar boat! Jack
and I have only just arrived here with
some of the chaps from the hotel. That
was our signal you heard.”

June stared at him, half-convinced,
in spite of herself,

“You mean that banging sound #”

“Yes."” Ted nodded, with a grin.
“That's supposed to mean, °Help?
The cry of the E“:!l means “ Hold tight !

14

eyes

Rescue comin,

June's face cleared slightly, but the
puzzled expression in her eves became
more pronounced,

“Then uncle must have been right.”
shie murmured. “But what can it
mean?  Who was that figure in the
cave?”

“Eht” inquired Ted, staring.

June regarded him thoughtfully,

“Where are the other boys?” she
asked.

“Arvound somewhere,” replied Ted.
“Why 8"

June’s eyes were challenging.

: “If vou want to make amends for
. your stupid tricks, Ted Barton,” she
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said, “bring the boys along to Coral
Bay. There may be some excitement.”

“Gee!” exclaimed Ted cagerly.
“What kind?”

June shook her head
“I don’t know yet. just_goin
along to reconnoitre. You'd better col-
lect the boys, and follow, unless you
want to miss some fun.” 7
Nothing loth, Ted darted away, emit-
ting a shrill signal intended to repre-

sent the cry of a gull.

June, her eyes shining with sup-
pressed excitement, hurried along .the
beach towards the little bll\‘r.

She had no idea what she expected
to find; but by now she was fully con-
vinced that she was on the verge of an
exciting discovery.

The dizappearance of .the boat
—the mysterious bale of gawdust, in
the cave—the shadow; figure>—

Fl:la rdedly.

June shivered slightly at the thought .

ed

of the latter, and her footsteps la :
e

as she drew nearer to the bay.

wished that the boys would hurry.
And just then she caught sight of a

light flashing, close down by the water's

ge.

She halted, her heart beating rather
quickly. And just then the moon came
ciit from behind a cloud, revealing the
figure of a girl—a girl wearing a
shawl, and a red kerchiefl over her hair.

She was standing close to the surf,
waving a lantern.

June's pulses quickened. Here was
something really intriguing. Her un-
casiness forgotten, she walked softly
across the beach, approaching the
mysterious girl.

A picee of dry scaweed exploded with
a_sharp ervack undes her feet. 'The
girl turned with a startled ery, almost
drtSJEping the lantern,

e was good-looking, but her dark.

eves held a rather furtive expression.

“Excuse me,"”” June said, watching
the girl closely, “but have you seen
anything of a small, ahite-painted
rowing-hoat "

The furtive look in the other's eyes
became more pronounced.

“No,” she replied sullenly.

June did not believe her.

“Just a minute,”’ sh> said,
girl made to move away.

The girl quickened her sic[lls, and
June gral her by her shawl. The
shawl came away 1n her hand, and
with it_the red kerchiof attached to it

by a pin.

“Come back!” called June.

But the girl was runving quickly
towards the cliffs. A moment later she
was lost to view.

“Well—what do you make of that?”
remarked June as sho stared at the
shaw] and kerchief.

The girl’s mysterious attitude con-
firmed ﬁer suspicions; the other knew
more about the missing boat than she
would admit. But to whom had she
been signalling ?

A sudden gleam crept info June's
eves as a characteristically daring plan
flashed into her mind, While she was
waiting for the boys she would try a
little experiment,

Hastily donning the shawl and ker-
chief, she stepped down to the water's
edge, flashing her torch out to sea.

For several minutes nothing hap-
pened, and then to June's ears came a
faint splash of oars.

A boat was pulling in towards the
shore—a large fishing-boat, manned by
several rowers. A burly figure stood up
in the bows.

“Ahoy, there!” he called gruffly.
“You Jeff Garwyn's daughter?”

June started, catching in her breath.
Jeff CGarwyn was the name of the
gardener employed by her aunt!

as Lhe

Apparently the man in the boat took
Ler silence for consent.

He sprang out, catching her by the
arm.

“Come on,” he said, “there’s no time
to waste. Your dad said you'd signal
us when the coast was clear. Jump in.”

June, her breath taken away, found
herself lifted into the boat.

The oars creaked in the rowlocks as
the boat pulled out to sea.

From “the distant beach
shrill ery of a gull,

June’s eyes gleamed “desperately.
Furtively she flashed her torch—one
long flash, three short.

The next moment
from her hand.

“What are you playin’ at, you young
fool?” demanded_the burly man whe
appeared to be the leader. “Want to
give the game away? You sit still—
and await your orders.”

The shore receded still farther from
view; June, her mind torn between
fear and ‘excitement, was launched on
the sirangest adventure of her lifel

came the

it was snaiched

———

JUNE TO THE RESCUE
NOEL, meanwhile, had been far

from idle.
Confident that June was
safely at home in the cottage,
he made a thorough exploration of the
mysterious cave in the headland.

And, at length, his efforts were re-
warded; he discovered how June's
mysterious assailant had vanished !

lose to the mouth of the cave, com-
pletely submerged at high tide, was a
dark opening, concealed behind a mas-
sive boulder.

By stooping low, Noel managed to
sgueeze through it.

. He was confronted by a flight of
narrow steps, leading up into the cliff.

Cautionsly, he mounted them, flashing
his torch as he went.

As he mounted higher, he became
aware of an extraordinary perfume—or
blend of perfumes—rare and exotie,
mingling strangely with the dank smell
of the seaweed covered walls.

Abruptly rounding a bend, he came
in sight of a lofty cavern hewn out of
the rock. and piled high with bales,
packages and empty drums.

The young detective whistled softly,
his suspicions confirmed. He crossed {o
the bales and examined them,

“8o that was the idea of the saw-
dust!” he muttered. “I might have
guessed it.”

He turned to retrace hiz footsteps—
but just then a shadowy figure leaped
out from behind one of the bales, aim-
ing a cowardly blow at Noel's head.

With a-swift movement, Noel evaded
the blow—and turned to grapple with
his opponent; but other figures ap-
peared, seizing him and dragging him

to the ground. A moment later his
wrists —and ankles were securely
pinioned.

A lantern was flashed into his face.

Noel deliberately feigned unconscious-
ness, working his pinioned wrists behind
his back.

“A spy!” growled the leader, peeri
into the young detective’s face. “ Well,
he won't do any harm for a bit. Keep
your eye on him, Seth. The girl's here
—a we can get busy with the un-
packing.”

A light footstep sounded in the cave.
From bencath half-closed eyelids Noel
saw a slim figure enter, escorted by two
men.

The girl wore a shawl, and
kerchief bound round her hair.

(Please turn to the back page.)
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¥7 THE CRY IN THE KIGHT

AYE CHALMERS, manageress of
Chalmers’ Kennels, stirred un-
casily in her sleep, turned over,
and opened her eyes.

She had been dreaming, and in her
dream a dog had been erying out in
distress. Now, awake, she suddenly
realised that it had not been completely
a dream; that in her sleep she had
heard a real cry—a dog’s howl of pain
and misery,

Kaye sat up in bed. Tt was a cold
night, and she shivered a little. As she
groped for the light-switch, she heard
the dog howl again. It was a distant
cry—certainly not from the kennels,

Kaye dressed hurriedly, realising that
the dog, wherever it was, was in genuine
distress. The occasional howls were
pitiful.

Judging by the direciion whence they
came, Kaye decided that the howling
dog was on the heights beyond the lane,
a lonely spot where sheep grazed.

“The aﬁccp-dog! That nice brown
collie I she told hevself

She went out past the kennels, hearing
restless whimpers that told her some of
the dogs had heard the howls. It took
Kaye only a few minutes to reach the
heights on her cyele, although the ride
was anything but easy, and at the end
of it she was forced to walk.

The dog’s howling came intermit-
tently, and Kaye in the intervals ealled
to him aomllinily and encouragingly.

J“All right, boy! I'm coming! All
right, then | 4
Two minutes later she =aw him.

Flashing her pocket torch, she centred
the rays on a clump of trees, in the
midst of which lay the doz, a brown
collie, whom she had often admired for
his wonderful intelligence 1 keeping
the sheep in order.

He blinked in the light of the torch,
and then uttered a sharp bark.

*“Chained !” gasped Kaye.

The collie was chained, but not in the
ordinary way at his collar. Some
thoughtless or cruel person had looped
the thin chain about his shoulders.
Struggling to get free, the collie had
entwined 1t about his legs in such a way
that further struggling wounld surely
have wrenched a limb.

Kaye, indignant, angry, went at once
to his aid, flinging down her cycle, and
dmi)ping to her knees beside him.

The collie whined with excitement.

“My gooduess, I'd like to meet the
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wretch who tied you up !” said Kaye, in
ury.

Kaye searched along the chain until
she found the fastener. But then she
suffered a shock. That fastener was no
ordinary spring clasp, but a padlock.

“Padlocked ! What ever for?” Kaye
gasped, in dismay. :

She tugged at the chain and sought
to unwrap it. But it had been too
cunningly twisted about the dog for that
to be done in a moment; and the pad-
loek was no light, flimsy affair, either.

Whoever should want to make so sure
that the dog would remain a prizoner
Kaye could not imagine, but her mind
turned instantly to thieves.

“ Stealing your sheep ?” she hazarded.
“Ohb, poor chap! No wonder you're
howling, then!”

The collie scratehed at her with his
paw, urging her to hurry ito set him
free; and that Kaye would gladly have
done, could she have found a way.

“Wait ! I must thiok. Don’t
struggle; it will hurt you,” Kaye
warned the dog.

Silently she pondered on the Pmb]-)m,

examining the tree to which the chain
was fastened, hoping that she might bhe
able io free him from that end.

She was so deep in thought, in fact,
that she did not hear the footsteps of
a man who softly approached through
the darkness.

But the
growled.

Kaye knew what the growl-meant.
She stifiened, glanced about her, and
snatched up her torch.

A stone whisiled through the air, and
the collie’s growl changed to a yelp of
pain.

“Put down ihat torch, or I'll throw
a heavier stone at the dog!” came a
thick voice.

Kaye lowered the torch. If the threat
had been that a stone would be flung at
her she would have taken the chance.
But she eould not let the dog suffer.

“You cowardly brute!”™ she said in-
dignantly. “Did you tie this dog upi”

The man's voice came in muflled
tones, as though the owner did not want
his identity to be guessed.

“That dog is tied there because he
has heen worrying his own sheep. Why
else should he be chained?  You're the
girl from the kennels, T know. You ean
take him back there with you.”

“Who are you?” Kaye demanded.
“You know me by sight, so maybe I
know you.”

collie heard him, and
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There was a slight pause before the
man replied.

“I am the farmer who owns
sheep. I chained the dog up because
he has been worrying them.”

Kaye did not believe it.

“Then why not let me shine the torch
on you i she asked.

“Beecause I do not want anyone to
know that I own these sheep—that's
why. A business reason, and no concern
of yours, busybody ! Now go home! If
vou promise to take the dog with you,
here's the key. Buat mind he does not
escape. If he does, he's as likely as not
to be shot |”

Something sailed through the air—a
silk handkerchief. Picking it up, Kaye
saw a small key drop, and, seizing it,
she fitted it trivmphantly to the padloek.

The collie struggled, - writhed, and
wriggled so much that Kaye found the
chain becoming wore entangled than
eyver,

“ Bteady-—steady, chap!” she warned
him. * And, whatever you do, don't run
free! That man might shoot you!”

The chain eclinked, jingled, and then,
with a sudden spring, the collie was
free. Barking, he did not pause, but
leaped forward in the darkness.

Kaye sprang up, horrified, taken off
her guard. Then, shouting to the dog,
she ran forward. :

Cautiously she shone her torch. In-
stantly it picked out the running form
of the collie. The man, however, scemed
to have disappeared.

Kaye chased afte~ the collie, deter-
mined to take him back to the kenmels
if she did eateh him, and thus make
sure of his safety,

And unexpeetedly she did catch him,
whining oddly. He wriggled and tried
to escape as she ecaught his collay,
whining in the same strange way.

“What's wrong, old fellow? Is it
your sheep?” Kaye asked anxiously,
understanding that le ‘vas trying to
tell her something.

He ran forward, barked, and
turned to her, and Kaye followed him.
If the sheep were in peril, she would
help him.  But although she searched
in all directions for several minuies,
she could not find the sheep.

The tireless. dog led her on, how-
cver, until presently they came 1o a
small shed, the doo- of which stood
open, He rushed inside, roturned,
gave a pitiful bark, and looked up
at Kave. Here was the heart of the
trouble.

“Please help!” lus look and whaola
manuer said,

Kaye walked

thesza

re-

the "hl!!], and
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Tooked about her, It was gunite empty,
and far tod small ever to have held
more than three sheep. But there was
no sign that sheep had been there,
althongh Kaye presently decided that
it had been used as some -kind of
kennel. Was it his kennel?

“];'I don’t understand,” she frowned.
Bui, hearing a muffled voice in«the
distance, she broke off. By searchin
here further, she ecould do no good.
Taking the collic by the neck, she led
him away. And now, quite readily,
he went with her, dismal and de-
jected though he was.

A few yards farther on Kaye halted

close to a tree, as the sounds of voices

came to her.

“Did he get the dog?” came.a man's

gruff voice. “We don't leave here
until he has!”
! Kaye. hardly breathing, held the
collie tightly by the neck, and then, as
she heard crashing steps through the
undergrowth, she led her captive with
her from the heights. By a round-
about - route she avoided the mystery
men, and it was not long before she
could feel safe from pursuit.

Culy then did she speak again to the

dog.
“All right, boy; you're safe,” she

whispered. - “They won't get you
now."” :

And the dog. as though under-
standing, rubbed against her legs.

Dejected still, he walked with drooping
head; yet he knew that Kave was a
friend, and was to be trusted.

Back to the Lkenuvels he went with
her, and there she made him comfort-
able in a cosy kennel—more comfort-
able than he had been for a long
time.

Yet even when he had been given
a drink and a bone, he was not happy.
The bone lay neglected after Kaye
had gone to bed, and when at last the
collie saw the last light disappear -in
her house adjoinin; the kennels, he
gave a low, sad howl

Brutus, the great St. Bernard. self-
appointed policeman of the kennels,
heard “that soft howl, and went for-
ward in the darkress. Standing close
ta the ‘bars of the kennel Brutus
snuffled, and tsied to give consolation,
but the collie was inconsolable.

The collie, intelligent enough to
know where the fastener of the kennel
door - was, pawed at it, and in his
doggy way spoke to Brutus. Brutus
cstood  back. He ' knew what was
wanted, and he undersicod that the
‘need to escape was urgent. What he
did not want to do, though, was to set
the dog free himself.

While the collic .worked at the latch
in vain, Kaye slept.  Now and again
Brutus banged his hgm? paw against
the lateh, which * was fastened by a
wedge sceured to a small chain,

A final blow -of his paw, and the
wedge flew out. The collie, pushing
the bars, almost fell from the kenmel
‘as the door. opened; but he did not
(immediately rush away. He pansed
to thank Brutus with an odd whining
sound. And then he disappeared into
the darkness, leaving his rescuer with
ears back, worried, a prey to guilty
fears, and yet, witn a dog's sense,
{knowing he had helped a pal.

The collic was™ free,  and he wasted
ino time. He Lurried at once to the
‘heights, warily, < but ‘swiftly. - There
‘were no men there, and no one now
itried to molesi him;. but once agaipn
"he made for that lonely. hut, the door
of which was still open

Sniffing inside, he gave a low howl
of despair. Flossie, the other sheep-
dog, was gone, and with her her pup—
stolen |
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It was that that he had tried to tell
Kaye, that somehow -he had tried to
make @ friend understand before it

was too late.

UNDER ARREST

AYE awakened next morning, re-
membering at once the adven-
tures of the previous night, and
hurried down to the kennels,

S}m lwcnt to the collie’s kennel first
of all.

Brutus, loitering, did not go near
to her for once. He felt guilty, and a
little ashamed.

Not guessing at first what had hap-
ned—for the door had swunf to—
Kaye went -straight to the kennel, call-
mg‘ the collie.

here she paused,
eved in wonder.

“Brutus, he’s gone. He's gone, and
vou didn't bark!” she cried accus-
ingly, wheeling.

Brutus crouched down in shame;
then, looking up, he gave her a most
pitiful look of appeal, which Kave

staring round-

could not guite understand.
“Who stole him?”* she gasped. *“Oh,
Brutus! Surely you didn't let thieves

in without barking? Brutus!”

Frantically Kaye searched around,
calling the collie, but in vain. She
was about to go into the house to tele-
Fhone the police station, when Brutus,
romn the gate, gave his warning bark
that someone was there.

Kaye hurried down to the gate,
and stopped, quite startled, For the
local policeman stood at the gate, hold-
ing her cycle.

“Ah, miss! T'm inquiring about a
collie dog,”” he said qnietly. “Re-
ported stolen from the heights above

the lane.”

“Stolen from the heights! TFrom
here, you mean!” said " Kaye. “I
brought that collie back here myself !”

“You took the - collie, miss?"’ the
policeman asked, looking grave.

“Yes, to prevent thieves doing the
same thing,” said Kaye quickly.

. The liceman, wheeling the eycle
in as she orenod the gate, rested it
against the hedge, and then took out

his notebook.

“1 shall. have to make a report of
this,” he said.  “The dog is owned
by a farmer, and apparently very
valuable indeed. The owner himself
will be here at any minute.”

A car pulled vp almost as he spoke,
and a red-faced, angry-looking man
stepped out, Ie hurried to the gate.

“Any news?'’ he asked. * Has my
collie been .found *” g

“No, sir,” said the policeman. “But
Miss Chalmers here admits taking it
from the heights.” o

“You admit stealing my collie?” the
map cried to Kaye.” - g

“Stealing it? Goodress, no!” said

Kaye indignantly. “1I took it to save it
from being shot—"  And she told her
story. Buit to her amazément she, saw a
look of disbelief on thetr faces,

“Rubbish!” snapped the farmer
grimly. “You know the value of the
dog. You're a dealer. Looks as though
by leaving your cycle behind you left a
valuable clue. TI'd never have suspected
anyoune running a respectable kennel
such as this; but now you admit it—"

“Well?” asked  Kaye, half-amused;
because the whoie thing was so absurd.
Just as if she would steal a dog!

“1 give her in charge,” said the
owner grimly. ;

Kaye fell back, her face pale.

“In charge? You don’t mean I'm to
be arrested? But—but it’s ridiculous!
Absurd! I brought your collie here—

" Where's my dog now !

but in the night it was stolen. And,
anyway—"
ut the policeman touched her arm.

““You had better get your things and
come to the station, miss,” he said.

Kaye, white as chalk, stood stlrin*
ab them. In her mind ran thoughts o
awful possibilities of being tried in
court, of the shame and the disgrace if
she could not convince the magistrates,
Worst of all, lLer pets, What would
happen to them if she went to prison?

“Better hurry, miss,” said the -con-
stable, :

Kaye, dazed, turned, running back to
the house to tell her grandfather what
had happened. She could not refuse to
go: she could only hope that somehow
she would be able to convince them that
she spoke the truth.

It was ten minutes after she had gone
that through the secret hole in the fence
which Brutus knew, ithe collie returned.
Brutus had guided him there by
barking.

The collie’s sadness had gone. Hae
was excited; and in his mouth, he
carried something that he knew was
valuable. :

Brutus was overjoyed to see him. For
Brutus knew that bad trouble was in the
air, aid that his mistress was sad. And
he had sense cuough to connect it with
the missing collie. Here the dog was
back again. Now Brufus himself would
not receive reproaches from Kaye—
reproaches that went always to his

- heart.

But the problem remained—how waa
Kaye to be told that the collie had
returned ? :

The collie put down the thing he had
found, and went to find Kaye. He ran
to the house, searched the kenuels in
vain, and then went back to Brutus,
ears drooping. ;

Here was a problem for them both.
Where was Kaye? ;

But it was not only they who were
asking for Kaye. The dogs who wanied
her to attend to them—even though her
grandfather would see that they were
not neglected—set up a howl. The
spaniels barked; the terrier pup

The collie ran to and fro in frenzy.
Brutus, agitated. did not know what te
do: for he had been left in charge, and
he did not want to earn another rebuke
by leaving his post.

But he went outside the kennels with
the collie, hoping to find Kaye’s trail.
Kaye had gone by car, alas! And a
car trail is not casy for dogs to follow.

So agitated was the collie—for he had
important news for Kaye—that Brutus,
gulty though he felt, decided to help.
" There was no doggy way of ex lain.
ing about the policeman, but Brutus
knew where the policeman lived; he had
been to the police station before.

Guilty again, Brutus led the way, and
tlie collie, understanding that he was
being led to Kaye, followed, teeth gri
ping his most important find—a man's
cloth . cap. :

- whined.

THANKS TO MICK!

having a difficult and unhappy

time. Her story sounded thin

and incredible even to herself as

she told it now. She could not describe

the man on the heights in any way;
there was no clue to his identity.

“T'm afraid it looks black, miss,” said

the owner.
It couldn’t get
‘s

'KAYE. in the police station, was

the sergeant in charge.

“Very black!” said

put of that kennel by itself.
hidden it—she’s going to sell it
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*“0Oh, please!” begged Kaye. “Please .

w—please—7"

Then she stiffened, and sat up as she
heard a deep, well-known bark. Brutus!

Kaye went to the door before they
could stop her, opened it, and looked
out. Brutus was not to be seen. Brutus,
in fact, tail between legs, was shuffling
ghiltily homewards now that he had led
the collie to the journey’s end. :

But in the doorway stood the collie.
At the sound of Kaye’s voice, he had
jumped in, barking excitedly, dropping
the old cap to the ground.

“Here he is!” c¢rieds Kaye, in shrill
excitement.  Oh, you darling, you pet
—here he is!”

The ownér, sergeant, and policeman
rushed to the scene and stood staring,

"“Why—that! Mick, you mean?”
gasped the owner. “I mean Floss!
Mick was up on the heights all right

this morning. ~Is this the dog you
took 7 -

“That’s the one!” said Kaye, fond-
ling him.

But the owner shook his head,

“Rubbish1 You can’t get out of it
that way! This isn’t the one T mean—
and you know it!”

Kaye did not argue. She ‘was
demonstrating.  She played with the
dog, fondled him, stepped back, and
called him. !

““There! Does he know me or not?

Have we met before this?” she de-
manded. “As for TFloss, I didn't
know——" Her voice tailed off as she

remembered that hut on the heights.
“Do you mean that there was another
dog in a hut there!” she asked.  “This
fellow took me to it; but it was
empty 1" e

The collie barked and danced ex-
eitedly, running back to the door, and
Kaye followed, knowing that he was
trying to tell her something.

In the roadway an errand boy was
kicking a cap along, and the collie,
rushing after him, tried to take it
away.

“Get off I” snarled the boy, swinging
& basket at him.

“Here, Mick !” called Kaye.
along I”

Kaye did not realise that the old cap
was a precious clue. She thought that,
in excess of joy, the collie was trying
to join in the boy’s game. And that
was what the owner and the police felt
when they followed Kaye.

The errand-boy left the cap, and the
collie picked it up. He returned with
it, and his owner took it from him.

“Dirty old thing like that! You
don't want it, old fellow !” he said, and
fossed it into the gutter while he held
Mick's collar.

Kaye was breathing again; the
colour had returned to her cheeks, for
she saw freedom ahead of her now.

“Then I can go?” she asked.

There was silence, and then the
policeman explained. The dog Floss
was the cne stolen: and she was valu-
able; almost as valuable was her pup,
missing, too. A champion, Floss
could be sold abroad for a large sum
—and the pup, too: $

“Mick, he's clever, a good fellow,”
said the owner. “But he's got nerves
when it comes fo competitions before
judges and a crowd. It’s Floss that's
valpable. I want Floss back.”

Mick, hearing the name, barked; he
wriggled and tore himself free from
his master. Kaye. noting his excite-
ment, made fo follow him, but a police-
man held her arm.

“No, nol You're not out of it yet,
miss,” he said. “Remember, someone
stole Floss and the puppy, and your
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cycle was thera and you were friends
with the dog Mick. You may. have
got ”fn.endly with Floss and lured her,
t0o. \
Kaye's eyes flashed indignantly.

“1 know that; but don't you under-
stand that Mick’s execited ‘about some-
thing! He’s trying to tell me.
haps he knows where they are!”

Mick  came rushing in—and as he
was seen there came a laugh. For
Mick held the cap in his teeth.

“Hah ! That's what he wanted,”
said the policeman, * That old cap.”

Once again Mick’s master took it
from him, now quite angry, feeling
l'h]aft his dog had made a fool of him-
self.

Poor Mick saw the cap, his precious
clue that he had picked up on the
heights, hurled out into the road, to be
run over by a car.

But he had one friend who. under-
stood. Kaye saw his piteous look; and
she knew that it was no ordinary play-
thing he had found; his excitement
and eagerness, the way he had hunted
her down, was proof of that.

Next moment the policeman gave a
shout.

“After her!”

Kaye was out through the station
doorway and into the road; she:
reached the cap, snatching it almost

from under the wheels of a lorry, and
rushed back, almost colliding with the
policeman who had chased her. In
wild excitement Mick danced and
barked, as though shouting “Hurrah,
hurrah ! Ty

“There,” panted Kaye, holding out
the cap; “it’s soaked through and
tinged with green. Mick must have
found this on the hci%hfs. If there’s a
name—any clue at all—" :

The sergeant took if, examined it,
and acted quickly. The shop’s name
was inside, and two minutes later a
detective was making inquiries., Tt
was quick work, and he returned soon,
his manner excited.

Persy

“Well 7" asked Kaye.
“You're right, nvss. Bought by i e
of a gang that has been troubling us

with petty thefts in  other ways—
poachers, too.”

Mick barked as though he under-
stood, and Kaye, with tears in her

eves; hugged him.

“AMick, you've saved me,” she cried,
“and saved your precious Floss, too!
But I'm glad 1 did take you. - That
brute would. have shot you if. you'd
tried to save I7loss.”

Mick licked her, barked, his eyes
shining, and there was no possible
doubt that he was then the happiest
dog in the world: yet half an hour
later he was happier still. For the
police, knowing the haunts of the
gang, ftrailed one member of it, and
thus were led to their hide-out.

There was I'loss, and her pup,
ready for a journey to London, and
thence “to the Continent. Kaye was
deeply totched when she saw TFloss,
Mick, and ‘the pup reanited again.
Their joy fully compensated for her
own suffering.

Only Brutus, not knowing of the
happy eund, was worried; and when
Kaye returned to the kennels, almost
skipping with glee, he stood with head
down 1in shame. Kaye;, remembering
his bark ' outside the police station,
understood. She hugged him, fondled
him, praised him, until' once again
Brutus® éars werd up.

“Kaye, Kaye!” barked the other
dogs. “Want you, Kaye—="

And Kaye hurried back to the cares
and labours and loves of her kennels,
with only gladness in her heart that by
attending to a dog’s cry in the night
she had spared another dog lifclong
misery in a foreign country.

ENXD OF THIS WEEK'S STORY.

too,

Ida Melbourne writes another delight-
ful dog story in next Friday’s GIRLS’
CRYSTAL, which also contains five
other brilliant stories. Don’t miss any
of them !

SCHOOLGIRLS’

TWO GRAND SCHOOL STORIES!

Also’ask your newsagent for these other two volumes of the

No. 665.: ¢ Not Fit for Morcove,” by Marjdrie Stanton.
No. 667. ¢ Stella and the Sheik of Mystery,” by Renee Frazer.

NOW ON SALE.—4d. EACH.

OWN LIBRARY




THE CHUMS® PLIGHT
LIVE FRENCH, I’muth Form
O captain at St. Kit's School, -and

ller chum, Letty Johnson, liked
Jess Grant as soon as they met
her on her arrival,

Jess was an erphan girl, whom a mys-
terious Miss Dalton had befriended and
gent to St. Kit's. Then Miss Dalton
had disappeared.

Some of the girls were suspicious of
Jess, and when five' pounds from the
Form. Sports = Fund ‘disappeared,
Stephanie Warner, Olive’s rival; accused
Jess of being the thief, The chums,
‘thowever, had begun to believe that Jess
‘had an unknown enemy at 8t, Kit's

In the nearby village of lwulugh the
two chums saw Jess enter an expensive
jeweller’s shop and buy a handbag. Buf
vshe.had told "them she was staying at
school .that afternoon, and she was sup-
posed to-have no money

Jess fled when the chums J[lplnlthtd

her, but they saw her as they returned
to school en the. road through the :
mirshes. Jess saw. ‘them, and: lured

them into a lonely watth-tower,
them: in.

The gicl. they had befriended had de:
liberately shuif them up, and- it uc-u]d
soon be time foi‘ rDll‘cu” 1 » n

e 1 3 . A .

T ESS dootut mton(l coming back!
‘-&he mearis to leave s locked up

" here I
There wass uite-r co.ns,t_unutmn- in
()Er}u's voice. L(ﬂ‘\ gave ruecful
110 4 WA

* Liooks llke {554 dm agreed,

For ‘a few moments the two'chums
stood " there in silencer H;en Olive
i spoke ‘again. et

“T-<ean. hardly helieva™ !t 1 she

asped. I liked™ Jess—and trusted

ety - Ohy it seems nupos«ll»lo that she
could be' g0 horrid !

Letty, realising how Leeu] e T'mm
captain felt the betrayal of t'l'ut trust,
gave her arm a svmpaﬂaehr sr;tw(.r(

“Tt certainly’ is a blow;” “she re
marked! - “But" talking won't change
matters. We've got to face tha fact
that we've been taken in—that Jess
isn't  the charming ~girl we thought
her.”

Olive gave a sigh.

locking:
: sqlleoze ‘thirough there—let alone me,”

| !“ ln\ Ml.l“

By
GAIL
WESTERN

#1—T suppose 50, she faltered; then,
as she glanced at her wrist-watch, she
gave a gasp. “Why, 1t=| thhug on
for six1” she l;‘).clnmmd “1f we don’t
find a way of escaping, we'll be late for
roll-call ”

Bhe tugged again at the oaken door,
but it refused to budge. Next she pro-
duced a torch from her pocket, switched:
it on, and looked about her.

The circular room was devoid of
windows, but, the steps that gave access
to the top of the tower. gave Olive a
feeling of hope.

“Perhaps there's a window up
there,” hhc suggested. “Anyway, let’s
mr.plorc

The fat girl took a reluctant step
forward, clinging to Olive’s coat as she:
followed her chum up the winding
steps. .

Round and. round wound the stair-
case, and Letty becamc more and
thore gloomy as she saw the only two
windows the tower boasted. Narrow.
glits, in the stonework they were, the
openings -overgrown avith ivy.

“It’s rio”tise. FEven you couldn’t
she declared.”

“Perhaps 'not. But orle Cof us might
be able to climb down to the ground
by means of the iyy. If. only these
steps lead right to the tup—— Flurrah,
they do!”

Olive finished with. a cry of satis-
faction as she saw the’ dark v above

héf. Nexbt moment shie was punning
across ‘a stone floor "and’ leaning over
the weatherworn “battlements; read-

fully far, away seemed the grmm(l It

made Ulnn ¢ senses spin to' leok: down,

Olive and Letty were dehghtedl

‘to discover. that it ‘could not
possibly. have been Jess who

“had played 'such a mean trick

on-them.  But ‘since it ‘was not
Jess—who then could it have
been?

e

lm!iiliﬂnmm

.. WVOrITY.

but she set her llps determmedl\, and
turned to Letty,
i “You'd better stay here,” she said.

No sense in both of "us climbing
down—and' the ivy's more likely to
bca,r my w elght thun yours,”

The fat girl gave a horrified gasp.

“Oh, you mustn’t ! It's top risky,
Suppose the ivy should break away
from the wall!”

“I'll have to chance that,” Olive said
quietly. “But don’t fuss, Letty! We
can’t stay here all night, Anyway, I'll
be safé enough !

But f6r all her confident tone, it was
gingerly' that she clambered up or to
the stone wall and lowered herself down
on the other side. She dug hei toes
into the knottéd branches of the ivy,
then, screwing up her courage; let go
of the wall and gm’ubcd at the vy with

<her hands.

Cr-aan-ck !
‘There came an ominous snapping
sound, and part of the ivy tore away

from the mortar in which it was
embedded.
Letty gave an alarmed shout, and

for a moment even Olive went d(-ailﬂv
white. *-But ~she managed to gain a
firmer hold, then ecaufiously, ‘testing
every foot and handhold before she
trusted her weight to it, she began her
perilous descent.

From the battlements Letty watched
anxiously,. her heart in her mouth,

“Oh, do be carefulI” she gasped, as
there came another. ominous cmcklmg
sound. “If you should fall—

But' resolutely Olive  refused to think

of that grim possibility, Slowly: she

clambered downwards—lower and
lower. Then, suddenly, just as her
tensed facial muscles were beginning
to relax— /
Cr-aaa-ck!
The whole tangled mass of ivy to

which' she was clinging broke away
from the wall.. For' one ternf\mg
moment Olive seemed to remain poised
there in midair, then.down she plunged,
a ruﬂtlmg carpet of ivy falling with

let out a shriek, and’ Iong
minutes seemed to pass befor¢ her
chum landed with a thud on the dark
ground below, Quiveringly she called
down to her:

“Are you—are you hurt?”

To her relief, the Form- captain
scrambled up and dusted herself dow.

“No—only a bit bruised. Butb it was
a good job I was more than half-way
down before I fell. O.K., Letty, Don't
T'll have the door unlécked in
half a jiffy !”

Mopping at her hot, flushed face, the
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fat girl went flying down the stairs,
As she reached the bottom there came
the clang of a bolt,- and the ancient
door creaked open. Olive’s torch
cleaved the darkness,- y

“Thank goodness|” exclaimed Letty.
“Crumbs, but you did give me a turn,
old scout!” Her plump face became
grim and angry. “Aren’t I just look-
mg forward to telling Jess Grant what,
I think of her! This is all her fault!
Bat for her rotten behaviour—"

She finished with a snort, and Olive
gave a sigh. Ilven now she could not
get used to the idea. that the new girl
was a traitor—a thief |

“T suppose you're right,” she agreed,
“but—ah, well}, ‘don’t let’s talk about it.
We'll never get back to school in time
if we don’t hurry! Come onl”

She led the way back along the soggy
field, but Letty, following close behind,
suddenly ‘stopped and stooped, The
light of the torch had revealed some-
thing square and white lying on the
giround. )

“Why, it's a letter !” she exclaimed.
“Jess must have dropped it when she
ran away.” .

Pocketing the folded sheet of paper,
- she went hurrying after her chum, but
their troubles were not yet over. The
mist had thickened, and like a dense
blanket it huhg ever the marshes, blot-
ting out every landmark, making it
diflicult to find even the path back 1o
the road. :

“Be careful,” warned Olive. “We
don’t want to end up in a quagmire !”

Clinging to cach other, -they groped
their way through the clammy fog.
Several times they pulled up only just
in time, warned by the s ueﬁrhing mud
and the rustling reeds that they had
blundered off that narrow strip of
safety.,

7 Gollf, this is awful 1 gasped Letty,
as one leg sank almost up to the knee
in slimy water. “I've got a lot to say
to that beastly new girl, Just let Jess
wait—let her wait until I get back to
school 1"

Angrier and angrier
became. She was spattered in mud
from head to foot. The mist pene-
trated her clothes and her tecth
chattered with the cold.

Stumbling, sliding, tripping, the two
girls squelched onward, with only the
light from Olive’s torch to save them
from complete disaster. But the worst
things come to an end eventually, and
at last the Form captain gave a sigh

. of relief, for dimly, just ahead, could
be scen the road.

“Now.we shan't be long |” she cried

. thankfully. “Let’s sprint for it, Letty.

« There’s just a chance that we may get
back before roll-call 1”

But it was a vain hope.

the fat girl

When, wet and dishevelled, they
reached St. Kit's, it was to find the
Junior Assembly Hall empty. The

-vegister had been marked, and the girls

-were all in their studies, waiting for
the supper bell to ring. ;
“*+As they turned- away, Miss Charters,
the fussy Fourth Form mistress, hove in
view.
mud-stained ‘girls in shocked surprise.

" “Bless my “soul, ‘'what have you ‘two:

girls been 'up to?” she demanded.
~**And why were you absent from roll-
call?”? L
Olive started to explain, but Miss
Charters . cut, her short. 8he was a
stern disciplinarian.
.~ “¥You have no right to get lost,” she
remarked acidly., *“You both know the
mitshes are out of bounds. T must say,
Olive ”—through her pince-nez  the
looked disappro,vi,nglg‘ at the Form
“ceptain—“this is a bad example you
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She stared at the two panting, ”

are setting the rest of the Form. As
captain you ought to have more scnse.”
“¥Ym sorry, Miss Charters!” R
“And so you ought to be! I trust

that in future you will show a bigger

sense of responsibility, Now run along,
both of you, and—remember: if I have
any furthéer cause for complaint,” I
shall report you to the headmistress.”
With another irate sniff in Olive's
direction, the Form-mistress passed on.
The Form captain gazed after her in
dismay, but ber chum’s plump cheeks
were red with wrath, and urgently she
tugged at Olive’s. sleeve. 3
“Come on, let’'s find Jess!” Lelty
cried. “I'll bust if T don’t have things
out with her.” -
Together they made their way to
their study, but there was no sign of
the new girl. The room was empty.
“Perhaps she’s 'in the library,” sug-
gested Olive.
They turned back into the corridor,
to run into Stephanie.. At si}glnt of the

two chums the blonde girl grinned
maliciougly, By 8
“Hallo! What are you two loocking

so fed-up about?” she inquired. *Cry-
ing your eyes out because your precious.
pal’'s going to get into trouble?”

Olive and Letty both stared.

“What d’you mean?” demanded the
Form captain.

Stephanie regarded them
prise, then she laughed.

“Mean to say you haven't heard the
glad news?” she asked.  “But, of
course, you've been ont. You weren't
here when the storm broke.”

“Storm—what storm?” demanded
Olive, while Letty glared at the. other
girl i exasperation.

“Yes, out with it!”
“What's happened to make
like a Cheshire cat?”

“(Oh, there’s been a fine old row!”
Stephanie ‘replied airily.  “ Semeone
sent the Head an anonymous letter.”

“An anonymous letter |” i

Both Olive and Letty gave a startled
glance, and instantly their minds went
to Jess’ unknown enemy. Had she
been at work again?

“Yes, it suggested that if old Brammy
wanted to recover the stolen money she
should scarch Jess Grant’s luggage.
Needless to say, the Head seized on the
idea, and—" Stephanie paused

in sur-

she ofdercg].
you grin

1

“ You mean the missing ca,éh was found?” Olive asked, Stephanie

~been” fourid hidden

Vtan.lalfsl'ng?y, and her smile ?m]came

wore, gloating than ever. “Well, of
coursze, the result was what I expected
it to he.”

Olive drew in an incredulous breath.
Despite all that had happened, despitel
her loss of faith in the new girl, yet
she dreaded to hear her fears consl
firmed.

“You mean that the missing cash!
was found 1” she asked.

Stephanie nodded.

“ Exactly—all five pounds of if. Done
np in a nice little roll, it was, and

tucked away under Jess’ clothes. My,!
‘but ‘wasn't there a row! Poor qltl‘.
Brammy nearly expired. - I do wish

you’d hoith been here. You would have
enjoyed yourselves!” :
Whether this.was true oi nok; ob\'ious’
it was that Stephanie was enjoying her-
self. . Bhe revelled in ,retailing _the
sensational news. For a. moment Olivel
and, Lefty siared at her in speechless
consternation. Though they themselves
had ¢ome fo the conclusion thaf Jess
‘was a thief, yet what they had jusﬁ’

heard shocked them to.the core. Butl

it not only shocked them, -it puzaledi
them as well. If the stolen money hadi
in “Jess’ !uggagc,l
then “where had the new girl got the|
money from to pay for the expensive!
handbag she had bought?
“Where’s Jess now?” asked Olive,)
her voice little more than a whisper. |
Stephanie nodded to the passage that
led to the headmistress’ own room.
“She and old Brammy are having
a. heart-to-heart talk,” she explained.
“But don't let your hopes rise, There's
not a chance of saving Jess this time.,
Even she can't fool her way out of this

mess, By to-merrow' morning she’lll
have gone from school—gone for
good !” s

Stephanie laughed _with‘ pleasure atf
the prospect, and with another exul-
tant look at the two chums, she went,

walking on.
T For a moment Olive forgok

how badly the new %irl had be-
trayed their friendship. he forgot
the fact that she was a thief. She only,

o —

OLIVE’S TRIUMPH !

O be expelled] To be forced {o'
leave St. Kit's in disgrace!

nedded, * Yes, all five pounds of it—t\;:.‘ke_d away under Jess Grant's
h . ;

cloth
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remembered how happy the three of
them had been toget%er ; remembered
how cager Jess had been to make a
success of her life at St. Kit's.

“Oh, poor kid!” she gulped.

Letty nodded.

“Ir certainly seems tough!” she mut-
tered. '

Like the Form captain’s, all
anger had evaporated. She
resentment now—only pity.

“It's a funny thing,” she remarked,
“we've only known Jess a day or two,
and yet—— GColly, but I couldn’t be
more upset if .it was my sister who
was being expelled! Oh hang!” she
added explosively, as if ashamed of her
sentimentality,  “Let’s try to forget
all about it ! After all, she's brought it
on herself,” 5

“I—I suppose so,” agreed Olive,
though nonc too certainly,

That puzeled look still remained in
her eye, and instead of following Letty
to their study, she suddenly stopped,

“Just a tick,” she said.” “There's a
question I want to ask Stephanie.”

And off she dashed, to disappear into
Ler rival's room. Wondering at the
sudden excitement in the  Form cap-
tain’s eyes, Letly waited in bewilder-
ment, But she was even more bewil-
dered when Olive reappeared, her face
flushed, her eyes ablaze with a wilder
excitement than ever.

“Here, what's up ?” she demanded.

Olive was panting for breath. The
hand she [nidpon the fat girl's arm was
quivering.

“It's  almost unbelievable,” she
gasped.  “But it’s true! It was half-
past five when it happened.”

Letty regarded her chum as if she
feared she had lost ber senses.

her
feli no

“Hali-past five when what hap-
pened t” she demanded.
“Why, when Jess' luggage was

searched ! And Jess herself was in the
dormitory at the time. Oh, Letty,
don’t you see what this means?”

Letty shock her head.

“No, I don’t!”

“But it’s as clear as water! It was
just after half-past five when we were
ocked up in the towsr! Yet at the
very same time Jess was having her
luggage searched—so it couldn’t have
been Jess who locked ws up! It
wasn't Jess we saw buyving that hand-
bag!”

“But—" Letty ran an amazed
hand .through her dark hair. “Either
you're pofty, or else I am!” she de-
cleared. “Here, let’s get this straight,
Are voun seriously suggesting that Jess
Grant has got a double?”

Olive nodded, and excitedly her
fingers tightened their grip on her
chum’s ann.

“8he must have! There's no other
explanation! A person can't be in
two places at once! Stephanie says
Jess was in the dormitory at half-past
five, and so—— Oh, Letty, we've been
a couple of pigs! We've cruelly mis-
judged Jess! It wasn’c her at all. I
conldn’t have been!” :

Letty listened to this breathless out-
burst in silence.  She was too taken
aback to offer any comment. live's
theory was so unexpected, so sechsa-
tional. It seemed impossible to accept
it, and yet—

Thoughtfully Letty nodded. There
certainly was something in it. If what
Stephanie had said was true, then the
girl who had locked them up must have
been someone else. Aad, after all, why
should Stephanie tell lies? Bhe disliked
Jess, and certainly she would not invent
an alibi for her. )

“A double!” gasped Letty, finding
her voice at last. “Oh, my giddy aunt!
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IF this doesn’t take the biscuit! A
double I” she gasped again; then sud-
denly the excitement died out of her
face,  “But half a tick, old scout!
Even if this is true—even if it wasn't
Jess who locked mus up—that doesn’t
make her out to be a giddy angel,
What about the money that was found
in her trunk?”’

Olive bit her lip; but, black though
that evidence was, she refused to let
it smother her new-found happiness.
If they had made ope mistake, then
they could easily make two.

“Perhaps—"
off and frowned. “Yes, by golly !” she
exclaimed, her excited smile returning.
“It all fits in! Letty, supposing those
notes were planted there!”

“Wha-a-at!” The fat girl nearly
collapsed. “Steady on! That's a bit
too thick, old scout!” she protested.
“Who would do a rotten . trick like
that ? Burely you're not suggesting
Stephanie did it out of revenge '

Olive shook her head.

“No, not Stephanic—at least, I don't
think it was her. But someone did—
the same person who sent the anony-
mous note, Jess, unknown enemy ! Oh,
I'm certain I'm right! Deep down in
me I've known all along that Jess was
innocent, and now—"

She broke off, thrusting out an eager
hand, as another idea occurred to her.

“That letter you picked up, Letty,”
she exclaimed—"that might give us a
clue!  We know it was dropped b‘y
Jess' double; so let’s have a look at it.”

Letly became almost as excited as
her chum as she remembered the sheet
of paper. Taking it from her pocket,
she smoothed it open, then she gasped.

“Why, it's a piece of Bt. Kit's
paper ! she exclaimed. “Look! It's
gho!t;’the school address on the top of
1

Olive gave a triumphant cry.

“1 knew it—I knew it! ’This un-
known cnemy and Jess’ double are in
league! But let’'s see what it says—
quick! This suspense is awful I”

She peered over the fat girl's
shoulder; and in silence they read the
few lines that were typewritten there.
The letter was not complete, but there
was sufficient of it to make them both
gasp and gape.

“Dear J.,—You needn’t worry.
There’s no danger of our little plot
failing. The Fourth Form are playing
hockey this afternoon; so I'll easily be
able to slip up to the dormitory and
hide the money. Once the Head gets
my anonymous note, Jess Grant’s goose
will be cooked. With regard to our
next meeting, I suggest—"

And there the
abrupt end; the
missing.

“Well,

letter came to an
second sheet was

I'll go to sea!” exclaimed
Letty. “Of all the mean tricks! Bat,
I say, old scout, what's the big idea?
Who can have her knife into Jess at
St. Kit’s? And why're they so keen to
get her expelled ?”

Olive shook her head. The mystery
was bevond her.

“1 don’t know. But what I do know
is—this letter will clear Jess! Here,
let me have it! Old Brammy must see
it at once!” .

Snatching the sheet of paper from
her chum, the Form captain went dash-
ing down the corridor. Letty mfade to
follow, but Olive waved her back.

“Leave this to me!” she panted.

“PE'RHAPS in future you chumps
will listen to' me! knew all
along that Jess-Grant wasn’t to be
trusted,””

she began, then broke-

Tn - the Junior Common-room
Stephanie was making the most of her
big moment. Surrounded by a crowd
of eagerly listening Fourth Formers,
she was preening herself with satisfac-

tion.

_“I should think Olive's feeling pretty
sick,” she went on. “It's a real let-
down for her—and for the whole ¥orm,
if it comes to that. Though really you
girls aren’t to blame. It was Olive who
led you astray; but for her you'd never
have believed in Jess.”

Several of the girls nodded.

“That's true,” admitted Iris Wattg,
and she frowned. “Seems to me we've
picked a jolly fine leader—I don’t
think! I think she ought to be asked
to resign.” ;

“Resign! Who's that talking about
resigning 7

The inquiry came from the doorway,
and most of the girls looked uncom-
fortable as they turned and saw their
Form captain standing there; but Iris
tossed her head.

“It’s you we're talking about!” she
snapped. “A fine old mess you've
landed us in! And some of us think
you ought to resign.”

“But what ever for? What am I
supposed to have done?” :

“Oh, don't pretend to be so mighty
innocent!” It was Stephanie whe
shouted the words. “You know wvery
well what Iris means. We're talking
about Jess Grant. Though we've seen
the last of her, thank goedness—though
she’s %?ing to be expelled—"

Stephanie’s outburst came to a sudden
stop, for the door had again opened—
this time to admit Letty and Jess. In
blank amazement the Fourth Formers

azed at the new girll. As for

tephanie, she glared in fury,

“What do you want in here?”’ she
demanded, her glittering eyes fixed on
Jess. “How is it you're not packing
your things?”

Jess said nothing; but Olive did.

“I don’t know what wild story you've
all been told,” she said, “but it's
obvious you've been led up the garden,
There’s no question of Jess leaving.
You see, her innocence has been estab-
lished—completely  established I'  she
emphasised.

“Wha-a-at |” :

An astonished Ngo.sp went up, and
Edith Fox—the Nosey Parker of the
T'orm—took an  incredulous
forward. -

“But what about the money that was
found in Jees’ luggage ?” she demanded.

“That was deliberately put there to
get her into trouble. You see, Jess, has
an enemy at school—someone who hates
her so wuch that she's determined {o
get her expelled!” :

Another amazed gasp greeted this
statement, and for a moment or two
the Fourth Formers-stood there as if
petrified. The silence was broken by
Stephanie. Her face white with anger,
slie darted forward and grabbed Olive
by the arm. .

“Are you daring to accuse me?” she
shouted, almost choking with fury.
‘““Are you hinting that I'm plotking
against Jess Grant?” - - e

“I'tm accusing no one,” retoried
Olive. “TI'm only relating facts, and
if you'll cool down, Stephanie, I'll ex-
plain exactly what has happened.”

She did so, and the crowd of girls
listened in wonder “and amazement.
The fact that Miss Bramleigh had ae-
cepted Jess' innocence impressed them.

or a moment no one spoke. Then
Cecily Savage, Stephanie’s crony, broke
the silence.

“It all sounds jolly queer,” she mut-
tered. “But all tle same—well, there's
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* ¢he flashed.

no going against that letter Letty
picked up.”

~ “Of course there isn’t,”’ chimed in
Molly Barker, one of Olive’s staunchest
supporters. “ And there’s no forgetting
what old Brammy thinks. If she’s con-
vinced of Jess' innocence, then she
jolly well must be innocent.”

‘“Hear, hear!”

A general murmar of approval
greeted this statement, and Olive and
Letty heaved a sigh of relief. There
was no risk now of the Fourth cold-
shouldering the new girl. They would
not only forget this unpleasantness,
hut also they would do their best to see
that Jess did not suffer from it,

Only Stephanie still looked scornful.

“You . can believe what you like!”
“But I shall never change
my mind, T still think Jess Grant is
a thief, and I still think there’ll be no
peace while she’s at school.”

And, with another glare around, she
stalked out of the Common-room, slam-

ming the door viciously behind her.

o

ONE PLAYER SHORT

B ELL, that’s the team for
. Saturday, and a jolly strong
one it is

" during the break between lessons,

s, tool If we don’t

beat Trilton College hollow,

ﬂl'ﬁ}’r“ eat my giddy hat—lining and
% -

It was the following morning, and
Olive

had occupied herself by selecting the

" eleven to play against Trilton College.

“ clared “again.
~world of difference.”

Now she was surveying the list with
evident satisfaction,
side,” she de-

" “Yes, a jolly stron

“Jess alone will make a
She looked across
at the new girl as she spoke, and
raised a. warmng finger. “Don’t for-

~ get, Jess, we're relying on you,” she

said. “If you don’t get at least a

couple of goals there’ll be trouble.”
“I'll try not to let you down,”

Jess  promised.  “‘But do  hope

Stephanie won’t be peeved when she
hears I'm in the team.”

“There's going to be no trouble,”
declared Olive, “so forget all about it,

« there's a dear.”
- The Form captain,

hq:ever, under-
alicious be-

estimated Stephanie’s
She was furious when she saw

haviour.

the list that Olive pimned on the notice-

ard.

“It's disgraceful, that’s what it is,”
she declared. “Apart from being a
thief, - Jess is a new girl. We've got
no proof - that she really can play
hockey.”

“8he did jolly well in the practice
match,”” pointed out Ceeily Savage

*:who, although one of Stephanie’s sup-

can’t sa

porters, nevertheless wanted the Fourth
Form team to do well.
phanie gave an irate snort.

“That was a fluke. She'll never re-
peat it. You wait and see. On Satur-
day she’ll Jet you down. 1 know she
will.  Well ”"—ominously she regarded
the crowd that had gathered around
the notice-board—*'if you do lose, yon
I didn’t warn you !”

And she stalked away i a huff. Few
of the girls paid much attention to
Stephanie’s angry warning—at first,
But as Saturday drew nearer one or
two of the team, influenced by the sly
hints - and rumours that were going
around, became a little uneasy.

Finally, Cecily decided to tackle
Olive abhout it. Buttonholing the Form
captain on the way into breakfast, she
asked her bluntly :f she thought she
was wise to keep Jess in the team.

QOlive's retort was blunt and to the

point.

GIRLS' CRYSTAL—28/1/39

“Of course, I'm wise,” she declared.
“Jess is the best forward we've ever
had in the Fourih.”

“But Stephanie says—""

‘I Btephanie’s jealous, so what che says

doesn’t  count,” . interrupted Olive.
“ Anyway, Jess has been picked, and
she’s going to remain picked. And

that’s final!”

Nothing more was said, but on Friday
afternoon, when Olive and Letty went
into lessons they received an unpleasant
shock, for chafked on the blackboard
was, another of those anonymous mes-
sa.g]-al?s ‘they were beginning to know so
well :

“Jess Grant will let yoh down to-
morrow. A girl like her should never
have been picked to play!”

Underneath was the signature, “ Well-
wisher.” Jess’ unknown  enemy had
been at work again.

Savagely Olive wiped cut the offend-
ing message, but not before a number
of the giﬁ.« had seen it, and, though
nothing was said, Olive could guess
what effect it might have had on them.

Then, on Saturday morning, the
chums received another shock, though
this time a pleasant one. After break-
fast Jess ~came rushing ' into Study
No. 5 in a wild state of excitement, and
she was flourishing a letter.

INTRODUCING—

—those world-famous schoolgirls Barbara
Redfern & Co., of Cliff House. Every
week, in our Saturday sister paper,
The SCHOOLGIRL, Babs & Co. appear
in a superb LONG COMPLETE story by ¢
-Hilda Richards. * The Schoolgirl '* also’
contains many other enthralling features,.
so get a copy to-day. The price is 2d.

~“Tve heard from Miss Dalton!” she
announced breathlessly.

She planked the letier down on the
study table, and eagerly Olive and
Letty read it. Jess’ mysterious bene-
factress apologised for mnot having
written before, but stated that she had
her outside Fenleigh Railway Station

been ill. However, if Jess could meet
at one o'clock, she would explain
everything.

“That's splendid !"” declared Olive.

“Rather I"" beamed Letty. ‘““All this
giddy mystery will soon be cleared up
now. But say, old scout”—for a
moment her smile faded—" what abeut
the match this afternoon? If you keep
that appointment, yon won't be able
to travel in the school coach.”

Jess nodded.

“I know, but I can easily come on
later.
I'll have plenty of fime to see Miss
Dalton, and get to Trilton College.”

She looked anxiously at Olive. “ That'll -

be all right, won’t it?” she asked.

“Of course, but——" It was Olive’s
turn to look a little worried. ©
won't miss the bus, will you? Afiler
all Stephanie has said, it would be
awful if you didn’t turn up.”

Jess .smiled.

“1 won't miss it,”

she promised, and
so it was settled.

I've looked up the buses, and.

“You -

‘Ihe moment lessons were ‘over she
hurried off to keep. her appointment,
her ‘cheeks flushed, her eyes sparkling.

Needless to say, Stephanie, when she
heard the news, had her own comment
to make. >

“If you ask me, it's jolly dangerous
to travel one ghort,” she said. * Sup-
pose Jess doesn’t turn up?”

“Of course she’'ll furn up!” snapped
Olive. She turned to the rest of the
team and frownped at them. *“Don’t
you pay any attenion to what Stephanie
says,”’ she ordered. *“Bhe’sjonly being
spiteful. Come and get your dinner.”

They all went into the dining-room,
and by the time the meal was over the
coach had arrived to take them over
to Trilion College.

In the excitement of discussing the
forthcoming match, Jess’ absence was
forgotten, but when Trilton College
was reached the Fourth Formers dis-
covered, to their dismay, that as yet
the new girl had not arrived.

In the dressing-room, Cecily Savage
surveyed Olive anxiously,

“1 suppose there's no danger of her
failing to turn up?"” she asked.

Oliver shook her head.

. “Of course not. Don’t be a chump.
The bus from Fenleigh isn't due for
another couple of minutes.”™ \

They changed, but still there was no
sign of Jess, Even Olive began to grow
uneasy, for it looked as if the missing
clayer had missed her connection.

hat could have be:ome of Jess? Five
minutes passed—ten, and still she did
not show up.

Cecily, gﬁn‘ing through the
swung round savagely.

“If you ask me, Stephanie ‘was
right !"y she burst out. = -* Jess does in-
tend to let us down. ' Olive eught to
have had more sense than to pick her.”

An uncomfortable ‘silence greeted this
statement. The atmosphere ‘in the
dressing-room became more and more
tense, ‘and then suddenly the ‘door
opened. Eagerly the Fourth Formers
turned, but it was not'Jess who looked
in, but the Trilton captain. - °

“Sorry to seem awkward,” she said,
“but time's geiting on, you khew. If
we don't begin soon, it'H be dark- be-
fore we finish.”

She withdrew, and another awkward
minute passed, then Ceeily, her fdce
scarlet with anger, snatched up Her
hockey-stick. :

“It’s no use!” she burst out. “We'll
have to play one short. Come om, girls,
let’s get started. It's no good waiting
any longer.”

She stalked out of the pavilion, and
the rest of the team, picking up their
sticks, followed her, Olive antf Letty
were left alone. .

“She promised she'd cateh the bus,”
groaned Olive.  “8he knew how im-
pvortant this match was. Oh, what
does it mean, Leity? I c¢an't help
feeling something may have happened

window,

to Jess. Bhe wouldn’t let us down
deliberately.” - '

Letty nodded.

“Of course she wouldn’t. I “won-

der—"" She caught in_her breath.
“Golly, Olive!” she gasped. “Suppose
her unknown enemy is behind this
fresh mystery.”

Olive’s eyes opened wide with horror.
“You never——" .
““Y mean, supposing Jess” unknown
enemy has been at work again?” was
the grim reply. -

Can that possibly be the reason for
Jess’ failure to be on time for the match 7
On no account miss next Friday's fine
chapters of this school and mystery
story. Order vour GIRLS’' CRYSTAL
in advance.
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was utterly unscrupulous, and that he
was engaged in some secret plot with
his davghter. His enmity towards her-
self, his determination to rt her
;rom the children, all pointed to this
act

What this plot could be, Norma as
vet had mo inkling. But if Ben Tre-
gellls had inadvertently stu.mbled on
it, as his strange warnin;
then it was posslble that m%‘enhnle
has taken steps to keep thg'old bo’sun
silent.

But it was useless to epgnge in wild
surmise. More than ever ‘Norma was
determined to leave no stone unturned
to fathom the mystery—a mystery that
concerned not only the old ‘sailor and
his two grandchildren, but which con-
cerned her personally.

For she felt convinced that - this
mystery was connected with ‘another—'
the secret hinted a: in her Isthers
diary. -

Picking up her torch, and tlu'ustmg
ithe battered eap into her ket,
Norma hurried across the ct':l]m:'c

wards a door. at the-far end.

! Her fears had gn'en place to reckless

drtcrmlnutlon

*To-night was her chance to unravel

the mystery !

. Did " Gerald suspect? Could he be
connected in any way with the plot?

Instinctively she ‘shrank from the
thought as she recollected that boy's
' cheery” friendship—his eﬁorta to help
“her all along.
. Gerald knew nothin But hls uncle
was a "Penhale, so she garnd not breathe

o

~ journey
- together ;

. -ust

THE GIRL WHO HAUNTED
GREY GABLES

(Continued from page 372.)
a word to him about her suspicions.

She must carry out her secret gquest on
her own.

From the cellar a flight ol ute s led -

an apparently blan| ut a
hu.rned search disclosed a runed iron
lever. Norma pulled at i, and, with
a ismt lf::atmg sound, a portmn of the
wall slid away, disclosing the life-sized
statue of the Black Kmght, standing
grim and sinister in the moonlight.

She had found the secret entrance to
Grey Gables! .
- For an interminable moment Norma
waited breathlessly, her heart thudding
Eamfulh her cheeks pale. Reaction
ad swept over her after her eerie
through those subterranean
But quickly she pulled herself
her real dgeu were by no
meuns over—the\ actually only

tunnels.

'She ﬁ:d come so far in safety; she
steeled herself now not to turn ba
And .then;” even as she strained her
ves, peering into the darkness beyond,
her heart loa.];)t t Was that someone
ing in?. Norma thought she heard
agﬂx‘?as though’someone was at the
oor. 3 For  another long “moment she
listened, waiting to hear the “sound
again.
‘But it was not repeated All was
sllent. 3

“ Just the wind, or a mouse—or some-
thing,” she chided herself, with a faint
smile.  “I mustn’t let my nerves get
the better of me now.”

Norma crept through the o n to

find herself in the desert
room. The pale moonlight nrelmod
through the window, shining on the

marble statue, and flinging its shadow
in dark relief on the floor. -

It revealed, too, the old oak chest
that Gerald had mentioned that even-
ing.

Her heart beating mckI\ Norma
tried the lid. It was unlocked. Throw-
ing it back, she discovered _her

phantom robes, carefully wrapped in
paper.

A moment sufficed to alig on the
robes, and don the veiled headdress,
then she turned to retrace her steps
to the secret opening. But at that
instant a door creaked behind her.
There was a soft, quick footstep on the
floor. A shadow fell across &e pl.t
of the moonlight.

“Got_you!"” exclaimed a stern, boy-
ish voice; and a hand grasped her
shoulder. “Now, my elusive phantom,
let me have a look at vour face!”

With a stiffied cry Norma turned, to
confront Gerald—Gerald, his face plle
and grim as he reached out to snatch
off her veil.

Every week this
and more thrilli

hat ever you do

don't miss next rldnr J d instal-
ment. Order your QIR RYSTAL

now.

v

PR E,our dad talla us you're an expert
“at” unpacking,” remarked the leader,
beckoning -to her, - “Get to work! <1f

. uuythlnga broken, it'll be the worse Ior

ou.”
.  The girl turned, revealmg an a.lert
rather pale young 'face beneath the red
Lorchle? Noel saw her violent start, as
she clught sight of and he bit
ack a_ stifled, mcredulouu e;lculation.
"'Junel”h.b a

leader Iooked round
el Noel lay still, watching
¢ mt‘h his eyelids, his thoughts
i
‘ uaa standing motionless, like a
S} ‘en statue—staring at him in piteous
smay. One false move on her tf“t—
one sign of r mon--and her daring
masquerade would be seen through.
»Noel, realising the danger that
menaced his plucky young niece, ven-
tu to open his eyes and grin re-
assuringly.

« He saw June's face light up; heard
her half-stifled sob of relief.

“Set to work, girll” ordered the
leader sharply. ~*“Cut that bale, and
start unpacking.’

June, her hnnd shaking, took the
knife that was handed to her and bent .

over the bale, cutting the "stout cord,
that secured_it. _Then.,ﬁwﬁ&';ﬁc ';E::t;;
s o “‘x‘ P

btlﬁened tummg sharply, 35,
“%Hark !” .she .gasped.” ¥ I can hear
lomeone—-outnde the cave!” .= w=#
The men turned ; the leader strode to
the doorway, lantern in hand.
¥In"a Blsh, June acted. * Darting to
l\oe]’s side, "she slashed the bonds that
secured his ankles and wrists.
The young detective leaped to lm

fect,

I “Good work, June!” h¢ breathed.

 “Stand back !”

', The leader of the men spun round

heanng Noel's voice.
“He's free!” he shouled "Qulck

THE CLUE OF THE PINK =

3 SHELLS
(Continued from page 354.)

you fools, don't let him gct awayt

Catch that girl, too!”

* Followed by the other men, he made

 to at the young detective and the
white-faced schoolgirl. But Noel was

master of the muauon now.

.“One minute !” he snapped, backing
ngamst the wall of the cave. “Don’t
come a step farther—or I fire I”

“A revolver glittered in his hand, as
he covered the startled men.

.“Put your hands over your heads!™
he added.
corner. v

Sullenly they made to obev him, but
the leader doubled suddenly, aiming a
kick at the lantern that stood on the
floor of the cave.

.With a_splintering crash it was over-

turned plunging them into darkness.

Noel, qmc{l as thought, seued June

and thrust her behind him.

A hulking figure leaped at hun in the
loom," attem tmg to wrest the revolver
rom,hla I;an

White-faced, *June heard’ the sound of

le “fear for her uncle’s ‘safety

“hér - wits.

one of the huge, empty drums;. snatch-
ing a heavy iron bar, she struck -it a
terrific crash—followed by three others
in quick succession.

There followed a tense minute in
which Noel struggled desperately with
his assailant, then; from : outside the
cave, ciine the shrill cry of a seagull.

June'’s face lit up..

“ Boys—this \\uy 1% she ghouted.

There came " rush™ of footstcps-—the -

bnllunt. gleam’ of &
. At Yem, boys Ug' ;'elg'tl Tec'l Bartona

\che ‘ "

“Get over there—in that .

- borrowed our bont for

Cautiously & she -
= crept along by the wall till she reached

-, d
L

'1‘110 diversion gn.\e Noel his chance ;
with a swift movement he sent hls op-
ponent sprawling. '

Ted and his brother brought dcmn
one of the other men; Noel covered the
remaining three mth his revelver.s: .-

“Try am more tricks, and “it'll be
the ]:mi:g or gou, A h:ilsnappedd “ Good
wor ys | ppy-m tie u

de scound h *

the:

Only too willingly the boys obe

Noel relit the lantern and hglo&i it |
above his head, smiling across al his
white-faced niece. - = -

“It’s your trick, Junme,” he llld a
gleam of . dmlrltmn in his eyes,
“Those balfs contain smuggled ,
fume—hundreds . of . pounds wol:)'t’ﬁ
Matter of fact, I came down to Corn- -
wall to mvestlgate on behalf of _the
Customs peof e. Thanks to you-—md to
these bo; ve succeeded.” ;. .5

June smiled, a little unsteadil 1

“ Exactly,” said Noel. “ arﬂ'yn was
their intermediary on shore. I'd been
watching his movements, before I met
you; that was why I was so dubxouu

. about the supposed practical joke.” "

J uma(.I ﬂushteﬁl Jslightly.
“And to think that T d t!l
boys " she said. euspecte <

“Oh, we dont mind " declared Ted‘
magnanimously.

“You're a goﬂ"’ declared June -

“Shake hands on it,” =uggested ‘\’oe!
with a gnn.

They “shook. - The ©old feud was

buried, there and then,
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